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Venice is so unique that there are over one hundred in the world.

It is so unrepeatable that they have made replicas of its canals,
gondolas and gondoliers. They have even cloned its heart: the

Ducal Palace, the Campanile and Rialto. But more often they have
simply adopted the name and nothing else: Venice, Venecia, Veneza,
Venetia, and so on,

Even if only by referring to a few exemplary cases, we have illustrated
the many new forms whereby Venice - at times merely through

its name or emblems — has exercised its fascination and influence

in the most disparate places in the world. A way of paying an unusual
homage to the original lagoon city and its history.

This is the spirit of the book you now hold in your hands.

It is the leitmotif joining up the various parts. The images in the book
are also unusual. They accompany, document and enhance a series
of writings and varied “literary” genres: the subjective free style

of the novelist, classic reports like those from the past, with careful
factual and analytical information in the best essay-writing tradition,
and historical reconstructions. The great variety of styles and content
is intended to capture the kaleidoscope of Venetianness

in the collective imagination, created by Venice in its one hundred

or more replicas and reflected images.
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Venice a hundred times over
Guido Moltedo

Venice is so unique that there are over one hundred in
the world. It is so unrepeatable that they have made
replicas of its canals, gondolas and gondoliers. They
have even cloned its heart: the Ducal Palace, the cam-
panile and Rialto. But more often they have simply
adopted the name and nothing else: Venice, Venecia,
Veneza, Venetia, and so on. They have mainly done so
for sentimental reasons. But at times more banally for
money.

A little town buried deep in Utah greets you with
the touching signpost “Welcome to Venice”, adorned
with a little red heart. A green sign in the countryside
of upstate New York proclaims you are entering a Ven-
ice Center. But all you will see are a few cows, some
houses scattered here and there, and a bit further on
a wooden Palladian-like building. In the Louisiana
swamps in the Deep South, the name of the doges’ city
helps the rare visitor to swallow even the fried catfish,
the inedible local delicacy. A mining town in Arizona,
in the mountainous county of Yavapai, is called Vene-
zia, thus preserving the Italian name at the behest of

“Welcome to Venice,” a touching road sign greets you upon entering Venice in Utah,
the “Mormon State”. This village at an altitude of 5,232 feet has a population of 350
and is so proud of its name that the locals have carved the first letter on the mountain
in the background. !




a man from the Veneto, a certain F. Scopa. Today it is
only a ghost town, but in the gold rush days the name
made the poor miners feel as though they were in the
most beautiful city in the world. In the region of Santa
Fe, on the River Paran4, a dreamer thought of creating
a water city. An Argentine Venice. Reality or legend?
Or just the dream of a talented writer?

No doubt only a great poet like Robert Browning
could have affectionately baptized a gray corner of
London “Little Venice” because it had a few canals,

You won't find even find any canals in the Brazilian
Nova Veneza, set among banana trees and palms. Why
bother with Venice then? The answer comes when you
hear the local dialect, a cidcolar venessian (“Venetian
chatter”) you will no longer hear even in the popular
district of San Piero de Casteo in the Ttalian Venice.
After rounding a street corner you will come across a
pizzaria with a fine sign attracting clients to “La Gon-
dola.”

In fact the gondola is the key collective image of
Venice. You'll see it in the dinette of an Italo-American
family, a ceramic model proudly displayed on top of
the television. Or on the label of a pack of “macaroni
Gragnano style.” You can also see it gliding down the
azure canals of a Las Vegas hotel, a perfect replica of
Venice, or even under the Ponte Vecchio, which as we
all know is the emblem of Florence, built across an
inlet of the artificial Lake Las Vegas, 20 miles from
the city of the same name. And the gondolier? With
his blue-ribboned straw hat and striped blue T-shirt,
he is now a typical American figure. Or even global.
In Italy no one has ever thought - and perhaps ever

On arriving in Venice Center, upstate New York, you will not only be greeted hy the
usual green road sign (hottom left). There is also a wooden craft sign with a plow, re-
calling the village’s rural tradition. The rundown Venice, lllinois, is brightened up by a
mural made by local youngsters. Little Venice, London, provides tourists with a handy
area map. Downtown Venice, California, still has the same banner as a century ago. A
Fort Lauderdale postcard claims the city is proud to be the “Venice of America.”
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even dreamed - of calling a newspaper after its most
emblematic inhabitant. But in Venice, Florida, the lo-
cal weekly is called The Gondolier Sun.

