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INTRODUCTION

			Artemis Of Ephesus: 
The Goddess Who Called Me Back

			I was born into the Romanian Orthodox Church under the long, grey shadow of communism. In that world, religion was a whisper. It lived behind closed doors, under breath, and in ritual that survived like roots under frost. Though the regime tried to silence belief, it could not extinguish the ceremony. We still walked the Easter procession, candles flickering as we circled the altar in the dark. We still carried home the flame, carefully cradled in our cupped hands, and transferred it to the threshold, above the door, for protection and light for the year ahead. That ritual, quiet and powerful, rooted itself in me. Even then, as a child, I knew there was something sacred in fire, in the feminine, in the act of carrying light through darkness.

			When we arrived in Canada, we came without certificates of religion. Paperless in faith, but not faithless. The Catholic school board, learning of my Italian grandfather on my mother’s side, accepted us in. And so, I stepped into Catholicism, wearing the same flame in a new lamp. It was there that I encountered her: Mary, the Virgin. She stood above me, in statues and framed images, a serene queen wrapped in sky blue, always holding her son. She was not God, but she was near Him. She was revered, respected, sung to, and knelt before. I was young, but I saw her power. And I felt it. I folded my devotion around her like the little paper icon I tucked under my pillow each night. It was an image of her holding the infant Christ, his little body tucked safely into hers, her gaze soft but strong. I prayed to her quietly, fiercely, whispering secrets and fears into the dark.

			I carried that reverence with me as I grew. When I entered university, I chose Religious Studies as one of my majors, not because I doubted my faith, but because I wanted to understand it more deeply. I wanted to learn about Mary. I wanted to learn about God. I wanted to pull apart the fabric of devotion and see how it was woven. What I didn’t know then is that pulling the threads would eventually lead me away from the Church. But it would not lead me away from the sacred. What I found, again and again, as I studied scripture, symbolism, history, theology, was that the Virgin Mary did not begin with Christianity. More precisely, the characteristics attributed to her — virginity, mothering without sex, connection to honey and milk, protection, fertility, wrath and mercy — did not originate with Christianity. The deeper I went, the more often I was led back, not to Eve, not to Sarah, not even to Isis, but to Artemis. Specifically, Artemis of Ephesus.

			She appeared first in fragments, footnotes, side notes, strange statues mislabeled as “multi-breasted,” misunderstood, distorted. But she kept appearing. Her symbols were there in the corners of Christian theology. Her presence echoed through the titles given to Mary: Queen of Heaven, Soteira (Saviour), Parthenos (Virgin), Theotokos (God-bearer). I found her behind the images of bees, milk, honey, cosmic fertility. And she stood, always, just before Mary. I began to wonder: Who is this Artemis that I keep bumping into? Why is she haunting the pages I study about the Virgin?

			And then it shifted. It wasn’t haunting. It was calling.

			Artemis of Ephesus became the centre of a question I could no longer ignore. I looked at her cult statue, stern, majestic, crowned, and saw a goddess whose worship shaped an entire region for over a thousand years. I saw a figure who gathered epithets and absorbed them, who stood at the intersection of nature, law, midwifery, protection, cosmic order, and death. She was not erased by other goddesses. She did not replace them. She expanded. She stood beside Kybele. She gathered the names of Britomartis, Diktynna, and others. She walked the sacred way around Mount Pion. She lived in the statues, in the bees, in the temples of the Mediterranean. And as I saw her, really saw her, I understood that this was no separate figure from the huntress Artemis of Greece. This was not a fork in the mythic road. This was a widening of it. The huntress and the mother, the wild and the orderly, the distant and the intimate, they were one.

			This realization that Artemis of Ephesus and the Greek Artemis were not separate but unified embodiments of the same divinity reshaped not only my academic trajectory but my understanding of religious continuity and transformation. Still, for a time, this recognition remained largely intellectual. It informed my research, influenced my teaching, and deepened my inquiry, but it had not yet fully entered my daily life as a lived experience.

			I began to truly step into my commitment to Artemis, not just as an object of study but as a divine force, a companion, a collaborator, in 2022, when I published She Who Hunts. That was the moment I walked into the light and said it out loud: she is not only the subject of my academic research, but the very pulse behind it. She is the goddess I serve. And that service has taken many forms. I have since spoken publicly about her at conferences and retreats, taught online courses, created devotional spaces and academic ones. And I have devoted my energy, body, mind, spirit, to The Artemis Mapping Project, a pilgrimage in disguise, a global undertaking that seeks to map every known temple dedicated to her across the Mediterranean, Anatolia, and beyond. What began as a scholarly pursuit quickly revealed itself to be something far more intimate, far more sacred.

