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I woke up in the middle of a bad dream.  I was inside a half destroyed building trying to hide 
from a sniper.  The sniper’s bullets striking closer as he zeroed in on me.  When I opened my 
eyes, there was only sunlight shooting through the window.  I lay there until the sweat turned 
cold.   
 
Breakfast was in the restaurant where we had dinner the night before.  The waiter told me that 
Hilary had already eaten. There was still plenty of time so I took my place at the same table we 
had occupied the night before and had coffee, then cereal and toast and a poached egg and then 
more coffee. I looked through the newspapers and found the wire service story by my 
replacement in Sarajevo. The war continued without me.  
 
When I arrived at the Café Florian in St. Marks Harry and Federico were already there.  Harry 
was dressed in wrinkled khakis and a polo shirt that barely covered his belly while Federico wore 
a crisp white linen suit.  They were sipping coffee just like any other odd couple.   
 
“You just missed the darndest thing,” Harry said.  “There was a couple sitting right there.” He 
pointed to the table next to us.  “The lady asked the waiter after they paid the bill if she could 
take his picture but that she wanted him to keep his mouth closed.  As she took it I asked her 
husband why she wanted the waiter to keep his mouth shut?  He said that she’s taken up painting 
and she takes pictures of people that she’d like to paint later but she asks all of them to keep their 
mouths shut because she has trouble painting teeth.  Isn’t that a hoot? Of course, people who saw 
her paintings probably would think it was because they had bad teeth or maybe that it was some 
kind of symbolism or something.” 
 
“Ready everyone?”  Hilary announced her arrival like someone who had already been up for 
several hours doing something more stimulating than drinking coffee.  
 
Federico peered at her over his round sun glasses that had slipped down the bridge of his nose.  
“I’ve been thinking, Hilary, if we knew who this Rudolfo person was who guided Bancroft we 
might be able to find this map, or at least determine if there was indeed a map, without going to 
all of this trouble.”   
 
“Unfortunately, Federico, Bancroft didn’t give Rudolfo’s last name.  He just wrote that he was a 
gondolier.  Oh, he did write that this Rudolfo claimed to be a member of the Dalmatian 
Brotherhood of St. George, which as you know was a confraternity named after the famous 
slayer of dragons.” 
 



“The Dalmatian Brotherhood of St. George?”  Federico said slapping the table enough to make 
the china rattle.  “That casts grave doubt on the authenticity of his account. It would be 
impossible that this Rudolfo person could be a member of that confraternity because it no longer 
existed at the time of Bancroft’s trip.” 
 
“Well if its members were all dragon slayers,” Harry drawled.  “I could see why it’s no longer in 
business since there don’t seem to be any around anymore.”   
 
“The members of the Dalmatian Brotherhood had nothing to do with slaying dragons,” Federico 
said.  “They were Schiavoni, who are Slavic people from the Dalmatian coast, which is the 
eastern coast of the Adriatic where Croatia, Bosnia and Serbia are today.  They were notorious 
for their pirates who harassed Venice until we conquered them.  After that they were a source of 
cheap labor. Although they were very accomplished seaman they were only allowed to be 
boatmen who were the lowest members of the crews because no Venetian wanted such a menial 
job.  In the 15th century they were also permitted to form their own minor scuola to provide 
assistance to their more unfortunate compatriots.  However, as I just said, this Rudolfo couldn’t 
be a member because the confraternity was disbanded by Napoleon along with all of the other 
confraternities long before your Mr. Bancroft.” 
 
“What about St. Dismas?”  Harry needled him.  “I mean if your St. Dismas managed to sneak 
past Napoleon then why not some others like the Dalmatian Brotherhood.  Of course, they’d be 
secret societies, which is why we don’t know they exist.” 
 
Hilary cut off the conversation. “I hate to end this discussion of secret brotherhoods and dragons, 
but we really do need to be off.  Is Nicolo ready?” 
 
“Nicolo?” I asked. 
 
“Yeah, Dante,” Harry answered. “Nick is going to be our own personal gondolier.  He brought us 
over here and was a pretty good skipper, I have to say.”  
 
“He also took you home last night.”  
 
“He did indeed, but I was pretty zonked out so I wouldn’t have noticed anything, even if we’d hit 
an iceberg.   Well, I guess I would have noticed if I had ended up in the water, especially since I 
can’t swim.”  
 
“I’m absolutely certain we won’t be encountering any icebergs today,” Federico said as he got up 
from his chair. 
 
As we walked toward the Grand Canal Hilary told us that she would read out the compass 
readings at the proper intervals of elapsed time just exactly as they had been transcribed by 
Bancroft.  “Using this pocket watch,” she said, dangling a silver watch on a chain, “Which is the 
same type Bancroft used.  Federico will tell us which direction we should turn and will also trace 
the route we take on this photocopy I just made from the map in Bancroft’s Baedecker.” 
 



