
Through	Hardships	To	The	Stars	
	
First	Contact	
	
Donatello	had	no	idea	that	the	commission	of	a	sculpture	for	The	Cattedrale	di	
Santa	Maria	del	Fiore	would	change	his	life	forever.	Chiseling	away	chunks	of	
marble	from	the	crude	form	of,	what	was	to	be,	the	prophet	Habakkuk,	fatigue	
forced	him	to	sit	down.	He	looked	out	the	window	and	became	aware	of	the	
moon,	which	lit	up	his	dusty	studio	–	no	wonder	his	eyes	hurt,	there	was	hardly	
any	light	in	here.	Donatello	took	out	his	tinderbox	and	got	the	fireplace	burning.	
The	warmth	emanating	from	the	fire	made	him	realize	that	he	was	frozen	cold,	“I	
wish	I	had	an	assistant	who	could	remind	me	to	take	breaks	once	in	a	while,	this	
is	getting	ridiculous”	With	the	help	of	a	glowing	ember,	all	the	candles	in	the	
room	were	lit.	He	sat	down	in	his	comfortable	chair	and	gazed	upon	his	work;	
indeed,	the	sculpture	was	progressing	well.	Both	the	proportions	of	the	body	and	
the	face	had	gotten	to	a	satisfactory	start.	For	a	split	second,	it	appeared	as	if	the	
sculpture	had	eyes	and	–	they	were	staring	at	him!	His	eyes	fixed	on	the	
inanimate	sculpture	in	hopes	of	catching	it	move	again	–	but	nothing	happened,	
“I	must	be	tired	–	hallucinating	like	this.”	Donatello	sat	uneasily,	watching	the	
sculpture	before	drifting	off	to	sleep.	
																																																																	
Two	years	later,	Donatello´s	work	had	turned	into	an	artistic	struggle;	with	each	
passing	day	he	felt	less	in	touch	with	his	abilities.	He	wanted	Habakkuk´s	
characteristics	to	mirror	those	of	a	real	human	being.	They	appeared	too	
idealistic	now	–	they	lacked	a	roughness	but	he	was	uncertain	about	which	
expression	to	give	it.	Reluctant	to	work	on	the	face,	he	proceeded	to	work	on	the	
surrounding	details.	As	he	shaped	the	hair,	his	chisel	slipped	and	cracked	loose	a	
large	piece	of	marble	on	the	head,	which	made	it	impossible	for	the	sculpture	to	
have	hair.	Enraged,	Donatello	threw	his	chisel	at	the	wall.	He	made	towards	the	
carafe	for	a	drink	but	his	anger	was	so	strong	he	could	not	help	but	throw	the	
carafe	at	Habakkuk!		
“God	damn!	Shit!”	he	roared,	as	the	carafe	shattered	into	pieces.		A	million	
thoughts	streamed	through	his	head:	“	You	are	worthless	–	can´t	even	sculpt	a	
goddam	face.	What	is	wrong	with	you?	Scared	of	destroying	your	own	
sculpture?”	Silently,	he	stood	trying	to	regain	his	senses	–	taking	deep	breaths,	
feeling	the	air	go	in	and	out	of	his	body.	A	solution	popped	into	his	head:	“Just	
make	him	bald,	it	might	be	what	you	need	to	get	the	expression	right,	in	any	
case.”		 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	
	 	 The	glass	crackled	under	his	feet	as	he	approached	a	dripping	wet	
Habakkuk,	who	now	appeared	to	bare	a	sad	expression.	He	leaned	closer	to	
study	how	the	water	added	to	this	impression	when	he	noticed	that	the	marble	
was	subtracting	and	expanding.	In	disbelief,	Donatello	took	a	step	backwards,	
indeed,	something	strange	was	happening;	the	statue	seemed	to	be	glowing	with	
a	slight	turquoise	light.		The	light	grew	in	intensity	from	the	base	of	the	sculpture	
and	flowed	out	into	the	room.	It	was	then	that	Donatello	noticed	that	the	light	
had	formed	the	shape	of	a	leg.	A	foot	landed	on	the	floor	and	the	rest	of	the	being	
followed	out	of	the	motionless,	unfinished	sculpture.	Horrified	by	the	apparition	
that	now	walked	towards	him,	Donatello	fell	backwards	over	his	chair,	landing	
on	the	floor.	He	crawled	desperately	on	all	fours	to	grab	the	chisel	that	he	had	



hurled	against	the	wall	earlier.	He	flipped	over	with	the	chisel	turned	against	the	
apparition:	“Don’t	come	any	closer!”	but	the	entity	had	already	stopped.	Had	it	
not	been	for	the	shimmering	turquoise	glow	and	the	entity´s	transparent	
appearance,	one	might	have	mistaken	it	for	a	normal	man,	apart	from	wearing	a	
hat	and	wooden	sandals,	the	apparition	was	naked	–	its	body	slightly	
androgynous.	On	the	ankles	of	the	man	appeared	a	set	of	small	wings,	Donatello	
had	never	seen	anyone	look	so	graceful	before	and	it	was,	without	a	doubt,	a	
beautiful	sight	to	behold.	The	eyes	of	the	apparition	locked	with	his,	unblinking,	
they	fixed	on	Donatello.	Suddenly,	the	entity	began	to	speak	with	a	voice	that	
seemed	to	reverberate	in	his	head,		
“You	need	not	be	afraid,	dear	Donatello,	I	just	wanted	to	speak	with	you.”		
“Who	are	you?”	the	artist´s	voice	trembled.		
“I	am	one	of	many	who	believe	that	you	are	essential	to	the	future	of	mankind.	
You	are	on	a	path	in	your	artistic	practice	in	which	you	strive	for	realism.	You	
intend	for	your	art	to	reflect	the	world	that	you	live	in	and	indeed,	it	shall	be	so:	
the	truth	that	you	want	to	find	will	be	visible	in	your	art.”		
“But	how	can	I	do	so?	I	stumble	so	much	in	my	expression!”	
From	his	hat,	the	apparition	pulled	out	a	coruscate	chisel,		
“This	chisel	belonged	to	Phidias.	We	want	you	to	continue	it´s	legacy.”	The	entity	
handed	it	to	an	amazed	Donatello,	who	miraculously	felt	his	confidence	boosted,	
instantly.	
“With	the	help	of	this	chisel,	you	will	never	doubt	your	art	again,	it	will	heighten	
your	intuition	and	remove	all	indecisiveness.	Now,	continue	your	work	and	
witness	its	effect.”		
The	entity	started	to	move	back	towards	the	inanimate	sculpture		
“	Please	wait,	kind	sir!	Come	back!”	Donatello	begged,	the	apparition	turned	to	
the	artist	with	a	promise:		
“When	you	are	ready,	we	shall	see	each	other	again”,	then	he	disappeared.	
	 	 Donatello	picked	himself	up	from	the	dusty	floor,	looking	over	at	
the	marble	sculpture,	he	wondered	if	he	was	crazy.	But	indeed	–	it	had	happened,	
he	even	had	a	piece	of	evidence.	In	a	glass	shard	on	the	floor	he	met	his	
reflection:	eyebrows	raised	in	disbelief	and	a	mouth	half	open	–	unable	to	speak.	
Thin,	worn,	and	exhausted	from	the	work,	it	struck	him	that	this	was	the	facial	
expression	Habakkuk	should	have.		
		
