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Tuscan sunflowers as soen from the roac.

Under a spell
attair

Story and Photography by DAVID BUTWIN

When dinner was finished on the flagstone terrace, we moved to the garden and
watched the pale Tuscan sky shade to blackness. Under a full moon, the fows of
Cpresses along the s bordering wals sseme o march away ke seniies. T air
smelled of jasmine, and owls hooted in the bam.

Ifthat isn't romantic enough, you should have seen the way the tiled innkeeper, a count
named Carlo, greeted his female guests here in Htaly. Itwas the old continenal brush of
lips across a startied hand, and it worked wonders.

My wife, Pam, was putty o this lean silver-haired man in his uniform of chinos, loafers
and zod st How does e do 17 wondered. s i tinide, i e e et to
he nn— Pam, tsenags daugnter Kalo and | — fom a ot and tring outing,and trere in
e Slon araway, Cao oo would 381 1ings Rgnt with & bow. 3 3me

“Buona seral

Notthat there was much to setright during that week in Tuscany and Umbria. The

7-r00m Locanda dell Amorosa proved an almost perfect holday base. Though tsatin |

an unremarkable plain, we had Tuscany all around us, the green heartof Umbriaout oo i SRS
back and the auiosirad eading o Forenco was ustfve miles away. Yot we hardly L
needed Florence, with Siena just 30 miles west, and the sweet Tuscan hillowns

Pienza and Montepulciano closer 1o the south. This s how a day starts at the inn: You're
siting on the terrace spooning Up the last cappucein froth and reading up on Pienza
and Montepulciano in a guidebook when a visitor fom Milan at the next able waves
you over.

“Do not miss Bagno Vignoni,” he says, of an ancient spa town he and his wife had toured the day before, themselves tiped

lived outside Florence. Itis more stately than dramatic, but i views will stagger you, and so will the famous local wine, the
ruby-colored Vino Nobile:

For me, though, the nectar of the gods is lalian coffee. Since landing in Milan, we'd made atleast a twice-daily habit of coffee:
bars, and now we were drawn to Caffe Poliziano. Afer Poliziano, your local coffee bar will never look the same. Opened in
1868, this gem of art-nouveau design has a pocket-size baicony perched over a cif. t was named for the town's own Il
Poliziano, a fine Renaissance poet who saved Lorenzo de Medici from assassins in 1478, Two things to know about Halian
coffee bars: The portions are small, and they don'tinger over their drink. They stop in, drain a cup in five minutes and move
on, often repeating the act three and four times a day.

We lingered il f 10 minues, tren cmbed ot 0p of e testand tre piazza

lends nto a
i L A i e i B N 5 AL A St R
6th-century cathedral

stood on the deck, with binoculars, a radio phone and a bag lunch. She was a forest
ranger, scanning ihe baked summer hils for ires.

Then we were offo Plnz another exraordinary il town. You wing upward 0 1500
noble gates stands “the
Lo s Ut o Sl by Pope
Pius Il in the mid-15th century, the first modern example of town planning, but he died
‘500 after, and so did his architect, and their dream of an rban lopia was never
ealized

4 pm. the sireets were aimost empty, the shops closing for siesta. We
‘window-shopped, admired the perfecty proportioned Renaissance piazza and peered
= over he town walis o the green Tuscan floor below. On a shaded terrace justoutside
Tho auihor and s caughter, Kaie,n tho
S author and i daughlr Kato, 019 e gates, we took he st emply able at restaurant DalFalco
Gl Share a secrat? Everything we ate we could have ordered back home at Dante's
Pizzeria in Leonia, N.J.: gnocchi in Bolognese sauce, spaghett carbonara, minestrone.
ere was one difference: Pienza, not Leonia, was walting or us when we finished.

Pam led us back to a hardware store she had marked. Tuscan hardware stores are botn utitarian [ XYY Y YN
and eye-catohing, stocked with objects of shiny steel, bold crockery, natural wood. We picked up a

S51ofbght Woog6 plates and & plat rack, O f e Mostusetl fNot &t Duys [ ever made
abroad. The plates, a ixure In Tuscan kitchens, have since served us a thousand ways.

ALK, wo wers g ebbisit th oo a Bagro Vinon, e andert s o heman
e L e e e | W
watery piazza, surrounded by proud stone buildings. We dangled our feetin the water, then ducked
el o b A son Bl e Sl ot ot e et
e L e o o L
st o 4 e Mo b Ao o v o ol el o
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On e otstdays, here was consigerable comortnding back rough ol

o lisered inn and tne counts. Locanda del o medioval
village and in recent times a large farm. In Carlo Citterio’s hanﬂs the inn drips with cultural delfAmorosa runs from
Mioge and| i3 ardrs o
oo wasbastatn o diing e vasa veatrg wooder ravine b aigonzo VAT
Tuscan siang n uitinficied o e
Fabio, e hotel manager. Favio aiways 0oked oversalsa, especially sianding beside e boss in kgl Va0,
s oafrs, zod s an cninos, A
o

%
AMOroSo's restaurant atracts diners from afar. The menu is poetic n is imitations: a flet of turbot Sinalun

with porcini mushrooms or griled siroin with taragon. Among the regional tems are cheeses from minutes south
the Pienza hills, salami from Trequanda and the house siracci, a wide pasta made every day by

Onelia, the pastaila (pasta maker), daughter of a farmer who hiad once toiled here.

‘Then one morning we packed up, Pam collected her last courty kiss, and we headed into Umbria. ~ Imernatonal arport.

‘There were stops in the big Umbrian capital, Perugia, and in Deruta, a hll town totally dedicaled 10 FoR INFORMATION
aking. In one of the many pottery shops, | picked a small piicher offa shelf. There was.

‘something familiar about t, and then it came to me: Td bought one just like t 10 years earlier, in the

‘same shop run by the same smiling, impish potter, who stood 10 feet away.

On our last full day in Italy, we prowled Assisi and saw the Giotto frescoes, collapsing late in the
aemoon in the Piazza del Commune, a lovely compact rectangle. The fountain was aswarm with

pigeons and tourists.

We lngered over espressos n o Minerva s a reeze futared the el and church bl bonged out e our

‘would be no lalian countin the courtyard wailing for us that day, but we had a marbled room in & restored palazzo
Roteln he hilllown of Spelo, with a wide window hat 60KEd out acréss the Umbrian plai. twould 6o ora night
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