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…your master is a servant of the devil… 

 

-Sperone Spironi 

 

CELESTIAL CARTOGRAPHY 

 

 Quietly the crystalline spheres click though their 

discrete circular motions.  The world has gotten smaller, 

more specific, as ships have sailed out and back over the 

last hundred years.  

 Venice controls the seas and trade of the 

Mediterranean.  Europe’s primary contact with the East 

takes place through Venetian ports.  From Peking and 

Sumatra in the Orient, Delhi via Constantinople, Alexandria 

and Marrakech in North Africa, all trade passes through 

Venetian markets. 

 The Ottoman Empire, Muslims led by Selim, advance 

from their seat of power at Topkapi in Constantinople.  

They cross Croatia towards central Europe, roused from 

slumber by the crusades.  The Ottomans occupy the 

central Mediterranean sea and encroach on the ports of the 

Italian city-states.   Especially those of Venice.  Six years 



 

 

of fighting has led to the siege of Cyprus.  Controlled by 

Venice, the Ottomans desire to recapture the island for their 

empire.   

 The last fires of the inquisition ravage Spain.  The 

Moors have been driven out seventy years previous.  The 

island of Granada, with its large Moorish population, has 

recently been purged by a Spanish military campaign, the 

Moorish resistance fueled by Ottoman weaponry.    

 Consolidation through family marriage has brought the 

Austrian Holy Roman Empire, Flanders in the Netherlands, 

and Naples in southern Italy under the auspices of the 

kingship of Spain.  The Holy Roman Empire, led by the less 

than competent Maximillian, hides behind his truce with the 

Ottomans, watching the last years of the peace it has 

brought tick down to the treaty’s end. 

 Money has begun to be the primary force of diplomacy.  

The Medicis in Florence, and the Doge of Venice, an elected 

duke, fight constantly for power in the Italian region.  The 

other kingdoms have their own armies:  the Milanese, the 

Romans, the Florentines, the Neapolitans, the Pisans.  The 

warring city-states have nothing in common except trade 

and the Italian language. 

 The Catholic Church, embattled with Lutheranism in 

Germany has drawn ranks on a crippled Rome.  The 

counter-reformation sees people taken from their homes 



 

 

and tried as heretics.  Still, they remain the only truly 

centralized power in Europe. 

 In England, Elizabeth has just been excommunicated.  

The ports of Japan have been pried open by English sea 

power.  

 Exodus to the New World has begun.  Maps of the 

world are still hotly debated.  Trade routes change yearly 

as discoveries and advances are made.  Latitude and 

accurate mapping are a dream two hundred fifty years 

away.  Sailors rely on dead reckoning brought to Europe by 

Muslim traders.   

Spinning above this new Earth, round, bounded by 

crystalline spheres, the geometries of Greece, or perhaps as 

some suspect far stranger clockings, the plan seems well 

underway, in motion, mapped out.  Individuals breathe in 

and out.  The universe, so they have discovered and been 

frightened by, moves in many directions at once.  They 

sleep, and eat, and buy comfort.  People attend to the 

rituals of life, whatever their beliefs.  The price of these 

moments is well established.  People move through both 

these maps at once, heavenly and earthly, only gleaning a 

little of their surroundings, their Gods, their soul.   

 

 

 



 

 

 

Venice, Winter 1570- 

 

The Painter- 

 

 From within a postern door, scuola groaning under 

weight of rain. 

 Swimming towards the surface, a jump from the 

inbetween places to the present.  A hand on his shoulder. 

  "Master."  The hand lightly shaking him.  "Piacere, 

Signore." 

 ‘I am awake, Rodolfo." 

The sounds of feet scuffing mixed with the pounding 

weight of rain.  Smell of lamps being cleaned, black oil 

deposits, linseed pressed and cloudy, other resins such as 

turpentine, rabbit skin, even more.  The occuli from the 

preparatory process in various states of disassembly.  The 

stone floor of Scuola radiates cold.  Jacopo has awakened, 

cocooned almost, inside layers of furs. 

"A message from the Doge, Master." 

 "The colors?  Are they mixed?" 

 "Si, Signore." 

 "Good." 



 

 

 The cold brutal after the dark furs, some warm dream.  

He's alone with his wife, they are young, somewhere long 

ago, one of the outer islands... 

 "The Doge, Master." 

 "Yes."  A slow climb to his feet.  Aching limbs of late.  

Walking out of the small enclosed room where a painting 

from ten years ago stands.  Sometimes he hears his 

students whispering about it.  That he will never make one 

as good again.  Or that it was his last stand against the 

taste of the times, and now he will forever be an outsider, 

and looked down upon.  This time of night, it is hard not to 

let the words of his teachers and his own doubts get the 

better of him.  Beside him a new painting, nothing more 

than a coat of glue, plaster, ground elements dug from the 

earth and crushed, broad gestures of the journeyman 

applied awaiting his finishes.  He has been here for days, 

sleeping a few hours at a time when he can no longer stand 

to work.  They come and go, day and night have merged, he 

has lost compass and clock.  A ceiling piece – when it is 

finished the new painting will be winched overhead and 

secured tightly with bolts to the stone.  Half completed in 

two years, crisscrossings, hatchings, the canvas ready for 

the tint, Tintoretto, Jacopo Robusti’s famous black gesso.  

Working it again in white chalk after the application of the 

gesso.  Always thinking, this dyemaker’s son.  His line 



 

 

makes teaching the tricks of perspective to the journeymen 

difficult - they never read the Greek texts he gives them.   

 He can barely see the older painting.   The upper main 

hall, Superiore, disappearing into night.  Chaotic noise of 

rain.  Lamps - islands of light far away in the dim upper 

story of the Scuola.  The painting, a crucifixion, lost to 

gloom behind him.   

 A painting a year?  How did he ever think he could 

manage a painting a year?  Jacopo creates as many as he 

can, trying to become a directing member of the Venetian 

painters’ guild, making the same amount of time for the 

guild each year.  Other duties intrude – church reform, 

poetry, his marriage.  He hates this time of year, he hates 

being separated from his wife.  And now, with the world as 

it is...  Every moment counts.  To get older.  Always this 

thought between them that there would be more time, and it 

has only gotten more difficult.  At least he and Faustina 

have the children. 

 "Which one is it?" he asks Rudolfo 

 "The younger one."  One of the Doge’s night pages. 

Descending the staircase, a few paintings slotted into 

mounts here and there, the guild works continually on the 

hall 

 The page standing just inside the doorway of San 

Rocco, the guild building, the rain seeping through under the 



 

 

door, Jacopo’s assistants and the night guards of the guild 

haven't let the page move past the entranceway.  A 

miserable youth in miserable conditions.  If it had been the 

other page, they would have let him enter, offered him tea 

or hot wine.  The look on his face, rage and intemperance.  

This one Jacopo loathes.  Officious and young, obviously in 

the pocket of one of the Council of Ten.  It has never been 

a secret about the pages and the Doge's advisory panel but 

officious irks Jacopo on a more fundamental level.  It is an 

affront to God. 

 "Yes?" Jacopo asks the page. 

 "The Doge requires your presence, Signore Robusti." 

 "At this hour?" Jacopo says, more for the benefit of the 

night guards and Rudolfo. 

 "Signore," and the page gestures towards the door. 

Rudolfo asks, "What shall I do, Master Tintoretto?" 

 "If the pigments are mixed, there is nothing but to 

finish what remains.  Sleep, Rudolfo.  Let the rain lull you 

to sleep.  We will begin again in earnest tomorrow."  

Jacopo Robusti Tintoretto steps into the dark storm after 

the page. 

 

 Traveling overland behind the page.  Marauders on the 

waters, it's not safe anymore, the city seems to know 

nothing of itself as the years turn onward, its back to the 



 

 

noises it hears at night on the canals.  He tries not to be 

indifferent but...  What does God make of this?  A test.  

Surely. 

 San Rocco falls away. 

 Footfalls in puddles, the storm pressing down between 

his shoulder blades, Jacopo unable to look up into the 

blinding rain as he follows the page’s soaked-through 

boots.  He has always been terrified for his eyes.  The 

biles and fluids of his body he fears will be overtaken by the 

force of the rain, will turn his body against him.  Make him 

blind.  He makes no conversation with the page.  The 

noise of the storm would steal his voice even if he tried.  

Gratefully, the young man never talks. 

 The darkened city twisting and turning under foot.  

Bridges flicker in and out of vision through fog and 

downpour.  The wooden bridge of the Rialto.  Crossing the 

Grand Canal.  Only a few lights in the city’s windows, upper 

floors in this affluent area.  Late night business dealings 

worthy of a candle. 

 Merc. S. Salvatore. 

 He wishes for an oiled skin, a tarp, a boat, a Venetian 

belongs on the water.  Two water streets: Rio della 

Riscaula to Canal Grande to San Marco instead of the rat 

warren of paved footbridges and alleyways.   



 

 

The Doge's late nights used to scare Jacopo.  He used to 

wonder if the man was possessed or was bartering away his 

health and soul.  Now it seems a friendly gesture from a 

lonely man, unable to sleep and troubled by the world he 

inherited.  Many of Jacopo’s friends, those that have been 

able to prop him up against tradition, even as he 

antagonized the other painters of the guild, as he got the 

commissions they desired badly enough to wish him dead, a 

mortal sin, these same influential people do not like this 

new Doge, Alvise Mocenigo.  Jacopo playing politics for 

money and feeling ungodly.  In reality, Jacopo has always 

found himself more allied with the Veniers, but still, he likes 

the old man. 

 Through under the tower and past the archways, the 

pillars of St. Mark’s Cathedral.  The piazza.  San Marco 

drowning at three in the morning.  Worn stones halfway 

submerged, pigeons in throngs, a soul here and there rising 

on the wind.  Dirty and fixated these birds’ songs.  Souls 

rising in the depths of night, on the strangled sounds of 

squab. 

 The winds cut across the piazza.  Boats rise and fall in 

the swell of the storm seen barely against the jetting ink.  

Wood knocking, ropes groaning as the waves rise and fall. 

 Finally the familiar door to the Ducal palace. 



 

 

 "Signore."  The page produces a key, unlocks and 

holds the door for Jacopo.  A moment’s warmth, more 

pages standing in an alcove, a brazier of fire, heated wine 

on a scarred desk, and stained finery.  The door closing, 

bolted.  The page returning the key to a rack mounted on 

the wall of the anterior cell, takes a set of interior keys.  

Back into the cold of the interior courtyard.  Stairs.  The 

page takes them delicately, one at a time even as the cold 

wraps crisply around the two tiny humans, the treacherous 

marble has led to broken legs or worse.  Jacopo following 

stolidly.  Top of the flight, the cold even worse higher up, 

not enough braziers in these outdoor halls. 

 Another flight. 

 A hallway, a far away ceiling that fails to impress 

Jacopo, his soul saved for other things, he hopes, these 

trappings hold little interest for him.  The massive 

mariners’ globes on the sides of the anteroom to the Doge's 

office.  The door opening, the key ring from the pages' 

alcove.  Inside, finally light and warmth. 

 "Signore Tintoretto, ah, hello," says the man.  The 

Doge smaller than Jacopo ever seems to remember, sitting 

behind a desk, balled up, thighs and calfs contacting, 

conserving heat under an embroidered nightshirt.  The man 

is seventy, but in excellent shape.  A life on the water.  

Jacopo’s nemesis, an old teacher named Titian, even older.  



 

 

Why do we live to be so old? Jacopo wonders.  Perhaps 

God does not want us.  He grants us health if not always 

happiness. 

 "My Doge," Jacopo says. 

 "I am sorry to drag you away from your duties and into 

such inclement weather." 

 "I am at your service, my Doge." 

 "I know, I know, but thank you anyway."  To the page, 

"You are dismissed."  The page turns on a heel and walks 

out, closes the door soundlessly. 

 A hand through almost ragged hair.  The new style.  

Curls stick away from the old man’s head, singular accents 

against close shaven hair.  "How is your God, this morning, 

Tintoretto?" 

 "He is your God as well, my Doge." 

 "Why does God send such terrible weather?" 

 The game as usual.  Jacopo having trouble thinking on 

his feet through the night mist of his humors.  "His will," 

Jacapo says lamely.  He pulls his beard out of a feeling of 

inadequacy. 

 "Yes."  Another hand raking, a sigh and a look at 

papers, into the dark room, into the places the candle on the 

desk will not reach.  Again at the papers.  At Jacopo.  "We 

shall see about his will."  

 



 

 

Border of the Austrian Empire, Two Days Earlier, Winter 

1570- 

 

The Moor- 

 

…the kite on fire, a man riding on its wing span of thirty-five 

arm lengths, holes ribboning outward, cloth not only torn but 

flaming, swaying the kite begins to spiral, ropes severed by 

the soldiers below, here far from Peking Jarkarta Delhi the 

Oriental device over the river, a lucky shot of an oil soaked 

arrow twanging skyward lit and carried in the gusting wind, 

tiny soldiers and bravi and the green of Austria below, 

Venier’s troops in skulls rowing out towards the schooner 

below, Venetian sailors hacking from the lean skull boats at 

swimmers making for land, rifles from the bush, little metal 

balls whizzing across the bow, bullets hit targets who fall, 

rigging combusting, the kite gone luminous in the boat’s 

oiled ropes, the Venetians boarding the schooner grapples 

from the little skull boats, the diversion of the fire overhead 

giving the soldiers more time in boarding, a total loss for the 

Austrians, the Holy Roman Empire as the captain’s throat is 

slit, thrown overboard, drifting away, more bodies on the 

deck of the ship, and below bobbing on the surface of the 

water staining the clear Danube… 

 



 

 

 Rawh careening through history and toward some kind 

of contact with the real world again. 

He would like to go there, the Orient, see what there is to 

see.  He grins, taking the crisp air up here into his cheeks, 

forcing it back out as a transparent geyser.  He wonders 

why the air gets colder as he rises.  Unrolling the kite, a 

good wind so many days into winter, the kite white against 

the dinge sky.  The camouflage a good thing.  They 

guessed that no one would be able to make him out. 

 Wrong.  

 Rawh, still high above, surveying the river valley as he 

spirals, flaming, using his body to aim the kite for a 

northbound boat on the river.  Right now he can see over 

the rises of hill to the Danube delta. 

 He's got the boat on collision course, not so much 

gliding in or being lowered in the way it's supposed to 

happen as crashing downward. 

 He's free of cloth and wood, cutting ropes with a 

scimitar that had been slung over his back.  He hangs from 

the mast.  Below, the Austrians climb trying to get a hand 

on his foot, his ankles.  One misses, jumping from the aft 

mast in a desperate attempt to stop what is taking place.  

With the miss the sailor fumbles manically for ropes that 

have been cut, falls to the deck of the schooner.  Some of 

the sailors jumping overboard, cut down by two cannons 



 

 

mounted in the brush along the side of the river.  The 

ambush is succeeding.   

 He can't help but reflect on it, dangling, using a 

Pekinese device for spying, this kite, wondering how far 

above the Earth he would have to be to see all the way to 

Delhi or Peking.  The kite stuck in the rigging, kicking in the 

wind, parts falling to the deck and catching it on fire.  The 

kite in the service of the Venetian navy, an adapted Chinese 

design of some crazed inventor in Milan, as Rawh 

understands it.  The first time he rode the kite it terrified 

him, rising above the trees on a leash, bumps of airflow.   

 As Venetians, this is an act of war, they aren't 

supposed to be here.  In truth however, or so Rawh hopes, 

the Venetians have let it leak to the Austrians and cursed 

Spaniards that Venice will be conducting herself through 

the troubled land on the borders of the Ottoman Empire, 

collecting information.  But hopefully, if they leave enough 

clues, this battle will be awarded to an Ottoman raiding 

party. 

 The general, Sebstiano Venier, calling orders below 

Rawh to the men in skulls  on intercept for the ship making 

its way home to Vienna and the court of the Austrian ruler 

Maximillian.  Venier, sword upraised, canons firing, made 

for this.  The man is glory and blood.  Inescapable. 



 

 

 Cyprus lies in the path of the Ottoman empire, and of 

the two cities on the island, one has already fallen.  

Nicosia.  It could be the catalyst for a long and bitter 

engagement with the Turks.  Europe's bloodlust at seeing 

the Venetians being overpowered by the Ottomans obvious 

to even the most junior unseasoned statesman.   

 Venier has laid eyes on the island, was supposed to 

rule there.  He was in fact in transit from Corfu, his first 

senior placement and sees Cyprus as his responsibility.  

Always the egocentric fool, Selim the Sot.  The drunkard 

Muslim - willing to start a war to have access to the good 

wine of Cyprus.  The Ottoman troops now laying siege to 

the island's other side, Famagusta.  Once the island had 

belonged to Constantinople.  As the eastern ruler, the Turk 

wants it back.  And it appears, Rawh reflects from the 

rigging, he will get it. 

 The island lies off the coast of Palestine.  A rocky, 

balmy place of little activity other than trade and farming, 

the Venetians have ruled the contentious and diverse 

population for centuries with a laissez-faire management 

style.  Griti or Greek traders, Jews, Copts, Italian speakers 

of the many states of the boot, even Muslims have lived 

side by side at dual port towns making money through trade 

of goods and production of wines, both of which are 

dispersed throughout Europe.  One of the naval men 



 

 

Sebastiano Venier came up with, Bragadin, controls the city, 

and Sebastiano, despite the odds, has faith in the man. 

 In September Sebastiano was on the coast of Cyprus 

surveying the Turks taking position.  Gian Doria, the 

Venetian fleet leader, would not engage despite 

Sebastiano’s implorings.  Venice’s fleet turned and fled.  

The coward Doria, Rawh recalls vividly.  He now rots in the 

armory jail awaiting trial.  A good man, Venier - Rawh has 

known him since he was the ranking naval commander at 

Corfu.  The man had need of bravi, and took a liking to 

Rawh and his unusual temperament.  Sebastiano reviewing 

spy reports averred they should retake the island from the 

Turks.  Doria works, or rather worked for Spain’s Philip II.  

Rawh of course suspects treason, at the very least a kind of 

planned mismanagement resulting in a loss for the 

Venetians.  Sebastiano with enough wine in him concedes 

this.  After all, the Austrians, the other family wing of 

Philip's Habsburg empire, has a treaty with five years left to 

run before expiration.  This side of the Habsburg empire 

stretching from Innsbruck and the mountains more or less 

all the way to the border of the Ottoman Empire past 

Budapest is feeling the heat, even with this treaty.  Better 

to let the Ottomans take out their aggressions on the 

Venetian state, better to let the Venetians bleed money and 



 

 

patriots.  Rawh doesn’t care which Christians are in 

jeopardy - he gets paid either way. 

 Again, the canonballs fly.  The iron hits low, not one 

cannoneer would risk Sebastiano's wrath by hitting his 

favorite hired man with a cannonball.  Here now, 

Sebastiano looks at home, in the midst of battle.  One 

cannot tell how truly miserable he is.  Sebastiano Venier 

himself was blown off course by history.  Instead of being 

administrator of a Venetian port, he finds himself a leader in 

the Council of Ten, and on the shortlist of nominations to 

Doge.  He’s clearly happier here, in the blood before it 

starts to clot and dry. 

 Rawh working his way towards the deck. 

 The only thing they had found on this outing was a Turk 

scout.   The Turk, half dead from torture gave up the 

location of the ship and suggested it might carry something 

of military use.  He said it was a seeing device.  One had 

been lost a few days previous along with the death of 

another scout.  Sebastiano determined not to let the might 

of Habsburg navy have it.  Requiring days of sleepless 

marching after the stress of reconnoitering the Ottoman 

lines. 

 A cheer from the Venetians as the boat is taken.  

Rawh’s heavy boot stepping through pooled red. 

 One of the soldiers looks up at him. 



 

 

 "Konrad," says Rawh.  "Well, hello."  The man turns 

from him and tries to crawl away, some sort of implement 

undeftly hidden beneath his tunic.  “You are not injured.  

How unfortunate.”  Rawh puts a foot on the man to stop 

him crawling, cocks his pistol, and jerks the tunic out of the 

mans pants to grab what looks like a small unmounted 

canon.  The seeing device the Turk spoke of. 

 Konrad lies panting on the deck under Rawh’s boot.  

Sebastiano surveying the scene with a bloody-minded glee 

Rawh has seen on few people.  He looks at Konrad with 

distaste and frowns.   

 Rawh holds the brass tube to his eye, spying further 

across the land than even the kite allowed him to do.  Not 

much more than a few morsels on this trip, but Rawh has a 

feeling about this optical implement. 

 “Kill him?” asks Rawh, siting down the pistol. 

 “No. Not yet,” says Sebastiano Venier in between 

barking orders. 

Venice, Winter, 1570- 

 

The Painter- 

  

 Alvise rising from his table.  “Come, Jacopo.  Come.”  

The Doge with a hand on a small bell, ringing it loudly in the 

dark palace.  Two pages appear suddenly, alert at this hour 

of the morning.  “Call for a boat.  We are ready.”  One of 



 

 

the pages departs – the sound of boots on flags receding at 

a run.  The other helps Alvise into pants, boots, a heavy 

coat. 

 Alvise with a hand on Jacopo’s shoulder. 

 Flights of stairs, down towards the water.  The palace 

carpets left down all winter grow fungus quickly.  The 

water appears around Jacopo’s boots as he walks, pushed 

from the fabric by his weight.  Puddling. 

 A door onto nothing, a door to the Venetian street.  

The water smells of ammonia, carbonite, lye and lime.  It 

smells like death.  A punctured sound from the rain and 

water. 

 Alvise and the two guards standing at the open door of 

Rio di Palazzo.  The rain whipping over the water.  A sharp 

hulled boat glides towards them from the interior of the city.  

A boat from the armory.  An oiled tarp covering the boat 

and a lit brazer inside cutting the bite from the rain.  

Tintoretto climbs down into the boat and helps the Doge 

aboard.  The Ducal pages follow. 

 “What is our destination, Doge?”  Smell of the tanned 

hide, it could be Florentine, not a drop reaching them here 

under the tarp as the boat turns back into the city’s interior. 

 “The armory.” 

 Jacopo worrying at the inside of the night, trying to 

open to faith, to reason. 



 

 

 “You noticed the tarp is Florentine.” 

 “Yes.” 

 “How are the Veniers?” 

 “Maffio is well as you know.  He never speaks of his 

brother Marco.  Also as you know.” 

 The Veniers a high-ranking family in the social circles 

of Venice. A political family: a politician, a general, and a 

court poet.  Well known in court, well known as patrons of 

the arts (and the courtesans). His brother Domenico was 

supposed to be Doge, not him.  His nephew Maffio blown 

by the wind of his own lungs, his own inopportune 

comments to the Florentine dukes the Medicis.  The 

Medicis do not rule hands off.  The Medici’s are very hands 

on.  As court writer the man was booed and then defamed, 

finally run from court.  The Venetians all have a story about 

Maffio and his jibes.  The Venetian whores, the courtesans, 

have at least one story, and then another they tell you when 

you've paid. 