Cosimo´s	Story	
	
In	the	year	1460,	35	years	after	completing	Habakkuk,	Cosimo	de	Medici	
knocked	on	the	door	of	Donatello´s	studio.	The	Duke	entered	the	room	slowly;	
his	arthritis	had	worsened,	making	every	step	a	painful	endeavor.	Knowing	his	
friend	by	heart,	Donatello	could	tell	that	something,	besides	pain,	was	on	his	
mind.	Normally,	Cosimo	carried	himself	with	the	composure	worthy	of	a	
nobleman	but	his	demeanor	appeared	child-like	in	his	excitement.	Cosimo	
glanced	around	the	room,	and	noticed	two	assistants,	Antonio	and	Fabrizio.	
“	What	brings	you	here	dear	friend?”	Donatello	asked	
“	I	have	something	to	tell	you,	but	we	need	to	be	alone.	Can	you	dismiss	your	
assistants	for	the	day?”	Such	an	unusual	request	peaked	Donatello´s	curiosity,	he	
had	to	comply.	When	they	were	finally	alone,	Cosimo	began	his	tale:	
	



	“For	many	years,	I	have	been	trying	to	find	some	clues	on	the	possibility	of	an	
afterlife.	I	wanted	to	witness	something	that	could	confirm	my	faith	and,	three	
weeks	ago,	something	happened	that	might	just	be	what	I	wanted.		 	
	 	 It	must	have	been	just	after	midnight	when	something	woke	me	
from	my	slumber.	In	the	hallway,	outside	my	bedroom	parlor,	I	heard	footsteps.	
Somehow,	intuitively,	I	understood	that	the	person	outside	was	on	its	way	to	me.	
Of	course,	I	was	terrified	–	I	did	my	best	to	roll	out	of	bed	but	my	body	seemed	to	
be	locked	in	its	lying	position.	I	wanted	to	scream	for	the	servants	help	but	my	
voice	was	unable	to	utter	a	word.	Quietly,	the	door	handle	went	down	and	a	
robed	figure	entered.	As	it	approached	me,	I	reassured	myself	that	this	was	only	
a	dream.	The	figure	stood	in	front	of	my	bed	and	pulled	up	their	cloak	to	reveal	
their	face:	it	was	the	face	of	a	man	but,	he	was	nothing	like	a	normal	human	
being;	his	beauty	was	radiant	–	almost	glowing.	His	appearance	was	that	of	a	
young	man,	but	he	radiated	a	sense	of	wisdom	unlike	anything	I´ve	felt	before.	I	
looked	into	his	eyes	–	they	were	hypnotizing,	they	seemed	to	contain	all	secrets	
known	to	man.	Then,	I	noticed	that	he	was	reaching	for	something	within	his	
cloak;	I	was	terrified,	for	all	I	knew	it	could	have	been	a	knife	and	my	life	would	
be	over.	Instead,	he	pulled	out	an	old	manuscript,	which	he	slowly	laid	at	my	feet.	
He	then	turned	around	and	started	his	walk	back	out	of	the	room.	I	tried	to	ask	
him	to	stay	but	my	voice	was	still	blocked.	Just	before	he	slipped	out	the	door,	I	
noticed	something	peculiar	about	his	ankles	–	they	appeared	to	have	wings.”	
	 	 Donatello	had	listened	to	the	story	with	great	interest	but	this	last	
part	was	truly	astonishing	–	something	made	apparent	to	Cosimo,	who	asked:		
“What’s	the	matter?	You	look	as	if	you´ve	seen	a	ghost!”		
“I	have	seen	the	same	man,	Cosimo,	35-years	ago	he	appeared	in	my	studio	and	
gave	me	this”,	Donatello	showed	Phidias’	chisel	to	a	bewildered	Cosimo,	
“I	used	it	to	complete	what	I	consider	to	be	my	masterpiece:	Habakkuk.”		
The	two	men	had	been	close	friends	for	decades	and	knew	that	the	one	would	
never	lie	to	the	other.	Therefore,	there	was	not	an	instant	of	doubt	and	each	
knew	the	other’s	words	to	be	true.	
“	So	what	happened	next,	Cosimo?”		
“	The	spell	loosened	its	grip,	enabling	me	to	move	out	of	the	bed	and	study	the	
manuscript.	As	I	looked	through	its	yellow	pages,	I	saw	that	they	were	filled	with	
Greek	writing	and	other	unfamiliar	symbols.	The	manuscript	looked	tired	and	
torn	by	centuries	of	wear	but	the	text	itself	was	readable	–	I	had	to	know	its	
content.	The	next	day,	I	brought	the	text	to	Marsilio	Ficino	at	the	Villa	Medici	in	
Careggi.	Marsilio	is	currently	working	for	me	as	a	translator;	he	is	fluent	in	both	
Greek	and	Latin	and,	we	also	share	a	common	interest	in	the	occult.	I	thought	no	
other	man	would	be	better	for	the	task	of	extracting	the	secrets	contained	within	
the	document.”	
	“Has	he	gotten	far	on	it?”	Donatello	was	anxious	to	know.	
“	Yes	and	that	is	why	I	am	here,	Donatello.	We	want	you	to	help	us	with	
something…	It´s	a	new	commission.”			
	
Spiritus	Mundi	
	
Marsilio	drew	the	conclusion,	“If	Cosimo’s	account	is	indeed	true	then	the	visitor	
could	be	no	other	than	the	Greek	god,	Hermes.	As	in	Cosimo´s	story,	Hermes	also	
had	wings	on	his	ankles	and,	he	could	move	freely	between	the	divine	and	earth.	



He	was	also	a	messenger,	which	might	explain	why	we	were	given	this	book.”	
Looking	over	the	inscription	on	the	cover,	Marsilio	had	discovered	its	title:	
Asklepios.	The	text	took	on	the	form	of	a	dialogue	between	Hermes	
Tristmegisots;	the	alleged	author,	Tat,	Asklepios	and	Ammon.	Everything	seemed	
to	fall	in	place	so	neatly	–	it	couldn’t	be	a	coincidence,	could	it?	And,	if	Hermes	
wrote	the	text	and	delivered	it	to	Cosimo	–	what	relevance	can	it	have	for	us	
today?		
	
