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Introduction



NO CITY EVER HAD more undistinguished beginnings. Venice started life as a funk-hole – a refuge for frightened men. During the great days of the Roman Empire she simply did not exist: the ancestors of the first Venetians kept wisely to terra firma, where a whole chain of splendid imperial cities had grown up around the northern and north-western shores of the Adriatic and its neighbouring hinterland. After all, who in their right mind would build a village, far less a town or city, on a cluster of soggy shoals and sandbanks rising from a malarial, malodorous lagoon? A few fishermen and salt-gatherers may occasionally have erected a hut or two amid the couch-grass; but not many, and not for long. For the rest, desolation and silence.


Then, in the early years of the fifth century, the barbarians swept down. The Goths came first, under their leader Alaric – raping, burning and pillaging, laying waste everything in their path. In 402 they fell on Aquileia; eight years later they would ravage Rome. The local populations, meanwhile, had fled for their lives, seeking a refuge at once unenviable and inviolable, where their enemies would have neither the incentive nor the ability to follow them; and in the Venetian lagoon they found it. In those early days they probably contemplated an only temporary stay, expecting to return to their homes once the barbarians had passed. If so, they were disappointed. Those who attempted to do so soon discovered that they had no homes to return to; and as soon as they started to rebuild them another wave of barbarians would descend and the whole sad story would be repeated.


For the Goths were only the beginning. In 452 they were followed by the Huns under the brutal and dwarfish Attila, and the flow of refugees increased. By this time they had grouped themselves into a number of separate island communities, still technically part of the Roman Empire but for all practical purposes self-governing; and the fall of the Empire of the West, with the deposition in 476 of its last Emperor – a feckless youth named Romulus Augustulus, whose double diminutive must have prepared his subjects for the worst – gave still further strength to their effective independence. The famous letter* written to them by the Prefect Cassiodorus in 523 suggests that his master Theodoric, King of the Ostrogoths, who had assumed power in Italy (under the nominal overlordship of the Emperor in Constantinople) at the end of the previous century, was distinctly uncertain how far he could count on their loyalty and obedience; and this impression grows stronger still when we read their address of welcome† to the imperial general Longinus nearly half a century later.


Thus, even at this early stage in their history it seems clear that the peoples of the lagoon were determined to be their own men; but they were still only a loose federation of individual settlements, scattered over a relatively wide area and, as was probably inevitable in the circumstances, constantly squabbling with one another. A central focus was still lacking; indeed, the islands of Rialto which comprise the Venice we know today were still, in the sixth and seventh centuries, largely uninhabited. But then, in the eighth century and the beginning of the ninth, two things occurred which gave those early Venetians the cohesion they needed. The first was the puritanical decree promulgated by the Byzantine Emperor Leo III in 726, ordering the destruction of all the Christian icons and holy pictures in the Empire. The people of the imperial Exarchate in Italy, which had its capital at Ravenna, rose – with the enthusiastic support of Pope Gregory II – in immediate revolt; the Exarch was assassinated, his officials fleeing for their lives; and the rebellious garrisons, all of whom had been recruited locally, chose their own commanders and proclaimed their independence. Thus it was that the communities of the Venetian lagoon placed a certain Orso from Heraclea at the head of the former provincial administration and honoured him with the title of Dux – a title which, transformed by the rough Venetian dialect into Doge, was to pass down for the next one thousand and seventy-one years till the Republic’s end.


The second decisive event in the formation of Venice was the expedition of Charlemagne’s son Pepin in 810. For the first time, the lagoon settlements presented a united front against a common enemy and were victorious. It was then, as they watched Pepin’s ships disappearing over the horizon, that the people resolved to build themselves a true capital, one that would be situated not around the edge of the lagoon but in its very centre, protected by its surrounding girdle of shallow water – so much more effective a defence than deep – from any possibility of attack. And so, on that little group of islands known as Rialto, building at last began; and the city of Venice was born.


Not once in all their history did the Venetians have cause to regret that decision. For centuries to come, mainland Italy was to be torn apart by war. Sometimes it would be war against a foreign invader, but more usually – and far more tragically – the strife would be internal: city against city, Guelf against Ghibelline, Emperor against Pope. Again and again over those centuries, every great city of Lombardy and the Veneto – Milan and Verona, Bergamo and Brescia, Padua and Mantua – was to see its streets running red with blood. Only Venice remained inviolate, secure in her lagoon, never once in more than a millennium to be invaded, pillaged, put to fire or sword. And even when the end came at last, even when the old, exhausted Republic finally collapsed in the hurricane unleashed by the young Napoleon, few lives were lost and little lasting damage was done.