 Maffio was traded to the Pope.  A blood sport the 

poetry at court, and the Medici’s are a surprisingly 

humorless lot, considering their money.  Hard to laugh all 

the way to the bank when you are the bank.  Everyone says 

they love a joke at their own expense, thinking that their 

tenderest spot is not seen by the public eye.  Maffio always 

went straight for that painful place.  Sometimes to great 



 

 

effect of laughter.  Occasionally, Sebastiano has a new 

story of a duel Maffio has won.  Sebastiano tries his hand 

at poetry, but he's terrible as a writer.  Poets never 

changed the world, or so he grumbles after a reading.  Men 

have never been gutted open by wit.  Rapier wit.  A laugh.  

Maffio's dirk on the other hand... 

 “Maffio left Francesco’s ministrations in Florence for 

kinder fishing grounds.”  Changing the subject the old 

Doge says, “This Rio smells terrible.  Even by Venetian 

standards.  If I had another life I could make it all right.”  

Tintoretto remembers him on the waters of the lagoon.   

 

…the waters a Woman… …the ripples of the waves and the 

vows of marriage… …the Doge betrothed to the water by a 

priest… …Venice and water married….  

 

 How many of them has Jacopo witnessed?  Circling 

the ducal boat, the people of Venice on their own 

watercraft.  The boats close enough to bump each other.  

The day of Alvise’s ceremony had been unseasonably warm.   

 On another level it irks him, all the Venetian Doge’s 

believe on some level they can walk on water.  Heresy.  

Still on the previous track, defending the Venier’s, and as 

though listing a grievance Jacopo mutters, “Pius is an 

excellent Pope.” 



 

 

 “But of course,” Alvise pauses, letting the undertone of 

derision rankle, ”He has excellent taste in his court – I 

wouldn’t call Maffio his jester, would you?” 

 “No.”  Jacopo more irritated now. 

 “The polite term is satirist.” 

 “Yes,” Jacopo agrees.  “given your penchant for 

deriding Sebastiano’s brothers in the Council of Ten, I 

would say you are not in serious need of a satirist any more 

than the pope.” 

 “Pius needs his sense of humor more than anyone.  

And who would point out all of our city’s delightful soul 

destroying attractions, if not for the court’s writers?  What 

would the people think of us?” 

 “That we are holy.” 

 “We are the power in this region.  Don’t make that 

mistake, Jacopo.  And Sebastiano is not ready for election.  

Even if I die tomorrow.  Or, God forbid, next year.  He is 

older, but he never lost that impulsivity.  It makes him a 

great general – seeing those little things that will turn a 

battle, a war – it would also make him a difficult Doge.”  

The boat rounding corners of canal right towards the 

arsenal, northeast into the rain off the sea.  The buildings 

do little to block the storm out.  “Put another coal in the 

brazier please, Tintoretto?  I am an old man.” 



 

 

 “Not so old,” but Jacopo reaches for the coal.  In truth 

he hopes God will forgive him the small lie.  He has barely 

been ensconced, but even in good health, how long can 

Alvise last? 

 Their waterway, Rio S. Marina, runs off the Grand 

Canal which snakes like an S through the center of world, 

the island city.  Ahead - the walls of the armory blank and 

faceless, the canal breaking at right angles to the fortress 

mount.  Guards on high, illuminated only a little, a portcullis 

gate stabbing down through the putrid water entrance.  

The boat comes to rest banging against the gate.  The 

soldier rowing the boat and a soldier behind the portcullis 

gate on a walkway converse briefly.  A light unmasked on 

one of the guard posts along the top of the inside wall, the 

armory soldier sheltering inside from the rain going up a 

flight of wooden stairs bolted tight.  No fanfare for the 

arriving Doge, not in this city.  Not this late (or early) 

Jacopo reminds himself.  Venetians, even in war, are 

business minded. The portcullis gate of the waterway 

begins to crank.  The boat rowed through, in amongst the 

warships of the city-state. 

  “Put us ashore there, please.” 

 “My Doge.”  The soldier rowing using an oar mounted 

on the side of the boat, the water too deep for poling and 

used for birthing ships.  A gentle wooden bounce, a 



 

 

subaudible yawn of treated timber, Jacopo stepping nimbly 

to the dock.  He’s short, his center of balance low, always 

sure on a boat.  Reaching to help Alvise. 

 “The painting has kept you in good health.” 

 “Painting is good for the soul,” Jacopo acknowledges. 

 “Good.  I can’t imagine what kind of trouble you would 

have gotten in if you hadn’t been able to.” 

 Jacopo unsure whether to smile or scoff.  Alvise on the 

dock. 

 A soldier with a lantern hangs over the side of a ship 

moored at the dock.  Jacopo looks up into the rain at a 

schooner of shallow draft.   

 "Up," says Alvise urging Jacopo to hurry.  The old man 

already on the rope ladder overhanging the ship's side.   

Jacopo grabs the ladder after Alvise’s feet are above him.  

From the plankboards they climb upwards towards the 

ship's deck.  “Two days ago, this ship belonged to the 

Habsburgs of Austria.  Sebastiano brought it in under black 

out.  We will have to sink it at sea when we are done 

searching it for any other treasures which might have been 

hidden.” 

 Coils of rope.  A lantern hanging from the front mast.  

Buckets to capture fresh water.  Two ducal guards stand at 

the ship's captain's quarters.  Sebastiano Venier’s men.  

Jacopo recognizes them from around the palace's inner 



 

 

chambers.  Sebastiano, as one of Tintoretto’s staunchest 

supporters in court society has had the men ferry messages 

to the painter.  These men, close confidants, like Alvise’s 

pages.  The guards themselves almost members of the 

council and able to steer the political climate themselves.  

Elite members of the inner circle of the Venetian court all 

have these minions.  Some day some of the young men will 

be ruling members. 

 The door to the captain's quarters opened by the 

guards who usher them inside out of the rain. 

 Sebastiano to the left.  Marco, Sebastiano’s nephew 

here, as well as his brother Domenico.  Da Ponté, the other 

elected perennial.  A few others of the Council of Ten to 

the right, as well as ducal advisors.  Only the Council’s 

personal soldiers at the door.  Absolute secrecy.  Jacopo 

didn't even see the other boats moored.  The quarters 

cramped and smelling of mildew. 

 "My Doge," echoes from the other council members, 

"Tintoretto," says Sebastiano quietly. 

 “Salutations at this late hour.”  Alvise being 

perfunctory. 

 "Hello, all," Jacopo replies.  Alvise still standing slightly 

behind him. 

 On the table a few maps.  A brass cylinder which looks 

as though it has been ground or worked on a treadle. 



 

 

 "Please investigate, Jacopo," says Sebastiano.  "If that 

is all right, my Doge." 

 "You asked for him.  That is why I summoned him for 

this, correct?" replies Alivse standing against the wall 

behind Jacopo. 

 The table comes up almost to his chest, while 

Tintoretto is not quite a dwarf, his height makes reaching 

for the thing on the table exquisitely embarrassing even now 

at the age of fifty-two.  He thinks he will be used to the 

looks, the occasional guffaw, but still he cringes. 

 Glass in the hollow of the brass tube.  "What is it?"  

He puts it to his eye and gets a blurry smear through it.  He 

can see it resolves vaguely into an over large Sebastiano. 

 "The light in here is terrible.  One of my men came 

across it in the possession of a spy.  Both he and the 

device were aboard this schooner.  It came to light that 

previously it had been in possession of the Ottomans.”  

Tintoretto recognizes the make of the schooner as Austrian.  

He says nothing about the marks on the deck or the stains 

even in lamplight.  The maps on the table of the Holy 

Roman Emperor’s lands.  “It resolves faraway objects as 

though they are close up,” explains Sebastiano.   

 "You see, Tintoretto," Alvise says from behind him, "We 

think it could have applications of all sorts.  Would you be 

interested in investigating its uses for us?" 



 

 

 "My Doge, why have you not called master Titian?" 

 "Your old teacher?  Because he is half-blind and 

incapable of the work." 

 "If I were as rich a man, I would be home in bed as well,

” Jacopo grumbles.  “But Master Titian has always been 

much more your man than I.  And he was not my teacher 

for long." 

 "No.  He threw you out, didn't he?  Still.  We are all 

Venetians, and children of the sea.  It came from the sea - 

therefore it belongs to Venice.  Venice and your Doge 

require your help.  You are not refusing the Council 

surely?" Alvise asks quietly. 

 Sebastiano with his angry humor, “We ran vespers until 

now to arrange this meeting and Jacopo, you say you are the 

wrong person?  We have every confidence.” 

"It is not my expertise," Jacopo says simply. 

 "You are handy with every type of equipment you come 

near, dye-maker."  Alvise continues, “And Master Titian 

has only his painting.  Perhaps it was your upbringing.” 

 The ship bobs and sways in the swell of the storm. 

 Sebastiano working his ego now as well, "Furthermore, 

you know about the old principles." 

 Jacopo nodding out of habit.  "What do you want to 

know?" 



 

 

 One of the other ducal advisors, Leonardo Doña, says, 

"How far can it see?  Can more glass make it see farther?  

How much light is needed to see?" 

 Domenico asks, “How much glass before light will not 

penetrate?” 

 Sebastiano adds, "How can we mount them on ships?" 

 "Make no mistake, Jacopo.  The Turks intend to use 

these devices to catch us unawares at sea.  We must not 

let that happen." 

 

The Spy- 

 

 In the hold of the schooner Konrad swinging, aching 

from a timber which supports the deck.  The ache 

non-localized, arms long ago numb, rats scurrying beneath 

his feet, heard against the dark and the creak of the water.  

He takes the rodents as a sign of luck. 

 A brief shuffle, muffled voices above him on the deck.  

People over the side of the ship; quite a few people, maybe 

twelve or so.  Creakings of a ladder, on the docks.  People 

going over the side of the boat and out into the night.  

Other boats heard waiting at moorings, conversations 

fading. 

 He doesn’t remember them arriving, but time has 

become a detached concept, far away.  He guesses slightly 



 

 

less than a day he has been strung here.  Perhaps he was 

unconscious.   

 The hold opens. 

 One or two voices still above him on the deck heard 

through the sound of the open hold.  The conversations in 

hushed tones, mutters just below the pounding of blood in 

Konrad’s ears. 

“Wait for me at San Marco, Jacopo.” 

“Sebastiano, I must return to my wife.” 

“The state needs you now.  Tonight you belong to Venice.  

Now go.” 

More of these wretched people climbing down from 

Konrad’s schooner.   

Sound of feet on the stairs which descend into the hold.  A 

lantern uncovered.  Too bright.  Konrad’s eyes start to 

water and he squints them shut.  The general again, 

Sebastiano.  Two of his men.  At least the Moor is not 

here. 

"Konrad," Sebastiano stands in front of Konrad, almost tall 

enough to have to stoop in the hold, taller even with Konrad 

hanging in front of him.  "I will remove your gag.  If you 

scream, we will make sure that you never do again.  Do you 

agree?" 



 

 

 Konrad nods.  The Venetian dialect which Konrad is 

grateful he speaks.  Grateful to the Austrian court – useless 

on most counts, he still has learned a few things. 

 Sebastiano nods, and one of the general’s men rounds 

behind him, the other draws a dagger, points it at Konrad's 

solar plexus.  The gag comes off.  He's been lucky that the 

cloth was not oiled, that he could breathe through it, instead 

of only through his nose. 

 "Two days you've been hung up here.  Do you think 

you can survive two more?" 

 Konrad says nothing and waits.  Someone else at the 

top of the hold listening.  Who? 

 Venier waits a few pounding, throbbing heartbeats 

more.  The soldiers lose none of their edge, the dagger 

unwavering.  They seem barely restrained.  "The 

Emperor-" 

 "Is not here,"  Sebastiano cuts him off.  "I am." 

 "It will not help you if I tell you.  They are not easy to 

acquire, no one knows what they are capable of.  I can tell 

you nothing." 

 Sebastiano nods.  The blade comes up away from his 

solar plexus.  Relief obliterated by a fist to his lower back.  

Another.  The pain shoots up through his arms as he 

swings from the timber.  Konrad grits his teeth and doesn't 

scream.  The soldier in front of him stops him swinging 



 

 

from the beam where the ties crisscross and lace.  

Overhead, at the top of the hold, someone shifts their 

weight uncomfortably. 

 "There are other ways I would rather spend my night." 

 "But of course," agrees Konrad and immediately regrets 

it.  The soldier in front of him takes his shoulders while the 

one behind resumes the beating.  Lacerating, unbearable, 

quakes run up his arms, down his back, unlocalized shivers 

seize control of all his senses.  He’s sweating, and 

shivering.  Cold and nauseous. 

 “Now.” 

 The general straightens his lacquered bristle of hair.  

"Did any scouts steal ahead to tell the court of 

Maximillian?" 

 "The Holy Roman Emperor knows nothing of it yet."  

His face twitches but he’s past caring.  His whole world 

swings from the beam. 

 "And the court?" 

 "I sent word." 

 Sebastiano frowns.  "How long have the Turks had this 

technology?" 

 "We don't know.  I don't know.  They have their 

certain cunning." 

 "Yes..."  Venier thinks, then says to his men, "Move 

him to the garrison brig." 



 

 

 

 

The Priest- 

 

Somewhere down below, the souls are screaming again.  

The church recedes below the line of the water.  The wood 

pylons hold the city on masses of timber shoulders.  The 

weight of stone constantly pressing down into water, the 

currents of the lagoon tug at the wood pylons, whole trees, 

quivering muscles of Atlas, groan and wail against the 

bedrock.   

 He hears the souls in torment. 

 The crypt which lies below water holds a few special 

remains.  The smell of drying skin wafts towards the 

surface.  Founding priests of this church await their 

awakening in the crypt.  The walls bleed, worst in the 

winter when a daily mopping is required - a miracle, he 

must believe in the church, the bodies do not rot.  Holy 

men. 

 The lagoon churns in the storm and the sound of the 

waves works its way up through the masonry.  But more 

distantly is the other sound.  The sound of souls in pain. 

 Incense still hangs in the air from vespers.  Not so 

many out tonight, not that they won't pay eventually.  This 

city wallows in its own filth, stays indoors preferring not to 



 

 

wash perfidy off in the rain.  Another half millennia would 

not wash the Woman clean.  

 The acolytes would put the candles out, but the little 

jobs late at night remind him that he has been given the 

responsibility of this place, charged with the souls that 

come hear to beg forgiveness.  He sets the brass on the 

flame and extinguishes heat from tallow and fat.  The 

acolytes unwinding a rope from a brace on a pillar.  Three 

of them work the ceiling mounted candelabra to the floor, 

putting out the candles, now cranking the ceiling lighting 

back into place.  This wretched Carpaccian weather, 

punishing sound on the roof, God's wrath out of the East.  

Some day they will all be subsumed in the sea.  In the last 

sunrise.  In death.  In eternal life. 

 The acolytes gone. 

 Only red light.  Tiny prayer candles flickering dimly in 

the cold church.  The beast eating outside, claws extended, 

sucking hungrily at the house of God.  We will be protected.  

We will prevail.  

 That's what those across the sea, in the mountains of 

Carpaccia, thought.  And still the demon men came.  You 

can see His hand if you look - here the Spanish drive the 

infidels from their lands, there the Pope freed from jail and 

the sack of Rome at an end.  But still there is the other 

one.  Christian children across the sea taught abominations 



 

 

and taken from their homes.  This after the loss of 

Constantinople a hundred years ago.  The Calyph still 

living, still plotting in Morocco.  In north Africa money is 

stolen from the Pope, from his church everyday.  The 

coffers of Alexandria full to overflowing.  Every day ships 

dock at ports not Venetian.  The city of Nicoisa on Cyprus 

felled in weeks, the other port, Famagusta, barely holding 

on.   

 Sebastiano has seen it first hand.  Has seen the Turks 

at work.  Some day he will be Doge, and still it may not be 

enough to save the souls of these islands.  They have 

toiled for change.   

 Jacopo has risked his very soul - he has confronted the 

church, sent letters, gone to confession and cried and 

raged.  His confusion so pure.  If only he, as a Holy Father, 

could experience some of it.  It would be kind if God would 

let him experience some of the man's ill humors in order to 

understand his life.  Still, Tintoretto is not blessed like 

Master Titian.  He has no eye for color and no sense of 

propriety.  It seems a cruel joke to the mind of men.  So 

much pain and so little talent.  An outrage which as Father, 

Pietro can never show.  He listens to the man's 

confessions and nods, says comforting words as he can, 

tells the man what penances will see him through.  But 

Jacopo’s soul remains in danger - his ego keeps him 



 

 

hanging in the balance.  He learns nothing from the pain 

assigned to him. 

 Father Pietro wants to let the candles burn down, but 

he cannot.  He double checks to make sure the acolytes 

have finished scuffling out, then he extinguishes all the 

candles.  There is no choice, they must save these 

expensive things, until salvation comes. 

 As he finishes and even Master Titian's paintings fade 

into the gloom, a shape appears in the doorway, hooded 

against the downpour.  The rain invisible against the black. 

 "Yes...?" says the Father. 

 "I am seeking Father Pietro." 

 "I am he." 

 The man steps inside and closes the heavy wooden 

door.  A match, a candle, flame and light, burning wax, a 

little pain for his Christ every time it reaches the soft inside 

cupping flesh of his hand.  Bright in the darkness now.  

The hood thrown back to reveal a younger face, barely out 

of seminary.  "I come from Rome."  

 

The Moor- 

 

 Rawh throws the dice.  His shoulders still ache from 

the fighting in the Danube.  The women laugh and scoff 

and drink the cheap wine.  Rawh Abdulla laughs with them.  



 

 

His scarred cheeks flame, underlining hooded eyes.  The 

women don't mind sleeping with a Moor.  They defend him 

most of the time even to their most constant patrons.  They 

welcomed him in on his return.  The neighborhood has not 

changed.  The women have not changed. 

 "He's fixing it." 

 "He is not." 

 "Five in a row.  The odds are down to four hundred 

and fifty to one.  Impossible." 

 "But so it is," he says.  It's the wine.  His dice throws 

a legend to the point he has never been sorry he carries a 

hidden dagger.  The two women exchange glances, one 

crouched on the floor of the brothel, the other sitting on the 

arm of a tattered couch. 

 "No one plays that well.  Haven't seen a ducal 

councilor that plays that well." 

 "They play badly on purpose," says Rawh. 

 "You know many ducal councilors?” she scoffs. 

“I have known one or two.  At least in mixed company.” 

“As have I,” says one of the women across the room and a 

man laughs at the poor jest. 

“Why?" asks the whore. 

 Rawh stands.  Scoops the dice from the Persian 

carpet, shuffles his hand back and forth making the dice 

dance in his palm.  Deliberately ignoring her true meaning, 



 

 

"They try and convince you they are stupid.  Spendthrifts.  

Incompetents."  Clicking sound of glass dice, a thing he 

bought on one of the outer islands, Murano, to much 

amusement.  The dice seem to glow from the inside, their 

price astronomical even by Venetian glass standards.  The 

craftsmen that sold the dice were amused by his not 

haggling and thought they had done their job as Lions 

parting a dullard soul from his wallet.  As a bravi he found 

the price extreme but fair, he was careful to appear slow to 

spend with them and not allow them to guess how much 

money he really had.  He enjoys playing with these women, 

cat and mouse, much the same way. 

 "You say that because you're a Moor." 

 "I say that because I know that no one likes to overpay 

for goods and services.  And a deal is a deal.  Especially 

here on this island." 

 "Spoken like a true bravi," says a Venetian sailor across 

the room.  The man who laughed at the whore’s ribald.  

Rawh squints at him through the candlelight.  "Never 

believe a Muslim." 

 "Muslim don't lie.  Christians do." 

 "Everybody lies," says the man turning his back and 

refilling his glass from a decanter.  Swigging wine. 

 "Yes…" says the Moor.  He nods, as if thinking. 

 “Think of Granada.” 



 

 

 Rawh breathes in and out heavily.  “Granada.”  He 

raises his own glass to the man. 

 One of the women with the sailor says, "I thought you 

were Spanish.  Granada is in Spain."  She has a familiar 

face from nights past. 

 “Now it is in Spain, or at least governed by the Spanish,

” Rawh concedes.  "I am.  Of a sort." 

 "But he said-" 

 "I'm not a Turk.  I am a Moor.  I grew up in Naples.  

And on Sicily." 

 "But you just said you are Spanish." 

 “Isa…” chides the older woman who runs the brothel.  

Sophia.  Good Sophia.  Rawh gestures to her. 

 “I know Granada is in Spain.”  The girl won’t let it go. 

 "I am Spanish, my sweet.  But my family cannot return 

to our homes.  We were run out by Ferdinand and Isabella.  

A Spanish soldier owns our home now." 

 "Which he's never seen," says the sailor over his 

shoulder, still facing away towards the other end of the 

parlor examining two brunettes who are undressing each 

other and enticing him to spend with wry looks.  The sailor 

digs a coin out and tosses it to them, convincing them to 

continue.  Rawh’s immediate two female companions shift 

uncomfortably.  Tension between the two men.  One of 

the brunettes reclines her head on the sailor’s thigh.  



 

 

Another one with her feet up on his chair arm sitting 

opposite him on a divan.  The settings of the house are 

opulent, if not to Rawh’s taste. 

 Rawh replies mildly, "And yet it is my house.  And it 

will be my son’s when I am gone." 

 "You're married?" 

 "Not yet.  Interested?" he says to the whore nearest 

him, the charcoal haired, brown woman of even make, Isa.  

And there - a devilish smile he flashes her. 

 "Don't toy with me, bravi." 

 "I wouldn't think of it.  The thought makes me quail 

with fear," which he says through the smile, the effect 

disconcerting even to seasoned veterans of war.   

The whore pretends to think nothing of it.  She blows air 

through her lips, sound of a half-hearted attempt at humor.  

Some sadness there too.  She backs off from him, trying 

pity: "I came from a good family, do you understand?  Once 

a man would have been lucky to have me.  I have an 

education.  As a courtesan, I've read Dante – all of the 

great poets.  Would you like to hear me quote?" 

 "Please, no." 

 “Do you care for us at all?  You care nothing for our 

other talents-“ 

 “You have no other talents,” Rawh off-handed.  The 

woman burns at him, waxen, dangerous. 



 

 

  "We've all heard it, Isa.  Leave him be," says one of the 

sailor’s companions. 