Although	it	was	written	in	Greek.	Marsilio	never	struggled	to	comprehend	the	
writings	in	the	manuscript.	It	was	as	if	a	divine	power	spoke	to	him	through	the	
text,	enabling	Marsilo	to	translate	it	fluently	into	Latin.	He	woke	up	early	each	
day	to	resume	the	work	and	remained	seated	in	a	trance-like	state	until	the	early	
hours	of	the	morning.	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	
	 	 As	the	text	took	on	form,	its	content	started	to	speak	to	him:	it	
spoke	of	the	relation	between	microcosms	and	macrocosms,	the	creation	of	our	
world,	the	divinity	of	man	–	of	alchemy	and	of	man’s	ability	to	create.	And	yet,	it	
was	as	if	secret	codes	were	hidden	between	the	lines,	which	made	Marsilio	
obsess	over	the	manuscript	day	after	day,	long	after	the	day’s	work	was	done.	
	 	 Marsilio	moved	onto	the	sections	of	the	Asklepolis,	which	dealt	
with	the	creation	of	statues.	He	interpreted	the	text	to	claim	that	man	was	also	
divine,	since	both	he	and	god	could	create.	The	ability	for	humans	to	create	was	
then	put	to	good	use	with	the	construction	of	religious	icons.	An	Icon	could	be	
worshipped	and	it	would	also	generate	power	to	the	god.	Growing	up	in	a	
Christian	home	that	spoke	harshly	of	idolatry,	this	was	a	peculiar	read.	But	
things	grew	stranger	in	the	following	chapter	that	told	a	prophecy	about	Egypt.	
Marsilio	Ficino´s	translation	read	the	following:	
	
Do	you	not	know,	Asklepios,	that	Egypt	is	an	image	of	heaven,	or,	to	speak	more	exactly,	in	Egypt	
all	the	operations	of	the	powers,	which	rule	and	work	in	heaven,	have	been	transferred	to	earth	
below?	 Nay,	 it	 should	 rather	 be	 said	 that	 the	 whole	 Kosmos	 dwells	 in	 this	 our	 land	 as	 in	 its	
sanctuary.	And	yet,	since	 it	 is	 fitting	 that	wise	men	should	have	knowledge	of	all	events	before	
they	come	to	pass,	you	must	not	be	left	in	ignorance	of	this:	there	will	come	a	time	when	it	will	be	
seen	that	in	vain	have	the	Egyptians	honored	the	deity	with	heartfelt	piety	and	assiduous	service;	
and	 all	 our	 holy	worship	will	 be	 found	 bootless	 and	 ineffectual.	 For	 the	 gods	will	 return	 from	
earth	to	heaven;	Egypt	will	be	forsaken,	and	the	land	which	was	once	the	home	of	religion	will	be	
left	desolate,	bereft	of	the	presence	of	its	deities.	.	.	.	
	
O	Egypt,	Egypt,	of	thy	religion	nothing	will	remain	but	an	empty	tale,	which	thine	own	children	in	
time	to	come	will	not	believe;	nothing	will	be	left	but	graven	words,	and	only	the	stones	will	tell	
of	thy	piety.	And	in	that	day	men	will	be	weary	of	life,	and	they	will	cease	to	think	the	universe	
worthy	of	 reverent	wonder	and	of	worship.	And	so	 religion,	 the	greatest	of	all	blessings	—	 for	
there	 is	nothing,	nor	has	been,	nor	ever	shall	be,	 that	can	be	deemed	a	greater	boon	—	will	be	
threatened	with	destruction;	men	will	think	it	a	burden,	and	will	come	to	scorn	it.	They	will	no	
longer	love	this	world	around	us,	this	incomparable	work	of	God,	this	glorious	structure	which	he	
has	built,	this	sum	of	good	made	up	of	things	of	many	diverse	forms,	this	instrument	whereby	the	
will	 of	 God	 operates	 in	 that	 which	 he	 has	 made,	 ungrudgingly	 favoring	 man's	 welfare,	 this	
combination	and	accumulation	of	all	the	manifold	things	that	can	call	forth	the	veneration,	praise,	
and	love	of	the	beholder.	
	
It	was	a	dire	and	sad	prophecy	about	Egypt,	which	also	spoke	a	truth.	The	
Romans	had	crushed	Egypt	and	many	elements	from	Egyptian	faith	were	
adopted	and	transformed	into	Christian	beliefs	thereafter.	Christians	had	also	



behaved	aggressively	towards	other	religions,	and	extinguished	them	as	best	
they	could.	He	wouldn’t	have	thought	much	more	about	the	prophecy	if	it	hadn’t	
been	for	the	mysterious	circumstances	in	which	the	text	had	appeared.	Also,	the	
prophecy	came	in	rapid	succession	after	the	part	about	man’s	ability	to	create.	
He	felt	as	if	there	was	some	connection	there	and	started	to	speculate	on	what	it	
could	be,	“No	one	worships	Egyptian	or	Greek	gods	anymore.	We	all	believe	it	to	
be	myths,	but	what	if	they	were	real?	Maybe	they	are	no	longer	here	because	we	
don’t	believe	in	them	anymore.	They	are	jokes,	denounced	by	great	thinkers	as	
Plato,	and	major	religions	like	Christianity.	We	neither	honour	their	memory	
with	artistic	representation,	nor	do	we	retell	their	stories.	Egypt	and	Greece	had	
an	elaborate	artistic	practice	in	which	they	created	paintings	and	idols	that	
represented	their	gods.	Maybe	their	artistic	work	gave	power	to	the	divine?	
Maybe,	even	their	work	was	created	for	religious	purposes?	If	worshipping	a	
statue	could	bring	power	to	a	God,	would	they	return	if	we	started	to	worship	
them	again?”		
		
Creation	
	
Donatello	was	given	a	new	studio	beneath	The	Villa	Medici	at	Careggio.	It	had	
been	put	together	by	Cosimo,	who	furnished	it	with	the	proper	tools:	pointed	
chisels,	mallets	of	the	finest	wood,	tons	of	beeswax,	fresh	clay,	large	amounts	of	
exquisite	bronze	and	a	gigantic	furnace.	Everything	needed	to	shape	and	cast	the	
sculpture	was	now	in	place.	The	mission	was	to	make	an	accurately	rendered	
idol	of	Hermes,	which,	in	turn,	could	be	used	for	a	summoning	ritual.	If	Donatello	
could	recreate	the	beauty	of	the	god	truthfully,	maybe	Hermes	would	come	back	
as	promised.	Donatello,	Marsilio,	and	Cosimo	all	wanted	to	speak	with	the	god,	
who	might	have	been	able	to	shed	some	light	on	the	mysteries	of	life	and	what	
lies	thereafter.	
	