And the sea continued as the city’s guardian. Just as in former centuries it saved Venice from foreign invaders, so in our own day it has proved an equally effective defence against that still more insidious invader, the motor car. In any other Italian town, the Piazza San Marco would long ago have been transformed into an enormous car-park; thanks to the lagoon, wheeled traffic can still approach no nearer than the Piazzale Roma and the cranes and derricks of Tronchetto, and we must pray that it never will. (Beware, however, of over-confidence: only twenty years ago a serious scheme was proposed to fill in the entire Grand Canal and transform it into a six-lane autostrada. The forces of darkness are never far away.)


Venice is thus unique, not only for her surpassing beauty nor for the fact that she seems to use water as other cities use concrete, but in another respect as well: as an astonishing document of history. No other city anywhere has changed less. A few of the smaller canals have been filled in, a few more acres reclaimed from the sea; but a Venetian of the fifteenth century, miraculously translated into the twentieth, would experience no difficulty in finding his way through the campi and the calli, most of which have survived virtually intact since he first saw them. And this applies not just to the more remote and forgotten parishes; it is equally true of the great ceremonial centre itself. Look at Gentile Bellini’s glorious portrayal of the Piazza, painted in 1496 as one of the series representing The Miracles of the Relic of the True Cross in the Accademia. To the far right we see a corner of the Doge’s Palace, the base of the Campanile, and the Porta della Carta, its details picked out in gold leaf; on the Basilica itself, the four horses are in position above the central door, where they have already been for two and a half centuries. Only the mosaics – four of the five – in the lunettes above the doors have been replaced, by the sad seventeenth-to-nineteenthcentury travesties that we see today; but even these have not been entirely lost, since Gentile’s painting is large and meticulous enough to reveal to us, in quite remarkable detail, their exact composition and the story they told.


It is one of the oldest stories of Venice, and one of the most important; for it concerns the bringing to the city of the body of St Mark, and his adoption as its patron saint. In the years immediately following the repulse of Pepin, when the lagoon people were just beginning to feel themselves a nation, it was vital for them to gain the respect and recognition of their neighbours; not surprisingly, however, the ancient cities of Italy and beyond found it difficult to give serious consideration to the pretensions of these upstart parvenus and tended to dismiss their claims out of hand. Now in those distant, God-fearing days, there was one way above all to acquire international prestige, and that was to be the possessor of a really good relic: not just a finger or a knucklebone but a complete body, and not just of any saint either, but of an apostle – or, better still, an evangelist.


As so often at crucial moments in their history, the Venetians were lucky: for there existed an old tradition (or, if there did not, it was quickly fabricated) that St Mark had been Bishop of Aquileia, and that one day, while sailing through the lagoon on his way to Rome, he had been visited by an angel bearing a message from the Almighty Himself: Pax tibi, Marce, evangelista meus: hic requiescat corpus tuum. More fortunate still, the saint’s body was known to be in Alexandria, where he had spent the last years of his life and where he had been buried in a large and ornate tomb which still existed, despite the city’s capture by the armies of Islam some 200 years before. The solution to Venice’s problem was clear to see. In the year 828 two Venetian merchants sailed to Alexandria and returned with a body which they claimed to be that of the evangelist, stolen from his tomb and smuggled out of the city in a basket by the simple expedient of covering it with pork – a commodity rightly calculated to revolt the harbour customs officers who, pious Muslims to a man, had turned up their noses in disgust and given the merchants no trouble.


With the saint’s body now safe in Venice in accordance with the ancient prophecy, one might have expected it to have been reburied in the recently completed cathedral, on the site of the present church of S. Pietro di Castello;* such a decision, however, would have associated it from the outset with the religious rather than the civil authorities of the State, a possibility which Doge Giustiniano Participazio refused to contemplate. Instead, a great new basilica was built expressly to house it, described as the Chiesa Ducale and actually adjoining the Doges’ Palace; and the poor Cathedral of S. Pietro, now hopelessly overshadowed and impossibly remote in the eastern extremity of the city, embarked on long centuries of that near-oblivion from which, even today, it has not wholly emerged.