 "Speaking of a man who likes a good price, anyone who 

grows up in Napoli knows the price of things," says Isa, hurt. 

 "That is true."  Staring into the heart of the dice. 

 "Keep your hand on your wallet," says the whore, 

aiming to insult him. 

 "Also true." 

 "Does nothing faze you?" says the sailor, half-turned 

and watching the minor skirmish.   

 Rawh shrugs. 

 "What's your full name then, Neapolitan?" asks Isa. 

 "Rawh Abdul-Gaffar Asrar al-Fihri." 

 "And don't ask him anything more.  He cannot answer 

you." 

 "Why would that be bravi?" asks Isa. 

 Rawh opens his mouth, but the sailor says, "For some 

reason, certain ducal councilors will not allow him to." 

 "You have never told us this, Rawh," says the older 

whore, Sophia, the owner whom he has known in this 

courtesan house for years. 

 Rawh ignores the comment.  "I come here for the 

pleasure of women, not to discuss politics.  I would like to 

go upstairs now.  You,” he says to Isa,”and you."  To the 

older woman. 



 

 

 The sailor watching amused. 

 Isa petulant but standing now, waiting with the older 

woman. 

 Rawh stands slowly.  "Still sore?" asks the sailor.  

The Moor looks at him again.  Was the man on the 

schooner? 

 Rawh grins.  "From what?" and takes Isa's hand.  “Or 

rather: not yet.” 

 

 Later in the decaying upper rooms, once sumptuous, 

Rag lies between Isa and Sophia.  Two for another fortune.  

All of his dice money gone now.  Given back to the whores.  

A nice girl, this Isa. He feels sorry for her.  Sweet and 

unsophisticated, memorizing Dante.  Silly thing.  Sophia 

lolling awake, letting him run a finger down her ribs, her 

loose skin.  She never smiles, however many times he has 

been here.  

 His mind wanders back to Konrad and the boat.  He 

should have run the man through this time.  One day he 

will have his reckoning with the Ottomans for selling him out 

to the likes of the Spanish.  Konrad strung in the hold of his 

own boat seems a fate too good for the man.  No wonder 

Sebastiano wanted him to go and relax on their return to 

port.  



 

 

Later, as he drifts off, he hears Isa say something in another 

language that sounds strikingly familiar, but he can’t make 

out the words. 

 

The Painter- 

 

 After checking in downstairs and finding the shop in 

order, he walks to the church.  All the way from 

Carnereggio to San Polo.  He has to get back to Scuola – he 

asked Rodolpho to deliver a message to his family, which 

was sleeping, telling them an urgent matter had arisen and 

he will return as soon as he can.  He tells the pages at the 

guild to run messages in the morning to the other masters – 

but after so many years he knows they will think he is 

bullying them into another year’s work.  He isn’t above it, 

but he wouldn’t shirk his responsibilities to the painter’s 

guild either.   

 Afterwards on his way to San Marco, he stops into a 

church.  In a pew he prays, somewhere between pious and 

wretched.  He hopes God is listening.  Sometimes it 

seems God listens to those around him and not to him.  He 

isn’t ungrateful, but he feels a certain fear that he has done 

something wrong and is being punished. 

 Maybe it's a punishment for working on Church reform.  

But nothing struck the Lutherans down in the north.  They 



 

 

completely broke from the Church and nothing bad seems 

to have happened to them which some find incredible.  

Jacopo sees it differently.  The Church and God have a 

direct link, and even if the radicals are going to hell, Jacopo 

sees the need for finding some community basis for 

governance by God.  The Church’s hierarchical nature is in 

some ways anti-thetical to this, God forgive him for saying 

so.  The Lutherans, however, have it backwards; they wish 

to govern God with communal laws.  This is impossible.  

The Pope at least understands this. 

 Still, perhaps it is possible he is being punished for 

these acts against the Church.  He has written letters and 

asked for community leaders to have input.  Nothing like 

that insane woman in England, the Pope did the right thing, 

excommunicating her, but at least those that have some 

control over society should be asked for input into the 

welfare of the human soul.  In that way, all can be lifted to 

a purer state. 

 Little Tintoretta.  So pure and good.  He tries to ask 

for nothing from God, only to let himself be influenced.  

What is a devout if not a vessel?  Some have argued, Titian 

has argued, that he is nothing but a vessel for Venice, not 

God.  Cynical old man.  It's the little things Tintoretto has 

done: he put watercolor on top of an oil painting in the 

colors of Paolo, of the old man himself, then revealed them 



 

 

to be false by washing them away.  It is not his fault so 

many are unschooled about what they pay for; he washed 

off the watercolor, leaving the painting in oil in his style, to 

applause and bitterness.  Always both.   

 There was also that time he threatened one of Titian’s 

journeyman with a dagger then claimed to be measuring the 

man as a model by the length of the blade.  No one 

believed him.   

 Sometimes this life isn't what he thought it would be.  

Still, these acts were the foolish ill of vanity.   

Marietta could be better than him, she remains untouched 

by these demons that haunt him, God forgive him, he has 

made most of them himself.  Or they have arisen towards 

him as if he has called them out of a black pit. 

 The children, a future.  The world a dirty place, they 

are forced to see so much of it in Carnereggio.  If only he 

could heed Faustina and move them closer to the Rialto - to 

Santa Croce somewhere.  The opium addicts and the 

women of the pier haunt him at night sometimes, 

apparitions appearing to him, and he sees his Savior and 

the light of God and knows in his heart all will be well.  

However, the Church holds everyone in the cup of its hand, 

and those poor faces, demon- like in their own way, still find 

no solace.  As a penance he sometimes puts them in the 



 

 

paintings.  His beautiful city, cankerous like a dock woman.  

A common street whore.  Gabrine. 

 And his daughter is coming of age. 

 The other children, while Marietta has reached 

maturity, are just taking on their own personalities, 

asserting themselves in the house.  It is a good life, why 

does he sometimes feel so empty?  What is wrong, oh God, 

that I am so callous and removed, so driven and so angry, so 

vile, so perverted by desires to attain, to have, to seek?  I 

am not ungrateful, what have I missed?  Where have I gone 

wrong?  Tell me please, I ask for help, oh Mary, oh Jesus, 

oh God of the heavens? 

The Priest- 

 

 The boat sits dockside near the armory.  Here 

disgorged traders from as far as Delhi, vassals from 

countries friendly and not, and tourists set foot on European 

soil for the first time.  Low class women and young children 

ply the docks with their various trades.  The children sidle 

up to sitting luggage and look for anything loose, the women 

lift their skirts in alleyways for sailors and locals alike, 

showing ankles, knees, thigh.  The children sometimes 

chase each other through the alleys and up wooden flights 

of stairs, across rooftops, into open palazzos with knives out 



 

 

screaming obscenities.  Tourists search for whatever 

trinket was filched.  Everyone wants a piece of the docks. 

 In the midst of this two young pages, aged maybe 

twelve, offloading trunks, a few bags of a slightly older 

courtier wearing leather leggings, sturdy boots, a vestment 

that crosses in front, and a leather coat. 

 The priests wait for him.  "Hello, Father Pietro and 

Father Luciano.  I am glad to see you here and that Don 

Juan's letter reached you in such short order." 

 "I arrived late last night," says Father Luciano. 

 The young courtier nods.  "I am sorry to say I arrived 

alone; well, excepting my pages.  Don Juan was detained 

but will be here in a few weeks.  After the wintering of the 

Ottoman's at Nice ten years ago - which both he and I are 

old enough to remember, our concern at their desire to 

retake Cyprus is genuine as is the concern of the rest of the 

Habsburg court.  He sent me on to allay any fears the 

Venetians might have after Gian Doria's debacle at Nicosia." 

 "Luciano explained to me last night.  I must warn you, 

young man, that the Venetian's are extremely displeased at 

the moment with the Spanish.  And Maximillian’s treaty.  

Presently the man is despised.  I fear you may not fare 

much better.  Or your master." 

 "I have been warned and I will send a letter today 

advising Don Juan of the situation.  We appreciate your 



 

 

earnestness over the situation which we consider of the 

utmost importance.  We must not let the heathens take 

anymore land in Europe.  Afterwards, we will turn once 

more towards Palestine and Jerusalem." 

 

The Daughter- 

 

 Here in Carnereggio were the foundries until they were 

moved to Murano across the lagoon to the north.  When 

glass was moved out by order of the Doge due to fire 

hazard, space was vacated, and the always industrial area 

lay vacant, or as vacant as anything ever is in Venice, until 

the Jews were moved here by decree.  Now the Jews are 

synonymous here with the area, the ghetto, the Venetian 

word for foundries.  The relatively quiet quarter has never 

been like its grimy name.  They can see the smoke of the 

glassmakers’ studios from their kitchen window.  At night a 

dull orange glow rises from the island as they keep the fires 

lit, bank them, let them revive for morning.  Her father's 

father's dye shop was here in this northern part of the city 

and her father's ground floor studio is here as well.  They 

still make textiles here, and dye them, but not lace, which is 

made on Burano, Murano's twin sister. 

 Relatively idyllic for a young girl growing up, she used 

to run along the docks a few blocks from the house, until 



 

 

she got to be too old and her mother made her stop as it 

was unseemly.  That was before their rise in status.   

Before the death lock embrace of her father and Titian for 

the money of the Venetian churches and noble class, the 

nobili. 

 Here on Carnereggio, an outer district of the city, the 

ghetto, here the shop of Tintoretto almost runs itself.  The 

house, however, needs more work than she, Marietta, her 

mother, or the help can manage to commit.  The house 

crumbles around them.  Like everything else, it’s sinking 

into the lagoon.  It’s a lovable kind of decrepit – her father 

and mother bought it outright and have lived here ever since 

looking out at the lagoon.  The state of the plaster and the 

foundation somewhere deep underwater bears no relation 

to the family or their love for each other.  The cracks, mold, 

water stains, a few holes well hidden by tapestries; none of 

it relates to the way they feel.  Interior happy.  Exterior 

distraught.  Instead, it’s remarked.  It’s a way of 

communicating, an ongoing debate serving as ready- made 

conversation topic.  Even the servants have their own 

ideas. 

 Meanwhile the house eats candles, wood, paper, ink, 

all the money her father makes, or so it seems sometimes.  

She worries while her mother spends.  The ledger never 

really strays towards the edge, but Marietta is prone to 



 

 

fretting.  Scudi, whole ducats disappearing with alarming 

frequency.  Her worrying practically her only trait from her 

mother.  Marietta checks the shop books again. The shop 

ledger against the house books - outstandings, paid, 

payment in full, unpaid, debtor, payment installments and 

interest.  Then commissions, outgoing costs, food and 

money for the journeyman, for the apprentices.  The 

mortgage of the apartments, and the separate mortgage of 

the shop.  Light falls through the window on her father's 

desk of heavy dark cherry.  The leather-bound ledgers 

smell of must. Water plays havoc through the ledgers as the 

time of year changes.  The water gets into everything.  A 

pool of it stands on the inside of the windowsill from last 

night’s storm.  Clothes only last a year or two, rugs have to 

be constantly worked over, books become moldy sometimes 

in days.  The only answer on many counts is lambskin, 

oiled leather, other exotic and hard to find goods coming off 

boats from she wonders where. 

 The ledgers show she has a gift for numbers as well as 

charcoal on canvas.  She also uses a brush with efficiency.  

And silverpoint.  She started by mixing her father’s paints, 

then when she was big enough: wood, canvas, even primed 

walls for the few frescoes.   

 Her mother circling through the house below her, on 

this level, down below again, always appearing busy, 



 

 

behaving like a noblewoman.  She never strays as far as 

the shop.  It would be beneath her place to be seen in a 

place of work.  Her mother seems mad sometimes, like fish 

could fly, right now trying to wring some semblance of truth 

out of her father’s assistant, Rodolpho.   

 “He wasn’t with the courtesans?” 

 “The Doge requested his appearance late – Mocenigo 

sent a page to San Rocco.” 

 “And now he’s gone with them?  It’s not like him.  

Not at all,” Faustina concerned – her mother’s voice biting 

at the back of Marietta’s neck.  Her father with 

prostitutes?  Absurd.  All women are jealous. 

 Rodolpho says, “I am sorry, Signora.” 

Marietta doesn't care for the aspirations of her mother or 

the middle class.  She wishes she was done with the ledger 

and could get out, go to meet her friend Marta.  Marietta 

worried about her friend and finding it hard to concentrate.  

She has been trying to find a way to get to Marta’s house all 

week.  Once, Faustina and Marta’s mother moved in the 

same circles.  No longer.  Marta’s father dead, murdered 

by the sea, the money gone.  Their family falling to ruins.  

Marietta wanting to check on her friend before she falls 

further into disrepute. 

 She stands, pushing the ledger aside.  Out of the 

corner of her eye – Rodolpho.  He’s running one of her 



 

 

father's infernal love notes (no good deed going 

unpunished) to her mother, rounding the corner of the 

stairwell on his way back to the shop downstairs.  He 

stands on the landing looking at her turned from the books 

on her father’s desk.  "Rodolpho." 

 "Signorina?" he asks expectant.   

"May I come with you to the shop?"  Marietta ventures. 

 "Sí." 

 She stands, calling a servant, and descends to the 

landing.  The servant helps her into her coat, a long wool 

piece which imitates the cuts and flairs of Da Vinci, which 

her father made a joke of.  Fifty years dead and still the 

most influential artist of the Italian states - maybe the only 

one her father respects.  He has so little respect for any of 

the painters of their own city, which shames her somehow – 

his pride and almost this feeling from him of being 

unpatriotic.  She hates to hear him on the subject of 

Master Titian.  He sounds so bitter and unlike himself.  

She would rather hear about how he would love to paint at 

the Vatican, even though she knows he could never leave 

home, his beloved Venice.  So how can it be he has so 

much anger towards the city?  She knows he hides so 

many of the political machinations that allow them to have 

this life, this house, the shop. 

 "Speak to me, Rodolpho." 



 

 

 "Domenico is at the shop this morning." 

 Exasperated.  All the expectations for the boy.  And 

she’s better, as much as she hates to say it.  Deep down 

she knows her father has already admitted it.  No one can 

face telling her mother. 

 "He will never be great.  Merely good." 

 "He is ten.  I cannot say." 

 "You know it to be true.  You cannot say, but in your 

heart..."  She hears her mother on the upper landing and 

stops.  She is not supposed to talk to the shopworkers, 

apprentices, journeyman in this way.  Her mother thinks it 

destroys the respect they should have for a Master.  

Marietta suspects the only reason her father has never 

revealed the truth about Domenico outright is because it 

would break her mother’s heart.  She reflects that maybe it 

would make it easier for some of the truly talented 

journeyman if her father would come out with it.  They 

leave frustrated and the shop becomes a jumble.  The 

Robusti shop needs more experienced painters.  The 

shorthandedness is one of the reasons her father still allows 

her to work with him.  And because, if she had been born 

male, she could have been good.  Often, she is forced to 

take up her father’s slack. 

 They wait for the servant to bring Rodolpho his winter 

wear.  



 

 

 Rodolpho, uncomfortable asks, "Will there be new work 

soon, Signorina?" 

 "There will always be new work.  If God grants it." 

 He nods.  "Last night..."  Then seems to think better 

of it and stops. 

 "Sí?" 

Rodolpho leads her down the stairs to catch her if she falls, 

tripped by her dress.  The servant following, scurrying 

around to open the door and hold it for the two of them. 

 "The Doge sent for Master Tintoretto late last night." 

 "I heard you telling my mother.  During the storm?" 

 "The Master was already asleep.  I wondered if one of 

the ducal advisors had this morning sent a note to the 

house about new work." 

 "No.  Not yet.  Why so late?" 

 "Who can say with Alvise?" 

The outer courtyard of the house battened down against the 

winter – their rain reservoir will be full.  The sand filter at 

the bottom of the lagoon, fed by pipes from a drain in the 

courtyard patio will be working for at least a month because 

of this storm.  They are lucky to have their very own and 

not to have to share one of the Carnereggio man-made 

wells that use the same technology of rainwater collection.   

He holds the door for her and they enter the shop.  Inside - 

sawn trees, dead rabbits hanging from the rafters, some 



 

 

skinned, even an iron skillet over by a hearth in a corner to 

cook the remains, jars of nails and assorted types of 

hammers (wooden mallets and iron), canvas in rolls as thick 

as Marietta's torso off of looms from other parts of 

Carnereggio.  Always the smell of turpentine from the sap 

of the trees.  It’s being boiled down on the hearth behind 

the food right now.  The process dangerous and everyone 

gives the boiling liquid wide berth. 

 Canvases lie in various stages of completion around 

the room, some turned away, facing the walls - these are 

the important ones which the Master currently works on 

personally.  Others face out on easels and these have gone 

through various stages of priming with rabbit skin glue, 

black lamp char gesso or white-ish plaster, zinc and 

titanium compounds - projects for apprentices before the 

fine work of hands, feet, faces, or lines of light to be put in 

over the current work by the Master or a skilled journeyman 

with instructions.  Also, specifically Venetian grounds: 

vermillion, indigo, and other unusual substances available 

here at port that others further inland never see.  Venice 

keeps the best for herself. 

 "Where is he?" wonders Marietta aloud. 

 "He returned briefly this morning with the ducal 

officers.  If he is still gone, I’m sure he must be out 

obtaining more materials for the shop," says Rodolpho. 



 

 

 Domenico in a corner working studiously in silver point 

on a sketch of a dead rabbit.  A coarse paper for the boy 

and the sharp little stick of silver point crunched in his small 

hand. 

 “Hi, Marietta,” he says. 

 She walks over and bends down to him.  “Hello, 

Domenico.  How is the silver point coming?” 

 Domenico shrugs.  She rubs his head and turns to 

regard the shop again.  "Are you working on the San Rocco 

piece this year?" she asks Rodolpho while watching 

Domenico work. 

 "Only a little.  You know my strengths lie with 

managing the shop." 

 "You have many strengths." 

"Not so many."  She knows he's speaking of Marta. 

 The house was colder inside than it is down here in the 

shop today.  The wind has an edge without the bitterness 

that cuts through the dark and sea chop of February. 

 Marietta often forsakes applying dried goods to her 

skin - cypress powder or musk - and instead has followed 

Rodopho, one of the few men she feels comfortable talking 

to on a conversational level, out into the morning sun feeling 

nearly naked.  No rouge.  No base.  Nothing.  Many of 

the chores inherent in running the shop have fallen to 

Rodolpho because of the shortage of journeymen.  



 

 

Because of this Marietta, also shouldering some of the 

burden, has been forced somewhat out of her shell as she 

helps maintain the low level workings of the shop’s life.  

Her mother has no skill with numbers.  None. 

 If her mother knew how many good painters had been 

stolen from the shop by Master Titian, and even 

occasionally Paolo, she would be horrified.  Maybe also she 

would use some of her public clout… 

 "How is Marta?" asks Rodolpho cagily.  Perhaps he 

senses her reason for wanting to escape the apartments. 

 "I haven't spoken to her in...  Can it really be?  Weeks 

I suppose."  She immediately asks God to forgive her for 

the small sin of this lie. 

 "I saw her and her mother out a few days ago but did 

not approach them," he says.  "The swell is not too large 

today."  Rodolpho looking out a window towards the 

lagoon. 

 "The gondoliers will be happy." 

 "Only if the tourists tip well." 

 "Speaking of tourists-" 

 "Yes?” asks Rodolpho. 

 Unable to live with her lie she says cautiously, "There is 

something you should know about Marta." 

 Rodolpho waits in silence.  "I shouldn't be talking..." 

 "Yes?” 



 

 

 Now.  Tell him the truth about your friend.  The one 

you are not allowed to associate with anymore.  "You know 

her mother has worked as a courtesan?  That she is now 

too old to bring much money and the family is not what it 

once was?" Marietta checks him circumspectly.  She has 

spoken more than she intended and she wonders if it might 

be enough for Rodolpho to speak to her father about it, or 

worse, her mother.  Things she is not supposed to know 

about the workings of the city. 

 "I knew that things were hard for them.  Who am I to 

say?" he pines.  "It isn't as though I am a man of means." 

 Her interior world crumbles for him. 

 "I will speak to her for you if you like," she suggests.  

She knows it’s a risk.  Rodolpho could accidentally convey 

this to her father.  Marietta’s privileges – managing the 

books, leaving the house (even unescorted on occasion) - 

could be suspended.  She would be stuck in her mother’s 

tiny world of trinkets, clothing and shopping.  She has 

bartered an excuse for unaccompanied travel. 

 “Let me go out.  I will see her for you.” 

 Rodolpho nods hesitantly. 

 "Be warned, Rodolpho." 

 "I understand." 

 

The Painter- 



 

 

 

 Sometimes the heat comes from coal, sometimes from 

wood.  Catalysts add variations to the heat when 

appropriate.  Glass: one of Venice's main exports created 

here on the island of Murano.  Men with long tubes held to 

lips turn glowing bubbles of liquid sand.  The heat of the 

furnaces insulates Jacopo and Sebastiano against the 

weather outside.  The doors of the glass blowing shop half 

open even in mid-winter. 

 The owner of the factory reading the Doge's letter, 

examining the seal of Venice.  He waves them through the 

furnace room. 

 Sebastiano has the device, wrapped in leather, under 

his coat.  Jacopo went from the church to San Marco where 

he met Sebastiano and his men.  They boarded a boat 

rowed into the lagoon, on towards Murano, a short hike up 

the island inland.  This shop handles windows and other 

glass work for the Doge's palace, but not for the Ten - the 

advisory council - or the Forty - the general assembly of 

noblemen.  It is, relatively speaking, safe.  Or so 

Sebastiano judges. 

 They follow the man in charge of the shop into a small 

finished room removed from the raw space of the furnaces.  

The factory converted from an older space.  This man’s 

office, unlike the Roman landing and brick firing area, is 



 

 

finished in a dark wood.  Jacopo wonders what the factory 

was before it became a glass blowing studio almost three 

hundred years ago.  Safe, Sebastiano thinks, yet there on 

the man’s desk Jacopo can see an occult book.  The 

meanings of metals.  An alchemy book.  Jacopo tries not 

to let his mouth twist.  Everyone watching them. 

 “You understand you may not speak of these things 

under pain of death?”  asks Sebastiano.   

The factory owner named Placido looks up, says, “I 

understand.”  Nettled.     

 Sebastiano will be remarked.  Jacopo wonders if 

Sebastiano doesn't quite trust Jacopo at his job, following 

him like this.  Everyone knows the Veniers.  Stupid and 

egocentric him coming.  It can't be long before someone 

realizes something is going on here.  Jacopo will have to 

make his trips to the island appear as part of his routine 

somehow. 

 "Well, let's see it," says Placido. 