			Yes, I photograph ancient stones and collect excavation notes, but I am also touching the earth where she once stood, listening for her breath in the wind through pine trees, lighting candles where others once offered milk, honey, coins, clay figurines. I walk the roads her followers walked. I pray, though not in the way I used to — there is no kneeling, no formal utterance — but in the way of being present, in the way of standing witness.

			It wasn’t until I allowed myself to think of this work as devotion that the deeper grief surfaced: I had not grown up with her.

			I had not known Artemis.

			And suddenly I was filled with mourning, a kind of retroactive loss. What would it have meant to grow up with her? What kind of child might I have been with Artemis by my side? Would I have stood taller? Spoken louder? Fought harder? Would I have learned not to shrink? Not to beg for permission to shine? Not to wrap myself in humility, apology, smallness? Artemis does not ask for permission. She does not wait to be seen. She steps forward. She leads. She demands. And I, as a young girl, a young woman, a young academic, so often did the opposite. I bent. I softened. I silenced myself. And I thought: if only I had known her sooner, I would have known myself sooner.

			But then, like lightning, it struck me. I had known her. She had come to me in the only form she could at the time: the Virgin Mary.

			And in that instant, the grief turned to awe. Of course! Of course the goddess who never disappears, who absorbs instead of erases, who wears masks and changes names and walks through fire to reach us, of course she would find a way. And that way was Mary. The very goddess I loved, the one I wept to, the one whose image I hid under my pillow, she was Artemis in disguise. Not as trickery, not as falsehood, but as survival. As continuity. As fusion. And just as this book argues that Artemis of Ephesus was not replaced but merged into Mary, so too did that happen in me. The transition was seamless. I was never without her.

			Because Artemis does not abandon her people.

			She finds a way to survive in whatever form the world allows. That is the brilliance of Artemis, not just in her power, not just in her temples, but in her endurance. She does not conquer; she expands. She does not erase; she enfolds. She allows room for the old and the new. When she arrives in a new city, she does not destroy the goddesses who came before her. She becomes them, and they become her. In Ephesus, she stood beside Kybele. In Delos, she stood beside Leto and Apollo. In Brauron, she stood beside Iphigenia. She did not burn down temples to make space for her own. She carved new epithets, new meanings, and allowed the older spirits to live on within her.

			It is Christianity that came with fire. It is Christianity that erased. That buried. That burned. But even then, Artemis found a way.

			And for me, that way was Mary.

			I see now that she met me exactly where I was. A girl devoted to ritual. A girl whose heart needed form. A girl who could not have borne the shock of breaking from her religious roots, not yet. Artemis met me there, inside the form of Mary, and waited. She whispered through the rosaries. She sang through the Marian hymns. She placed her symbols in my hands: honey, milk, fire, crescent moons. And when I was ready, ready to see her for who she truly is, she revealed herself.

			Not as a stranger, but as the one who had always been there.

			In this way, Artemis helped me reclaim something I didn’t know I had lost. She helped me look back, not just to Mary, but beyond her. She helped me see that my devotion as a child was not misplaced. It was simply incomplete. That Mary, too, was a thread in a much older tapestry. That the flame I carried home from Easter in Romania was also lit on the altars of goddesses long before Christ. That the woman who suckled God, who stood at the foot of the cross, who ascended Queen of Heaven, she, too, was first Artemis.

			And it is this mystery, this seamless thread, that I now walk daily in my work. It is why I travel to sacred sites, climb through abandoned mountain paths to find fallen stones, photograph coins, decipher inscriptions, cry in forgotten groves. Because she is still there. Still calling. Still asking us to remember.

			Last September, as I was still shaping this book, still smoothing its edges and weaving its layers, I returned to Romania for the first time in many years, and for the first time, I went alone. I had only gone back once since we escaped, with my mother, back in 2006. And even then, I wasn’t ready to feel much. But this time, in the autumn quiet, I wanted something. I wanted to feel the land. I wanted the soil to speak to me. I wanted the roots of my body to tremble with recognition. I wanted the trees to know me. I wanted the stones to remember me. But none of that happened.

			Instead, I wandered through streets and fields and forests in silence. I watched the sky. I felt the air. And nothing stirred. No powerful pull. No reverent awe. Not like the feeling I get in Crete, where my whole being seems to hum when my feet touch the ground. Not like the aching romance I feel in Italy, where every stone whispers something beautiful and broken. No, Romania, my birthplace, my homeland, felt… still.