The day on which St Mark was carried, shoulder-high, into his new basilica – the scene is depicted, in full and fascinating detail, in the thirteenth-century mosaic occupying the lunette above the northernmost door of the west front – marked a watershed in Venice’s history. Her ancient tutelary saint, the dragon-slaying Theodore, was relegated to the top of a column in the Piazzetta and forgotten. Henceforth she was a city and a republic worthy of universal respect, proud of her Evangelistic patronage and, in her ecclesiastical rank, second in Italy only to Rome herself. St Mark himself had taken her under his protection, and the world was never to be allowed to forget it: his lion, its wings outspread, its forepaw proudly holding open the book in which was inscribed the angelic utterance, was to be emblazoned for the next thousand years on banners and bastions, on poops and prows, wherever the Venetian writ was to run.


The mosaic of St Alipio (as it is invariably called) clearly portrays the existing church, of which it is the earliest known representation. In fact, the building first erected to receive the precious relic was a much simpler, wooden construction, which was burnt to the ground during a revolution in 976 and was temporarily replaced by what seems to have been a somewhat unworthy, makeshift affair. This second St Mark’s was itself demolished by Doge Domenico Contarini (1043–71) to make way for the present basilica, the third on the site, which was finally consecrated in 1904. Interestingly enough, however, all three buildings were almost certainly based on the same model – Constantine the Great’s Church of the Holy Apostles in Constantinople.


Here is further dramatic evidence that Venice, even at this comparatively early stage, was determined to pursue her own destiny. True, there had been a time when she, like the rest of Italy, had owed nominal allegiance to the Eastern Empire. But in the north at least the authority of the Emperors, having steadily diminished over the years, had been thrown off for ever in 727; Lombard and Frankish influences had long since taken the place of Byzantine. Certainly no other North Italian city, planning its supreme religious monument towards the end of the eleventh century, would have dreamt of turning for inspiration to Constantinople. Venice, however, was not like other cities. Her encircling sea protected her not only from the armies of the West but from its cultural influences too. Where art and architecture were concerned, she remained loyal to the old regime. She could afford quite simply to turn her back on Italy, fixing her eyes instead upon the East, whence came her rapidly growing prosperity. And for her the East meant, first and foremost, Byzantium.


Thus, wherever the mainland towns and cities are Romanesque, Venice is Byzantine. Dotted about all over the city we may still find buildings whose huge, carved horseshoe arches proclaim beyond any possibility of doubt their oriental origins. There are half a dozen of them on the Grand Canal alone, including the Palazzi Loredan and Farsetti which together comprise the City Hall and, a little way beyond the Rialto, the Ca’ da Mosto, parts of which may go back to the eleventh century. Older than any, however, and infinitely more beautiful, is the Basilica of St Mark itself – since the secularization of St Sophia in Istanbul more than half a century ago, far and away the greatest Byzantine building in the world still regularly used for religious worship.


The Byzantine architectural style, it need hardly be said, is not just a matter of horseshoe arches, or of a cross-in-square ground-plan. It reveals itself also in a wholly oriental love of colour, and consequently in the art of incrustation – two immensely important characteristics, of which Ruskin provides the most searching analysis and St Mark’s the most outstanding example. And so strong were these strains in the city’s psyche that they both survived even the eclipse of the style to which they fundamentally belonged; they are still in evidence in Venetian Gothic building and even in the early Renaissance, where such architects as the Lombardi (in the Palazzo Dario for example, or the church of the Miracoli) or Mauro Coducci (in the Clock Tower or S. Michele) used slabs of polychrome marble as integral parts of their designs – and to wondrous effect.