Donatello	brought	with	him	his	faithful	assistants,	Antonio	and	Fabrizio,	who	had	
learnt	their	techniques	from	their	master	-	because	of	this,	no	other	men	were	
better	fit	for	the	task.	But	they	needed	one	more	assistant,	someone	who	could	
master	the	planned	method	of	casting.	Even	though	Donatello	had	performed	
many	casts	in	his	life,	he	was	unsure	of	the	Lost-Wax	Casting	technique.	
Therefore,	he	asked	Antonio	to	recommend	someone	and	the	choice	fell	on	a	
young,	catholic	artist	from	Florence,	Emilio.		 	 	 	 	
	 	 Since	the	purpose	of	the	project	was	of	such	an	occult	nature,	
Donatello	and	Cosimo	decided	it	would	be	best	to	avoid	telling	the	truth	to	the	
assistants.	One	might	never	know	how	strong	a	man’s	faith	in	God	is	until	it	is	put	
to	the	test.	The	bible	strictly	states	in	Exodus:	
	
“You	shall	have	no	other	gods	 than	me.	You	shall	not	make	 for	yourself	a	carved	 image,	or	any	
likeness	of	anything	that	is	in	heaven	above,	or	that	is	in	the	earth	beneath,	or	that	is	in	the	water	
under	the	earth.	You	shall	not	bow	down	to	them	or	serve	them,	for	I	the	Lord,	am	a	jealous	God.”	
	
Cosimo	paid	them	all	a	generous	fee,	which	helped	to	keep	questions	at	a	
minimum.	The	only	question	was	from	Emilio:		
“	Pardon	me,	Master…	But,	I	really	dislike	lying;	I	always	seek	to	live	truthfully.	
Why	shall	this	divine	work	be	a	secret?”		



Donatello	was	genuinely	touched	by	the	question,	he	could	easily	relate	to	
Emilio´s	desire	to	live	truthfully	but	now	he	had	to	tell	a	cunning	lie:		
“	The	work	is	a	representation	of	David	conquering	Goliath	which,	in	turn,	might	
be	viewed	as	a	political	work.	There	are	still	many	conservative	and	powerful	
forces	out	there	and	I	do	not	want	to	upset	them	–	at	least,	not	yet.”	
Antonio	and	Fabrizio	laughed	at	the	last	part	of	Donatello’s	answer	–	even	
though	they	were	all	Christians,	they	loathed	authoritative	politicians.		
																							
A	few	days	later	the	assistants	entered	the	studio	beneath	the	Medici	Palace,	it	
was	an	astonishing	sight	to	behold.	Within	it	they	could	find	an	excess	of	the	
equipment	they	needed	–	everything	appeared	unused.	Being	poor	artists	
themselves,	they	were	energized	by	thinking	of	the	possibilities	of	creation	that	
the	room	provided.	Never	had	their	working	conditions	been	better.	At	a	corner	
of	the	room	the	master	sat	on	a	divan	beside	the	Bozetti	of	Hermes,	he	shouted:	
“Don’t	just	stand	there	and	gawk	at	the	space!	Come	over	here	and	have	a	look!”	
		 	 The	figure	depicted	in	the	sketch	had	a	weird	posture	and,	to	their	
eyes,	it	was	a	rather	unusual	depiction	of	David.	Never	had	they	seen	a	David	
with	a	hat	on	and	the	sword	seemed	much	too	big	for	a	man	of	that	size	to	carry.	
Despite	the	strangeness	of	the	piece,	it	was	easy	to	see	the	potential	for	a	
magnificent	sculpture;	they	could	all	see	the	political	allegory	of	a	slight,	small	
man	beating	a	gigantic	beast.		 	 	 	 	 	 	
	 	 They	all	knew	what	should	be	done,	and	proceeded	to	work,	
immediately.	There	was	a	sense	of	excitement	in	the	room,	as	if	something	big	
and	important	had	been	set	in	motion.	Only	Emilio	felt	a	bit	underwhelmed.	He	
loved	his	work	dearly,	but	felt	as	if	there	was	some	invisible	limit	he	couldn’t	
transcend.	Now	he	was	approximate	to	the	greatest	artist	of	the	times,	and	
wanted	to	learn	his	techniques.	But	instead,	Fabrizio	and	Antonio	were	the	only	
ones	allowed	to	work	close	to	the	master.	“Maybe	I	should	go	over	and	ask	the	
master?”	he	glanced	over	to	Donatello,	who	seemed	preoccupied	with	studying	a	
chisel	with	an	extraordinary	shine	to	it.		 	 	 	 	 	
	
Emilio	melted	the	beeswax	and	poured	it	into	a	rectangular	cast.	After	24-hours,	
the	beeswax	had	cooled	down	and	was	ready	to	be	taken	out.	After	two	days	the	
block	had	been	shaped	into	the	undetailed	form	of	David,	by	the	hand	of	Antonio	
and	Fabrizio.	From	then	on,	Donatello	worked	on	the	sculpture	for	as	long	as	he	
had	the	stamina	for	it.	While	he	rested,	the	assistants	were	allowed	to	work	on	
“minor”	details;	they	did	the	boots,	sword,	and	head	of	the	giant,	which	they	
believed	to	be	Goliath.	When	Donatella	returned,	he	would	compliment	their	
work	and	let	them	go	home	for	the	night.		
	
Emilio´s	tasks	were	so	limited,	that	he	often	had	to	wait	for	the	opportunity	to	
work.	There	was	not	much	to	do	except	observe	how	the	three	others	worked.	
He	was	mostly	interested	in	the	old	master,	who	gently	carved	out	the	face	and	
body	of	David	with	the	help	of	the	unique	chisel.	To	Emilio,	Donatello	was	
undoubtedly	the	greatest	sculptor	of	his	time	but	he	couldn’t	escape	the	feeling	
that	there	was	something	strange	about	this	project.	At	certain	times,	he	could	
see	Cosimo	and	Marsilio	standing	in	the	corner	of	the	room,	whispering	
animatedly.	They	never	approached	Donatello	to	discuss	the	work	–	which	
seemed	strange	for	such	a	costly	commission.	Were	they	hiding	something?	Was	



there	another	agenda	for	the	project?	The	statue	seemed	to	be	so	far	removed	
from	a	classical	representation	of	David	that	Emilio	suspected	the	sculpture	to	be	
a	portrait	of	someone	else.		
	