 Sebastiano removes the item, wrapped in leather from 

his coat, opens it on a table in the center of the room where 

the chemical calculations and tables also are laid out.  The 

swath of soft split leather falls away, revealing the device.  

Iron and bronze, rather plain in actuality, lying before them. 

 "And what's your relation to the object?" asks the glass 

blower of Jacopo. 



 

 

 "That is none of your concern," says Sebastiano. 

 Jacopo on the verge of explaining holds his tongue. 

 "Hmm," says Placido.  He picks up the brass and iron 

tube, looks at the wide end, puts it to his eye, turns it 

around, looks out a window of the office.  "Fascinating.  

Things which are far away are close enough to reach out 

and touch." 

 "Could you construct another?" asks Sebastiano. 

 "May I?" asks Jacopo and takes the tube from the 

factory owner who gives it up grudgingly.  The tube heavier 

than it looks.  He puts it to his eye here in the well lit room.  

Is it the work of the devil?  Just science?  What would the 

Vatican think?  Veronese always running afoul of the 

Church, not a true Catholic at all really, it’s like Paolo is 

slightly mad.  Jacopo has never had the kind of run-ins that 

Paolo is famous for, but then, Jacopo makes it a point never 

to work outside of Venice or the Venetian court.  It has 

never made him rich, but then he also probably will not be 

turned away from heaven, and he hasn’t risked 

imprisonment or burning. 

 Someday, someone will ask his little Tintoretta to leave 

him, and his heart clutches at the thought.  Marietta dearer 

than life.  Marietta, who because of a God wishing to teach 

him, passed his talent to her.  He had to come to grips with 

it early.  They had to devise so many foolish plans for him 



 

 

to bring her where ever he went.  He only wishes she were 

here today.  How strange - why not Domenico?  The boy is 

the perfect age.  But Marietta is the only one who sees 

deeply enough.  How can it be?  She should be weak and 

already word of her talent spreads.  Be merciful, my God, 

she cannot.  She is only a woman. 

 He adjusts the tube ever so slightly, and…  … he flies 

over the lagoon from location to location, seeing all: 

fishermen, bathers, ships coming in to port, their own small 

boat moored at the dock.  All the way to San Giorgio 

Maggiore where it disappears around the bend and lies 

partially obscured by trees.  So far.  A little blur and 

smear, not quite perfect glass but there is no magic here. 

  “Fascinating.”  He takes two fingers and presses them 

to the lens. 

 "Careful, Tintoretto," says Sebastiano. 

 "Yes, yes."  The lines of perspective hit the glass and 

are made big where they should dwindle to a V.  This 

happens because of the thick lens.  He can see the curve 

of the lens changing the way the perspective should meet 

up.  "I think I understand." 

 

 Sebastiano watches from a chair, nervous and 

sweating, a big man in a small space. 



 

 

 Placido with tools he went and found on a table in the 

furnace room.  Color coded velvets hold the various pieces 

of the tube.  The two long halves of the tube held together 

by a compound put in a groove where the tube halves join.  

Jacopo and Placido successfully removed the compound 

with a glass etching acid.  Delicate work - they could have 

easily destroyed the glass.  A list where they write down 

exactly the procedure for dismantling the object. 

 The ground glass was held in place only by the 

pressure of the tube on the component parts.  The smaller 

lens and the larger lens lay next to each other on separate 

colored velvets, each rounded on both sides.  "Quite a 

technical feat," says Placido examining the glass.  

"Perfectly ground." 

 "How?" asks Sebastiano. 

 Placido shrugs.  "Some abrasive."  He stares down in 

thought.  "I need time to consider." 

"Not too long," says Sebastiano. 

 "No.  I mean perhaps I can try a few things here.  A 

few of my trusted men.  We may have an answer for how to 

produce the correct kind of glass for grinding in this way by 

weeks end.  Still we will not have an implement to grind 

with." 

 “I believe I may be have seen a device for accurate 

grinding in the university library,” Jacopo says. 



 

 

 Sebastiano nods. 

 Tintoretto holding up the glass pieces.  “We will have 

to measure their thickness at every stage.”  Placido makes 

a note.  “Each piece turns the world passing through it 

upside down.  When held next to each other the image 

blurs.  He tries holding the pieces apart and the image 

resolves.  He tries to maintain the ratio of length where the 

image resolves.  Holds them at this length comparing them 

to the length of the bronze tube.  The same length. 

 "Tintoretto?" 

 Jacopo shakes his head, "I'm not sure." 

 Sebastiano waits. 

 Under his breath Jacopo says, "The devil worship of the 

Turks.  This device...  It could be infernal." 

 Sebastiano grimaces.  "Surely God will forgive us for 

examining it." 

 "I do not wish to be tainted." 

 "For Venice, Jacopo?  God loves our country." 

 "Surely it is merely science, but do you ever worry for 

your soul, Sebastiano?" 

 "Of course." 

 "I do not like having these occult things around me.  

This object too neatly fits with the alchemy and the fires 

here.  Something is not right." 



 

 

 Placido ignores this comment, taking measurements 

and writing numbers. 

 "Surely evil will be punished.  But God will weigh us 

according to our acts.  We act in good faith." 

 Jacopo sketching the lenses, the lines of perspective.  

Using the actual lengths, he also makes tracings.  "Let us 

hope it is enough." 

Venice, Summer, 1576 - 

 

The Master- 

 

 The jealousies of Tiziano have taken his eyes.  He 

would have beheaded Zorzi had he not died of plague.  He 

threw the homonculus from his studio for his line, for the 

way he caused chaos in the studio as a laughing stock.  

The boy Jacopo like a twisted joke of the truth of Venice.  

Or the understanding of the generative act.  The boy 

himself no prettier than the semen left on the ground with 

it’s little men, homunculi.  A hanged death produces seed 

from the man who is killed, and where it falls a mandrake 

grows.  The soulless woman it produces a sick reflection of 

humanity.  The boy was like a sign taunting the Woman.  

Is She, Venice, soulless?  Hardly.  The boy was mouth and 

sharp humor.  All the while sneering at the Master from 

somewhere deep down - Tiziano could feel it.  He only took 



 

 

the boy on because of a debt.  Finally he could stomach the 

eldritch feeling that it was a joke at his expense no more.  

The boy would grow to become his main competition, 

replacing Zorzi perniciously in his thoughts.  

 He covets and harbors still.     

 The lenses arrived from the north.  A gift of the 

Habsburg court.  The provenance of the device as lowland 

made in a letter containing all the minutiae of court, the 

payment, studio life.  And a message: finish the paintings 

which are owed.  The lenses help a little.  But by firelight 

he is nearly blind. 

 The students say nothing.  They work and they are 

terrified.  This is good - they will not try and achieve what 

he has.  Or take what is rightfully his.  And they will eat, 

which is the most important thing.  In the wood filing 

system sit the paintings for the Habsburg court.  A Spanish 

boat at the docks waiting to return with the paintings owed 

along with other exports for Phillip II. 

 Zorzi…  In his mind, the only one of the Venetians 

close to his own prowess.  He would never admit this; the 

haunting doubt.  The fact of the man's early death right at 

his rise to prominence.  God was on Tiziano's side.  Until 

now.  Now the doubt returns and the ridiculous contraption 

which sits on his nose, dangerous and breakable, making all 

before him a diffuse glow. 



 

 

 It is also beautiful. 

 Every finishing brush in his frail hand, what he would 

have raged at earlier, did rage at, did dismiss journeyman, 

looks so beautiful.  God punishes and rewards.  And still 

the doubt while he pushes forward, allows the brush marks 

to show, and knows it is good enough.  Doubt of others and 

himself. 

 Through the lens contraption it is almost too much.  

The way it slides jelly-like inside his field of vision, feathery, 

flickering, exquisite.  New paintings they will hate.   

 A terrible thought.  Perhaps… He has not been 

rewarded for piousness, or for his astuteness as a 

businessman, which is unquestioned.   

 Doubt. 

 No.  Titian the cynical, tyrannical, twisted old man with 

a realization.  Perhaps God grants this gift to him now to 

show what he wasn't, not what is.  Perhaps to put 

questions on at the end of his career.  That Giorgione was 

better.  That the good are taken early, and that God keeps 

the best for himself.   

 No. 

 But still, doubt. 

 

Venice, Winter 1570- 

 



 

 

The Daughter- 

 

 On the main island, in the shop where Rodolpho paints 

and worries and fusses, Marietta changes into the clothes 

of a boy, somewhere behind a chamber pot curtain.  She 

binds her breasts in a long strand of cotton and dons 

leggings, tunic, boots, a hat for her blonde hair which is 

pinned behind her in a bun.  She appears a portly top heavy 

young man, ruddily complected, who as yet has no need of a 

razor.   

 Her father hates it when she journeys out alone.  

Rodolpho could be put on the street for letting her out like 

this.  Still, he hardly ever argues.  She says goodbye to 

Rodolpho, the shop in his hands, sets out for Marta’s down 

towards the arsenal. 

 From 3399 Fondamenti dei Mori in Carnerregio she 

turns south, down through the walkways of the island.  

Venice made of a series of small towns propped on islands 

that grew together.  From Carnarregio down through Santa 

Croce, abutting and barely invading San Polo, and winding 

down to the Rialto, where life is at its most expensive.  

Further on Castello, Santa Elena, below these two in central 

Venice, is Dorsoduro. This main series of islands tied 

together by bridges and waterways.  Across the lagoon to 



 

 

the south is La Guidecca.  Mainly monasteries, estate 

houses, and fishermen. 

Her father used to dress her up in boys’ clothes and he 

would take her to San Rocco or some wealthy merchants 

house – she remembers Lorenzo Defino and Ottaviano 

Malipero - to help with the initial stages of a canvas.  She 

worked here in the shop from age nine or ten, she can’t 

remember. It seems really like she’s always been here.  

Her father taught her Pythagoras - the Golden Mean, the 

body and the theorems of proportion based on the Golden 

Mean, he taught her one and two point perspective and 

chiaroscuro, even trigonometry.  She learned about the 

works of older artists, she learned color and its theory 

based on chemistry, zinc chromium oxide, cobalt.  All of the 

things a man would learn.  He taught her as much as he 

knew, and by the age of twelve she was painting her own 

canvases.  At first, they were terrible, it wasn’t like 

sketching or silverpoint, the brush would not behave, but he 

was kind and generous, doting but without expectation.  

Slowly he realized that her talent exceeded that of many of 

his journeymen. 

 Her mother was horrified.  There were screaming 

matches.  Her mother crying.  Worse, Marietta understood 

why, and yet continued to paint alongside her father.  In 

confession, priests told her to stop and she promised God 



 

 

that she would, she did penance, and still she could not 

help but to continue.  Faustina saw it as betrayal, she and 

her mother have never understood each other, her mother 

complains even now it's as though the devil controls her 

husband Jacopo sometimes: how can he do this - doom 

their daughter this way?  But her father never relented.  

Her mother only half-convinced, but she could also see how 

happy they were.  Marietta has watched her painting grow 

to the point where her parents wait for a court to ask her to 

take a position as a full-time chronicler.  Only Marietta 

knows that truly she could never leave them, leave the 

Lion’s den, leave the sea. 

Is it the work of the devil if it makes you happy?  Isn't that 

what God would want? 

 The streets towards the middle of the city have a 

certain warmth, the shops open to the public, the mass of 

people huddling close and meandering, sometimes buying, 

trying to stay warm.  The more people, the better the 

weather, it seems some days.  A few stone ovens in shops 

burning wood.  Smell of it in the air.  Of food cooking, 

burning fat, smoky wood, the salt off the churning ocean, 

the people, the canals choked and turgid, paraffin and the 

stench of fabrics being dyed.  Even occasionally a waft 

from Murano and the compounds there that go into the 

colored glass made on that island. 



 

 

 In shop windows, people already prepare for carnivale, 

which seems so far away to her.  White garish masks sit in 

windows, some made in the city, some made on outer 

islands.  Mostly for visitors to the city, although some of 

the local residents enjoy the banned festivities.  Christmas 

still two weeks away and already people prepare for the 

decadent time before Lent and Easter.  The dark months 

stretch outward until spring.  But at least when the masks 

appear, riding through the night on the faces of tourists, 

pauper and peasant, rich men and their wives, she knows 

that spring cannot be far away.  Carnivale lasts for weeks 

up until Lent.  Then purification on Ash Wednesday.   

Sin first, then repentance. 

 

 Marta, the window, and a frost.  Marietta watching the 

hitchings of a house under duress.  The politi, the lower 

class and then somewhere arching high above, the nobili.  

The classes subdividing the city - the Rialto supports the 

upper and middle class, views along the Grand Canal, the 

backbone of Venetian society, while the lower classes live 

down by the docks, or on the outer islands.  Somewhere, 

ranging slightly freer are those of Marta's stature and 

uncertain future.  The courtesans.  The bravi.  Whores 

and hired killers.  The priests also with vertical movement 

through the strata of Venetian society, although sometimes 



 

 

to Marietta it seems the priests care more for the court than 

the poor.  She’s proud of her father on this count – he 

belongs to a sect that seeks to change the church from 

within. 

 It is hard to believe Marta’s mother Lydia and her 

mother used to shop and play music together, knew each 

other as children.  This house has become pariah.  How 

do friends like that drift apart? 

 Marietta could never leave her family - her father would 

die of heartbreak.  Her father even jokes that if she ever 

marries he will let her and her husband apartments in the 

family house.  Sometimes she feels driven to insanity, to 

breaking, to screaming at high volume shrilly at him, she 

slams doors and cracks plaster from the stairway as she 

stomps to her room.  Then she sees his face and... 

 Domenico only competent, able to run the shop, but not 

the way her father remembers Maerten.  Vos is back in the 

Netherlands now, making money hand-over-fist after the 

Lowland wars.  He has being Flemish and the tide of the 

times rising under his feet. Domencio will never be that kind 

of artist.  She wishes she could have met him.  Venice, 

she fears looking into Marta's face, may be on the ebb. 

 Marta and her mother Lydia holding on to society’s 

edges by their fingernails.  The house, small to begin with, 

shows up shabby in the midday winter light. 



 

 

 Men have been here recently. 

 "Don't worry," says Marta, seeing Marietta looking 

around.  "I haven't lost my virtue, done anything which has 

brought me to sin." 

 "It's the least of my worries for you," says Marietta 

uncomfortably. 

 "Your mother will kill you if she finds out you have been 

here.  Least of your worries?  I think not.  You aren’t the 

one who risks lampooning at court." 

 "My father won't find out.  And don’t flatter yourself.  

You are the furthest thing from the court’s so-called 

collective mind." 

 "You pretend to know so much – but you know nothing 

yet.”  Bitter.  “We have to go soon." 

 "Where?" asks Marietta almost dreading the answer. 

 "I should not say."  Marta fidgets, runs hands down a 

dress it appears she put on hours ago in expectation of 

going out.  Slightly wrinkled and of last year's style, Marta 

looks a sad figure sitting on a divan, almost rotted, waiting 

on her mother's fortunes.  Suddenly, Marietta wants to run 

from this place. 

 "Perhaps I should not have come."  Marietta regrets 

saying this also. 

 "I am glad to see you, but you do not belong here 

anymore, or rather I do not belong near you." 



 

 

 "You are still a respectable woman." 

 "I'm a girl.  You are still a girl.  After tonight...." Marta 

smiles without any trace of humor. 

 "Your mother…  There are so many stories of 

courtesan trickery-" Marietta bites back whatever she 

intended to say. 

 "And am I a courtesan - trained in the arts of love?"  

Marta scoffs.  "No.  Are you?  Are we truly women?" 

 Marietta twists her lips and says, "No."  She feels 

oafish in her boys’ wear.  Marta tiny, willowy and elegant in 

a way Marietta knows she will never be.  Too heavy.  

Ungainly.  Living a charade.  She wanted this to be 

different.  Marta dragging words from her that Marietta 

doesn't truly believe.  It's only what she is supposed to say.  

How else could she have learned to paint?  Seen the inside 

of the palace?  This cannot be happening to her friend 

sitting there unable to meet her eyes.  "Marta you must 

think of some way of diverting attention from yourself 

wherever you are going now.  Keep your virtue a while 

longer.  Do you remember the man Rodolpho?" 

 "A boy in your father's shop."  Marta blanking.  

Imagining what her mother has planned for her?  Marietta 

wonders. 

 "Yes," Marietta says. 



 

 

 "What of him?  I have only met him once.  When he 

walked you one day and you hid from him.  You came 

here." 

 Marietta laughs.  Something twitters in her chest and 

she has no name for it.  "He says he saw you a few days 

ago shopping with your mother." 

 "Did he?" 

 "He wondered if he could call on you.  If you would 

meet him." 

 "Does he have money?" 

 At this, feeling sorry for Rodolpho, she wonders why 

she bothers with this girl.  A feeling of obscure guilt.  "Not 

yet.  He works for my father.  The shop will most likely 

always employ him." 

 Marta's face falls.  "My mother would never allow it." 

 "Think if there is some way.  Any way to convince her." 

 "There is not." 

 "I believe he loves you.  Someday he may have his own 

shop." 

 Marta recedes further behind her blank mask, which 

Marietta wonders if she has practiced for the coming nights.  

"A boy.  What does he know of love?" 

 

The Priest- 

 



 

 

 "Oh Father, hello."  Sebastiano whispers as the 

members of the ruling council rise for the Doge.  Marco, 

Sebastiano’s nephew sits across the room, and didn’t 

bother to acknowledge Pietro.  The small room echoes with 

the rustle of clothing – the leathers, velvets and other 

fineries of the Ten.  A drizzle still this morning on the floor 

to ceiling paneled window.  The Doge sits down in a 

high-backed wooden chair and arranges his formal robes.  

Alvise. 

 “Sebastiano,” says Pietro quietly.  “Where is 

Domenico?” 

 “Dealing with the infernal Turk embassy.  Marco is 

sitting in and will brief him tonight at Ca’ Venier.” 

 "We shall now come to order," Alvise picks up his gavel 

and bangs it once on the table. 

 "Doge Mocinego, is there news?" asks Marco Venier. 

 "There is: the Ottoman embassy here in Venice 

delivered a message from Selim."  A page hands the Doge 

a document.  Alvise holds a parchment aloft, a beautiful 

flowing backhanded scrawl apparent even from this far 

away." 

 Alvise reading:"…do not wake our horrible sword, for 

we will wage most cruel war against you everywhere; 

neither put your trust in your treasure, for we will cause it 

suddenly to run from you like a torrent. 



 

 

 “Beware, therefore, lest you arouse our wrath…" 

The end of the letter is greeted with silence.  “And more in 

the same vein.  The crux of their argument is that legally 

the Ottomans own Cyprus and we should hand it back as 

soon as possible.”  The drizzle ends.  Rio di Pallazzo still 

obscured by the running water on the window. 

 If only Pietro could have brought the young priest with 

him here, to hear this letter from the Ottomans.  Maybe 

then Rome could be made to understand.  As land-bound 

autocrats, they have had no real understanding of the larger 

world as it relates to this global political scene.  “This is 

evil,” Pietro says aloud.  The others turn and look at him.  

Alvise nods.  As a member of the Inquisition, his verdict on 

evil has weight.  Then again, perhaps as Pope, God does 

finally ordain some special knowledge, one is granted extra 

wisdom, more direct contact with His mind.  But then how 

was it the sack of Rome ended with the jailing of the 

pontiff?  Perhaps the likes of Pietro cannot understand the 

grander workings of the cosmos. 

 "We must respond," says Sebastiano darkly.  Marco 

nodding to Alvise’s right. 

 "Of course.  But how?" 

 "The coward Gian Doria would say the man has a point 

and we should tell Selim he can have it," Malipero now, not 



 

 

an early riser, sounds roundly put out at making the journey 

from La Guidecca to hear this nonsense. 

 "If it wasn't for Cyprus vineyards the Sot would care 

little for his historical rights.  Besides, do we not deserve 

some compensation for our administering of the island for 

so long, even so?" da Ponté asks rhetorically. 

 Alvise considers.  "A good point." 

 "We must return to Cyprus and engage them.  And 

expurgate them from the island," Sebastiano encourages 

the assembled Ten.  "No," he backtracks, "No.  We do not 

have a land force great enough.  Doria was right in that 

much.  But if we gather our ships, and can importune our 

Spanish allies-" 

 "Like Doria?" asks da Ponté. 

 “An excellent example of Spanish nobility,” grumbles 

Marco. 

 "No,” Sebastiano continues, ”The man is a well known 

coward and has been for many years.  But if we engage 

them at sea we can weaken Selim for years.  And perhaps 

retake the island by crippling their supply lines." 

 "What of Rome?  Although there is not time to contact 

the Pope directly, can you speak for them, Father Pietro?" 

asks Alvise. 



 

 

 "As a Venetian Inquisitor I can only tell you that the 

pontiff would have you defend Christiandom in whatever 

capacity is required." 

 "This must not affect trade.  We would be destroying 

our own economy - as an importer for Europe we rely on the 

East to supply those goods not available in Europe," Marco, 

always a realist, adds.  “Cyprus must be reconquered.” 

 Alvise weighs in, "Sebastiano, as Preveditor-General, I 

order you to put together as large a force as you can.  Then 

we will take the option to the general assembly.  I am sure 

the Collegio will ratify the action."  The gavel bangs down 

again.  "Dismissed." 

 

 On the steps of the Ducal courtyard the young Roman 

priest stands with a Spaniard.  Barely out of boyhood, he 

already comports himself as an official. Sebastiano 

following on the stairs behind Pietro. "Headed for the 

armory?" asks Pietro upwards at Sebastiano by way of 

slighting the younger priest.  The younger priest waits 

beatifically with the Spanish courtier. 

 "Not yet," says Sebastiano.  "I have monetary matters 

to attend to before I can tell anyone to prepare ships.  Or 

call on a few of my men to set sail and raise the flag higher.  

Besides, we don’t know where we will meet the Ottomans 

yet." 



 

 

 The younger priest speaks up.  "Preveditor-General.  

Hello, I just arrived from Rome.  My name is Luciano.  This 

is Leolo, a Habsburg.  He is here at Don Juan's request." 

 Sebastiano stops on the stairs.  Pietro now at the 

same level as the other priest.   

 Leolo says, "I am here to help you in anyway I can until 

the Don can take his station here in Venice." 

 Sebastiano gruffly, continuing on down the stairs now, 

"Then stay out of my way.  That will be of the greatest 

assistance." 

 "Don Juan wishes to make up for the mistakes of Gian 

Doria - who we also think of as a coward.  In fact," Leolo 

lowers his voice, "some at court have whispered that he 

may have been in the pay of the Ottoman's all this time." 

 Sebastiano stops and turns.  "Let us hope for your 

sake, and the sake of your master, that that is not true."  