In our explorations we have found gondolas — au-
thentic or imitation, with the forcola (rowlock) and
oars, or motor driven - in the most outlandish places,
in the least Venetian contexts imaginable, if it were
not for the water. In Australia: in Sydney, Perth, Bris-
bane, Adelaide, and on the Gold Coast. In Tokyo. In
Amsterdam, where Tirza Mol, a charming gondolier
plies her trade. Like Ina Mierig in Hamburg.

And in America: in Boston, New York, Providence,
New Orleans, Oakland, Coronado, Newport, Stillwa-
ter-Saint Croix, Huntington, Las Vegas, Austin, Hous-
ton, San Marcos, and Moonachie. In Omaha, Nebras-
ka, you can take a trip on the park lake not only in a
gondola. Groups can also even board another typically
Venetian rowed vessel — the caorlina. There are so
many gondola trips on offer in America that the “Gon-
dola Society of America” was founded. Also called the
“The Gondola Network”, it was created in 1983 with
the stated aim of developing and promoting “gondo-
las and gondoliering” in the North American continent
and elsewhere. The pride and skill of these picturesque
figures is quite striking, almost moving. They practice
Venetian-style rowing and are gondoliers to all effects
and purposes, even if they work thousands of miles
from the Venice lagoon in Italy. It’s not only a profit-
able business but a source of pride. The gondoliers feel
as if they are a kind of Venetian ambassador.

Greg E. Mohr, President of “The Gondola Society of
America”, claims that it was Abbot Kinney, the vision-
ary founder of Venice, California, who imported gon-
dolas and gondoliers in the early 20th century. Kinney
went to the “real” Venice and enlisted the services of

A period postcard shows a festive weekend in Venice, California, now part of Los An-
geles. A tourist and entertainment resort, Venice boasted modern technological at-
tractions, like the miniature railroad in the center.

various gondoliers with their respective gondolas. He
embarked them on a steamship and headed for the
“Venice of the West”.

“One of the thirty-six gondoliers brought to Venice,
California,” — says Greg - “was a man named Jol'}n
Scarpa. It is said that he was a man who was smal'l in
size but large in heart. Unlike many of the gondoliers
who had been shipped in by Abbot Kinney, John Scal-'-
pa didn’t like his working conditions. Nobody knqws if
it was the pay, the job description, or just the attitude
of his boss. What we do know is that Scarpa packed
his things into his gondola one day and rowed out
to sea. Legend has it that large amounts of red wine
were involved. He rowed down the coast to Newport
Beach, arriving there around 1907. The locals say he
met a local girl and married her, and that he set up his
own gondola tour business in the harbor. Mrs. Scarpa
would prepare food and wine for the passengers and
John would row them around in his gondola.” _

The story or legend doesn’t stop here. The following
year, 1908, saw the beginning of the epic story of gon-
dolas and gondoliers in America. This was w_hen thn
Scarpa welcomed on board his gondola a famlly of nine
people on vacation from Pasadena, California. Greg
continues: “It was on the evening of the Fourth of Ju}y
(America’s Independence Day) and to observe this,
John decorated his gondola with Japanese lanterns.
A Venetian gondola decorated with Japanese lanterns
was apparently quite a sight, and his friends all talk-
ed about it for months after. The next year, when the
same family from Pasadena arranged another tour f:or
the Fourth of July, John decorated his gondola again.
He had many friends and they all decorated their ca-
noes and rowing boats with the same lanterns. That
night, when a bunch of boats toured Newport Harbor
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led by a gondola, and all decorated with Japanese lan-
terns, history was made. John Scarpa is credited with
the world’s first lighted boat parade.”

For nearly a century, Newporters have commemo-
rated his lighted procession with bigger, brighter and
longer processions. The idea was copied around the
country and in other parts of the world, each with
their own version. At Newport Beach, the local resi-
dents are convinced that the idea was due to a Vene-
tian gondolier named John Scarpa.

Venice, with its symbols, is primarily a place of the
imagination. It is arguably the most used and abused
logo in the world. It is no recent invention. It was prob-
ably the first global brand, often used to sell even the
most banal products. In America and Japan there are
hundreds and hundreds of goods of various types al-
luding to Venice. And how many cities and towns, of-
ten stunning, make themselves even more beautiful
by associating their name with Venice, even if they
only have a few canals, stand on a group of islands or
have some other affinities with the city on the Adri-
atic? Amsterdam, Stockholm, Copenhagen, Hamburg,
Bruges, Aveiro, St Petersburg, Liibeck and Benatky
nad Jizerou in Europe. Xochimilco in Mexico and Re-
cife in Brazil. Fort Lauderdale in the United States.
Ganvié in Benin. Hangzhou and Zhouzhuang in Chi-
na. Bangkok in Thailandia, Hoi An in Vietnam, Alap-
puzha in India, Osaka, Sakai, Matsue and Otaru and
all the other Japanese water cities. And who knows
how many more in the world.