When	he	held	the	chisel	of	Phidias,	his	body	felt	lighter.	It	was	as	if	there	was	
some	inner	intelligence	to	the	tool,	which	guided	Donatello	through	every	
incision	into	the	marble,	“This	is	why	he	gave	me	this	chisel.	I	feel	it	in	my	heart	
that	this	is	what	I	was	always	meant	to	do.”	With	the	passing	of	each	day,	the	face	
of	Hermes	gradually	became	more	realistic.	It	was	his	goal	to	represent	him	as	
truthfully	as	possible“I	feel	as	if	I	am	ready	to	see	you	again	Hermes.	I	just	want	
to	see	you	again.”	All	day	he	channeled	energy	and	passion	into	the	sculpture,	
forgetting	all	sense	of	time	and	space	as	he	gazed	into	the	face	of	wax.	For	
Donatello,	there	was	no	one	else	in	the	room	–	only	him	and	God.	
	
After	a	month,	the	rectangular	block	of	wax	was	fully	transformed	into	Hermes	
and	ready	to	be	cast	in	bronze.	Emilio	put	forward	the	fresh	clay	and	
demonstrated	how	they	were	going	to	apply	the	clay	around	the	sculpture	
without	damaging	the	wax	form.	Donatello	stood	besides,	anxiously	watching	the	
three	men	cover	his	beloved	sculpture.	They	all	knew	that	this	method	of	casting	
could	only	produce	one	statue	–	that	the	original	wax	sculpture	would	be	melted	
and	transformed	by	the	bronze.	Therefore,	it	was	crucial	for	the	statue	to	be	cast	
perfectly	on	the	first	try,	or	else	their	work	would	be	in	vain.		

Donatello	studied	the	original	wax	sculpture	with	an	admiration	
for	the	god’s	beauty:	“Strange	that	the	sculpture	I´ve	made,	which	appears	most	
idealised,	is,	in	fact,	the	most	truthful	–	this	transcends	my	Habakkuk	in	every	
way.”	As	the	clay	gradually	concealed	the	entire	sculpture,	the	old	man	was	
struck	with	the	sense	of	being	watched.	It	felt	as	if	a	presence	was	in	the	room,	
emanating	from	the	sculpture.	“My	god,	is	he	here?”	He	walked	closer	to	inspect	
the	face,	the	still	wax	eyes	looked	back	at	him	-	was	there	a	slight	turquoise	shine	
in	them?	Suddenly,	the	spell	was	broken	as	Emilio	placed	a	handful	of	clay	on	the	
face	of	the	god.	Instantly,	Donatello	remembered	the	seriousness	of	the	situation	
and	that	his	masterpiece	now	was	dependent	on	the	work	of	others,	“I	pray	to	
god	you	know	what	you	are	doing,	Emilio.”	 	 	 	 	
	 	 The	assistants	continued	to	build	onto	the	sculpture	until	the	clay	
formed	a	block.	They	then	proceeded	to	tighten	the	block	with	wooden	walls,	
pressing	the	clay	tighter	into	the	wax	form.	The	clay	was	so	massive,	it	would	
need	to	dry	gradually	for	it	not	to	crack.	Therefore	they	had	to	lower	the	room	
temperature	slowly.	This	task	was	Emilio´s	alone,	Fabrizio	and	Antonio	went	
home	to	rest.		
	
Exhausted	from	the	panic	that	had	driven	him	to	spend	hours	fixing	small	cracks	
in	the	clay,	Emilio	needed	to	rest.	He	didn’t	want	to	occupy	the	master’s	divan,	it	
would	be	too	embarrassing	if	the	master	happened	to	see	him	sleeping	in	the	
studio.	So,	he	hid	behind	the	stacks	of	clay	and	fell	asleep	quickly.	After	some	
hours,	Emilio	was	woken	from	his	slumber	–	someone	was	conversing	in	the	
studio.	
	



“	In	two	days,	Mercury	will	transit	the	sun	–	unless	we	do	it	then,	we	won’t	have	
another	chance	for	several	years”	Marsilio	Ficino	informed	Donatello	and	
Cosimo.		
“We	will	cast	him	tomorrow,	it	will	all	be	ready	for	the	transit”,	Donatello	
confirmed.		
“It	might	not	be	enough	that	I,	alone,	partake	in	the	summoning	ritual.	I	suggest	
we	organize	others	to	assist	us	–	we	have	to	be	sure	that	we	energize	it	fully	for	
the	ancient	one	to	return.”	Marsilio	requested.	
“	Our	discussion	group	from	the	Neoplatonic	Academy	will	join	us.	Of	course	we	
will	also	partake.	There	is	no	need	to	worry.	We	will	make	it	in	time.”	Cosimo	
assured	the	others	and	himself.	
“In	public	we	should	avoid	the	word	idolatry,	by	all	means.	If	this	leaks	out	to	the	
church	our	efforts	will	have	been	in	vain”	Cosimo	begged	the	others,	who	nodded	
in	agreement.		
		
Emilio	could	not	believe	what	he	heard.	To	his	ears,	it	had	all	sounded	like	a	
diabolical	plan	to	summon	an	entity	to	earth	–	and	through	the	devilish	means	of	
an	idol!	He	drew	the	conclusion	that	the	entity	must	be	Satan	–	who	else	would	
be	worshipped	through	a	representation?	He	thought,	“My	god!	My	suspicions	
were	right	all	along	–	they	are	all	liars	and,	they	have	tricked	me!”		 	
	 	 The	man	of	faith	waited	for	the	men	to	abandon	the	studio	and	
then	leapt,	unnoticed,	into	the	clear	night.	As	he	walked	the	streets	of	Florence,	
he	looked	into	the	sky,	“	My	god,	how	can	I	redeem	myself!	I	never	knew	my	
godly	gifts	could	be	used	against	my	faith!”	He	fell	to	his	knees	in	the	alley	and	
tears	burst	out	of	him.	Emilio	wept	sorrowfully	until	his	mind	provided	
guidance;	“You	need	to	stop	them!	You	need	to	go	to	the	Cardinal	–	they	will	help	
you	and,	only	then,	can	you	redeem	yourself.”	
	
“He	was	not	there,	Master.”	Antonio	had	been	looking	for	Emilio	at	his	home	but	
his	search	was	futile.		
“Maybe	something	bad	has	happened	to	him?”	Fabrizio	wondered.	Cosimo	and	
Donatello	looked	at	each	other	worriedly.		
“Damn	him!	When	we	needed	him	the	most	he	pulled	a	vanishing	act!	We	need	to	
proceed	now	-	what	can	we	do?”	Donatello	asked	the	others.		
“I	have	assisted	other	artists	on	several	occasions	using	this	method.	I	think	I	can	
take	charge	of	the	casting”,	Antonio	offered.	 	 	 	 	
	 	 And	so,	it	came	to	be	that	Antonio	took	charge	of	the	process.	
Under	his	command,	they	heated	the	furnace	and	proceeded	to	insert	small	
metallic	wires	through	the	mold	to	hold	the	wax	core	in	place.	After	a	few	hours,	
the	furnace	was	steaming	hot,	even	the	respectable	Duke	had	to	take	off	his	
elegant	red	robe	to	get	some	relief	from	the	heat.	They	placed	the	bronze	in	a	
large	iron	pot,	which	was	then	lowered	above	the	fiery	furnace;	the	solid	copper	
transformed	into	a	bubbly	liquid,	before	their	eyes.	The	men	went	on	to	push	it	
above	the	clay	mold.	The	excitement	in	the	room	filled	them	all	with	a	fearful	
silence,	they	all	knew	that	there	was	only	one	chance	to	get	it	right.	Donatello	
watched	as	Antonio	and	Fabrizio	poured	the	glowing	metal	into	the	cast.	The	
metallic	substance	finished	its	trip,	successfully,	from	the	pot	into	the	cast	and	
the	men	rejoiced	cheerfully.		
	