			I said this on a video call to my mother one afternoon. “It’s so strange that I’m here, on the land where I was born, and I feel nothing. Not belonging. Not pull. Just… neutral.” And she looked at me and said something I’ll never forget. She said, “One of the reasons we were able to leave Romania, even when it was dangerous, was because I didn’t feel nationalist pride. I didn’t feel nationalist attachment. So it wasn’t hard for me to go.” That shook something in me. I realized I had inherited that same detachment. Not indifference, but something older. As if I knew, even before I had the words for it, that my roots were more dispersed than any one geography.

			And then I said, almost without thinking, “What if we don’t come from here?” What if my ancestors, my ancient, ancient ancestors, migrated here from elsewhere? What if we are not of this land but simply on it for a time? What if the pull I feel toward Crete, toward Ephesus, toward the temples and caves of the Mediterranean basin, is not just academic curiosity or spiritual longing, but ancestral memory? What if we came from there?

			It wouldn’t be unusual. The Neolithic world was fluid. People moved constantly. They followed rivers and seasons, stars and migrations, love and survival. So many families, so many tribes, drifted and merged, carried stories and gods with them. It is entirely possible that the bones in my body were shaped by lands I have not yet remembered. But that moment planted something in me. A feeling. A possibility.

			Months passed, I continued writing, and one day, a friend and I were talking about the ancestry of our names. I never liked my name “Carla” and was complaining to her that it wasnt something more meaningful like “Star” or “Moonbeam” lol. Somehow we moved past my hipy hopes of a cool name and into out last names. I began thinking about my last name: Ionescu.

			In Romania, under Ceaușescu’s regime, the “-escu” suffix was heavily emphasized, attached to countless names as a way to solidify identity, unify the people under the image of the state. Ceaușescu’s own name became a symbol of power and fear, of propaganda and control. The name “Ionescu” was, and still is, common. I never gave it much thought. It meant nothing more to me than “my last name.” But when I stripped it down, removed the political suffix, there it was: Ion.

			Ion.

			A name that in English sometimes translates to John. A name passed down for centuries. A name written in church books and whispered at baptisms. But something in me stirred. I thought: What is the history of Ion? And so, as casually as one does, I searched. I Googled.

			And what I found stopped me in my tracks.

			The name Ion may well be linked to the Ionians, one of the ancient Greek tribes, those wanderers and colonists who sailed across the Aegean and settled in Anatolia, founding among other cities… Ephesus. My whole body shivered. The Ionians, those carriers of knowledge, of writing, of temples, of Artemis, were the ones who established her grand sanctuary in Ephesus. They were the ones who built her temple. They were the ones who carved her image, invoked her name, sang her hymns in a new land. The Ionian Artemis is the Artemis of Ephesus.

			And suddenly, that moment with my mother, that strange stillness in Romania, that lack of rootedness, it all made sense.

			Perhaps I do come from somewhere else. Perhaps my deep knowing of Artemis, my relentless pursuit of her, my years of research and devotion, my willingness to climb mountains and peer into ancient cisterns and cry in ruined sanctuaries, perhaps that is not just passion. Perhaps it is memory. Ancestral memory. A biological echo.

			Perhaps Artemis chose me because she has always known me.

			Recognizing this lineage, this continuity beneath the surface, allowed me to reframe not only my understanding of Artemis, but of myself and the spiritual inheritance many of us carry unknowingly. If Mary, in her grace and symbolic power, is a vessel shaped by older forces, then Artemis stands as one of the earliest shapers. She does not vanish behind the newer figure; she pulses beneath her, a foundation rather than a relic. This understanding reframes our return to Artemis not as a departure from familiar devotion, but as a step deeper into it, as if walking backwards into the cave to find the first fire.

			This book, then, is more than research. It is more than an academic offering. It is a return. A devotion. A testimony. It is a hand extended to anyone who has felt the stirrings of the goddess beneath the image of Mary, anyone who has looked at a statue and seen a memory flicker behind the marble, anyone who has whispered I think I know you, even if they couldn’t say why.

			It is a book for those who see her.

			For those who are just beginning to see her.

			For those who still believe they never knew her.

			But I promise you, if she is calling, it is because she already has you.

			And perhaps she always did.

			 

			 

			



	

CHAPTER ONE

			Artemis Ephesia: 
The People’s Goddess

			The story of Artemis of Ephesus begins, as all great myths do, with the land itself. Before the goddess stood at the center of her magnificent temple, before her sanctuary drew pilgrims from across empires, before her image was carved in stone and adorned with sacred symbols, there was the earth, restless, shifting, alive. Ephesus was never simply chosen; it was shaped. Its history rises not from a singular act of foundation, but from a long and persistent entanglement of nature, migration, and divine presence. The rivers carried their silt to the Aegean shore, carving out the fertile plain that would cradle the city. The mountains stood sentinel, bearing silent witness to every new wave of settlers, conquerors, and supplicants who sought to make their home upon this contested ground.