Venice is a citation that makes the most dullest
reality poetic. It lights up the memory of Veneto im-
migrants in South America, just as it gives a bright
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One of the first issues of the Gondolier, the historic newspaper in Vemce Florida, and
the paper today. The icon of the gondola also sells Gragnano pasta. The replicas of the
campanile at Maracaibo and Las Vegas. An unusual version of St. Mark’s among palm
trees in Florida and some proud local Venice anglers, in the early days. An aerial view
of Venice, Florida, and its lagoon, accounting for the name chosen by the founders.




varnish to the dreariest tones in the Deep South of
the United States. The most faithful reconstruction in
an improbable Nevada location offers a plausible gaze
from the Bridge of Rialto — little matter that what
flows beneath are limousines — for a romantic couple
who can’t afford the trip to Europe. Many American
tourists visit Venice, but very many more who dream
of visiting will probably never have the chance. Signifi-
cantly, only 22 percent of Americans have a passport. A
few shrewd businessmen realized this and they came
up with the idea of reassuring their less fortunate or
less cosmopolitan fellow citizens. If the tourists can’t
go to Venice, then Venice can be brought to them.

The New World abounds with towns, small and large,
which have borrowed a more or less glorious name of a
locality in the Old World. Many of the Italian art cities
have met this fate, such as Rome, Naples and Florence.
None, however, has been as “fortunate” as Venice.
Amerigo Vespucci was the first to mention Venice
in the New World. On an expedition led by Alonso de
Ojeda, in 1499, he reached the mouth of the Gulf of
Maracaibo and “discovered” a native community liv-
ing in pile-dwellings constructed on various commu-
nicating islets. He described this “second Venice” in
two letters' to Lorenzo di Pier Francesco de’ Medici
and Pier Soderini. Indeed, Venezuela means “Little
Venice”. And right there, where the great Florentine
explorer disembarked, a bell tower Jjust like St Mark’s
campanile was erected at the behest of the Rosminian
Fathers. “The place where our college with the church
stands” — explains Father Felice Muratori, vice pro-
vincial of the Colegio Antonio Rosmini - “lies between
Santa Rosa de Tierra and Santa Rosa de Agua, where
the pile-dwellings inspired the first explorers to call
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this land Little Venice because of its 'extraordmary
beauty. In 1991, to mark the 500th anniversary of the
discovery of America, the Italian colonj_f decl_ded to
build a church as a contribution to thfz third-millenni-
um evangelization, mindful that Ch.rlstopher Qolum—
bus went in search of new lands inspired by the idea of
evangelization. The church was nam.ed after St. Fran-
cis of Assisi. The driving force behmfi the construc-
tion was the Italian colony, and especially Fh-e people
from Friuli. When they saw eight bel_ls arriving fro}in
Italy, they decided to build a campanile worthy of the
church, the bells and its history. T'hey thus gave vent
to the nostalgia buried deep in their hearts. Hence the
idea of a campanile that resembled as closely as pos-
sible St. Mark’s in Venice. It stands separate”from the
church in a square called Piazza San Marco.

In the 19th and 20th centuries, th(? comm_umtles of
Italian immigrants grew and especially w11':h peopl_e
from the Veneto, Trento and Friuli. 'I_‘hey baptized their
adopted homes with the name Venice. Par‘iily because
“Venice” — explains Gian Antonio Stella — “was at the
time a part which represented the Wh(;le (Northeast
Italy is also known as the Tre_ Venezae)-. Thus, fc%r ex-
ample, some people from Trev1sof whq in 1881, a ter 3
year of ineffable vicissitudes, arrived in ff&ustralla an

“found land around Lismore, toward Br}sbage... they
built a village and called it Cea Venessza.'thtle Ven-
ice.” But “that sweet name full of nost'a]g1a only sur-
vived a few years.” In 1901, after the introduction of
the White Australia Policy, “they were forced to chang?
the name of the village into the anonymous and bana

25

Nel:,vi;;zlgften, in the rest of Latin Ameri_ca and in
North America, the allusion to the lagoon city had lit-




tle or nothing to do with Italy. It was a pleasant name
with a nice sound. It conjured up a place somewhere
between reality and fantasy. Or it was even chosen out
of some strange whim.