With that we set off past the Campanile to where the piazza ended at the Grand Canal. As Nicolo 
steadied the black gondola we boarded with Hilary and Federico in the front and Harry and I in 
the rear.  Hilary looked at her watch and told Nicolo to shove off at exactly 10 AM in the 
direction of the first compass reading. After a few hundred yards, Hilary, who had been counting 
off the time, gave another reading. Federico told Nicolo to turn into the Rio di San Moise.  For 
several hours we floated through a maze of canals, under arching bridges and passageways 
between buildings that were so narrow that I could teach both sides of them at once.  With only 
narrow slots of blue sky overhead I soon lost all sense of direction.  
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“So, where the heck were we now?”  Harry asked.  “We’ve sure covered a lot of ground although 
I’m not sure how far we’ve come as the crow flies, make that pigeon this being Venice.” 
 
“It may only be a coincidence but the building over there is the Scuola di San Giorgio degli 
Schiavoni” Federico said putting down his pen after marking the spot on the map.  “This is the 
building that the Dalmatian Brotherhood built in the 16th century for their Scuola. It has several 
very good paintings by Carpaccio.” 
 
“Hey, isn’t the Dalmatian Brotherhood the group that Rudy claimed to be a member of even 
though it didn’t exist?” Harry asked. 
 
Federico sighed.  “Yes.  But if this is where the map is kept he certainly took Bancroft on the 
most indirect route one could ever imagine.  We are only a few minutes from where we started if 
we’d walked here or taken the most direct route using the canals.” 
 
“Yes, but we wouldn’t have known that this was the place,” Hilary said.  “Clearly, Rudolfo was 
leading Bancroft in a very roundabout way so that when he arrived here he would be completely 
lost.  If Bancroft had known it was this close he would have been able to narrow his search 
considerably.” 
 
“If Rudy had only known that Bancroft was a tricky little cuss and taking compass readings 
every time they turned so he could find his way back.”  Harry said.  “Sort of like Hansel and 
Gretel with the breadcrumbs.” 
 
“But if the map was here in the Scuola wouldn’t someone else have found it as well?” Federico 
snapped in response. “And if it was hidden, as it must have been, what was he proposing to do, 
demolish the building looking for it? This is Venice not Treasure Island. We must stick to the 
facts. No one would ever let us dig up an architectural and artistic treasure of Venice based on 
this story about some supposedly lost map.” 
 
“Bancroft was no fool, Federico.  He would know you can’t just take a hammer and pick axe and 
begin excavating.  He knew where it was from what he said in his journal so it must be 
somewhere inside that was easily accessible and also a place that he knew he would remember 
without having to write it down in his journal. All that was necessary was to retrace his route on 
his return” 
 



“Well, enough jawing about it, as long as we’ve come this far let’s have a little look see.”  Harry 
stepped from the gondola.  “Heck, at least I can get a look at George and his dragon.” 
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“Can’t say I saw anything in there that would help us find the map,” Harry said as we left the 
Scuola two hours later.  “I liked those pictures of George, though, particularly the one of him 
showing the dead dragon to all those lords and ladies.  Sort of reminded me of how I felt after I 
shot my first prairie dog when I was a little kid: Wanted everyone to see it, mangy critter that it 
was.” 
 
“At least St. George had something to show.  Are you satisfied Hilary that there is no map, at 
least in this location - at least none that we can see?” Federico said. 
 
“I was positive that Bancroft actually knew where the map was and that if we retraced this route 
so would we,” Hilary replied, unable to hide her disappointment. 
 
“As you yourself said, Hilary, this was the only place he and Rudolfo stopped so if there is a map 
it would be logical that this is where it would be. But it does not appear to be here.” I said. 
 
We returned to the Piazza San Marco following the most direct route which took less than ten 
minutes. After Nicolo tethered the gondola to the Fondamento delle Farine next to a flotilla of 
other gondolas, Federico held up the photocopy of the map and pointed at the black line he had 
marked on the photocopy. “Here’s the route we took going to the Scuola.  You can see why it 
took so much longer than this direct route.”  
 
“Seems like a pretty roundabout way to go in a circle,” Harry replied as he looked at it.  “I know 
that Bancroft got a kick out of it because of his wayfinding or orienteering or whatever they call 
it, but to me it’s more like wandering through one of those labyrinths Fred was telling us about.” 
 
“Labyrinths?”  Hilary asked. 
 
“Yeah, Fred told us they drew them on the floors of cathedrals back in the middle ages for the 
folks who couldn’t make one of those pilgrimages to Jerusalem.” 
 