Cosimo	looked	over	at	Donatello,	who	was	wiping	away	tears	from	
his	face.	They	embraced	each	other	tightly,	“Congratulations	friend.	You	did	it”,	
Cosimo	patted	Donatellos	back.	They	released	each	other	and	laughed	
wholeheartedly.	Cosimo	assured	Donatello:		
“Now	we	just	have	to	wait	until	the	metal	has	cooled	down.	The	boys	will	be	
working	on	reducing	the	temperature	–	there	is	no	need	to	worry,	this	will	
work.”	
	
The	Arrival	
	
The	wooden	plates	fell	to	the	floor,	sending	the	fine	dust	on	a	dance	around	the	
room.	With	careful	attention,	they	chiseled	the	brown	clay	away	from	the	bronze	
statue,	gradually	revealing	an	unscathed	sculpture.	No	one	could	deny	the	beauty	
of	the	work	–	there	it	stood	in	its	metallic	splendor	-	Confidently	posing	on	top	of	
the	giants	head,	it	was	as	if	the	statue	was	showing	off	his	godly	good	looks	and	
the	unlikely	victory	he	had	made.	Donatello,	Cosimo,	and	Marsilio	were	in	awe	
but	they	were	running	out	of	time.	It	was	the	day	of	the	transit	and	they	needed	
to	move	on	to	the	last	phase.	With	little	sensitivity,	they	thanked	Antonio	and	
Fabrizio	for	their	fabulous	work,	gave	them	a	bonus,	and	proceeded	to	escort	
them	out	the	door.		
	
The	sculpture	was	transported	into	a	large	square	room	on	the	upper	floor	of	the	
Villa	Medici,	where	it	was	placed	in	the	center	of	the	room.	They	drew	a	circle	on	
the	floor	with	Hermes	in	the	middle.	Eight	people	were	there	to	participate	in	the	
ritual:	each	performer	represented	a	planet	in	our	solar	system,	only	Mercury	
was	missing	–	the	planet	of	Hermes.	The	summoning	ritual	was	meditative	in	
nature	and	so	they	all	wore	comfortable	clothes	and	sat	on	special	pillows	
designed	to	give	the	feet	some	relief.		

Marsilio	Ficino	gave	every	participant	a	magic	talisman	to	wear;	he	
also	placed	five	stacks	of	burning	incense	in	the	pattern	of	a	pentagram.	It	would	
take	seven	hours	for	mercury	to	pass	the	sun;	the	force	would	be	at	its	strongest	
after	three	and	a	half	hours	and	this	was	the	time	when	Hermes	was	most	likely	
to	appear	to	them.		
	
“It	has	begun!	Mercury	just	became	visible!”	the	scout	yelled	through	the	
hallways.		
“Everybody,	find	your	position,	we	will	begin	now”,	Marsilio	instructed	the	
participants,	who	jumped	to	their	spot	in	the	circle.	When	all	were	seated,	he	
went	on	to	explain	how	the	ritual	should	work:		
“Bodily	pains	may	direct	your	thoughts	elsewhere	so	find	a	comfortable	position.	
Then,	proceed	to	focus	on	your	breath.		Let	no	unnecessary	thoughts	cloud	your	
inner	vision.	For	when	Mercury	is	approaching	the	center	of	the	sun,	the	vision	of	
Hermes	will	replace	all	words,	and	that	is	when	he	might	descend	through	the	
spheres.	I	will,	at	certain	times,	chant	to	attract	his	attention	but	let	my	words	
wash	away	in	your	subconscious	–	they	are	prayers	for	his	ears	only.”	 	
	 	 Donatello	closed	his	eyes	and	tried	to	clear	his	mind	of	the	pain	
that	was	ravaging	his	joints.	He	tried	to	imagine	a	solid	colour	–	purple	–	and	just	
listen	casually	to	the	sound	of	his	breath,	which	coarsely	lifted	his	chest	up	and	
down.	It	wasn’t	working	–	he	couldn’t	focus	on	anything	other	than	his	



uncomfortable	sitting	position.	After	a	while,	he	started	to	panic;	“What	if	I	am	
preventing	his	arrival?	What	if	I	am	the	blockage	of	cosmic	energy?”	Suddenly	a	
warm	wave	washed	over	his	foot	and	streamed	up	towards	his	head.	A	calming	
voice	spoke	from	the	center	of	his	brain:	“Do	not	fear,	Donatello,	you	are	free	of	
pain	now”	–	the	voice	was	right.	In	fact,	purple	was	the	only	thing	he	could	think	
of.	The	other	participants	had	also	begun	to	find	their	peace	and	time	started	to	
disintegrate.	
	
A	shocking	sight	met	Emilio	and	the	Cardinal´s	crew	at	the	Villa	Medici.	If	they	
hadn’t	been	ordered	by	the	church	to	stop	the	summoning	of	Satan,	they	
probably	would	have	perceived	what	was	happening	to	be	a	miracle.	High	up	
above	the	building,	a	hole	had	appeared	in	the	clouds.	The	hole	affected	the	
behavior	of	the	skies,	pushing	them	in	a	movement	similar	to	that	of	a	
maelstrom.	Through	the	hole,	a	bright	light	shined	down	onto	the	building.	It	did	
not	possess	the	warmth	of	sunlight	but	rather;	it	appeared	to	contain	colours	
unknown	to	all	living	men.	They	stood	transfixed,	until	a	man	shouted:		
“Look!	Something	is	passing	through	it.”	A	metallic	and	circular	object	descended	
slowly	down	towards	the	building.	Its	size	was	a	sheer	terror	to	behold,	“It	might	
be	as	big	as	the	Vatican”,	thought	Emilio.	As	the	vessel	descended,	its	details	
became	visible.	Small	domes	that	radiated	light	were	placed	in	a	circular	pattern	
beneath	the	ship.	The	ship	seemed	to	be	slowly	rotating.		 	 	
	 	 The	men	were	used	to	explaining	everything	rationally	or,	with	the	
aid	of	a	Bible	but,	what	appeared	before	them,	now,	was	beyond	everybody’s	
comprehension	and,	therefore,	it	had	to	be	against	god.		
“My	god!	What	can	we	do	to	stop	this	atrocity?”	the	Cardinal	asked	Emilio.		
“They	are	summoning	the	devil	from	within	the	building	–	we	need	to	stop	their	
ritual!	Hurry	–	before	it´s	to	late!”	Emilio	shouted.		 	 	 	
	 	 The	Villa´s	doors	were	bolted	shut,	the	Cardinal	shouted	a	
command	to	his	henchmen	and	the	axes	came	down	with	an	urgent	violence	on	
the	hinges	of	the	door.	As	the	door	fell	down,	they	ran	inside.	From	upstairs	they	
could	hear	a	hum.	Intuitively,	they	ran	towards	the	sound.	On	the	second	floor	a	
turquoise	light	radiated	from	a	room.		
“On	the	count	of	three	we	will	kick	down	the	door.	If	the	devil	is	there,	throw	
your	crosses	at	him,	and	follow	this	with	holy	water!	Okay!	One	.	.	.	Two	.	.	.	
THREE!!!”	
	