			It is here, along the winding course of the Cayster River, nestled between the slopes of Mount Koressos and Mount Pion, that a sanctuary first emerged, a sacred space long before it was a city, a place where the boundaries between the human and divine were thin and porous. The origins of Ephesus cannot be reduced to a single founding tale. Its birth is layered with competing memories: the arrival of Ionian colonists led by Androclus, the whispered presence of Amazonian warriors fleeing their enemies, and the lingering traces of earlier Anatolian inhabitants whose devotions to the Mother Goddess had already permeated the land. Each thread weaves into the next, not erasing what came before but folding it into the ever-growing identity of the city and the goddess who would rule it.

			The sanctuary that grew out of this landscape did not emerge as a blank slate for new religious invention. It absorbed, instead, everything the land itself offered: the fertility of its soil, the bounty of its rivers, the shelter of its groves. From the earliest wooden image, fastened upright so it would not fall, to the monumental marble Artemision that would rise to awe the ancient world, Artemis’ presence was constant and unbroken. The city became her temple as much as her temple stood within the city. Ephesus lived through her, and she through it.

			This was a city that belonged to Artemis before it belonged to kings, empires, or armies. And even as the city expanded, shifted, and evolved, its devotion to Artemis remained the one immutable truth that carried it forward across centuries.

			



	

1. Ephesus: Origin and Geography

			The city of Ephesus has a long and tumultuous history. Its significance lies in its early geographical location, which established the settlement as the greatest harbour on the eastern coast of the Aegean Sea.1 Over time, the city shifted through five distinct locations, each within a small area but shaped by environmental changes and political needs.

			Ephesus’ original site, marked as Ephesus I: Aya Suluk (St. John Area) on modern archaeological maps, was located on the northern slopes of Mount Koressos and Mount Pion, just south of the Cayster River. This harbour was intended to serve both as a major merchant trade centre and as a well-equipped arsenal. Strabo outlines some of the engineering problems the early city faced,

			The city has both an arsenal and a harbour. The mouth of the harbour was made narrower by the engineers, but they, along with the king who ordered it, were deceived as to the result, I mean Attalus Philadelphus; for he thought that the entrance would be deep enough for large merchant vessels. But the result was the opposite, for the silt, thus hemmed in, made the whole of the harbour, as far as the mouth, more shallow. Before this time the ebb and flow of the tides would carry away the silt and draw it to the sea outside. (Strabo 641.24)

			The silt from this primary site eventually built up, forming a fertile plain and causing the coastline to recede farther west. The second location, Ephesus II – the Artemisian area, shows that the unfortified Late Archaic and Classical city had moved further inland, closer to the location of modern Selçuk. During the Roman period, a sea channel was maintained, though with difficulty, connecting the city to a harbour situated well west of Mount Pion. By the late Byzantine period, this channel had become unusable. Apart from a few archaic graves, the Archaic and Classical phases of the city remain largely unexplored archaeologically.

			Ephesus III: Port of St. Paul was established at the base of Mount Koressos and is thought to represent the city’s most expansive and prosperous phase. Scholars Preston Duane Warden and Roger Bagnall2 estimate that Ephesus had around 40,000 male citizens during this period, suggesting a total population exceeding 250,000 inhabitants. This would place Ephesus as perhaps the fourth-largest city of its time, after Rome, Alexandria, and Antioch.3 At this point, Ephesus had become an economic stronghold in Asia Minor and rightly claimed the title “The Supreme Metropolis of Asia.”4

			It is also during this phase that the worship of Artemis Ephesia reached its highest point. Rooted in Anatolian origins but shaped by Greek characteristics, the Artemis of Ephesus was a goddess unlike any other. In her city, she commanded absolute loyalty in exchange for sanctuary, divine mercy, and extraordinary wealth.

			Establishing and Re-establishing

			The first phase of the city of Ephesus was established, and re-established, many times by a wide range of communities, both indigenous and foreign. The ancient Greeks believed that the great river Oceanus and his consort Tethys gave birth to thousands of water deities, each tied to a particular river.5 Among these, the river Cayster (modern Küçük Menderes) had its headwaters on Mount Tmolos in Anatolia (modern Turkey), and its silt flowed into the Aegean Sea near where the city of Ephesus would eventually rise.