Then he turns and continues downward, and disappears 

into a side hallway. 

 "He is a difficult man," confides Pietro, "but he is a 

patriot." 

 "To God or Venice?" asks Luciano. 

 “Come,” says Pietro, “I will see if I can arrange an 

audience with the Doge.” 

 

The Moor- 



 

 

 

 Rawh, like Ibn Battuta before him, dreaming of travel.  

In his slumber he dreams he is somewhere along the silk 

road.  It is the summer of 1351. 

 Ibn Battuta. 

 Ibn Battuta , world traveler, grew up on the Berber 

Coast - journeyed to Mecca after boring of his life in the 

hinterlands in 1350.  Or sometime thereabouts, it's hard to 

say exactly – Rawh has his books – but the calendars, 

clocks and maps have some give in them, have been 

recalibrated multiple times since.  The excuse of Haj led 

Ibn from the north coast of Africa into the desert.  After 

finishing the Haj, he was expected home but instead he lit 

out for India. 

 Facing from Mecca towards Delhi, he would find 

mountains standing in the way.  Ibn and a companion or 

two bought horses.  The Muslim sojourners rode out into 

the unknown, headed towards the heart of Asia. 

 Ibn as a court scholar in Delhi and later in Peking.  He 

made maps on his trip, learned languages - it's the Muslim 

way of making room for the unknown and being inclusive.  

The Berbers and Ottomans have been famed for it.  A 

dream of the Orient and a continuous traveling loop.  

Someone who could not sit still, he was constantly 

expanding. 



 

 

 Of course in the west they called this inclusiveness 

conversion, the devil, even worse, if that doesn't seem 

impossible. 

 Later, the Berber Battuta all the way across the waters 

of Sumatra, before traveling all the way back across the 

Asian subcontinent to his starting point.  Muslim trade 

maps have been the best consistently for centuries.  This is 

why the Turks have been successful on their campaign into 

western Europe.   

Ibn Battuta finally winded, or at least aged, turning to 

Sudan.   

 "Rawh.  Up." 

 The Moor opens an eye, scans the room's perimeter, 

sees nothing but leather leggings and closes his eye again.  

"You should have been facing southeast on your rug an hour 

ago." 

 "Where have the women gone?" 

 "You're more Spaniard than Muslim." 

 "The golden empire of the Moors is dead - let me rest 

in peace." 

  "The Ottoman empire is not.  The Doge requires you.  

General Venier requires you.  Debriefing." 

 "Let him come and collect me then.  Doesn't the 

general have sturdy young women to pillage himself?"  Still, 

he's reaching on the floor for an article of clothing.  The 



 

 

dead spaces of scars ripple across his back as he extends 

an arm downward.  Sitting up, shirt on, wresting pants from 

the ruffles of the bed.  "You could leave me my modesty." 

 "And lose you through the window?" 

 Rawh laughs.  "That only happened once."  Boots.  "I 

have told everything there is to tell.  What more could there 

be to debrief me about?  You didn't scare the women too 

badly when you came in, I pray?" 

 "We were as polite as we could be." 

 "Which is to say not at all.  Really Spiro, they are 

sweet if dim.  They do not deserve your over-enthusiastic 

approach." 

 The girl Isa ducks around the door.  Vanishes.  "I will 

leave the money on the table, my dear," he calls after her. 

 "You could find actual living quarters here in Venice." 

 "And give Christians my money?" 

 

 Rawh in one of the labyrinthine corridors closing on the 

offices of the Doge, led by pages.  Flanked by guards more 

likely, he reflects.  The Spanish here and involved, he 

knows.  He simmers quietly on this point, and thinks of the 

North Coast of Africa.  As an émigré in Naples he watched.  

On the North Coast of Africa his exiled people think 

constantly about one thing: returning to Spain.  Morocco 

looks across the Mediterranean sea at Spain, at its southern 



 

 

shores, its wine vineyards, wine that is salty to the taste, at 

olive trees, at craggy mountains and deep harbors, Morocco 

peers over the island of Granada and the purging of its 

Muslim inhabitants by the Spanish army.  It looks at 

Europe and thinks: mine.  The Moors think of digging up 

the graves of Ferdinand and Isabella and pissing on their 

bones.  Rawh would happily donate wine to the cause.  

Funnily, Rawh thinks, so would the Jews. 

 The heavy wood doors open off the hallway.  His 

dagger comes out as soon as he sees the face.  He drives 

the point of the blade forward, stopping just short of rough 

skin, the heartbeat beneath the surface, the throbbing vein 

in the man’s throat. 

 "Sir, stay yourself," says Sebastiano. 

 "Never," spits Rawh, the point of his steel held to the 

man’s neck. 

 "You will never work for us again if you do not control 

your temper THIS VERY SECOND."  Sebastiano shouting. 

 Domenico, Sebastiano’s brother, across the room 

tugging at his beard and watching the interchange while 

Alvise dithers. 

 Rawh examines the pale face of fear, "Why do you 

sweat, nobili?  It is drafty."  The Spaniard, barely a man in 

years, stares down the dagger at his throat.  Rawh 

withdraws, sheaths the blade, gestures faintly at the pages 



 

 

who have drawn swords and closed on him from the 

direction of the Doge. 

 "I have no quarrel with you," says the Spaniard. 

 "Rawh, this is Leolo," says Alvise as though the 

moment never happened. 

 "A Spaniard." 

 "I am." 

 "I can see, Spaniard." 

 "Rape and murder my people, subjugate-" shouts 

Leolo.  Seventeen?  Eighteen years of age? 

 Sebastiano breaks off the rest of this, rumbling, "This is 

not the time." 

 “For them,” says Domenico, ”It is always the time.” 

 The Spaniard gulps air and Rawh laughs at him.  Leolo 

seethes. 

 "The Spanish have come bearing a message about the 

Ottomans," says Alvise from across the room aiming to 

break the tension. 

 “This one.  He works for that stupid boy.  What is his 

name?” asks Rawh. 

 “The Prince Don Juan of Austria,” says Alvise wearily.  

The Doge has found none of this humorous and so Rawh 

backtracks slightly.  "I apologize, Doge.  The sight of a 

Spaniard drives me to near insanity." 

 Alvise makes a face. 



 

 

 Rawh continues, "Does Spain offer assistance with the 

Ottomans?  Or do they offer up the Austrians and the Holy 

Roman Empire because they know their side of the family to 

be too craven and simple to be of use?" 

 Leolo blinks at the Moor.  “Gian Doria has been known 

to be a coward for twenty years.  His failure at Cyprus, 

while of little consequence to us, is unfortunate.  You 

cannot blame the entire family for his cravenness.” 

 “We can try,” says Domenico across the room. 

 “We must be understandable in our wariness – don’t 

you agree Leolo?” asks Alvise. 

 “We do offer our assistance” Leolo says by way of 

reply. 

 “And you speak for Don Juan and the whole family?” 

asks Sebastiano. 

 "Strong-armed by the Pope who demands that you 

engage or the Habsburg purse strings will be cut in 

Florence?” Alvise asks.  

 “No,” says Leolo flatly. 

"A world of money - how ungodly," deadpans the Moor. 

 "Yes," Alvise says, still without humor.   

Rawh never sure whether the old man understands him and 

his comic rage, or only pretends to.  Rawh sees the humor 

in the rage, he doesn’t deny it, but it is not the thing’s 

center, only its obvious edge.   



 

 

 “And this heathen?  After he led troops against us on 

Granada, I am supposed to allow him into our war council?  

A Moor?” 

 "What of it then, Spaniard?" 

 “My name is Leolo," growls the boy. 

 "And?" 

 “He is as Italian as I am,” Sebastiano breaks in, “I 

vouch for his trustworthiness.” 

 Domenico: “His loyalty to his kind is commendable.  It 

is why he engages the Ottomans now.” 

 "Word from Morroco is that the Moors are still 

regrouping and assimilating as they are in Sicily, Naples and 

in Tunisia." 

 "And so we are incapable of harming you." 

 "Moor, the Ottomans pose a significant risk to your 

culture as well.  Their support in Granada was little more 

than a thorn in the side of the Spanish Empire.  Correct?  

They arm you but they wish only to see you stamped out in 

truth.  Infighting over the Muslim faith is always far worse 

than anything we have done."  Leolo still puffing and 

blustering.  Rawh’s quiet fails to register as rage, as 

portentous and possibly deadly.  “Will you work for us?” 

 "We shall see.  I would take their ministrations over 

yours." 



 

 

 "Did you not work for Napoli?" asks Leolo indignant 

now that his gesture has been slapped away. 

 "Yes, I did."  Rawh with the feeling that Alvise wants 

to pace and for whatever reason of decorum, personal or 

otherwise cannot. 

 “So you have worked for Spain.” 

 “Only through the Neapolitans.” 

 “It is the same thing.  Is it not?  We, the Spanish, 

control Napoli.  And now you work for the Venetians?" 

 "Yes." 

 "In what capacity?" 

 "In many capacities.  Mainly foreign service." 

 There seems to be some invisible dialogue taking place 

between Alvise and Sebastiano. 

 “Again, I say: I will work for Venice.”  The Moor smiling 

bright-eyed at the Spaniard, thinking blithely of stabbing 

him here in front of the Duke and letting him bleed to death 

on the Persian carpets. 

 Leolo says, "Despite Granada, I am satisfied." 

 

 "When did they arrive?" asks Rawh. 

 "This morning," Sebastiano swinging in a side to side 

gate as they descend the stairs towards the inner courtyard 

of the Ducal Palace.  The man huge by any standards.  

Rawh shudders thinking of Sophia and Isa from this morning 



 

 

having to sleep with the huge man.  All courtesans joke 

about the Veniers - they constantly engage in the most 

useless court poetry battles with exotic types of women, 

artists and authors.  Rawh considers this a condition of 

Christiandom and steers clear. 

 "Too close to our adventure in Austria then to be a 

spy." 

 Sebastiano nods.  "Yes.  He can’t possibly know we 

hold Konrad.   You must continue to hold your tongue on 

this matter.” 

 “Granada is in the past.  I will punish the man 

eventually for all of his trespasses.” 

 “What of Allah?” 

 “He will have to wait until I have finished with them 

myself.” 

 ”I must question Konrad again." 

 "About the Ottomans?" 

 Again the cursory nod of Sebastiano willing himself 

somewhere else.  He seems always to be pushing the 

world aside as he walks (and the man is in his seventies?).  

Rawh thinks how this approach to life must make him tired 

and wonders how it can be that Sebastiano does not show 

this weathering. 

 

The Daughter – 



 

 

 

 Jacopo coming through the door into the entry, a 

hardened wood coat stand, floor to ceiling, scrolled and 

burnished, slightly glowing in the evening sun which fades 

behind his back.  The door closes before the chill can get 

around his frame.  The coat, which is fur lined, always 

threatens to slip right off the lions head post of the coat 

rack from which it hangs or should hang.  Many mornings 

the coat has become a makeshift door stopper against the 

draft which somehow always finds it way between the door 

and the frame.  It's one of the things Marietta loves about 

him - these little quirks where his personality and the real 

world meet up and the friction between them.  Jacopo 

desires nothing more than for the coat to just stay on the 

jutting lions head.  Not be annoyed by the non-functional 

but decorative coat rack.  But the coat always falls to 

become a dubious windbreak against the weather.  

Faustina bought the coat and coat rack for him.  She buys 

him clothes everywhere and he can't keep track or keep up, 

he wears the same dirty, sometimes rotten old clothes and 

mumbles incoherently in his own defense.  He never 

notices new pieces of furniture or carpets.  Worse, he 

seems not to care.  Faustina rolls her eyes. 

 "You are late," her mother says as a servant helps him 

with the coat.  The rack almost out of his reach.  He's that 



 

 

short.  Faustina worried for Domenico already.  Marietta 

herself doesn't mind, it's all right with her being short like 

him.  It makes her feel safe.  Most men tower somewhere 

above her, always seem to be taking care of her.  Marta 

might tell her she is a fool, but Marietta sees nothing wrong 

with the feeling. 

 "I am sorry, my sweet," he says and kisses her gently, 

rising on his toes to plant his lips on her forehead.  Her 

mother slightly taller.  "The Doge...  I cannot talk of it." 

 "Can't talk about it?  Why not?" Faustina pouting but 

letting him in to a drawing room they reserve for his 

homecoming every evening. 

 "Hello, Marietta." 

 "Hello, father.  Rodolpho returned Domenico and I a 

few hours ago." 

 "Good.  Good.  And the shop?" 

 "It burned to the ground today." 

 "Ah.  That's too bad.  We will build a new one 

tomorrow.  Have to get Rodolpho to work bright and early." 

 "Yes.  We will.  Thankfully no one was hurt." 

 "No.  Not even any toady pages of the court?  That's 

too bad..." and she can see the stress behind his bushed 

eyebrows.  A servant brings wine in a decanter, a few 

glasses, and a wing of fowl.  "Food.  Finally."  He drinks 



 

 

half the glass and tears the wing apart methodically, grease 

in his beard. 

 "You are incorrigible. Both of you."  He mother 

pretending to be miffed and smirking at them.  Domenico 

shouting and running in another room.  Laughing.  The 

other even younger children bouncing between the two 

servants, and off of Domenico's enthusiasm. 

 "The boy seems robust as usual," Jacopo deadpans to 

his wife. 

 "He has been in high spirits all day.  Rodolpho says 

Domenico missed you at the shop." 

 “I imagine so.  Especially after the fire.  A boy needs 

guidance during these difficult times." 

 "Be serious for a moment, Jacopo." 

 "My apologies," but he looks to Marietta for help. 

 "Can you tell me anything about your ducal audience?" 

Faustina asks sounding more serious.  "I must know these 

things if I am to keep the house in order." 

 "Really, my sweet, there is nothing I can tell you.  

There is practically nothing of interest to discuss.  It was 

not a social call and shall have no bearing on our societal 

standing." 

 "I-" 

 Almost shouting he exclaims, "I know you do not 

believe I am capable of determining what is and what is not 



 

 

important on such matters Faustina, but you will have to 

take me at my word this once."  He is tired.  Not exactly 

snapping but Marietta can feel the conversation turning on 

her mother’s response.  Her father dotes on her mother 

and sometimes Faustina doesn't let him be even when she, 

Marietta, knows the man will snap.  Her mother growing up 

in high standing in sharper relief to Marietta today.  This 

set against her father’s more humble beginnings - seeing 

their family’s lives against the straits Marta and her mother 

are in.  Her mother a child of privilege while her father grew 

up working as his father's assistant in a trade shop.  

Painting is a better life, and usually her mother and father 

are good together, but some things Faustina misses.  She 

doesn't really understand what it is to lose societal 

standing.  Her father grew up as a member of the 

underclass and does.  She either has quietly rowed 

between the shoals and hidden reefs of the perceived 

dangers, or has hidden her own friends’ tragedies inside 

herself.  Marietta is never sure.  She has never seen 

evidence of the kind of tragedy around her mother that has 

befallen Marta.  All adults seem like such hypocrites.  And 

doesn’t everyone know everyone in Venice?  How could 

you not see it?  Not be touched?  Did her mother ever see 

a friend fall into the courtesan's way of life?  Looking at her 

Marietta cannot imagine it.  Cannot imagine her and Lydia, 



 

 

Marta’s mother, conversing.  Her mother seems to have no 

skills for dealing with something so far outside her sphere. 

 The fowl has disappeared into greasy beard and mangy 

teeth.  It has been washed away and stained by a wine of 

the Veneto.  A servant has cleared the tray, decanter and 

remains of pottery. 

 The sourness of Jacopo's state of mind now apparent.  

Marietta rises.  Curtsies.  "Father."  He waves her out. 

 Faustina stays behind, sits a while longer.  Marietta 

hears from the door, "I am sorry.  I did not mean to upset 

you." 

 As she journeys down the darkening hallway into the 

heart of the house her father responds, "It is nothing.  Not 

you.  I was already distressed." 

 

 Dinner quiet, with Domenico and Jacopo talking about 

Domenico's silver point and the rabbit at the shop.  

Complaints from Domenico that they aren't serving rabbit 

for dinner (more fowl).  The other children so young, talking 

amongst themselves.  Talk of the rest of Domenico's day.  

Marietta in and out of the conversation, wishing on some 

level her mother and father would simply have it out.  But 

it's such a minor thing, it seems unlikely. 



 

 

 Later in the hallway, Jacopo takes her aside into a 

small archway, Faustina gone another direction to their 

private chambers. 

 "I pried the truth from Rodolpho.  I ask you to stay 

away from Marta and her mother." 

 "I am sorry, father." 

 "I am not angry.  Only, I worry for your safety.  One 

cannot indulge the courtesans." 

 "Marta is my friend.  But yes, father..." 

 "No, not even your once friend.  It is not safe.  Partly 

for you mother’s sake I asked you, but also for your own.  

Some things, even if they do not draw you in, will mark you 

with the work of the devil.  Such is the courtesan's life.  

Not so much the habit of their job but the reality of their 

lives.  I know you are fully a woman now, and understand 

these things."  He looks deeply into her eyes, even as she 

flushes.  She tries to return his look, she loves this, that he 

treats her like an equal.  That he likes the jokes about the 

shop.  As though it's their shop.  His and hers.  And 

Rodolpho's there, and she is keeping him out of trouble 

and-  "You must listen to me.  Your mother is a lovely 

woman, and cunning in her own way, about certain matters.  

Certainly, you may learn from her in a way you cannot from 

me.  Men are evil and vile and will smudge your soul with 

their lusts.  You will know this in time, but you need not 



 

 

learn it from the courtesans.  I pray only that with my 

guidance and your mother's upbringing you will find your 

way through these murky waters." 

 "Thank you father." 

 "My daughter.  I love you so."  He embraces her , 

kissing her forehead with his scratchy beard.  "We are so 

much alike," and he lets her go.  "I must attend to your 

mother.  I was over sharp with her before and owe her an 

apology.  Goodnight." 

 "Goodnight." 

The Painter - 

 

 "Were you with the courtesans?" 

 "No, my dear." 

 "Were you?" 

 "I was with Alvise and Sebastiano." 

 "As though a night out with Sebastiano would inspire 

me to confidence." 

 "Shall I inspire confidence in some other way?" 

 "It will not work.  You belong to that stupid society-" 

 "The literary traditions?  It's not as though...  Just 

because we allow them to read." 

 "You allow them more than that." 

 "I personally allow them nothing." 



 

 

 "I have heard.  Do you think I don't hear things?  Do 

not embarrass me, Jacopo.  I couldn't bear the other 

women..." 

 "I love only you.  I care nothing for courtesans or 

noblewomen.  I have you.  We have our children and the 

house.  The shop.  You have your circles.  How could I 

endanger that?" 

 "Those women.  Whatever crawls into port they open 

their legs for.  We condemn it and let it continue.  You 

with that.  The polluted...  Disgusting." 

 "I understand what becomes of some men.  The 

courtesans are not gabrine – it is not fair to characterize 

them as such.  Even the gabrine…  I understand how a 

woman finds herself in such a way.  It is a terrible thing.  

To be poor like that and have no alternative." 

 "It is one step from a thirty-one.  How many men in 

one night?" 

 Jacopo nods.  "Not so much a thirty-one.  I have 

never heard of a woman being paid for a rape.  Or a rape in 

that style." 

 "Such women deserve it.  And I know that truly you 

agree with me.  Taking advantage of husbands and men far 

from home.  All men have needs, true, and are not 

responsible for how God made them, with a need to 

propagate.  Is it surprising if a group of men finds a tease 



 

 

unbearable and they take her as they will?  But to allow the 

courtesan to siphon off power, as the Doges have always - 

someday it will bring disease.  Or worse.  What of the pox?  

God will curse us." 

 "He curses us enough with their poetry." 

 "Why do you allow them to read?" 

 "How can we not?  They are there.  They know as 

much of the court as anyone, considering how many pricks 

they see.  Everyone of them talks." 

 "Don't be vulgar." 

 "Still, I feel sorry for the wretches primarily.  Whatever 

lot God assigned them, to wind up in such a position... and 

then to say, a thirty-one.  They deserve it.  I simply 

cannot." 

 "You are a far kinder soul than those around you."  

She leans against him in the bed. 

 "I fear it is so." 

 "The Pope has nunneries.  Let them have that.  When 

did poetry ever fix the world?" 

 The question keeps him up until near dawn. 

 

The Moor- 

 

 The slave in the middle of the market held by heavy 

restraint.  "Cattle!  Swine!  Vermin!"  Christians always 



 

 

torture what they do not understand.  The man stole the 

pepperberrys and ate them.  How much food can that be?  

How many peppercorns could the slave have stolen?  

Perhaps it was a final act of defiance rather than of physical 

need.   The skin stretched so tight on the slave after the 

trip from the Berber coast that it seems as they hobble him 

with a hammer that the bone must poke through the skin, 

that it cannot possibly hold the broken parts inside.  

 This one as example to the others.  This one the 

reason Rawh has never joined his people in Africa.  

Granada convinced him there was no going to some 

mythologized place of safe haven.  All life is chaos.  

Konrad helped direct the Spanish assault on the Moors of 

Granada.  Don Juan, whom Leolo represents, even worse.  

The Ottomans supplied the Moors, but the Moors were 

routed.  Rawh among them, double-crossed by the 

Neapolitans, by Konrad, by the Spaniards controlling his 

home.  The Holy Roman Empire…  Rawh barely got out 

with his own skin.  Napoli caved to pressure from the Pope 

and the Italian states.  Shipping lanes closed and are now 

only in use by the Spanish.  One of those moments that 

changed history.  Don Juan and Konrad walked over the 

bodies of Muslim children and called it victory. 



 

 

If he were to wait, to continue in service as bravi, perhaps 

he might gain access to the monster Don Juan, his young 

mouthpiece, and finish Konrad… 

 Afterwards, Rawh made his way to Venice.  Running 

intermediary between Moors, the Ottomans, acting as 

trusted carrier of documents.  Winding his way into the 

labyrinthian underground of the Venetian court as a speaker 

of Italian, Spanish some Turkish - a connection not just to 

Spain, but the Ottoman Embassy, and to Moorish Africa. 

 Pain coats the stones of the Rialto where the slaves 

mill.  Pepper and slaves, the interior of the lands across the 

Mediterranean sea.  Pepper rides in the best spots onboard 

ship.  Pepper costs the same price as gold.  Slaves cost 

about a quarter as much by weight.  Slaves ride in less 

comfortable spaces. 

 The slaves at market here are not Berbers but Rifian, 

Imazighen and Sahrawi.  Simple village people, probably 

captured at night.  Sometimes by Berbers, other times by 

an opposing tribe.  Really the same people - some tribes 

cooperate with the Europeans in the slave trade, others do 

not.  They claim after the bloodshed, each time, that they 

are not really the same.  It’s the same on the sea coast 

opposite Venice.   