The	room	glowed	with	a	turquoise	light	that	danced	along	the	walls	like	water	
reflected	on	the	walls	of	a	bathhouse.	In	the	center	of	the	room	stood	a	man,	who	
even	though	he	wasn’t	glowing,	seemed	to	be	the	source	of	all	light.	Emilio	
suddenly	recognized	him,	it	was	the	same	figure	as	Donatello’s	sculpture.	The	
only	differences	were	that	the	entity	bore	wings	on	his	ankles	and	he	even	had	
wings	on	his	hat.	In	his	hand	he	held	a	scepter,	ornamented	with	two	snakes	
entwined	up	to	the	top	of	the	handle.		On	the	ground	around	the	entity,	sat	
Donatello,	Cosimo,	Marsilio	and	the	others.	Their	eyes	were	closed	and	they	sat	
as	if	in	a	trance.	Hermes	looked	at	the	robed	intruders	and	smiled	at	them	with	
the	same	gentleness	a	mother	shows	her	newborn	infant.	One	of	the	ceremonial	
intruders	threw	his	cross	at	the	God	only	to	be	shocked	to	see	the	cross	bounce	
of	his	chest	in	an	un-dramatic	fashion.	Another	tried	the	holy	water	but	it	was	to	



no	avail	–	Hermes	didn’t	even	get	wet.	With	a	tremble	in	his	voice,	The	Cardinal	
asked:		
“What	in	gods	name	are	you?”	
“I	am	called	many	things,	the	ones	who	sit	before	me	call	me	Hermes,	the	
Egyptians	called	me	Thoth	but,	my	race	goes	by	many	names	on	different	
continents.	Your	civilization	would	most	commonly	describe	me	as	a	god.”		
Hermes	voice	was	not	something	one	experienced	with	just	the	ears;	it	bore	a	
resonance	that	streamed	through	all	listeners,	creating	a	feeling	of	trust	and	
truth.	The	Cardinal	had	been	prepared	to	throw	his	axe	an	instant	earlier	but	
now,	his	body	stood	frozen.	He	could	only	mumble	a	few	hateful	sentences:	
“You	insolent	liar.	How	dare	you	call	yourself	a	god?”		
“I	would	rather	describe	myself	as	a	traveller.	My	kind	and	I	have	been	travelling	
to	your	planet,	and	others,	for	millenniums.	We	have	joined	you	in	Latin	America,	
Egypt,	and	Greece	–	you	know	some	of	the	stories	from	our	visitations	but	you	
believe	them	to	be	fairy	tails.	You	are	wrong;	we	were	there	with	you,	building	
the	marvels	of	the	world	and	sharing	with	you	the	wonders	of	universe.	It	was	a	
time	when	human	beings	understood	that	they	were	not	the	center	of	the	
universe	but	a	small	part	of	a	greater	whole.”	Hermes	explained	as	he	walked	
closer	to	the	intruders.		
“If	all	this	is	true,	why	did	you	leave	us?”	a	young	henchman	dared	ask.	
“After	spending	many	decades	with	you,	we	decided	amongst	ourselves	that	it	
was	not	morally	right	to	interfere	with	your	species	anymore.	A	father	or	mother	
cannot	hold	the	hand	of	the	child	all	of	it´s	life,	it	has	to	learn	and	develop	on	it´s	
own.	So	we	left	for	the	stars	to	watch	over	you	from	a	distance.”	
“	Why	didn’t	you	return?”	
“At	first,	the	memories	of	our	time	together	brought	excitement	and	wonder	into	
your	world.	But,	as	generations	passed	and	new	ones	came	into	existence,	the	
people’s	state	of	mind	changed.	The	generations	that	came	after	were	more	
eager	for	power	and,	in	the	self-made	mess	of	greed	and	ignorance,	you	forgot	
that	we	were	ever	here.	Our	existence	was	wiped	from	the	history	books,	the	
Church	burnt	the	Alexandrian	Library	down	to	the	ground	and	killed	the	small	
groups	that	worshipped	us.	Idols	raised	in	our	honour	were	either	hammered	to	
crumbs	or	removed	from	their	holy	places	and	placed	in	storage	where	they	
could	no	longer	be	worshipped.	This,	in	turn,	weakened	the	connection	with	the	
rest	of	my	kind.	We	can	only	be	in	contact	with	you	if	you	believe	in	us.”	
“But	what	about	Jesus	Christ,	is	he	one	of	you?”		
“Jesus	was	not	one	of	us,	he	was	one	of	you”,	Hermes	answered.	
The	henchmen	stared	at	each	other	in	disbelief.		
“	You	liar!”	they	screamed.	
“At	the	time	of	our	departure,	human	beings	were	at	a	higher	level	of	
consciousness.	We	expected	you	to	develop	further	on	your	own	but	instead,	you	
regressed.	Only	one	man	was	able	to	do	it	on	his	own,	Jesus	Christ.	He	reached	a	
Christ	Consciousness,	which	brings	you	peace	with	your	emotions	and	lets	you	
perceive	the	world	truthfully.	A	man	who	achieves	this	will	see	the	unnecessary	
things	in	life	and	desire	none	of	it.	Therefor,	he	can	tell	the	difference	between	
that	which	is	a	lie	and	that,	which	is	real.		This	scared	the	authorities	because	
someone	like	that	can’t	be	controlled	–	so	they	humiliated	and	slaughtered	him.	
We	saw	then	that	your	kind	is	not	ready	to	make	the	leap	in	consciousness;	you	
would	need	to	go	through	more	tribulations	on	your	own.	It	is	not	until	now,	