“I’m afraid the only place this labyrinth has led us is to a dead end,” Federico said with finality. 
“I suggest we disembark and have some lunch.   I know just the place.” 
 
“Sounds good to me Fred.  I can’t do much thinking on an empty stomach and this seems to be a 
situation that’s going to require some real thinking.” 
 
As we begin to climb out of the bobbing gondola Hilary said.  “I don’t really have much of an 
appetite so if you don’t mind I’ll meet you back at St. Dismas.” 
 
“Certainly,” Federico said magnanimously.  “It is no problem at all.”  He turned to Nicolo and 
instructed him to take Hilary back to the Scuola and then come back to pick us up after our 
lunch.   
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A couple of hours later we returned to St. Dismas.  Instead of Emilio, another man opened the 
door.   Federico exchanged some words in Italian with the him and then turned to us to explain.  
“This is Giovanni. He said that Hilary asked Emilio to show her to the map room and they have 
not returned.  I can’t imagine what use Emilio could be to her with maps.  We should go there 
straight away so that I can help her find whatever she is looking for.” 
 
 
“What does this look like?”  Hilary asked as soon as we entered the Map Room.  She pointed at a 
thin sheet of paper on which was drawn a long, irregular loop from the top left hand corner to the 
bottom right hand.  We all looked at it intently after she placed it on the table in the center of the 
map room.  I am aware of the gentlemen on the ceiling looking down as well with similar 
expressions as our own. 
 
“I give up, what are we supposed to be looking at?”  Harry said.. 
 
“It appears to be something that was traced.  It does look familiar though.”  Federico said. “But 
really, Hilary, what was the point and why did you ask Emilio to help you when he knows 
nothing about maps?” 
 
Instead of answering Federico, Hilary turned to Emilio.  “Emilio, could I have the book please?”  
Emilio immediately placed a book on the table that he had been holding. “I hope you don’t mind 
but I went through some of the books in the library until I found this.  I believe you’ll recognize 
it.” 
 
Federico looked at the book.  “Of course I do, it is The Atlas of Lost Maps of the Ancient 
Mariners that I wrote.” 
 
“Yes, you did.  In fact you mentioned the Atlas last night at dinner.” Hilary opened the book and 
placed the thin sheet of tracing paper next to the map that was printed on the page and then slid it 
over the map. The traced lines fit almost exactly over the route marked on the map. 
 
 “Almost a perfect match,” Federico said. “The scale is slightly different, of course.” 
 
“But you see, this map not only shows the Adriatic and the Mediterranean but it also has an 
ancient sailing route to Palestine.” 
 
“I know that,” Federico answered. “After all, I created the map.  It is the most accurate 
reconstruction there is of the map that once existed but has been lost. This point at the top left 
quarter of the paper is Venice and the point in the bottom right hand quarter where the loop turns 
back is Jerusalem.  Do you mean to tell me you’ve been up here making tracings of this map?  
Why on earth would you waste your time doing such a thing?” 
 



“It isn’t a waste of time, Federico, because the tracing isn’t of this map. It’s a tracing of the route 
we followed today, the one you drew on this photocopy of Bancroft’s Baedecker.” Hilary said 
sliding the photocopy onto the table and underneath the sheet with the traced lines.  
 
“Well I’ll be a son of a gun!”  Harry exclaimed. 
 
Federico looked intently at the tracing and then the photocopy and, finally, the map in the book.  
“As improbable as it sounds I can’t deny that the resemblance can’t be coincidental.  The only 
difference I can see is that the projection point is reversed. When you overlay this route onto the 
map I reconstructed then the Piazza San Marco is on the Dalmation coast rather than in Venice 
and the Scuola di San Giorgio is where the Holy Land is supposed to be. Still, the lines of the 
map match almost exactly. But I don’t understand how the route that Rudolfo took Bancroft on 
could be the same as the original that I reconstructed.” 
 
 “A map, that allowed the Venetians to sail along the coast of the Adriatic and Mediterranean all 
the way to the Holy Land and back,” Hilary added.  
 
“So Rudy and his friends must have had the original map after all?”  Harry said.  
 
“But how would this Rudolfo and his companions get his hands on this map?”  Federico asked in 
exasperation. “It just doesn’t make sense. And yet I myself have to admit that here is the map 
and that is a fact that cannot be disputed. Still, I doubt we will ever know how a mere gondolier 
ended up in possession of such a great secret.  After all, we know nothing about this Rudolfo 
except his first name, that he was a gondolier and that he claimed to be a member of an 
organization that no longer existed.”  
 