Of Venice’s genuinely Byzantine buildings, most were already standing on 24 July 1177 when, for the first time, the city became the centre of the world stage; for it was there, immediately in front of the central doors of St Mark’s and in the presence of most of the leading princes and bishops of Christendom, that the Emperor Frederick Barbarossa knelt at the feet of Pope Alexander III and kissed his slipper, thus putting an end to the eighteen-year hostilities that had existed between them.* (The little lozenge of porphyry set into the huge rounder of red Verona marble in the centre of the atrium of the basilica marks the spot where he did so.) This tremendous reconciliation, perhaps the most important event ever staged in the Piazza as we know it, was also one of the first; for its architect, Doge Sebastiano Ziani, had also been responsible a few years before for giving his city’s superb ceremonial centre the appearance it still has today. He it was who pulled down the old church of S. Geminiano† which occupied what is now the centre of the Piazza, purchased from the nuns of S. Zaccaria the orchard which lay between it and the lagoon, filled in the old canal which ran from halfway along the present Procuratie Vecchie, across the front of the basilica and past the campanile to the Zecca, and paved the whole thing over in herring-bone brick. He also ordered that all the houses surrounding it should be built with arches and colonnades. The result was what, over six centuries later, Napoleon was to call le plus heau salon de l’Europe. He might well have said du monde; of all the great city squares I know, only one – the Campo in Siena – even runs it close.


With Pope and Emperor now firmly reconciled, the great nobles and prelates whose interminable retinues thronged Venice during the summer of 1177 might have been forgiven for believing that, after a generation of turmoil, all was once again well with Christendom. It was, however, barely a decade before news arrived from the East which filled Europe with anguish and dismay: Jerusalem, since 1099 a Christian kingdom, had been reconquered by the Saracens under their brilliant general Saladin. The result was the Third Crusade, led jointly by Richard Coeur-de-Lion and Philip Augustus of France – old Barbarossa having been drowned on his way to Palestine, in the icy waters of an Anatolian river. The Crusaders fought well, and managed to regain Acre; but the Holy City remained in the hands of the Infidel.


Venice never played much of a part in the first three Crusades. She was no good at fighting on terra firma; besides, that religious zeal which drove so much of Christian Europe to plant the banner of the Cross in pagan lands was totally foreign to her nature. As a merchant republic, her interest was always in peace – for the excellent reason that it was good for trade: she infinitely preferred doing business with the Saracens to killing them. On the other hand, she had no objection to cashing in on any military successes; and after the First Crusade (to which she had made only a minimal contribution, her promised fleet having arrived in the East well after Jerusalem had been taken) she had been astute enough to gain free trading rights throughout the Holy Land, a market in every Christian town and a third of any other town that she might help to take in the future. In return for an annual tribute, she also appropriated the entire City of Tripoli.


From that time on, her only real interest in any subsequent ventures of this kind was to preserve her new markets or to provide transportation, for which she invariably charged a high price; and it was doubtless for the latter reason that we find her in 1189 participating in the Third Crusade with an impressive war fleet, laden to the gunwales with soldiers from all over Italy. Some time afterwards, there are reports of Venetian merchants setting up business in their quarter of Acre within days of the city’s recapture. And yet with regard to any actual fighting the chroniclers are strangely silent: we can only deduce that once the Venetian ships had disembarked their passengers and received due payment they returned to the Adriatic just as quickly as they could.


With Pope Innocent III, on the other hand, and with many of the Princes of Europe, the loss of Jerusalem continued to rankle; and it was this that in 1201 brought a party of six Frankish knights, led by Geoffrey de Villehardouin, Marshal of Champagne, to Venice. Geoffrey’s account of the visit, of his formal request for yet another huge fleet to convey yet another army on yet another Crusade, and of the splendid scenes in St Mark’s when the stone-blind octogenarian Doge Enrico Dandolo not only agreed – for a considerable price – to provide the transport but, a year later when the ships were ready, undertook to participate in the expedition himself, makes captivating reading;* sadly, however, it proves to be only a preface to the blackest chapter in the history of Venice.


The full story of the Fourth Crusade, ending not in the recapture of Jerusalem but in the pitiless sack by both Franks and Venetians of Christian Constantinople, the deposition of the Greek Emperor and the establishment of a fifty-year dynasty of Frankish thugs on the throne of Byzantium, falls – fortunately – outside the scope of this book. What concerns us here is the loot brought back by the Venetians for the adornment of their city – and above all its pièce de résistance, the four glorious bronze horses which, as much even as the Lion of St Mark himself, have become symbols of the city. They are a mystery, those horses. Their origins are unknown; the experts cannot even agree on whether they are Greek or Roman. If Greek, they may very likely have come from the studio of Lysippus, court sculptor to Alexander the Great; but we can never be sure. All that we know for certain is that they were brought by Constantine from Rome to Constantinople at the time of the city’s foundation, that they were set up above the Hippodrome and that there they remained for nearly 900 years before the Venetians carried them off. On their arrival they were at first consigned to the Arsenal where, we are told, they narrowly escaped being melted down for scrap; saved in the nick of time, they were then erected on the west gallery of St Mark’s, from which they presided for more than seven further centuries over the whole life of the Piazza – admired by Dante and Goethe, painted by Canaletto and Guardi and Gentile Bellini, even set in mosaic by the nameless master of S. Alipio.