			In one mythic version of the city’s origins, Pausanias tells us that the river god Cayster fathered the first Ephesian and gave the city its name,

			However, it was not by the Amazons that the sanctuary was founded, but by Coresus, an aboriginal, and Ephesus, who is thought to have been a son of the river Cayster, and from Ephesus the city received its name. (Pausanias 7.2.7)

			Other sources suggest different origins. Some point to Aphasa, an ancient Mycenaean city of the Ahhiyawa Kingdom in southwestern Asia Minor. Others suggest that Apasas, was the legendary name of an Amazon warrior queen. The name Apasas literally translates to “City of the Mother Goddess.”6

			According to Guy Maclean Rogers, there were at least fifty original tribes in the Ephesus region before the Ionian colonization.7 Toward the end of the 13th century BCE the Greek peninsula was invaded by Dorians from the north. Their pressure pushed many Achaeans out of the mainland. Under the leadership of Androclus, son of the Athenian king Codrus, the Achaeans sailed into the Aegean and sought a new place to settle. Strabo records the event,

			Androclus, legitimate son of Codrus, the King of Athens, was the leader of the Ionian colonisation… and that he became the founder of Ephesus; and for this reason, it is said, the royal seat of the Ionians was established there. (Strabo 632–3)

			Legend has it that Androclus followed bees as omens of where to settle his people. Philostratus the Elder writes,

			 

			When the Athenians set out to colonize Ionia, the Muses in the form of bees guided their fleet; for they rejoiced in Ionia, because the waters of Meles are sweeter than the waters of Cephisus and Olmeius. (Philostratus the Elder, Imagines 2.8)

			In honour of the guiding bees, the Ephesians later minted their image onto silver coins. The bee became not only a symbol of Ephesus, but also of Artemis herself.

			Androclus and his followers settled along the western and southwestern shores of Ionia and Caria, sometime between 1000 and 800 BCE prior to the age of Homer and Hesiod.8 The challenges of building a city on this shifting, unstable land led Androclus to seek help from the Delphic Oracle. Drawing from Creophylus’ Chronicles of the Ephesians, Athenaeus writes,

			The founders of Ephesus, after suffering many hardships because of the difficulties of the region, finally sent to the Oracle of the God and asked where they should place their city. And he declared to them that they should build a city ‘wheresoever a fish shall show them and a wild boar shall lead the way.’ It is said, accordingly, that some fishermen were eating their noonday meal in [between] the place today called ‘Oily’ and the sacred lake. One of the fish popped out with the live coal and fell into some straw, and the thicket in which a wild boar happened to be was set on fire. The boar, frightened by the fire, ran up a great distance on the mountain and was brought down by [Androclus’] javelin and fell where today stands the temple of Athena [Athenaeum]. (Athenaeus, VIII. 361d–e)

			Seeing the prophecy fulfilled, Androclus drove out the Carians, Leleges, and Lydians, who had lived in the region for centuries, and officially founded the city of Ephesus. This early city was marked by conflict and resistance as the new Ionian settlers clashed with the local populations. However, not all of the surrounding communities were expelled. As Pausanias recounts,

			 

			But Androclus the son of Codrus (for he it was who was appointed king of the Ionians who sailed against Ephesus) expelled from the land the Leleges and Lydians who occupied the upper city. Those, however, who dwelt around the sanctuary, had nothing to fear; they exchanged oaths of friendship with the Ionians and escaped warfare. Androclus also took Samos from the Samians and for a time the Ephesians held Samos and the adjacent islands. (Pausanias 7.2.8)

			As Hans Willer Laale explains, it was this blending of cultures, rituals, and religious traditions that helped shape the powerful influence of Artemis Ephesia. The indigenous people of this region had deep Anatolian roots and are believed to have worshipped Kybele, an early Mother Goddess. When the Greeks arrived, they brought with them Artemis, their own goddess of the wild. Artemis of the Hunt slipped seamlessly into the role of nature guardian and ritual authority. She inherited the local reverence for wilderness, fertility, and protection of the young.9 As Rogers notes, Ephesus was a center of religion long before it was ever a political capital, “…for in Asia Minor religious feeling clings with marvelous persistence to definite localities.”10 This deep-rooted religious attachment, along with fierce civic loyalty, is later revealed in the reaction to King Lysimachus’ attempt to move the city to a new location. Seeing great potential for Ephesus, Lysimachus, upon gaining control of the Ionian coast in 287 BCE began plans for a new, fortified capital city. However, the locals were resistant. Strabo records how Lysimachus forced the relocation,

			 

			Lysimachus built a wall round the present city, but the people were not agreeably disposed to change their abodes to it; and therefore he waited for a downpour of rain and himself took advantage of it and blocked the sewers so as to inundate the city; and the inhabitants were then glad to make the change. He named the city after his wife Arsinoe; the old name, however, prevailed. (Strabo 640.21)

			Thus, the people of Ephesus were compelled to abandon the older site and settle in a newly fortified city between Mount Pion and Mount Koressos. This new city included over 9 km of fortification walls, a secure harbour, and large-scale storage and shipping infrastructure. 11 But Lysimachus’ plans were cut short by his death. The city he named Arsinoe, after his wife, faded, and the older name, Ephesus, persisted.