Enid Jamison, one of the 850 inhabitants of Venice,
Utah, tells the story of how her village was founded
in 1875: “ Venice was first named Wallsville after Wil-
liam Wall and his son, Francis George Wall, the first
settlers. They were Latter-Day Saint immigrants from
Horsley, England... In 1900, the residents of Wallsville
decided to change the name of the town. The store
manager, Joseph Curtis Cowley (my grandfather),
liked the name of Venice the best, so he gave each child
a piece of candy if they would vote for that name. The
children liked candy so they all voted for Venice. The
town was then named Venice by the unanimous vote
of the people.”

There are any number of stories like this. The free
association with Venice and its icons is often quite na-
ive. At times, however, the reality behind the name
can be a nightmare. In the marvelous lagoon of Cié-
naga Grande, in Colombia, the palafitte village of Nue-
va Venecia was the scene of a horrendous massacre,
on December 1, 2000. Over 70 native fishermen were
slaughtered by paramilitary groups because suspected
of supporting the guerilla fighters.

Much less bloody, but disturbing nonetheless, is a
story from another Venice, this time in North Amer-
ica. Before leaving for Saint Louis, Missouri, to take
some photographs for us in the nearby Venice, Debo-
rah Stiles was urged to notify the local police. Deborah
later explained that the area had one of the highest
crime rates in America. The economic and social de-
cline of the town is mainly due to the closure of the
McKinley Bridge, an iron construction over the Mis-

issippi, on the legendary coast-to-coast ROl:lte 66,
fvlhicll)lpalso linked Vinice to Saint Louis. The highway
appears in the works of John Steinbeck (The Qmpes
of Wrath) and Jack Kerouac (On the road), while 'for
rhythm 'n’ blues fans, it means Bobby Troup, Nat I_(lng
Cole and Chuck Berry with their evergreen versions
of (Get your kicks on) Route 66. The plapngd reopening
of this bridge will probably help the ;11111015 Venetians
to get over the crisis and restore a little luster to the
name of the town.

Venice also stands for urban utopia. In the New W?rld
the Italian city has inspired bold replicas of its ancient
architectural glories, but also ambitious plal_ls Eor new
towns. In addition to Abbot Kinney and his “Venice
of America” or The Venetian hotel in Las Vegas and
Macao, there is another Venice in the Deep South, on
the east coast of the Gulf of Mexico. In thfa early 20th
century it was little more than a poor staging post sur-
rounded by a few shrubs and cottages on the coe_lst.
This insignificant location with such a challengmg
name inspired the man considered to be the founding
father of New Urbanism: John Nolen. .

In the 1920s, when Florida was linked by rail to t;ne
cities of the North and the Midwe§t aqd th_e tourist
boom began, hordes of investors arrived in Little V(?n-
ice, including the powerful Brotherhood of Locom(_)twe
Engineers (BLE). The BLE mainly wanted to’bulld a
vacation center for its members. They also almed_at
making some ambitious and profitable real estate in-
vestments in the region, where great prqspects were
opening up for tourist growth and building develop-
ments. To do so, they turned to John Nolen, thel lead-
i ban planner of the day.
mgle)lien osertly referred to the British model of the
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garden city and designed a town with broad tree-lined
avenues and pedestrian-friendly streets, openly chal-
lenging the nascent rise of the automobile. The urban
plan joined up all the parts of the town, including the
segregated quarters for the colored population, to the
center. His rational plan also fitted in harmoniously
with the lush Florida countryside. “Nature led the
way,” and the plan, Nolen wrote, “followed her way.”
The distinctive feature was the broad green belt bor-
dering the bay and beach like an amphitheater. The
green area and the sea belonged to everyone — it was
part of the “the public property of the waterfront,” as
Nolen wrote.

This was the dream of every urban planner come
true: to design an ideal city from scratch.