“Perhaps Emilio could enlighten you?” Hilary asked.  “After all he was the one who helped me,” 
 
A surprised Federico answered. “Emilio?” 
 
“Yes, Emilio. What Harold said about labyrinths made me think – it seemed like a wild idea, 
mind you– but it seemed to me that perhaps the canals Bancroft and we traveled were similar to a 
labyrinth.  Then I remembered you telling us about the atlas you had written which reconstructed 
a number of ancient maps that have been lost so when I returned I asked Emilio if he could take 
me to the Map Room.  When I looked through your book I found that the photocopy seemed to 
resemble this particular map and as I began tracing it Emilio suddenly seemed quite agitated and 
when I asked why he finally told me that this very route was one he knew as the voyage of 
pilgrimage.” 
 
“Voyage of pilgrimage? I have never heard of such a thing.” Federico turned to Emilio.  And 
asked in Italian. “Is this true, you know this route?”   
  
Emilio nodded as he answered.  “Yes, Dottore. That was what we call it. It was a great secret so I 
was very surprised that the Signora knows about it.” 
  



“Secret.  How could this be? It seems to be a fantastic statement for you to make, Emilio.” 
Federico exclaimed. “How would you know such a secret?” 
 
Hilary held up her hands.  “Not so fantastic. You said yourself, Federico, that the Slavs, the 
people from the Dalmatian coast, were excellent sailors but that the Venetian’s allowed them to 
serve only as deckhands and boatmen.  Jobs that were considered too menial for a citizen of 
Venice.  Wouldn’t those menial jobs include that of a gondolier?” 
 
“Yes, of course, but…”  
 
“Rudolfo could have been a Slav,” Hilary said.  “After all, he claimed that he was a member of 
the Dalmatian Brotherhood.  They worked on the boats that sailed the route to the Holy Land and 
even though they weren’t allowed to be captains or navigators and given access to the maps they 
must have memorized the route, possibly with different members memorizing different sections.  
Then they recreated the map on the canal system of Venice.”  
 
 “But if they were never allowed to have their own ships what use would it be for them to have 
such a map?”  Federico asked. 
 
“Not useful in the same way that it was for the Venetian’s,” Hilary answered.  “But even more 
valuable to them was that they could use it as a labyrinth to go on pilgrimages to the Holy Land.  
For centuries they must have used this route for their pilgrimage in a way similar to those who 
walked through the labyrinths in the great cathedrals.   Only this labyrinth was one that utilized 
the canals of Venice and no one suspected what they were doing.  Remember that San Marco 
represents the Dalmatian coast on the map so their pilgrimage could start from their homeland 
and end in Jerusalem, which is represented by the Scuola. That’s exactly the route that Rudolfo 
took Bancroft on.  He showed him the map.” 
 
Emilio nodded. “That was why we call it the voyage of pilgrimage. It has been handed down to 
us as a route drawn by St. Giorgio, himself. The others will be disappointed to learn that it is 
only a map made by Venetians and not by God.” 
 
“What do you mean the others?”  Federico asked. 
 
“They are members of my club that the Scuola San Dismas allows to meet here.” 
 
“But how would this club of yours know about this map?”  
 
“Dottore, I cannot tell you.  Please do not ask me to reveal anymore.” 
 
“Let me offer a possible explanation on behalf of Emilio,” Hilary said.  “Perhaps, just perhaps, 
the Dalmatian Brotherhood did not cease to exist as was thought and continues to meet in secret.  
Perhaps Emilio’s club, whose members are gondoliers, is the Brotherhood.” 
  
“Is this true, Emilio?”  Federico demanded. 
 



“I prefer not to say anything, Dottore.”  Emilio answered, lowering his head. 
 
“I think that’s as much of a yes as you can expect, Federico,” Hilary said.  “After all, the 
Dalmatian Brotherhood is a secret confraternity just like St. Dismas.” 
 
As soon as the exchange with Emilio had been translated into English for Harry, he turned to 
Federico and gave him a hearty clap on the back. “Well son of a gun, Fred. While you were 
working overtime reconstructing this map of yours it turned out it was right at your own front 
door all along.” 
 
“Just think, Federico,” Hilary said with a smile.  “If you hadn’t kept Emilio on and allowed his 
group of gondoliers to meet here this map would have never been discovered.” 
 
Federico looked up at the sixteenth century painting on the ceiling as if he were searching for a 
sign from the assembly of former leaders. If there was one, it was as invisible as the bullet from a 
sniper’s rifle. Turning to Emilio, Federico smiled and said. “I believe I can speak on behalf of the 
Members of the Scuola when I tell you how much we appreciate your continued service to St. 
Dismas and we look forward to continuing to host the meetings of your group.” 
 

THE END 
 
 


