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1. 
ENTRANCE 

 
 On a winter evening of the year 19-- , after arduous travels across two continents and as 
many centuries, pursued by harsh weather and threatened with worse, an aging emeritus professor 
from an American university, burdened with illness, jet lag, great misgivings, and an excess of 
luggage, eases himself and his encumbrances down from his carriage onto a railway platform in 
what many hold to be the most magical city in the world, experiencing not so much that hot terror 
which initiates are said to suffer when their eyes first light on an image of eternal beauty, as 
rather that cold chill that strikes lonely travelers who find themselves in the wrong place at the 
wrong time. "Ah," he groans, staring down the long dreary platform, pallidly lit with fluorescent 
tubing and garish hotel advertisements and empty now but for a handful of returning skiers 
disappearing through the glass doors at the far end, if those are indeed glass doors and not merely 
the swirling fog (he is sharing in his decline the martyrdom of poor Santa Lucia for whom this 
barbarously functional stazione was named), "whatever was I thinking of!" 
 He has arrived, as do most Italians, through what foreigners, who prefer always to 
approach this most remarkable of landing places by sea, think of as the city's back door, but, 
though Italian-born himself, not by choice or custom but by the simple dictates of the 
deteriorating weather: the airport was fogged in, he has had to land at Milan, where snow was 