			During the 3rd and 2nd centuries BCE control over Ephesus changed hands repeatedly. In 133 BCE the city became part of the Attalid Kingdom, which was willed to Rome. Ephesus was declared the capital of the Roman Province of Asia and quickly rose to become one of the largest and most important commercial centres in the eastern Roman Empire. It was honoured by Rome and extensively beautified with monumental architecture. Thanks to Roman engineering, the harbour remained open, despite the relentless silting of the river.

			The Temple of Artemis Ephesia

			Despite the many challenges of settling and maintaining the city and its harbour, Ephesus’ cultural life was focused on its powerful and all-encompassing Mother Goddess, Artemis Ephesia, and her inviolable and sacrosanct temple, the Artemision.

			The Temple of Artemis Ephesia, known as the Artemision, was one of the Seven Wonders of the Ancient World. It was located within the city of Ephesus and was completely rebuilt three times before its eventual destruction by the Goths in 263 CE.12 Only foundations and sculptural fragments of the latest of the temples remain at the archeological site today.

			The first sanctuary antedated the Ionic immigration by many years, and dates to the Bronze Age. Pausanias states, “The sanctuary of Apollo at Didymi, and his oracle, is earlier than the immigration of the Ionians, while the cult of Ephesian Artemis is far more ancient still than their coming” (Pausanias 7.2.7). Excavations in 1987-8813 confirmed that the site was occupied as early as the Bronze Age, with a sequence of pottery finds that extend forward to Middle Geometric times, when a peripteral14 temple with a floor of hard-packed clay was constructed in the second half of the 8th century BCE. The peripteral temple at Ephesus offers the earliest example of a peripteral type on the coast of Asia Minor, and perhaps the oldest known example of post-Mycenaean Greek monumental architecture. Tradition claims that this earlier shrine of Artemis stood on the seashore, which means it must evidently have been above the sea level.15 The earliest cult statue of Artemis Ephesia was most likely made of wood, and would have been centered within this archaic sanctuary.16 The sanctuary measured 13.5 x 6.5 m with 4×8 m columns surrounding an open cella within its interior. Inside, resting on six columns, a rectangular baldachin housed the cult figure. Callimachus, in his Hymn to Artemis, attributed the sculpting of this early wood figure to the Amazons,

			For thee, too, the Amazons, whose mind is set on war, in Ephesus beside the sea established an image beneath an oak trunk, and Hippo performed a holy rite for thee, and they themselves, O Upis Queen17, around the image danced a war-dance – first in shields and armour, and again in a circle arraying a spacious choir. And afterwards around that image was raised a shrine of broad foundations. That it shall never behold nothing more divine, naught richer. (Callimachus, Hymn to Artemis, 233, 248)

			In addition to this wooden figure, there may have been a sacred tree and other sacred objects in the interior, as well as other statues and cult images.18 Animals such as rams, peacocks and oxen stand out among devotional figurines along with gold and ivory representation of goddesses.19

			By the 7th century BCE, Ephesus fell to the Cimmerians, and in the 6th century it came under the control of the Lydians. King Croesus demolished the city walls and forced the inhabitants of Ephesus to build a new unfortified city farther inland. He moved the city which was standing on Mount Pion to a flat plane further to the east. Since the old temple was destroyed by a flood, Croesus funded its reconstruction, which began around 560 BCE, under the Cretan architect Chersiphron and his son Metagenes.20 According to Laale, construction took about 120 years and involved a significant amount of marble, as well as ingenious machinations and technologies employed to transport the columns from the quarries to the temple on rollers.21 Several difficulties contributed to the time and cost needed to construct the sanctuary. Pliny the Elder notes the issue with respect to the foundations of such a massive and heavy structure,

			To ensure that the foundations of so massive a building would not be laid on shifting, unstable ground, they were underpinned with a layer of closely trodden charcoal, and then with another layer of sheepskins with fleeces and shorn. The length of the temple overall was 425 feet, and its breadth 225 feet. There were 127 columns, each constructed by different King and 60 feet in height. Of these 36 were carved with reliefs. (Pliny the Elder, 23-79)