The Moors happily sell other Africans into slavery.  Here 

they call them tribal disputes when they think to think of it.  



 

 

A bill of goods.  The abacus rattle back and forth.  In 

Napoli he had a conversation with a friend where Rawh was 

told with candor that he was not of the same stock as the 

slaves. 

Instead I’m the stock of the Muslims of the east, Mehmet 

and Suleyman's people?   

 No, no, my good Moor, they are nothing but barbarians.   

 Then whom do you mean?   

 I mean, those of Baghdad and further on, the true 

Muslims.  Your African stock and their nimble minds gave 

you both your great strength and your craftiness.  Think of 

it as the best of both worlds - you would be a heathen and 

evil if you were one of Mohammed's from the true east, 

Constantinople, or you could have wound up with no greater 

brain than your average parrot.   

 In the stalls beside the slave lie tools to numb the pain 

- opium and piney camphor.  The slave keeps rising to his 

hands and knees, unaware that enough spice to put him out 

of his misery lines a stall only a few lengths away.  The 

opiates could turn his pain on them, at least give him a 

quick and ecstatic release.   

 Rawh turns away. 

  The slave has given up, lies face down, the loin cloth 

not even covering him.   One or two women, also only in 

loincloths cry, clutching at exposed breasts, doubled over.  



 

 

He could rescue the man, couldn’t he?  The brave bravi?  

It's no matter - the irons holding their legs cannot be 

severed without tools and in such a weakened condition he 

doubts they would be able to hold the tools even if they 

were in reach.  He sees iron and castings in yet another 

stall. 

 On angular tables offloaded at port and transported 

here to the Rialto for sale sit jars, vases, tiny sculptures.  

These tiny objects acute and fragile.  Rawh doesn't care for 

the porcelain which also comes off the boats - it reminds 

him too much of desert designs.  It's too much like the 

traceries on goods from Persia.  There - a porcelain vase in 

an old man's hands looks as though it is actually from 

Peking.  The lacquered abacus balls rattle again and 

money changes hands for goods.  

 Women out with servants buying spices to keep the 

smell of mildew at bay.  Writing in Farsi which Rawh 

cannot read.  He can make out Spanish, Italian a little bit of 

German and the Koran of course, as well as his native 

Hasidic tongue.  He suspects most of the Venetians speak 

only their own strange dialect, although they get by fairly 

well in any language if it comes to it.  The girl Isa spoke 

some language as he was falling asleep - what was it?  

Sounded similar to his own language growing up but he 

couldn't make out the words. 



 

 

 This leads him to thoughts of Konrad and Spain.  It is 

not a good time...  He must go and see Konrad if 

Sebastiano will allow it.  Parrots in cages here everywhere.  

Everyone wants to own one of these unsightly little birds.  

However, they are smart – this amuses him (a brain no 

larger than your average parrot).  And affectionate.  And 

jealous too.  He would keep a woman if he wanted that 

kind of misery. 

 The smell of tobacco and cannabis.  Men smoking in a 

stall close to the canal.  One of them has not tried the 

tobacco. It smells like burning manure.  The man rushes to 

the canal edge to retch.  Rawh smiles.  An acquired taste. 

 The mapmakers.  He has been slowly winding past the 

mapmaker stalls, checking both the maps with the outlines 

of countries and the other kind - naval maps, listing 

sightlines, dead reckoning numbers and which cape should 

be seen.  Rawh buys maps for not the first time. 

 Spain and Konrad.  The Austrian Empire subsumed 

within the Spanish by marriage.  He cannot think about this 

right now.  He cannot think of burning buildings and the 

pistol upraised or the docks... 

 No.  Not.  Now.  Not here.  Rawh will see him.  And 

make him pay. 

 He will stay with the girl again tonight.  Isa has little to 

say to him, but she seems to prefer his company now to the 



 

 

other men, even though he laughs at her on occasion.  She 

does not laugh at his jokes made at his own nature or 

expense.  She does not expect that he would put up with 

her jibing at him.  Sophia scoffs at him constantly - surely 

Isa must be aware that he harbors no grudges towards 

these women?  Perhaps not.  Perhaps they do only care 

for the money... 

 He pages through lambskin, vellum, hardened leathers, 

holding colored maps with increasingly bizarre notations.  

Some without reference to the roundness of the Earth or the 

New World.   He smiles wanly at the Italian usurping of the 

naming of the new world.  The little brown men of the New 

World made quite an impression on the court of Spain when 

he was growing up and he heard of it with irritation and 

envy.  His father working as a translator in Naples, the 

juiciest court gossip passing through the house.   

 The day cold and gray, the Rialto muddily lit by an 

uneven sky in mid-afternoon.  It will rain later.  He can tell 

already.  He buys the map and argues only enough that he 

will not be remembered or remarked on.  The price comes 

down only a little.  He starts back across the Rialto and 

northeast towards the house of the older courtesan, Sophia.   

Back to Isa, he surprises himself by thinking. 

 



 

 

 He sits on the floor of the courtesan house, in the 

bedroom he uses, where the women come to him.  The 

floor constructed of cold tile, felt through the Persian throw 

now at twilight.  Rawh lays the maps out before him.  Isa 

eats with the others tonight.  Sometimes one or two of the 

prostitutes would be invited to a city function, some 

merchant’s house, to read their terrible poetry.  The 

women don't realize they only open themselves up to more 

humiliation by participating in this.  Rawh rubs his face and 

thinks, unable to concentrate on the maps. 

 Sophia in the doorway. 

 "No functions tonight?" he asks. 

 "There was one this afternoon." 

 "I see.  Only one?" he jokes. 

 "Payment in full." 

 "Isa is too young..." 

 "I am surprised at you, Rawh."  She looks down the 

hallway. 

 H grimaces.  "This is no life for either of you." 

 "And should we put on a burkah?" she jabs him lightly. 

 "Mohammed would never fail you the way the Lion 

has." 

 Sophia shrugs.  "Has the Lion failed us?  Look Rawh-

“ she gestures ”-it puts a roof over your head as well." 



 

 

 The thought had never occurred to him in all this time.  

"Yes," he says, “It does…"  How can he allow these women 

to put him up when they make their livings on their back?  

"People do not invite you for your poetry." 

 "I know.  They invite me for my cunt.  And Isa too.  

They make their fun later.  Rubbery, wrinkled.  Or too soft 

and pliable in her case.  Still, many of them do not own a 

house.  And I do.  I have a little influence now even.  Did 

you know that?" 

 "With whom?" 

 "Sebastiano Venier." 

 Rawh grumbles.  He starts to change the subject, "I - 

today..."  Rawh shakes his head.  "My apologies." 

 "There was a slave today beaten to death in the 

market.  The man was fined.  Did you happen to see it?"  

Sophia looks down at the maps, at Rawh, huge legs and 

boots stretched out away from the foot of the bed where he 

leans his back. 

 "Yes." 

 "Your people." 

 "Yes."  She knows what bothers him. 

 "Not like it is in Napoli.  Inter-marriage." 

 "No." 

 “Are you thinking of Haj again?” 

 Rawh does not respond. 



 

 

 Sophia senses this is the last she will get from him.  

She turns to leave. 

 "Still, they sell slaves from Napoli as well," he says 

quietly, as if answering her last question. 

 She nods in the doorway.  "I will send Isa to you.  It is 

cold.  The fire needs to be stirred.  I will tell her to bring 

candles." 

 The fact of the slave sits with him - as a bravi he 

should feel nothing.  As a Moor, why does it bother him?  

His people have sold enough of them.  As a Muslim he 

hates it, the depravity of the human spirit at its worst.  One 

day he will go on Haj.  Maybe he will not return. 

 Isa walks in, sneaking by him.  She glances at the 

maps, candles and matches in hand.  Rawh sees how tiny 

her hands around the candles look, noting it unhappily.  

She moves with an awkward girl’s gait, not quite the flow of 

the older Sophia.  Sophia must be schooling her, the urge 

to quote Dante aside, she has the manners of a woman, a 

courtesan.  What manners does a woman like this need 

really?  But he looks at her and his sourness melts away. 

 "How are you tonight, my dear?" he asks her as she 

sets candles in candelabra. 

 "I am well," Isa says formally. 

 Rawh says, "Why don't you set the rest of them in their 

holders after you undress?" and immediately regrets it.  



 

 

Still she stops and sets the remaining candles on the 

mantle.  Her lithe girl arms reach behind her and find the 

top button at the back of her dress under her wavy chestnut 

hair and Rawh hears crackling as the bones in the dress 

resettles away from her body.  Sound of threads pulling 

apart and the structured dress falling to the floor.  She is 

too close to the mantle.  She could catch it on fire. 

 "My linens as well?" she asks. 

 He nods, looking over the bed at her.  The ripped linen 

of her undergarments, manhandled he wonders how many 

times, on the floor near the dress.  Her burnished skin and 

reflecting combs.  The smell of her flooding the room, 

outward from the fire.  She sets the few unmounted 

candles in one last candelabra.  Matches.  Flames.  On 

tiptoes as she reaches for the top of the mantle.  Rawh 

watching the tops of her thighs flex and open.  She turns 

and looks over her shoulder and blows out the match, trying 

for great effect. 

 "You could have me here like this if you like," she says. 

 "Tempting, but come and sit with me." 

 She pokes the fire once, and the temperature rises. 

 She rounds the bed and sits on the carpet.  Rawh feels 

sorry for her, the cold is hard on his backside as well.  He 

takes his tunic jacket tossed carelessly on the bed earlier 



 

 

and drapes it over her awkwardly, buried in his new finds at 

the market.  

 Misreading, she curls her legs in facing him and bends 

down, breasts hanging, poking past the cut of the jacket, 

hands on his knees, trying for seductive as he does his best 

to comfort her.  "Do Muslims like it in girls’ mouths?" she 

says still bent over him pushing her hands up his thighs. 

 "Is it all an act, girl?" he says, just short of exploding. 

 She recoils.  "I am sorry, I did not mean to offend." 

 Rawh stares at her and wonders about his own 

stupidity.  Then she wipes a tear.  "Save your false tears." 

 "Sir, they are not false.  You frighten me at the best of 

times." 

 Rawh looks away.  At the maps.  Isa wipes at her 

eyes again.  A moment, then, "Have you ever been outside 

of Venice?" he asks, still looking at the maps, trying to think 

of a question to put her at her ease.  The question is stupid 

and pointless - of course this girl has never seen the world. 

 "Yes," she says.  His head snaps at her, thinking she 

lies, that she tells him only what he wants to hear and then 

he sees her face.  She looks at him in shock, terrified by his 

reaction. 

 "You have?" he says surprised out of all anger. 

 "My father was a cartographer." 

 "Was?" 



 

 

 "He is an opium addict-” she stops momentarily.  “The 

court will have nothing to do with him now.  I traveled as a 

child with him." 

 “You were born in the city?” 

 “In Cannareggio.” 

 "Ah."  Rawh asks softly,”Was your mother Jewish?” 

 “She was.” 

 “Was.” 

 “She died birthing my brother, who also was taken 

then.” 

 “And after you traveled with your father who was one of 

the city’s cartographers.” 

 “And before – he could not bear to be without me, and 

my mother was terrified of the sea.  She stayed and tended 

the business.” 

 Still only half believing, cantankerously, he baits her,“

And you also read maps for pleasure.” 

 In a small voice that answers his questions she 

defends herself.  “I loved to be aboard ship with my father.” 

 Rawh pages through the maps, feeling something he 

has never felt.  Allowing the young Jewess to be near him. 

 Finally she asks him, examining one of his maps,"And 

why do you not go on Haj?" 

 After a moment he answers her honestly without guile.  

"Because I cannot turn away from what is in my heart." 



 

 

 "Is not the reason for Haj purification?" 

 Rawh says nothing.  The maps – she must be guessing 

as to what the map is. 

 Hesitantly Isa says,"…I could come with you." 

 "A Jew on Haj." 

 "You could buy papers for me." 

 "The expense…  I could."  Rawh begins to think of his 

maps, of his books of history.  Of Ibn Battuta. 

 "I have been to Rome and Florence, but never Napoli.  

Also to Palestine, Athens and Alexandria.  Even 

Constantinople." 

 "Do you lie to me, girl?" 

 "No.  I swear it, sir.  I can read these portolan charts 

of the Red Sea as well as you." 

 He blinks at her uncomprehending.  "Your father 

taught you cartography?" 

 "Yes.  Only some, before he fell ill.  But yes." 

 

The Painter- 

 

 The library soaks in darkness.  The windows arch into 

elegant curves.  Sunlight cutting in broad strokes across 

the interlocking stones of the floor.   Jacopo padding 

slowly through the stacks of books.  The university has lent 

him a page.  Following the page toward a copy of 



 

 

Leonardo's work.  The monks have made excellent versions 

of the journals and the university has had them on file for as 

long as Jacopo can remember.  He could find his way here 

on his own, but the university wishes to acknowledge his 

position, and he lets them, these academics, slightly 

precious and out of touch.  Their lending him a page one of 

the small pleasures he allows himself. 

 The journals already on a table for him, laid out earlier 

by the pages or librarians.  

 Sitting.  The page scurries away. 

 Jacopo opens himself… ...Da Vinci's handiwork, 

brilliant, mad, touching the face of God, if he dares even to 

think it...  ...bodies, pregnancy, acts of love, the inner 

workings of the mind, all of it right in front of him, he's been 

here so many times, and still he feels the man's mind 

stretching so far ahead of him, more than a hundred years 

his senior, something gigantic moving beneath the popular 

currents... …the books were transcribed from the mirror 

writing Da Vinci used into something he can read, Jacopo 

has never been sure if he did it to hide what he was doing or 

if it was easier to read because of his deformity - the man 

was left-handed, devil-like, the priests defanged the 

master’s originally tainted manuscripts, turned the writing 

so that it could be read, exact replicas in every other regard

…  …the only mar of his grace, of his lines, the backward 



 

 

thrust across the paper, a snake leaving it’s own skin…  …

brilliant even if the man was not Venetian…  ...these optics 

here, that machine there, scribbling, writing as much down 

as he can, he calls the library page and has him fetch a 

book on Pythagorean math for him...  ...a faint smell of 

mildew Jacopo never notices unless he thinks to...  ... the 

books spread before him, like he's raping them for 

knowledge, how hungry he can be...  ...somewhere lost 

inside all of this, math equations, geometric proofs, ideas, a 

way of saying them out loud, saying them so people see and 

feel them in a way that's intuitive...   

 Hours later, the beams of light have turned around the 

walls, overlooking San Marco.  He sees the city framed 

through the window, San Giorgio Maggiore.  He's standing 

shakily, a little unsteadily, holding onto one of the window 

bays for support.  The page saying, "Signor?" 

 "Sí?"  Stopping.  “Yes.  I am finished.  Thank you.” 

 Descending through books.  Charcoal, silverpoint, pen 

and ink, vellum, lambskin.  His own neat pack rolled and 

slung over his shoulder, he's following the page away from 

this place until he is spit out into late sun and palazzo.   

 Sebastiano and the bravi who always attends him, 

standing in flooded San Marco waiting on him.  "You are 

late," says Sebastiano. 



 

 

 "The man is always late.  I cannot remember a 

courtesan reading at Sophia’s where he wasn't tardy," the 

bravi named Rawh says. 

 “We’re going to Sophia’s?  Not Veronica Franco’s?” 

 “Domenico cannot stand the sight of her,” says 

Sebastiano.  “Or Marco in her company.  I am trying to 

steer clear.” 

 

The Moor- 

 

 Their soldier escorts have led them from the armory 

doors deep into the masonry, wood and iron structure, 

through barracks, storerooms, flights of stairs in the armory 

walls.  Inside: the human wreckage of the Mediterranean.  

Waste, the offal of suffering, pouring into the lagoon from 

the wounds at the heart of the armory.  The fortress an 

ugly boil, the beginning of leprosy at the heart of the city, 

oozing, awaiting bleeding, a lance, anything to remove the 

pain.   

 A floor of cells.  One specific cell. 

 "There he is, the Spanish traitor." 

 "You sound like the Moor." 

 Jacopo turns and looks at Rawh, barely, afraid of his 

rage. 

 "Gian, are you comfortable?" asks Sebastiano. 



 

 

 "What do you want?" 

 "I ran a city, and if it wasn't for you, would be running a 

second now." 

 Far away, the sound of gulls on the water. 

 The man in the cell shifts awkwardly, bound in chains.  

"If one considers Proveditor-General a position of 

leadership and Corfu to be readily titled a city." 

 "I hold your position now as leader of the fleet.  Have 

the guards not told you?  I am the supreme naval 

commander of the Venetian fleet, and you will not show me 

the disrespect you showed the Ottomans at Cyprus by 

disengaging from battle.  Coward!  Perhaps Rawh here is 

correct, all the Spanish are spineless." 

 "The company you keep...  If it were not for me you 

would lie in a watery grave." 

 "Zane was with me.  It was my command!  It was my 

island!" 

 "And there were no reinforcements.  And Zane is a 

mad man, dead on Corfu now." 

 "So news does reach you even here in this cell." 

 Doria sits silently staring into the inky confine.   

 "I will talk to the armory men about this.  You are 

fooling no one.  You are no patriot.  Either of the 

Habsburgs or of Venice." 

 "You will die the way all rash small-minded fools die." 



 

 

 "Bragadin still holds Famagusta on the north shore of 

the island.  If my friend dies because of your incompetence, 

your last offences will be of little note.  I will come to you 

and inflict as much pain on you as he suffers.  I swear it." 

 "Bragadin is as much the fool as you.  Generals, or at 

the very least Venetian Generals, have that noteworthy 

quality of errantness.  If he were a smarter man than you, 

he would have surrendered already.  I hold no pity in my 

heart for what the Turks have in store for him." 

 "I will return.  In the meantime, if news does not 

continue to reach you here, do not be too surprised." 

 Sebastiano turns on his heel and starts back towards 

the surface, the others trying to keep up.  Rawh at 

Sebastiano's side says, "The man is a coward but correct in 

one sense.  Bragadin should surrender.  He would most 

likely still be granted safe passage as the Venetians at 

Nicosia were." 

 "But then we would have lost the island as well as a 

port.” 

 "You will never be Preveditor-General of that province 

now, surely.  The island is already lost.  You have proved 

yourself of far too much use to the Venetian General 

Assembly.  Now you have a political career, not just a 

chance to govern." 



 

 

 "I want only to serve, Rawh, as should you.  If you had 

learned that by now, your rage would not overwhelm you so.  

Look at Tintoretto.  What a good man he is." 

 Rawh looks at the stubby little man and wonders what 

Sebastiano could possibly be talking about. 

 

The Painter- 

 

 "You are a fool, Sebastiano." 

 "I'm sorry, Sir?" 

 "Let him go?  Use him?  Are you mad?" 

 "I must say I agree with the Moor," Jacopo puffs as he 

scurries to keep up with the bigger men.  Sebastiano 

returned to the armory offices to discipline the guards that 

keep watch on Doria, now they face the man they caught on 

the Austrian border. 

 "Now the artists make policy?  The world has come to 

naught." 

 "Sebastiano," Rawh says, "listen to reason: the man is 

a snake.  I have encountered him no less than a dozen 

times.  My word as bravi." 

 "The word of a hired killer.  You jest too much, Rawh.  

No, we have hired you.  We need the information on the 

Spanish.  The only way to obtain reliable information is 

through their cousins at the Viennese court." 



 

 

 "What do the Austrians know?  Backward," says 

Jacopo. 

 "Jacopo speaks the truth.  Your friends try and reason 

with you." 

 Sebastiano stops in the tube-like hallway of the armory 

staring at Rawh’s impertinence.  The soldiers escorting 

them eye them carefully, staying out of the way of men of 

the upper class, pretending not to notice their conversation.  

The three men speak in low voices.  Rawh changes the 

tenor of his speech, staring over the older, larger man's 

shoulder.  "I get very little I need to maintain my faith.  

You test it with this nonsense." 

 "What little faith you have," Sebastiano says. 

 "I want to be of use to the place I belong." 

 “The Ten have already ratified the action,” he says it 

quietly.  “it is an internal matter of national security.”  

Sebastiano considers.  "There may be a job for you, Rawh." 

 "Oh?" 

 "We must speak of it.  We have need of an Ottoman 

spy.  A battle is coming.  We will seek our revenge for the 

siege of Cyprus.”  Jacopo had not considered this.   He 

asks the painter, “Have you made much headway on the 

glass grinding?” 

 "This morning at the university I found Leonardo Da 

Vinci's method for grinding lenses." 



 

 

 "Interesting.  And it can be applied to the device?" 

 "I believe so.  If we can create the right kinds of 

pressures in the grind, we can change the perspective 

lengths to accurately create focus with the two lenses.  I 

also checked the Englishmens’ and the Flemish equations.  

There is nothing magical about it."  Jacopo, for some 

reason, checks his perimeter vision, loosens his shoulders 

as he talks, trying to keep his body language unremarkable.  

The project has him excited.  For the first time in a few 

years he has found something new.  This new thing could 

be used in so many unique ways.  Alvise talking about a 

commission for the ducal hall.  A way of paying Tintoretto.  

Three hundred thousand ducats they have agreed on - 

Alvise trying to find the money in the budget.  Jacopo could 

use one of these lenses to throw sketches on the walls if he 

could make a thin enough paper, a glass for it to sit on, 

somehow angle the lens, a bright spot climbing the walls, he 

could cover the whole room in broad strokes, easily and 

quickly lay the groundwork for a masterpiece.  And his 

daughter, his daughter could stay to work on it.  She 

wouldn't even think about taking a position as a court 

painter if he could arrange a project of this magnitude.  

And Titian, that would just be a sweet, a morsel for his own 

enjoyment, watching the old man's ragged lust for 

something he could never have: there is only one Ducal 



 

 

throne room.  Jacopo vows he will have it for himself.  The 

work of a lifetime.  Then again the new court has many 

plans - they want to build a prison of sorts off the Ducal 

Palace, suspended over Rio di Palazzo, move the political 

prisoners here in the armory closer, where they can be 

interrogated with more ease.  But will it ever be 

completed?  At the speed the world moves, it is hard to 

say. 

 Gliding past Doria without a glance. 

 Here a bit of straw, hardly fit for a stable.  Pounded 

iron woven like a mat into crisscrossing bars and set into 

the walls.  Even as a resident of Venice, Jacopo finds the 

stench almost overwhelming. 

 Inside the bars, inside his cell, sits the Austrian spy 

found on the hijacked boat.  His chains keep him from 

sitting.  He stands in his own waste. 

 "Have a seat, Konrad," says Rawh, as they approach. 