1500	years	after	the	death	of	Jesus,	that	humanity	has	showed	that	it	might	be	
ready	for	a	shift	in	consciousness.”	
“Please	stop!”	The	Cardinal	whispered.	
“Dear	Cardinal,	Christianity	is	not	what	it´s	meant	to	be.	The	teachings	of	Christ	
are	distorted	and	manipulated	by	people	who	want	power.	The	church	tells	you	
that	you	are	born	in	sin	and	that	only	through	the	church	can	you	free	yourself	
from	it.	This	is	a	lie	–	it	is	just	an	excuse	to	control	and	regulate	people’s	lives.	No	
human	is	born	in	sin.	You	don’t	need	a	shrine	or	institution	to	visit	us,	we	are	
meant	to	have	a	direct	relationship	–	just	tune	in	to	the	universe	and	you	will	
know	that	it´s	true.”	
The	Cardinal	looked	at	his	prayer	beads,	which	were	rapped	around	his	axe-
holding	hand.	The	beads	were	so	tightly	wrapped	that	his	flesh	looked	bloated	
and	red.	He	felt	in	his	heart	that	the	words	of	Hermes	were	true.	
“You	are	not	born	into	the	world	to	be	a	tool	for	an	institution	or	higher	being.	
God	is	not	an	almighty	single	entity	who	passes	judgment	on	humanity.	There	
are	many	entities	who	are	all	gods.	Who	all	care	about	you.	Who	love	you	more	
than	anybody	ever	will”	Hermes	last	word	reverberated	through	the	hearts	of	
The	Cardinal	and	his	henchmen,	who	dropped	their	weapons	to	the	ground.		

The	only	one	still	holding	an	axe	was	Emilio,	the	God	locked	eyes	
with	him.	The	young	artist	stood	shaking,	he	was	enraged	and	heartbroken	by	
the	tale	told.	Even	though	he	felt	the	words	of	Hermes	to	be	true,	he	could	not	
allow	himself	to	believe	in	this	new	worldview,	which	he	was	suddenly	
presented	with.	It	would	mean	that	his	life	had	been	a	lie		–	and	he	hated	lies.		
Hermes	spoke	to	him:	
“	I	am	sorry	Emilio.	I	can	see	this	is	hard	for	you.	Give	yourself	some	time,	and	
you	might	find	my	words	to	be	the	tru----!”		
With	a	scream,	Emilo	swung	the	axe	into	the	neck	of	Cosimo,	opening	up	his	neck	
and	ripping	Cosimo	out	of	his	meditative	trance.		
“	No,	Emilio…Please!”	Hermes	begged.	Emilo	jumped	at	another	participant	and	
placed	the	axe	firmly	in	their	skull,	killing	them,	instantly.		
“	Emilio,	wait!.	Don’t	act	without	thinking	it	through!”	the	God	pleaded.	Emilio	
ripped	the	axe	out	and	headed	for	Donatello.		 	 	 	 	
	 	 As	he	swung	the	axe	at	the	master,	a	sudden	ice-cold	chill	flowed	
through	his	spine.	Emilio	fell	to	the	ground	and	the	Cardinal	stabbed	him	again.	
The	Cardinal	looked	at	Hermes,	who	had	begun	fading	away,	and	with	him	the	
light	in	the	room	slowly	disappeared.	He	could	tell	Hermes	was	disappointed	and	
he	felt	shameful	for	resulting	to	murder	so	quickly.		
“It	is	up	to	you	now.	Take	the	knowledge	that	was	given	and	go	forward.	Believe	
in	us	–	or	forget	us.	Your	fate	is	in	your	hands”	And	then	the	light	disappeared	
completely,	leaving	everyone	in	the	dark.		
“Hurry,	open	the	windows.	Let’s	get	some	light	in	here.”	the	Cardinal	ordered.	
As	the	young	henchman	opened	the	curtains,	he	could	see	the	enormous	flying	
vessel	rising	upward,	towards	the	stars.	He	had	never	had	a	mystical	experience	
before	but	he	now	knew	that	the	possibilities	of	existence	were	more	exciting	
than	he	could	ever	have	imagined.	He	whispered	to	himself,	“	Goodbye”.	
	
Per	aspera	ad	astra	
	



The	nurse	had	left	him	for	the	night,	leaving	the	room	so	quiet	he	could	hear	his	
own	heart	beating	–	it	was	more	infrequent	now	and	he	knew	that	death	grew	
imminent.	He	had	chosen	a	path	completely	dedicated	to	making	art.	it	had	cost	
him	lovers,	family	and	friends.	Even	though	it	was	a	life	full	of	hardships,	he	was	
profoundly	thankful	for	the	beauty	and	wonder	he	had	witnessed.	With	his	art,	
he	had	sought	to	mirror	the	world	as	it	really	was.	In	retrospect	he	thought	he	
had	succeeded.		

Donatello	felt	death	draw	closer,	no	longer	would	he	hear	the	birds	
sing,	see	the	sun	rise	or,	help	a	sculpture	find	its	form.	Tonight,	he	would	let	
everything	go	and	travel	into	the	night.	He	looked	to	the	nightstand	where	the	
bozetti	of	Hermes	stood.	His	vision	was	becoming	unfocused,	making	the	figure	
unclear	but,	it	was	okay	–	for	he	knew	it	was	there,	“At	least	I	am	not	alone,	dear	
Hermes”	he	thought,	as	his	last	breath	withered	out	of	his	mouth,	leaving	his	
earthly	body,	peacefully	behind.		
“You	of	all,	were	never	alone	Donatello”,	the	comforting	voice	assured	him.	
Donatello	looked	down	on	his	earthly	body	for	the	last	time	and	turned	towards	
Hermes,	who	stood	with	his	arm	held	forward.	He	knew	that	it	was	a	invitation:	
“I	want	to	show	you	what	lies	beyond	this	world”,	Hermes	spoke	softly.	It	was	
strange	how	much	he	trusted	him,	how	right	everything	felt	–	as	if	he,	himself,	
was	a	child	and	Hermes,	his	father.		
“But,	if	you	take	my	hand,	you	will	never	be	reborn	to	earth	-	you	will	be	one	of	
us;	living	together	with	us	in	freedom	and	compassion.”		
Donatello	was	afraid	of	what	the	other	world	might	look	like:		
“Will	it	be	as	beautiful	as	earth?”		
“Yes,	it	is.”	Hermes	spoke	and	Donatello	knew	it	was	true.	He	flew	into	the	arms	
of	the	god.	Instantly	Donatello	felt	his	body	rejuvenate,	he	could	hear	his	heart	
beat	again,	his	skin	lost	all	wrinkles	and	his	body	grew	smaller.	Clinging	to	the	
arms	of	Hermes	as	they	ascended	towards	the	stars,	it	felt	as	if	he	had	been	born	
again.	
	