			According to tradition, Metagenes was struggling with making sure that the lintels were lifted into place, when one night while sleeping he saw before him Artemis who told him that, “she herself had laid that stone” (Pliny the Elder, 23-79). Indeed, when he woke up the next morning, the stone had been “adjusted merely by dint of its own weight.”22 Among the offerings originally made by Croesus to the temple of Artemis were oxen of gold and the greater part of the pillars, some of which were inscribed with his name (Herodotus, Histories, 1. 92). Over the centuries that followed and down to the time of Alexander the Great, the temple in its interior was decorated by a great number of notable painters, sculptors and craftsmen. Strabo writes that the altar of the Artemision, “…was filled, one might say, with the works by Praxiteles”23 (Strabo 14.1.23). Thus, the temple Artemision attracted attention from all over the ancient world for its size, antiquity, and beauty, as well as the collection of magnificent artworks in its precinct.

			Both Thomas and Laale agree that one aspect of this temple captured the imagination of Roman period writers more than any other: the inviolability of the sanctuary.24 This reputation can be traced back to the Persian conquest of Ephesus in which according to Herodotus everything, but the temple of Artemis was destroyed. As Herodotus records, “…The temple of Artemis was the only Greek temple spared by Xerxes” (Herodotus, Histories, 8. 103, 107; Strabo 14.1.5). An often-cited passage calls the sanctuary the “common bank of Asia” and the “refuge of necessity” (Aristides, On Harmony, 24), testifying to the Temple’s importance, not only as a religious centre but as a commercial enterprise offering an inviolable place of refuge.25

			The world-renown Temple of Artemis became the major attraction of Ephesus and the foundation for its cultural life as well as commerce, trade and tourism. Stories circulated about how conquerors of the city itself spared the temple out of piety for the goddess. According to Claudius Aelianus, when Kroisos marched against the city Pindaros, the tyrant who ruled the city at the time, devised a plan in which he used the temple to protect the destruction of the city by claiming that the entire city was a sanctuary of Artemis. Aelian writes that, “Pindaros advised the Ephesians to layout ropes and attach them from the gates in the walls to the columns of the temple of Artemis, so that they would allow the city to be dedicated to Artemis, and he thereby devised to confer the right of asylum to the city” (Aelian, Varia Historia, 3.26). As it turned out Kroisos spared the city in the same way, and perhaps for the same reasons, that Xerxes had spared the temple during the Persian war. Consequently, the Ephesians were reputed to provide such security of the temple and its wealth that they would sooner strip off the clothing of the goddess than touch one of the deposits in her sanctuary,

			You know about the Ephesians, of course, and that large sums of money are in their hands, some of it belonging to private citizens and deposited in the temple of Artemis, not alone money of the Ephesians but also of aliens and of persons from all parts of the world, and in some cases of commonwealths and Kings, money which all deposit there in order that it may be safe, since no one has ever yet dared to violate that place, although countless wars have occurred in the past and the city has often been captured… They [the Ephesians] would sooner, I imagine, strip off the adornment of the goddess than touch this money. (Dio Chrysostom 31.54-55)

			The sanctuary of the temple of Artemis served not only as a depository of wealth but also as an asylum for those who needed political, religious and/or physical protection. The right of asylum is said to originate in mythological times when the Amazons sought refuge in the sanctuary as they were being pursued by Dionysius and later by Heracles, “It is a fact that the women from the Thermodon, as they knew the sanctuary from of old, sacrificed to the Ephesian goddess both on this occasion and when they had fled from Heracles; some of them earlier still, when they had fled from Dionysus, having come to the sanctuary as suppliants” (Pausanias 7.2.7). Thus, the characterization of Ephesus as the last hope of desperate individuals, and the haven of possible security for those battered by fate,26 was carried throughout the centuries and remained one of its most fundamental features.

			The second time the Artemision was destroyed was in 356 BCE, not long after its completion, in a vain act of arson by Herostratus, who set fire to the wooden roof-beams, seeking fame at any cost, “A man was found to plan the burning of the temple of Ephesian Diana so that through the destruction of this most beautiful building his name might be spread through the whole world” (Valerius Maximus, Memorable Deeds and Sayings, 8. 14. 5). This devastating act of arson is said to have coincided with the birth of Alexander the Great (around 20/21 July 356 BCE). To the Ephesians, the temple’s destruction was at first inconceivable. Plutarch writes that, “All the Magi, who were then at Ephesus, looked upon the fire as a sign which betokened a much greater misfortune: they ran about the town, beating their faces, and crying, “That the day had brought forth the great scourge and destroyer of Asia” (Plutarch, Lives of Illustrious Men, 2.713b). Unable to attain fame any other way, the mad pyromaniac had set the temple to flame in order to make a name for himself.27 For this outrage, the Ephesians sentenced Herostratus to death and forbade anyone from mentioning his name (Valerius Maximus, 8.14.5). But a strange twist of fate intervened. The Artemision had gained recognition throughout the Mediterranean and beyond, and so its violent and wasteful destruction did not go unnoticed. But neither did its perpetrator whose name was later noted by the Roman historian Theopompus.28