 "Your sense of humor was always your best character 

trait, Rawh." 

 Sebastiano glaring, considering the man in the cell.  

"You will tell us about the Austrian court.” 

 "You pretend too much."  Konrad against the wall, 

shackled in place. 

 "Open the door."  One of the armory escorts finds a 

set of heavy weighted keys on his person and turns the lock, 



 

 

holds the door for the three to enter, following the nobili 

inside.  Inside the cell is worse.  The floor makes Jacopo 

want to retch.  The graffiti filthy and offensive.  Still 

something interesting about it to his eye. 

 "You will tell us, one way or another."  Sebastiano lets 

his gaze wander to the soldiers standing at attention down 

the wall from the cell.  Motions them to come into the cell.   

Konrad lifts a manacled hand to his stubbled face, rubs and 

scratches.  Lice.  Fleas.  A pox cannot be far from here.  

"Maximillian has an eye for curiosities, his son insane for 

them.  Many at court have whole cupboards of them.  

Some are useful, most not.  The one you are curious about 

seems to have more use than most.  I was returning it for 

their edification." 

 "What else does Maximillian the second have there?" 

prompts Sebastiano. 

 "You should say Rudolph.  Kaiser Maximillian has 

been incapacitated for quite some years.” 

 “Rudolph is running the court.” 

 “Ineffectively, but yes.” 

 Venetian espionage always learning things – the Ducal 

palace had heard rumors, but to hear it put so bluntly...  “

And the curiosities?” 

 “Nothing of note this way.  Heads in jars, like a church, 

clocks of differing makes, some unusual weaponry - Persian 



 

 

arms, some of Pekinese make, gilded crossbows.  Things of 

that nature." 

 Sebastiano seems satisfied but glowers, extends a 

hand to Rawh.  "Your pistol."  Then to the guards, "Open 

his mouth." 

 The armory soldiers in the cell seize Konrad.  One 

squeezes his skull while the other pushes down on his chin 

with the heel of his hand.  Sebastiano waits for the pistol 

while Rawh tamps it.  Gunpowder down the barrel, 

wadding, the ball, tamper on top to lodge it in place, more 

powder on the flint.  Konrad kicks and the soldiers press 

him to the wall, legs over him to stop his kicking.  Jacopo 

grabbing the interwoven bars of the cell behind him, a 

cross-hatching of rust against the stone.  He looks down 

and away, he breathes and grimaces and ignores the spy, 

the man's throaty importunings.   

 Sebastiano shoves the pistol into Konrad's mouth.  

"Be quiet and listen."  He says it so softly Jacopo is forced 

to look up to see why the man has stopped crying.  The 

words only register after.  "Do you want to live?  You are 

of no use now and entertaining as it is, I tire of beating you 

for your crimes." 

 It must be a look in his eye - Jacopo registers no 

change.  "If you want to live you will do the bidding of the 

Woman.  You will live for Venice.  You will work for us.  



 

 

Would you like to keep your skull intact?" Sebastiano pulls 

the cocking mechanism into place. 

 Konrad makes a sound.  It could be a yes in Italian or 

his native language,  Jacopo has trouble distinguishing 

against the echoes of the stone.  The pistol removed.  A 

kerchief in Rawh's hand wiping the spittle away.  "Release 

him."  The guards step away and Konrad slumps against 

the chains, heaving, sobbing Jacopo supposes, a ragged 

sound, and lonely in this place.  He ventures a look at the 

prisoner.  Jacopo a political man, but not this way.  He has 

always been unwilling to participate, for exactly this reason.  

His hands hurt where they locked onto the flat lacing of 

bars.   

 

 They stand on the docks, outside of the armory.  

Konrad rubs his cut wrists, picks rust from where the 

manacles cut into him through squinting sun-blind eyes.  

The late afternoon sun reveals the man’s true state more 

than the cell of the armory ever could.  He bleeds slowly, 

wavers and threatens to pitch forward.  Jacopo can tell the 

Moor would happily kill him here and now. 

 “Will you be at the readings tonight, Jacopo?” asks 

Sebastiano, ignoring the emotion emanating from Rawh. 



 

 

 “Yes.  I owe Faustina, but she has her difficult 

moments.  The last few days have been…” he shrugs.  

Eyes the Austrian and Rawh warily.  

 “Then let the courtesans soothe your soul.”  

Sebastiano grins. 

 Rawh turns away from Konrad, still holding the loaded 

pistol and fires it into the deep dockside water, unloading it.  

“Vaffanculo Venezia, la figa vano,” he says. 

 

The Painter- 

 

The parlor has a brewed warmth facilitated by the 

bodies pushed into the small space - Sebastiano, Jacopo, 

even Rawh is here (bored as ever), Isa the little memorizer, 

that one has a mind for minutiae, Sophia of course, the 

owner of this courtesan house.  Even the priest (everyone 

hates him).  Konrad sulks in a croner.  This is the only 

place where the bravi and the general can keep an eye on 

him.  A few other girls pour wine, make conversation, lure 

men upstairs, it's the real reason for this.  The poetry is an 

excuse - nothing romantic here.  And some new girl and 

her mother.  So young, so vain.  She hasn’t spoken at all. 

 Unlike Jacopo's other activities - church reform, or guild 

processes - the poetry he cares about, but he often says 

little.  He wonders sometimes why he isn't home with 

Faustina, tonight he avoids her, the conversation about art 



 

 

struck him at his core.  God wants him to do this, surely...?  

How could he be something other than a painter?    If 

there is no reason, is there a god?  No, even those 

thoughts, they're devilish, evil, some demon must be putting 

them in his head.  In Faustina's head.  What does she 

think about all day, her idleness gives rise to these humors - 

no use for him?  How could she say such things... 

 Some say the same of Da Vinci, he looked where one 

should not, even at the making of a soul, and found it 

beautiful, made it beautiful on the page.  Jacopo’s painting 

directed by something, it can't just be fear of death, or 

dying, life is so small.  To waste something given to him by 

frittering it on something inescapable.  Life must be 

directed or there is no point. 

 Sebastiano's terrible poetry rumbling on: "...a mighty 

blow, a lion’s pawing  

 “The deep fur of love..." 

 Rawh rolling his eyes and drinking to cover the pain of 

it. 

 "Quite good, Sebastiano.  What a true lion you are," 

says Sophia as he finishes.  Jacopo cannot tell if she 

makes a joke at his expense.  Jacopo was barely listening.  

Something about womanliness and the masculinity of water, 

the depths of the soul, terrible allegory and metaphor.  The 

man seems trapped in his own head - a victim of the myths 



 

 

surrounding him.  At least God also created politics for 

those like Sebastiano.  Rawh's poetry surprisingly, is quite 

good. 

 The years of painting and public criticism have inured 

Jacopo himself to the pain of reading his own work.  Not 

that he believes it is any good.  Mostly it is torn up as soon 

as he has finished. 

 Rawh says, "Perhaps your brother stole your talent in 

your mother's womb, Sebastiano?  Gave it to his children?  

Or she withheld it from you?  Who is older?  I have 

forgotten." 

 Sebastiano staring balefully up at him from a divan.  

The young girl Isa trying not to snicker. "You know the 

answer well enough." 

 "Then you must blame your mother for being 

withholding." 

 "I will not suffer your insults!" Sebastiano almost 

shouts. 

 "I will not suffer your poetry," Rawh says lightly. 

 Sophia diffuses the arguement saying, "Rawh, can you 

do better?" 

 "One of the pigs at market could do better." 

 "Well then, treat us, infidel," says the priest, who has 

been silent until now. 



 

 

 "I will," says Rawh, and fumbles a parchment from his 

tunic. 

 "I heard it earlier,"  says Isa, "I think it's quite good." 

 "Well, then," says Sebastiano. 

 Rawh starts, "Fires behind burning hills 

 “My life was there 

 “Never closer to home, the maps all lie 

 “Bleeding history buried and fermenting in the earth.” 

 "-This is so much better?-" Sebastiano grumbles. 

 "…I will drink it someday," Rawh finishes.  Adds, "It's 

still in progress." 

 The group shifts uncomfortably. 

 "Perhaps now would be a good moment to retire the 

readings for the evening," Sophia says. 

 

 The stairs twist around on themselves, coiling back, 

there is no promenade is this ancient house.  How many 

centuries has it been here?  How long have feet tread the 

wood, worn it to a sheen, how much grit lies impaled in its 

surface?  The stairs twist into the upper floors of the 

house.  The faded tapestries Sophia claims came with the 

price of the house, as did the Persian carpets.  Some of the 

vessels where plants grow have the niggardly look of Pisan 

import. 



 

 

 The young girl Marta lags behind the group headed up 

the stairway.   

 Sophia makes the rounds, ascends the staircase, 

checking on girls.  Truly girls, Rawh thinks.  These are not 

the ancient weathered women of the wharves, the gabrine, 

or even the schooled creatures that courtesans are 

supposed to be.  The truth is somewhere in the middle.  

Sophia is bright enough, talented in her own way, with 

money and the like, though certainly no poetess.  And he 

enjoys her body.  Is this not the normal function of a 

relationship?  They exchange kindnesses and bedding, they 

respect each other and own each others' fantasies - Rawh 

wishes for a home with few responsibilities.  The 

courtesans wish for safety and respect.  In many ways, it is 

as normal as any marriage under God. 

 Sophia descending the stairs again.  The kitchen, 

where she quietly gives instructions to another girl to 

arrange a tray for the upstairs. 

 Three or four of the women have been purchased.   

 Sebastiano on the stairs already. 

 Rawh pours himself another glass of wine in the 

drawing room.  "The women seem to have made their 

evening kill.  Now only to gorge." 



 

 

 Jacopo lingers, seems caught in some private snare.  A 

grim smile.  "Yes.  In a city of lions, everyone believes they 

are king or queen of the hunt." 

 The priest backs towards the stairs, drawn upwards 

seemingly against his will.  “I am so tired,” he says to one 

of the courtesans by way of excuse.  Perhaps there is a  

place I could lay down upstairs?” 

 No one comments or even seems surprised.  After he 

is gone, Jacopo says, "And they wonder why I work as a 

reformer." 

 "I thought he was your friend?" 

 "He is my confessor."  Jacopo takes the decanter from 

the table.  A goblet.  Wine.  

 "Confessing to a man that beds courtesans."  Rawh 

laughs lightly, shakes his head. 

 Jacopo serious.  "It is absurd. Of course, he has his 

confessor as well.  As for responsibility...  it is in God's 

hands."  His dry wit challenges them.  Rawh demurs.  

Taking the cheap glass, Jacopo stands, heads for the stairs 

without a second glance at the new girl Marta.  Her mother 

left her here.  Lydia.  Jacopo feeling sour.  He always 

found her mother distasteful.  Sophia said nothing of the 

transaction.  



 

 

 Isa emerging from the bowels of the house disgorged 

into the main room, arriving from a seemingly distant 

location. 

 Rawh pours her wine.  "You have seen Istanbul?" he 

asks. 

 "Yes."  She says. 

 "Do you speak the language of the Turks?" 

 "No." 

 "Do you understand how to make maps, not just how to 

read them?" 

 "I do." 

 "Would you like to leave this house?" Rawh looks at her 

piercingly.  "With me?" 

 She pales, blanched and quivering.  "Forever?" 

 "Yes.  Forever." 

 "I would, sir." 

 "If you lie to me girl, there will be hell to pay." 

 "I am not lying.  I have the skills." 

 "You remember?  This is not some youthful flight of 

fancy?" 

 "No.  I remember.  I will see my father.  You must 

come with me.  We must see if he has sold all of his tools, 

or if...  We must see." 

 Sophia re-emerges and goes to the young girl 

deposited by her mother yesterday.  "Help with the tray 



 

 

and turn the beds down."  The girl, shaking, nods, stands, 

begins to climb the stairs, looking behind her, used to a man 

standing there to catch her if she should fall.  Jacopo, who 

has lingered at the bottom of the stairs, motions her forward 

gently.  Follows her up from behind. 

 Isa says, "It is best to do it quickly.  Sophia is too 

kind." 

 "I cannot say.” 

 The stairs steeply climb on the tresses, the trails, the 

hair and make up crust of the women, girls in actuality bene 

tutto, but what is a woman?  What is a man - is Rawh a 

man because he has seen war, because he kills?  Is Jacopo 

a man or Sebastiano a man because he holds standing, can 

influence the Collegio, the Forty, or even the Ten ruling 

members, the Doge himself?  Could not these women do 

that with love, their body, or God forbid, even their poetry?  

Are they women because they are old enough to procreate, 

to have sex with every stranger passing through the doors 

and perhaps bear that child?  Women - high class like 

Faustina, or a low class gabrine, a whore - sometimes the 

subtleties can fade into the dark.  Jacopo wonders whether 

he will go to hell.  How does God see?  In shades? he 

wonders, Is one judged by a total of venal sins, or by that 

one mortal sin?  Can one deed outweigh all kindness and 

wisdom? 



 

 

 The rooms at the top of the stairs have a forlornness to 

them, threadbare sometimes, once beautiful. 

 Sebastiano has been up here for longer than he has, 

wanders by saying nothing, enters a room at the far end of 

the hall past this alcove.  He closes the door on Jacopo, 

barely acknowledging him with a slight nod as the door 

groans shut.  Surprising the old man still cares.  Jacopo 

doesn't recognize the girl that was in the room.  Sometimes 

it seems they come and go so quickly.  There is almost 

always a new one with Sebastiano.  Rawh still with the 

dusky girl downstairs.  Please let Sophia not offer him 

Marta.   

 Jacopo in an alcove waiting for Sophia examining a 

painting by Lorcuzo Lotto of lesser make.  He waits and 

tries not to overhear this girl and Sophia.  He listens and 

hates himself.  He listens and wonders what he could 

possibly do for her, for her mother.  He stands frozen in 

this alcove unsure of what would be required to change the 

outcome of tonight. 

 Sophia says, "He is a lonely man.  He works for the 

city and he needs like any normal man.  God cannot take 

those things away.  Prayer cannot.  We act as a stop gap 

between the needs of men and what they are capable of.  

You and I serve a noble cause.  Do you understand?" 

 "I do." 



 

 

 "You need not believe me now.  Isa downstairs told 

you it would be easier this way?" 

 "She did." 

 "We provide for as many of their needs as we can.  If 

it's art, we provide a place for its enjoyment.  If its 

companionship we talk; they have their friends here as well.  

If it's physical comfort we provide that as well - it is not a 

mortal sin to provide comfort.  What we do is required of us 

here on earth before our eternal time, and God does not 

deny us some comfort here on the physical plain.  This is 

not about our enjoyment, but our needs - we must eat, is it 

not so?" 

 Marta nodding. 

 "Your mother must eat?" 

 Again she nods, but is there a tear somewhere under it 

as well?  She wipes at one of her eyes with the back of a 

hand. 

 "Do not cry girl - you are doing a good thing.  You and 

your mother will be able to support yourselves.  God took 

your father and left you with a gift.  A way of defending 

yourself against the monstrosities that life can offer up.  

You can take care of yourself.  You do not need these men.  

They need you.  I will not take much.  Go.  Piacere, go 

and comfort him.  He may want nothing from you tonight 



 

 

but a body to hold.  His  occupation is so lonely.  And do 

not be fooled – it is an occupation.” 

 Sophia leads Marta to the priest’s room.   

Re-emerges.   

 He can hear Sophia moving in a room further down the 

hall, she leans out the door, calls back to him in the alcove, 

"Jacopo, this way." 

 He moves past her into the room, and she turns to 

brush him with her breasts as he enters.  A glimpse of the 

girl Marta in the hallway alcove with a silver tray, arranging 

wine and cheese.   Perhaps she will be spared.  The room, 

he's been here many times. 

 Sophia smirking.  On the bed a woman of remarkable 

make.  "You have a penchant for beautiful things, don't you 

Jacopo?  Eamaraen comes to us from the north, her Italian 

is poor, her Venetian is worse."  The woman smiles at him 

shyly.  "She's working to get home."  Big breasted, 

freckled, a redhead languishing on the bed. 

 "Sophia you are too kind." 

 "I knew you would approve of her." 

 "She looks exactly like that dead man's woman." 

 "Yes, she does." 

 "Have you seen the Carpaccio's?" he asks Eamaraen in 

a more straightforward Italian. 

 "No," she parrots back. 



 

 

 "You must see them before you depart our fair city." 

 Sophia says, "Jacopo is a famous painter in his own 

right." 

 He laughs awkwardly.  "But not a good one." 

 "You here.  Come," Eamearen says. 

 All thoughts of evil fall away for a time. 

 

Venice, Summer 1749- 

 

The Lover- 

 

 Henriette brought him to this.  He never was 

especially strong or attractive.  He has bad skin, a venereal 

disease, is not exceptionally tall, was a sickly child, was 

abandoned constantly, was inward.  Henriette his love, 

French and aloof, gone now these 5 years. 

 Maybe, he wonders later, sitting in the Bohemian 

countryside, one hundred twenty-two women was too many.  

His plan, his modus operandi, was to make love to them, 

then steal whatever salient papers were available.  He kept 

it clean and painless (very painless) and used womens’ 

affections to find out the secrets of the state.  He never 

really had to use a gun.  Always better to run from a duel 

than go through with it. 



 

 

 The Bridge of Sighs sweats in the July sun.  The 

stench has left his nostrils.  The stench, so overwhelming 

during the first days of his imprisonment has subsided.  His 

own person now emits the same odious fragrance.  His 

teeth feel like they are rotting out of his skull.  He's 

covered in the decay of human existence; rats scurry past 

his head when he sleeps - one tried to take a bite of his 

earlobe and he broke its neck, left it in the cell, and for a 

few days the interlopers stopped.  They seemed to sense 

the nature of the death of one of their fellow vermin. 

 If he ever gets out of here...  If he ever sees the light of 

day, he will leave this wretched city of his birth and go as 

far as he can, as far as a carriage will take him, even if he 

was born with the deck of a boat under foot lurching against 

the water, he will travel overland to the north, deeper into 

Europe, and find some place sane to live.  Some place 

where his skills will be respected.  (This is the line he 

feeds to anyone who will listen.) 

 The Inquisition in the mouth of the bridge, it used to be 

they kept prisoners in the hideous depths of the armory, 

hard as it is to imagine now.  The bridge guard calls out, 

"Giacoma Casanova.  Aren’t you lucky?" 

 In a few days he had escaped from the Inquisition.  

They thought he would work for Rome, for Spain.  The 

Austrians thought they could control him vicariously through 



 

 

money and a high position in society.  Shallowly, it was all 

they cared about.  The Habsburgian Empire.  Fools.  Both 

sides – the Spanish and the Austrians.  Fools.  The French 

thought he was a barbarous philanderer, a good 

approximation, but their blindspot for his Italian nature was 

also their downfall. 

 He struck everywhere he could.  There was a time of 

regolare in Paris and in Vienna with the rich and famous.  

He co-wrote an opera libretto about a Don who does very 

bad things in Vienna.  The other pen a friend of his: 

Lorenzo Da Ponté, a descendant of Nicolo’ da Ponté, the 

Doge.  No one in Vienna or Prague had been terribly 

impressed with this.  The libretto, the opera as a whole, 

penned in very unusual Italian, the Venetian dialect - he 

tries to scrub the campo, the cá, the callé from his tongue 

and is relatively successful.  Wolfgang got the accolades. 

 He told dirty jokes to Ben Franklin in Paris while 

rubacchiare papers off the Colonies.  He had French noble 

women and their goats.  When they were sated, he gave it 

to their daughters.  Later, for desert, he moved onto 

anything but ménages and more.  He never cared for 

Carnivale, or the orgiastic decadence of 

behind-closed-doors Parisians.  He ate well - pheasants, 

soufflés, strange little treats from further abroad.  Like 

spices from the New World.  He met their natives.  He  



 

 

wrote poetry and returned only once to his beloved home.  

To Venezia, his Venice.   

 He had done not bad for a boy kept indoors for nose 

bleeds and frailty.  Then he wrote his first truly shocking 

novel and was again imprisoned, which takes a lot in this 

city.  His escape sent him rattling off, older and more worn 

(again the line he tells anyone who will listen), towards 

Bohemia.   

 He works as a librarian at a castle in Duchov and writes 

down the tale of his journey from the Italian states.  It 

becomes a bestseller.  He bores easily and takes up 

exercise, using the body of a twenty-two year old named 

Cecile (who is admittedly a little star-struck) to work up a 

sweat.  He hatefully argues with his backward farmer 

neighbors and considers the end of his career, which he 

suspects people will find ignominious.   

 From this small rural place he writes one last book, one 

of the most shocking, heinous, vile books of all time.  He 

writes and writes, reliving his conquests one after another, 

all one hundred and twenty two in every vivid detail while 

leaving out the trivialities: which brutal dictator wanted 

what document, who was interested in whose predilections 

at court, all the boring political fashion.  Sometimes he 

can’t tell the difference between the past and present: 

watching France’s mad dwarf ready for a ransacking of 



 

 

Europe.  He knows he won’t live to see the worst of it, and 

is thankful he can’t be called back to real active service.   

 And the last book when it was published?  Hacked to 

pieces as pornographic.  Big, small, round, slim, 

high-backed, dark-haired, shapely of thigh.  All to be 

blotted out by the censors of history.  Almost as though he 

tried to blot out himself, blot out the deeds and the reality, 

as though he knew what they would say.  Sex was the easy 

part, imagine the truth - a frail boy run wild through every 

major government of Europe, while keeping notes for the 

Doges.  What the censors never learned was talking dirty 

will get one everywhere.  Or at least, that and a violin, will 

earn you a reputation as a practitioner of "the black arts" 

which was the reason for his first arrest (a laugh - it was a 

ruse the Doge and courtesans on the Ducal payroll used to 

give him cover to get out of the city with a likely story - 

church officials were good enough to go along with it, and 

escort him from his Inquisition holding cell - yes, at the 

time, it seemed that everyone had a piece of him). In truth, 

eventually he was tired, had double-crossed one too many 

people.  Had slept with one too many husbands' wives.  

After so many years he began to find it inglorious to leave 

through a bedroom window while a man with a sidearm 

pounded on the door, no matter how sturdy the door’s 



 

 

manufacture.  So finally he asked for this easier 

assignment in the backwaters of Bohemia. 

 A smart man?  A crafty man?  Or just a hobnobber, a 

glutton, a fool?  Will they ever know?  As Casanova sits in 

the pastures of Bohemia he wonders and guesses not.  So 

much gameplay, so much chase, and many consequences 

for his indiscretions, but not as many as there should have 

been for his real objective - that of secret intelligence 

officer.  For Venice, forever Venice. 

 He hates the countryside, but at least, finally, he feels 

safe.  Is that Cecile appearing over the hill? 