Describing all the many Venices and the “new Vene-
tians” scattered round the world, as well as traces of
Venetianness in the most inconceivable places is not
only an entertaining, arguably extravagant, and lit-
tle-known exercise (not everyone is aware of the real
reach and spread of this phenomenon of replication).
It is also a way of paying an unusual homage to the
original lagoon city and its history. Even if only by re-
ferring to a few exemplary cases, we have illustrated
the many new forms whereby Venice — at times merely
through its name or emblems — has exercised its fas-
cination and influence in the most disparate places in
the world. What is involved is not only the history of
the Venetian Republic, but also this little-known cos-
mopolitan story of all the attempts to reproduce and
imitate the Italian city. '

This is the spirit of the book you now hold in your
hands. It is the leitmotif joining up the various parts.
The images in the book are also unusual. They accom-

General plan of Venice, Florida, designed and built in 1925 by the visionary John Nolen,
considered the founding father of New Urbanism. His rational urban plan fitted in
harmoniously with the lush natural landscape of the Gulf of Mexico.

pany, document and enhance a series of writings and
varied “literary” genres: the subjective free style of t'he
novelist, classic reports like those from the past, with
careful factual and analytical information in the best
essay-writing tradition, and historical ret':or_lstructions.
The great variety of styles and content is intended to
capture the kaleidoscope of Venetianngss in the collec-
tive imagination, created by Venice in its one hundred
or more replicas and reflected images.

! “With this island there was another island at a distanc_e of ten icagi{es,
and we found a very large population with their houses built on the sea like
Venice, with great skill, and amazed by this, we agreed to go and see thezp,
but when we reached the houses they wanted to defend them, S0 we dld
not enter.” “We were on land in a port, where we found a population which
had settled on the water like Venice; there were around forty-four houses
like huts, built on very large poles, and they used t‘he doors or entrances to
the house as drawbridges.” Vita e lettere di Amerigo _Vespuccr:, genniuomo
fiorentino raccolte e illustrate dall’Abate Angelo Maria Bandini, Florence,

DCCXLV. '
?IGign Antonio Stella, Odissee. Italiani sulle rotte del sogno e del dolore, Mi-

lan, Rizzoli, 2004.




Palladio in upstate New York
Judith Stiles

What would William Shakespeare have said if he
time-traveled into the future and met a real life The
Merchant of Venice, who was the very first fellow to
open a general store in the tiny hamlet of Venice, New
York? The local historical registry lists Philander
~ Tracy as the first merchant of Venice circa 1868, and I
bet Shakespeare would have loved to use this colorful
name in a play somewhere. Perhaps Philander
could have been Shylock’s competitor or archrival?
My traveling companion John (aka husband) and I
pondered this question as we drove deeper and deeper
into rolling farmland toward the American Venice of
upstate New York.

As we got north of Cortland, in the Finger Lakes
region, we watched the towering church steeples and
ugly yellow McDonald’s arches disappear behind us, as
cell phone reception crackled and dimmed into the land
of cows and wheat. Farmhouses occasionally dotted the
landscape with nary a supermarket, shopping center,
or even a general store on the horizon. Being a city girl
from Brooklyn, I giggled nervously as I pondered the
concept of remote towns. I recounted to my husband

One of the farmhouses situated on sprawling fields around Venice, New York. This
particular wooden building was constructed in Italian Renaissance Revival style.




that when I had offered to meet the Town Supervisor,
John Grover, in a local diner, I was met with silence,
as he proceeded to affably mention that Venice Center
had no diner, no restaurants, nor coffee shops, and
that we could meet at the town hall, the lone edifice of
Venice Center.

How could this be, Il wondered, that almost a hundred
years after their first merchant of Venice, New York,
there was not a single general store, or newsstand,
or drugstore, movie theater, hospital, or shopping
mall in all 42 square miles that are the approximate
boundaries of Venice? Grover, a farmer like his father
before him, had joked with me on the phone, not to
blink or I could miss the modular grey town hall in
the center of Venice, where they held town meetings
on the third Thursday of every month.

There was something relaxing about the drive
through farmland on a brilliant sunny day in May that
began to drain hectic city life out of my being. When my
cell phone went dead, and there was nobody but a cow
to assist with directions, we found ourselves merrily
heading past the border of Venice to the neighboring
hamlet of Moravia, which we had intended to visit
anyway because it is home to the regional historical
society. The borders between these towns were blurry
to say the least, so which were the exact 42 square
miles of Venice Center was not at all obvious to a city
girl like me. With green fields and a few fences, where
did Venice end and Moravia begin? And where did
the 1,600 residents go to shop, if there were no more
merchants of Venice?

In Moravia, we were warmly greeted at the Cayuga
County Historical Society by a smiling and gracious
Arlene Murphy, who has lived in the area a proud 81






































































































































