			Many Ephesians blamed the goddess Artemis for being absent that day and unable to protect her temple. Plutarch remarked that Artemis was too preoccupied with Alexander’s delivery to save her burning temple. He writes, “He [Hegesias the Magnesian] said, namely, it was no wonder that the temple of Artemis was burned down, since the goddess was busy bringing Alexander into the world” (Plutarch, Life of Alexander, 1.665.3). This assertion suggests an intriguing connection between Artemis Ephesia, as the Mother Goddess of Ephesus, and the traditional figure of the Greek Artemis, the goddess of childbirth. Both roles are fitting in explaining her absence the night in which her sanctuary is destroyed. The fire was a great loss to the city of Ephesus and its citizens. Most of the temple’s ancient works of art were consumed by the flames, weapons, tapestries, sculptures, and many other treasures were irreparably damaged.29

			When Alexander the Great entered Ephesus in 334 BCE, he recalled all of the citizens who had been banished for supporting his cause.30 Alexander saw that the temple of Artemis was not yet finished, and he proposed to finance it and have his name inscribed on the front. His offer was delicately refused by the Ephesians who flattered him by arguing that “A God cannot build a temple for a God.”31 The Ephesians did not want Alexander involved in rebuilding their temple because they were aware of his pattern of control and domination over buildings or places in which he invested his wealth. Consequently, the Ephesian magistrates hired several architects, Chirocrates, Paeonius and Demetrius along with others, to rebuild the temple in the original dimensions, but on a higher base. The greatest sculptors of the age worked on the temple, and it was completed nearly a century later. The last reconstruction of the Artemision was one of the Seven Wonders of the Ancient World. While passing through Ephesus a century later, Antipater of Sidon, who compiled the list of the Seven Wonders, described the finished temple as follows:

			I have set eyes on the wall of lofty Babylon on which is a road for chariots, and the statue of Zeus by the Alpheus, and the hanging gardens, and the colossus of the Sun, and the huge labour of the high pyramids, and the vast tomb of Mausolus; but when I saw the house of Artemis that mounted to the clouds, those other marvels lost their brilliancy, and I said, “Lo, apart from Olympus, the Sun never looked on aught so grand. (Antipater of Sidon, Greek Anthology, 9.58)

			This reconstruction survived some 600 years and continued to thrive well into the 2nd century CE. Rick Strelan describes a Roman edict of 162 CE acknowledging the importance of Artemision, the annual Ephesian festival to Artemis, and officially extends it from a few holy days over March and April to a whole month. This extension makes this festival one of the largest and most magnificent religious festivals in Ephesus’ liturgical calendar.32 Unfortunately, in 267 CE, the Temple of Artemis Ephesia was set aflame and completely destroyed in a raid by the Goths, an East Germanic tribe.33 According to Clive Foss, the remains were extensively quarried for building stone in the early Christian era.34 At least some of the stones from the temple were used in construction of other buildings. When the Emperor Justinian was building the monumental Christian church in Constantinople, Hagia Sophia, he used some of the columns that originally belonged to the temple of Artemis, “Justinian had materials brought for his new temple from all over his empire. He had also brought all the columns of all the temples spread out in Asia Minor. Among these, were the columns of the Artemis Temple at Ephesus.”35 Thus the building blocks of the sacred sanctuary that was the heart of the city of Ephesus for centuries were laid as foundational stones for a new religious authority.

			The fundamental importance of the temple of Artemis in Ephesus cannot be understated. It was central to the identity of the Ephesians, as the characteristics of the temple reflected the attributes of its followers. Sanctuary, mercy, loyalty, and the goddess that encompassed all aspects of life and death were situated within this temple. It is not a surprise that the Ephesians spent so much of their time money and creative effort to continuously rebuild and reconstruct a fortress that held their ritual history and communal practices. At the heart of this metropolitan community was a deity that combined the primordial ritualistic powers of archaic Anatolian culture with the glamorous, independent attributes of a full-fledged Olympian goddess.
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