 

Venice, Winter 1570- 

 

The Priest- 

 

 He leaves her in the sheets.  She turns away and curls 

into a ball, facing a window that looks on nothing - just an 

alleyway.  Maybe she cries unheard over the rustle of 

clothing.  She was not in too much pain, and she bled only 

a little.  The candles burn towards the quick.  The room 

nearly swallowed in darkness.  An unholy act committed by 

a girl.   

 What has she brought him to?  They wile at men, 

created from them, and because of their secondary nature, 



 

 

they seek any kind of vengeance they can.  God made his 

decision about who would lead and who would follow before 

any of them emerged into the world, with some more likely 

to sin than others.  The nature of a woman is that of a 

naturally more carnal and more sinful state.  He knows this 

yet still he came here.  Women can bring a man low - a 

man of God may be less susceptible to carnality, but still he 

can sin.  He must do penance.  He will confess, he swears 

it.  He must return to his apartment.  He must try and 

forget this night.  He must leave. 

 Pietro fastens his shoes and turns, opening the door 

and leaving the girl in the soiled bedding.  “God soils us all 

with his will,” he offers as consolation.  Downstairs he 

finds Sophia with the infidel and the other young whore.  

He pays the courtesan for the service of her girl, thanks her 

for an evening of culture, and departs. 

 

The Painter- 

 

 D'Oro's old familiar frescoes lit golden by the heaters 

and the fireplace.  In the back cooks make up special treats 

- prunes and chicken, fish spit roasted and dripping - while 

in front grappa is poured alongside wine.  The men have 

made their way down here to the intersection of 

Carnereggio and the Rialto.  Sometimes they have the 



 

 

energy and sometimes they laze at Sophia’s.  It's good 

cover for Jacopo who if spotted can be reported back to 

Faustina as out with friends instead of being in the bed of a 

whore.  The others seem tired.   

 It must be… he looks at the great clock on the far wall, 

an antique water clock that puts the time as… …

somewhere between two-thirty and three.  An ungodly 

hour. 

 Some nights when everyone finds the wind gone from 

their adventures and their souls sated, they might turn on 

each other out of boredom.  A fight would not be out of the 

question.  Tonight everyone seems beyond it.  Rawh sips 

his fifth glass of wine and wanders outside, then back in, 

seeming agitated.  The girl Isa accompanies him.  Konrad 

smirks drunkenly in a corner – let it never be said that the 

Venetians are bad hosts.  Rawh pointedly ignoring him.  

Jacopo's priest Pietro was with the girl Marta, he finally 

retired towards his tiny apartment next to the church, 

stumbling off into the night.  Poor Marta and her hapless 

mother.  Rawh was encouraged by Sebastiano to get out, 

come with them down to Cafe d'Oro and escape whatever 

bothers him.  Sebastiano the only one of them with any life 

left in him - he's on to his second grappa while Jacopo sips 

his first and wonders what they would think of a bocce 

game this late.  It's too far to tramp back to Fondamenti 



 

 

and anyway Faustina would murder him.  But he bets the 

cafe has a set they use in the tiny garden where they grow 

vegetables. 

 Konrad in the corner with one of the courtesans.  The 

state picking up his expenses from earlier in the evening.  

Ironic or grotesque?  Sebastiano says to him 

conspiratorially, “Do not worry about the Austrian.  He may 

be less than trustworthy, but he will reveal much in his 

inaction.”  The man moves away again. 

 “Does that mean you had no intention of killing him?” 

asks Jacopo, more than a little depressed by the subject. 

 “I will leave him for Rawh.  It would be a great 

disservice to the man to not let him have that particular 

spoil.  They destroyed everything left of his world on 

Granada.  Perhaps he will not kill Don Juan if he has his fill 

with Konrad – the man will not double agent for us.  It is 

only a ploy for Spain and the bravi to work out their 

differences.  The graves were so shallow the dead stunk up 

the port for months.” 

 Secrets amongst them.  Sebastiano does not bluff, and 

Rawh is not one of them.  Still, why lie?  Which one of 

them is not for the Woman?  Even God is for her, is he not? 

 Mulled spiced wine brews on a stove throwing steam 

while the sailors and gabrine work out deals for the 



 

 

remaining hours of dark.  Stale beer warms by the banked 

fires. 

 No.  He has had enough.  He has had enough and he 

is going home.  Maybe it's the grappa making the room 

golden blurred and his heart stiffening against the 

onslaughts of Sebastiano's tongue, but still he puts first one 

foot then two feet towards the door, afterhours bocce ball or 

no.  The woman was beautiful.  He owed his friends the 

night.  Now though, he can feel the guilt sinking in.  Can 

feel the creep of sin overtaking him, rising from the water, 

coalescing out of the night. 

 "There goes the midget painter home to his midget 

family and his midget house carrying his midget prick!"  

Laughter.  Sebastiano drunk.  Jacopo makes a rude 

gesture back and stumbles out the door of Cafe d'Oro.  The 

campo deserted.  The dull sounds of the cafe behind him 

and the street lit by the café’s interior.  An urban 

landscape - people are still up in some of the apartments 

even this late.  Mainly courtesan houses, but some prefer 

to work at night or find their bones more brittle, unable to 

sleep in the bite of the small hour cold.  Jacopo bundles his 

cloak about him and continues on out of the square, the 

campo, the plaza and into a side street where he finds the 

darkness a boon to his head which throbs against the 

grappa.  A bit dizzy he watches the wall close to him as he 



 

 

walks instead of focusing on the disappearing parallel lines 

- that way lies madness - falling, waking up robbed and 

maybe worse.  Knifed by one of the urchins, a Griti sailor or 

gabrine.  Even some of the lower class bravi would not be 

above it, making off with what little money he has left.  He 

loses enough money.  He doesn’t need to awaken in an 

alley in cold morning light wondering how he got there.  

How many grappas did he have?  He’s so tired.  One drink 

should not do this to a man. 

 There - that accursed shop selling the Satanic masks.  

The white faces with beads sewn or glued in, wrapped in 

silk, banded in cheap paint.  It starts soon, the ridiculous 

ritual of carnivale.  Three months passes as nothing to him 

now. 

 One of the faces leers and drifts shadow to shadow.  It 

floats in shadow, in light, in shadow again.  It lives, it has a 

mind and follows him, staying out of the light.  A cloak and 

hood half covering the apparition.  His heart beating in his 

chest and the grappa rushing the soul sound into his ears, a 

pounding in the darkness.  Now he hears the sounds of 

footsteps and realizes it is not so much a hanging sculpture, 

but a thing hiding behind the bone mask of Shrove Tuesday, 

the carnivale grimace.  He tries not to look but hurries his 

pace.  No, no, fool, run! 



 

 

 On short legs he runs for a corner, turns down this ca', 

night street, fog off water, and turns again.  The sound of 

longer strides behind him.  He edges away from 

Carnereggio, away from home and into the heart of the city.  

If it were Carnereggio perhaps he would know it well 

enough that even on short bowed legs he would be able to 

lose this spirit behind him.  Perhaps.  But not down here 

in the Rialto.  He turns again and finds himself in an 

alleyway.  He runs along the alley and dead ends at water.  

Who would follow him, attempt to murder him for the paltry 

secrets of painting and art?  He has played with the future, 

the making of lenses, of capturing light and time and now 

his hubris has caught him up, circumstance has come to 

exact payment for his deeper sins.  Stopping the future by 

destroying one man, even a sinful one, is impossible.     

 He curses silently, wondering if in not giving the curse 

voice, it is still a sin.  A wooden staircase ascends the side 

of a building.  He is lost in the center of his own city.  He 

spends too much time indoors.  He lives too much in his 

own head (take the stairs, for your family, run!), and he 

ascends, awkwardly, using what little length of limb he has 

to jump stairs more than one at a time.  His cloak in his 

way.  He rips it off and lets it fall too earth.   A simple 

night prowler, a thief certainly would not pursue him like 

this.  What could they possibly want with him? 



 

 

 A locked door at the top of the stairs.  He sweats, 

feels the slipperiness of his palms.  In the alleyway below 

him the evil spirit.  Looking up, gauging. 

 Jacopo climbs onto the rickety banister of the staircase.  

He reaches for a gutter - finds it dirty, full of a soft filth that 

he explores from below reaching for a handhold.  He locks 

boxy digits around a broken piece of façade and hoists 

himself up on shoulders that have spent years in hunched 

agony over canvas and wood, that ripple with a perplexed 

cry of strain but easily lift him over the edge and onto the 

roof.  All trace of the drink gone in the rush of fear. 

 Feet knocking on the stairs.  Ascending to follow him. 

 The roof made of tiles.  He works his way along a 

gutter using the tiles as handholds.  Now a dead end.  The 

only escape across onto an older structure with a flat roof.  

Easy handholds if he makes the jump.  Still... he is short, 

and the fall would kill him.  He looks back. 

 The white face, a long hooked nose, horns, a cracked 

face painted with a bleeding eye that looks to be crying, 

rounds over the vertiginous roof.  Poor crafting, not art, 

what is made for the outsider – sent to punish him. 

 "What are you, oh spirit?" he asks. 

 The thing says nothing but continues its climb. 

 "Who are you?" he implores. 



 

 

 Now the apparition stands on the roof, a ninety-degree 

slant from him. 

 "Answer me, demon!" he commands.  "You are 

nothing," he says, when it refuses, "You are only a coward in 

a mask."  And yet, doubt. 

 Pursuit by the unknowable thing, moving with 

unexpected speed, scrambling around towards him. 

 In his head he hears his voice, or another: Jump!  He 

turns and pulls his legs in, flexes out and springs agilely into 

open space.  The older architecture hits him square in the 

chest.  He slips as he grabs at the masonry, digs his own 

stony grip into the ancient cement and stops his fall.  

Behind him the airless laugh of the vile ghost.  

 He swings a leg up and over onto the roof of the old 

building.  A garden here on top of the city – true Venice up 

above, where its people come to be themselves out of the 

streets.  Fog blots out landmarks.  The thing, the criminal, 

corrects a list to one side and loses balance altogether.  

Out of desperation to not fall, jumps towards him across the 

gap.  Arms scrape rock, hold on in a more compromised 

position than Jacopo landed in.  Jacopo searches 

desperately for stairs off of the roof, finds only a locked trap 

door, searches the depths below the roof and finds another 

stairway on the far side.  He judges it - one story below, a 

longer jump than the last.  The apparition standing now in 



 

 

the garden with him.  He climbs onto the retaining wall, 

which comes up to his mid-rift, stands on the ledge looking 

down, checking behind him where the masked man has 

paused.  The breathing of a porcelain mask reflecting 

nothing, no future or past- nothing to identify its intent.  He 

checks the gap and the height again fearing he has no 

escape.   

 The apparition charges him and without thinking he 

reaches for its mask, yells, grabs at the hidden, the 

unknown, wanting answers, finds as reward that it gives and 

twists off.  A flash too quick of the nature of things.  The 

cloak of the pursuer wiping away truth. 

 Below him the sound of the mask shattering on the 

cold flagstones. 

 Jacopo falling, void, knocked off balance by a hand of 

surprising strength.  He had the presence of mind to push 

with his legs, exerting his will against the retaining wall.  

Empty space and the rush of wind.  Sick floating, but 

something else as well.  He lands hard on the wooden 

staircase.  He could have broken his back.  His breathing 

comes to him in hard shallow gasps.  God forgive him, he is 

happy to still be alive. 

 Overhead, looking back at where he fell from, he sees 

no sign of his pursuer.  He picks himself up and makes his 

way to the street, gathers as many pieces of the mask as he 



 

 

can and finds the name of the footpath, orients himself, and 

flits towards home. 

  

CELESTIAL CARTOGRAPHY 

 

 At the southern end of Cyprus lies Nicosia.  The city 

was this last year overrun by the Turks - their ships lie in 

the deep harbor off the coast.  The rocky yet fertile soil of 

the island passes below, rows of vineyards, groves of the 

island's namesake, the Cyprus tree, also olive orchards and 

some citrus.  Goats nestle in the crook of hills while sheep 

pillage the untamed land and shepherds watch them and 

keep an eye on the horizon for the marauders.  Armies 

have been this way - Venetian condiotori falling back in 

good order, making the Ottoman Empire take casualties as 

they move across the island towards the north and the other 

port town, Famagusta. 

 The Ottoman's at port around Famagusta, cutting off 

some of these servicemen, not irregulars like the bravi, but 

paid footsoldiers and light cavalry.  Bragadin leads 

successful engagement and retreat across the island, 

eventually closing the doors to the city of Famagusta as the 

Turks encircle them.  At first he stalled for time, waiting for 

Gian Doria and Sebastiano Venier to return with 

reinforcements, then after the walls sealed behind him, he 

had to allow the Ottoman's to dig in.  Some Venetian 



 

 

galleys break the Ottoman lines over the next six months 

and deliver supplies to the city under siege.  Small raids 

are not enough to prevent the digging of trenches or even 

the placement of mortars which occasionally rain down on 

the city unexpectedly, the guards in the city wall towers 

shout relay commands as the mortars are loaded but the 

most the city can do, peasants and generals alike, is hunker 

down and wait for the inevitable.  By late April, supplies in 

the siege have begun to run short.  The Ottomans have 

also had time to stabilize their supply lines and a rescue 

from the mother city seems a distant mirage memory. 

 Bragadin curses the Woman, the whore, and opens the 

gate under white flag.  He rides into the Ottoman 

encampment to negotiate surrender with their general 

Mustafa Pasha. 

 From the walls of Famagusta the city dwellers watch.  

A cheer from the Ottoman camp... ...and then... ...something 

seems to go wrong.  A possible insult?  An unintended 

slight?  Was Bragadin in his rage, unable to hold his tongue 

in the end?  From the wall - the Turks begin to mill, the 

head of someone held aloft by the devil Turk leader, 

Ottoman troops swarming out of camp, the tide of brown 

faces seemingly endless as they tear into the open city 

gates with guns and torches, shooting innocents and setting 

fire to houses.  The fires spread as they grab island women 



 

 

and force themselves on them in twos and threes, behead 

farmers, ride down children under the hoofs of steeds, take 

the town and harbor and scar the north coast of Cyprus. 

 For twenty days Bragadin sits in his own jail, reliving 

the events in the tent which he entered under the flag of 

surrender - Mustafa flew into a rage, he still doesn’t 

understand why, drew a knife and before Bragadin knew 

what was happening he had been cut.  His ear gone, 

looking downward watching blood flow from his face in a 

stream and realizing his nose had been separated from his 

face, he's looking at it on the floor.  The other civil leader, 

and one of his best friends, Baglioni, had his head removed 

from his body by the curved sword of one of Pasha’s 

personal guard.  Bragadin was drenched in warm spigots of 

the man’s blood, he could not separate his own from 

Baglioni’s, the tent turned into a hell on Earth.  Eventually 

he fell to the ground, saw Baglioni's head hoisted high by 

the hair through the flap of the tent, shadow on the sun, and 

horsed Turks storming from camp.  Mustafa Pasha with a 

scimitar raised imploring his men to come to order as they 

bore down on the town. 

 The Turks, his jailors, come for him finally.  They put a 

cloth sack over his head so that he must smell his own 

septic wounds.  He blearily stumbles into light, finds his 

hands tied behind him, a wooden pole behind his back, arms 



 

 

stretch backward around it.  He can hear a crowd.  There 

is a crowd watching him, shirtless, tied to a stake, already a 

dead man, he is barely able to stand, the throbbing of his 

gangrenous wounds leaves him dumbstruck. 

 The crowd watches as the whip uncoils from the 

Ottoman torturer.  The man deftly uses the long whip, 

cracking overhead, to flay Bragadin.  The disappointment 

of the crowd almost palpable: the man never even screams.  

As the muscle under the skin is exposed all the way to his 

waist, the general finally slumps against the stake, dead.  A 

murmuring.  As if to appease the crowd the dead body is 

taken and laid on the ground, tied with rope which is in turn 

bound to horses.  The horses are smacked with the whip, 

which sends them at a gallop in opposite directions.  The 

body holds.  The horses pull at the ropes.  The ropes 

creak.  The horses whinny.  The whip cracks several times 

more.  Finally the body tears asunder and the horses run 

with the parts towards different corners of the city.  

Laughter and the collection of the parts of the man.  

Bonding of Turk and townfolk.  Skin is taken from the meat 

that was a man.  The skin is sewn, stuffed with hay and 

paraded through the streets, where the townsfolk throw 

rocks and rotten food at it. 

 Turkish ships dock at harbor where they have been 

waiting for months.  The incidents of pain forgotten, life 



 

 

continues much as it had before the changing of political 

hands, before the changing of official gods.  God in all his 

many names watches, with knowledge of the preordained 

plan. 

 

Padua, Summer, 1610 - 

 

The Criminal- 

 

 The light hits the water from sunrise to sundown over 

the next twenty-five years but the mechanics never get 

called into question.  The easy answer is God's will, but 

that answer is also glib and useless.  Someone's going to 

get put in prison or worse over the real answer.  It is 

osmose - technology reaching the public, even the very elite 

public, wildly spinning, altering not just historical events 

(that part's easy) but changing the whole nature of reality, 

the way people see not only themselves or the world around 

them, but the way they are able to see the past and the 

future. 

 

…ships on fire off the coast of Greece, a lion unloosed, the 

substrata voicing of rage, hurling itself along deck after 

deck, from burning ship to burning ship unmaking the 

cravenness that was Gian Doria, Sebastiano Venier cutting 



 

 

his way through the Ottoman masses an old man made 

young again, revenge for Bragadin, aging empire, fleets 

crushed, Venetian attack out of storm and sea swell before 

time forgets, a telescope rolling into flames, into water as a 

ship capsizes, Islamic craft and maths lost to the West … 

 

 The light on the lagoon has so many layers and 

qualities because of the humidity and the shimmer of the 

water.    

 Galileo arrested, told by the Inquisition he can never 

leave his house again.  This is a light sentence: he could 

have been burned at the stake - it happened to others only 

a couple of hundred miles away, but then when one is 

actually in Rome, things happen differently, the Papal 

offices make examples.   

 Galileo would have been fascinated by the idea that 

light has different properties.  It took the light nine minutes 

to vibrate through the various interstellar mediums, the 

aether, the void, the crystalline spheres, be bent through the 

telescopic lenses he holds in Padua, just outside of Venice, 

and hit his own organic optical lenses, his own retinas, trip 

neural circuitry (he doesn't know about this either but he 

suspects there's some sort of funny business), enhance 

serotonin levels, exchange RNA, and make him say,”Qué se?

” 



 

 

 He saw four little stars circling a big smudgy orange.  

The smudgy orange had previously been registered as a 

Greek planet - meaning an aphasic heavenly body traveling 

an irregularly regular pattern through the night sky. 

 This was his undoing. 

 A couple of hundred miles away Johannes Kepler 

eventually will be pouring over math equations – calculus - 

except he doesn't know this is what the math will be called 

by one Sir Isaac Newton.  Some of his observations he 

stole from Tycho Brahe.  Fellow scientists point this out in 

scientific journals and Kepler ignores them.  He's doing his 

best to get the aphasic heavenly bodies to behave as circles 

the way Ptolemy says they should and the only way the 

equations work is if they travel in motion as ellipses.  This 

has two problems, firstly: it controverts Ptolemy who clearly 

states that crystalline spheres are spherical, or in two 

dimensions circular.  This drives him to the brink of vapors.  

And: come to think of it, he can't publish his findings.  

These last two would bother him more if he knew the 

implications. 

 Kepler is well aware of Copernicus' idea that the Earth 

revolves around the sun, he even published something 

observational/mathematical in support of it - but there 

really isn't a whole lot of evidence that smaller and smaller 

bodies revolve around each other.  It's just a theory.   



 

 

 This is where Galileo's RNA comes in.  Deep inside 

Galileo's brain, complex chemical reactions take place along 

with quantum collapse along dendrites, as he observes four 

tiny pinpricks of light revolving around Jupiter, the Greek 

heavenly body and orange smudge.  These RNA chemical 

reactions are based on a partially recombinant organic 

chemistry derived from DNA.  The wave hum of 

consciousness as neurons fire.  It allows various strands of 

organic chemistry to form and reform, some of it being 

deposited in Galileo’s long-term memory as vital.  Quantum 

waves bound up in neurons holding charge form 

permanently based on these chemical reactions.  Brain 

neurochemicals fluctuate wildly as he reviews the 

implications using long sequences of these reactions to 

process the available information.   

 Galileo also knows if he publishes this he will burn for 

it. 

 The actual optical evidence is not enough though, so 

over the next several months he repeats the process and 

finds the little pinpoints of light move in a way that seems to 

denote revolutions or orbits.  Actual empirical evidence. 

 Originally, they thought the device he looks through 

would be useful in war.  Little did they know.  About thirty 

years from this pivotal moment in Galileo Galilei’s life Tycho 



 

 

Brahe is going to use a similar device mounted on a rooftop 

in Prague to map the contours of the moon’s surface. 

 He took the Council of Ten to the top of the campanile 

tower in San Marco.  He let them look out to sea with the 

telescope.  Many people think he was awarded tenure 

based on this, but in fact, his tenure was awarded for a few 

gravitational formulas predicting falling bodies and a pump, 

powered by horses, which raises water.   

 In Syracuse, Sicily in 272 B.C Archimedes used giant 

lenses to burn Roman ship sails that had laid siege to the 

city.  In England, a hundred years before Galileo, two men 

had experimented with multiple lenses and had not been 

able to get them to enlarge and pass light at the same time.  

It was only a theory.  Fifty years earlier in Middleburg, the 

Dutch were making extremely fine optics for all sorts of use, 

including those used for enlargement.  To the East, the 

technology of seeing-eye glass had been common 

knowledge for at least three hundred years. 

 Galileo and Kepler exchange letters about astronomy 

through scientific journals.  In other words, they publish 

their findings.  This of course is where the trouble really 

begins.  Some of these journals have lasted through to the 

present day in almost, excepting events like fire, flood, 

bubonic plague, and Napoleon, continuous operation. 



 

 

 Unfortunately for Galileo, all of this real evidence will 

not help him much in the face of belief.  The truth right 

before someone's eyes a lot of the time isn't enough.  This 

is what is known as history. 

 

“Now your comely limbs and tresses, adorned with gold, 

pearls and crimson cloth, make a horrid monster of a lovely 

nymph, a monster that wails and weeps encircled by a 

thousand deadly traps, your face streaked with tears, 

somber and held low.” 

 

-Maffio Venier 
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Gold Diggers is the beginning of a series.  There will be 
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Also look for films from the author and artist under his given 

name, Jay Wright: 

 

The Color of Fish  

Assembling the World 

Dreamtime 
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as well as other intangibles at: 
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