
After an early morning start, without my óWheatiesô, and already quite exhausted from the hike 

up the mountain in Napoli, I cautiously entered the time warp train into the ancient city of 

Pompeii. 

 

Walking through the óPorta Marinaô, or entrance to the city one would never think it was so 

massive. It was about 10am when I ventured through the gate, up the winding stone pathway, 

already feeling the effects of the tropic sun bearing down upon me. 

 

The wonderful smell of Oleander blooms, of which I am allergic to of course, filled the morning 

air as I continued through the tunnel into the excavated ruins of what was once a fruitful and 

prosperous city. 



 

Here is the imposing óHouse of the Labyrinthô from the Samnite period, which depicts on the 

interior Theseus and the Minotaur in the Labyrinth.  

 

On the left is the óamphitheatreô, of course it was really enormous, and on the right the óTemple 

of Apolloô, in the background another view of the volcano that ended life for the inhabitants 

here. 

 

 

 



 

These pictures show the Forum which was the center of political and economic life in the city. 

As I continued around every corner my breath escaped me, I really felt as if we had stepped 

through a time tunnel, the walls echoing with the sounds and voices of the people who once lived 

here. 

 

Again another picture of the óForoô and some more of the ruins surrounding the main buildings. 

 

 



 

On the left the Via dellôAbbondanza and one of many óFountains of Plentyô which provided 

water not only for past inhabitants but also for me as the sun continued to drain my energy away. 

 

Continuing the tour I passed, on the left, the óBuilding of Eumachiaô which was the seat of the 

corporation of dyers and launderers. Onward I went down more streets made of massive rocksé 

 

 



 

Wondering what lay in store next I found the interior of the óBakery of Modestoô, the urns on the 

right holding the ingredients for the tasty goods created here. At this point my stomach was 

yearning for replenishment, and thinking about the savory morsels produced by this place made 

it even more unbearable.  

 

On the left is the óHouse of the Gladiatorsô, which reminded me of the house of the Dominus in 

the recent Showtime television series, óSpartacusô. My imagination was running wild by this 

time, envisioning Roman warriors and citizens filling these halls. 



 

A view of the external walls of the city, which visitors can take a bicycle tour of, on the 

Vesuvius side, and on the right the óTower of Apolloô. 

 

Above another bathhouse and a good view of the barrier walls that provided a heavy layer of 

protection for this city. 

 