It is one of the great tragedies of Venice that those in charge of such matters should have decided a few years ago that atmospheric pollution was taking its toll and that the horses must be removed to an allegedly safe refuge within the basilica. Perhaps they are indeed deteriorating; so are we all. But unlike the rest of us – they have several centuries more life in them yet; moreover, even the most cursory examination shows that they have been patched before, and there is no reason why they should not be patched again. Surely they have not deserved their present incarceration in the darkness of the interior, their places on the gallery defiled by dull and lifeless facsimiles in fibreglass? We can only pray that the authorities will reconsider, and allow these god-horses – for such they are, collectively perhaps the greatest work of art in all Venice – to return to the façade of which they have so long been an integral part, and which they should never have left.


But the horses of St Mark’s were not the only spoils from the Fourth Crusade. Blind old Dandolo – who had actually been the first to leap ashore when the attack on Constantinople began, astounding everyone by his energy and courage – proved an astute negotiator when the Empire fell. In the city itself he took possession of the whole district surrounding St Sophia and the Patriarchate, reaching right down to the shore of the Golden Horn; for the rest, he appropriated for Venice the western coast of the Greek mainland, the Ionian islands, the Peloponnese, Euboea, Naxos and Andros, Gallipoli, the Thracian seaboard, the inland city of Adrianople (now Edirne) and – after some hard bargaining – the all-important island of Crete. The Republic now controlled a whole chain of ports and harbours running from the lagoon to the Black Sea; at a single stroke, she had become mistress of the entire Eastern Mediterranean. As for her Doge, he had acquired a new and sonorous title which, unlike most of the empty honorifics which attached to his office, meant precisely what it said: Lord of a Quarter and Half a Quarter of the Roman Empire.


It was thus the thirteenth century that witnessed the emergence of Venice as a world power. For a good deal of it she was at war, fighting to defend her newly acquired possessions against Pisans and Genoese, Greeks and Saracens – to say nothing of pirates from every corner of the Middle Sea. At home, however, the expansion of her trade had brought ever-greater prosperity; in 1264 a new bridge was built at the Rialto, equipped with bascules* to allow the laden argosies to sail all the way up the Grand Canal and unload in the open loggias fronting the merchants’ palazzi. This was also the time when the two huge churches of the Mendicant Orders – the Franciscan Frari and the Dominican SS. Giovanni e Paolo – were rising ever higher, dwarfing all the buildings around them. Meanwhile in the political sphere Venice was putting the finishing touches to her unique constitution, perhaps the most efficient ever devised by man, which was to survive virtually unchanged for the last five centuries of the Republic’s life.


The word oligarchy, so often applied to the Venetian system, somehow suggests government by a small, privileged junta, dominating – and probably exploiting – the large bulk of the population. The truth, where Venice was concerned, was very different. She was indeed an oligarchy, technically speaking; true democracy in the middle ages did not exist. But though from the fourteenth century her Great Council, the Maggior Consiglio, was limited to the male members of her noble families – those listed in the so-called Golden Book – they usually numbered well over 1,000, and sometimes more than twice that figure. Thus, for most of her existence as an independent state her government was probably more broadly based than that of any other European country except Switzerland.


As for exploitation, the Venetians had watched with growing repugnance the seizure of power by political adventurers that had long been a feature of the Italian political scene; in the early days of the Republic they had thwarted attempts by several Doges to establish family dynasties; and by the time of which we are speaking they had developed an almost pathological mistrust of anything that might nowadays be described as the cult of personality. The Doge’s own status had long been reduced to little more than a figurehead. On assuming office he was required to sign a promissione, a sort of coronation oath in which he swore to renounce all claims on the revenue of the state (apart from his salary, paid quarterly), to contribute to public loans, to respect government secrets, and to enter into no communication with Pope, Emperor or any foreign princes without prior permission. Nor could he accept any presents, except precisely stipulated quantities of food and wine. Once installed as Doge, he was attended at all times by his six counsellors of state – the seven forming what was known as the Signoria – and could take no action without their knowledge and approval. All these restrictions might have been thought enough; but the Venetians were taking no chances, and after the death of Doge Renier Zeno in 1268 they instituted a new system of election to the Dogeship which must surely be the most complicated ever devised by a civilized state. It may strike us as mildly ridiculous; but it is worth setting down in some detail, if only to demonstrate the lengths to which Venice was prepared to go to ensure that the supreme office should not fall into ambitious or unscrupulous hands.


On the day appointed, the youngest member of the Signoria was to pray in St Mark’s; then, on leaving, he was to stop the first boy he met and take him to the Doges’ Palace, where all those members of the Great Council over the age of thirty were in session. This boy would be the ballotino, responsible for picking the slips of paper from the urn during the drawing of lots. By the first of these, the Council chose thirty of their own number. By the second, the thirty were reduced to nine, who would then vote for forty, each of whom must receive at least seven nominations. The forty would then be reduced, again by lot, to twelve, who then had to vote for twenty-five, of whom each required nine votes. The twenty-five were in turn reduced to another nine; the nine voted for forty-five, with a minimum of seven votes each, from whom the ballotino picked out the names of eleven. The eleven now voted for forty-one – nine or more votes each. It was these, finally, whose task it was to elect the Doge.


After attending Mass and swearing individual oaths that they would act for the good of the Republic, the forty-one electors went into conclave, guarded by a special force of sailors and denied all contact or communication with the outside world till their work was done. Each elector then wrote the name of his candidate on a slip and dropped it into the urn, after which a list was drawn up of all the names proposed, regardless of the number of nominations for each. A single slip for each name was now placed in another urn, and one drawn. If the candidate named was present he would retire, together with any other elector who bore the same surname, while the remainder discussed his suitability. He was then called back to answer questions or to defend himself against any accusations. A ballot followed. If he obtained the required twenty-five votes, he was declared Doge; otherwise a second name was drawn, and so on.


There must, one feels, have been an easier way; but, as any Venetian would have been quick to point out, the system worked. Over on the mainland, dictators and ruling families rose and fell: the Sforza and Visconti in Milan, the Gonzaga in Mantua, the Scaligeri in Verona, the Este in Ferrara, the Carrara in Padua, the Medici in Florence. In Venice, such phenomena were unthinkable. Instead, Doge succeeded Doge in quiet succession. All the power, all the glory – and even most of the wealth – went to the State, the Serenissima.


There was, inevitably, the occasional hiccup. In 1310 a group of discontented young noblemen under a certain Bajamonte Tiepolo essayed an insurrection, which was foiled when an old woman tipped a heavy stone mortar out of a window on to the head of their standard-bearer, as they galloped down what is now the Merceria into the Piazza.* The indirect result of this fiasco was the formation of the Council of Ten, at first a temporary but after 1334 a permanent body in charge of State security, the very mention of whose name – thanks to its formidable efficiency and apparent omniscience – would soon be enough to send a shudder through the nations of Europe. Twentyone years later still, in 1355, there was another attempted coup, equally unsuccessful and still more bizarre in that it was originated by the Doge himself, a certain Marin Falier, already in his middle seventies. He seems to have developed, owing to a number of insults real and imagined, an obsessive hatred of the young nobility of Venice; his plan was to provoke violent disturbances in the Piazza in order to attract them there, and then to call out the workers from the Arsenal – who traditionally provided an unofficial bodyguard for the Doge – to kill as many of them as possible. He then proposed to proclaim himself Prince. In retrospect, it can hardly be doubted that the old man was suffering from a form of senile dementia; in any case his plot was discovered, and its ten ringleaders were hanged from the windows of the Doges’ Palace overlooking the Piazzetta. Falier himself was arrested, pleaded guilty to all charges and on 18 April was beheaded at the top of the marble staircase within the Palace courtyard. It was Venice’s only ducal execution, and we are reminded of it every time we raise our eyes up to the frieze of ducal portraits that runs around the upper walls of the Hall of the Maggior Consiglio: where we should expect to find the likeness of Falier we see only a painted black curtain and the legend HIC EST LOCUS MARINI FALEDRI DECAPITATI PRO CRIMINIBUS
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