
 

 

 

Seek and ye shall find, the tomb, body and head of 

Alexander the Great. But what does the body of St Mark 

of Venice, play in all this. 
 

Now holidays for some, is all about, 
fine restaurants, beaches and brown knees. 

Whilst my delight, is seeking out, 
Great Alexander and mighty Herakles. 

 
So a time traveller I shall be, 

would you care to come with me? 
             It was the third hour, after the sun had reached its zenith, on the 3rd of October 2018, 

that I mounted my wonder horse, Pegasus, he, who will transport me back in time, now 

heavily disguised as a Boeing 773, belonging to that flight of mythical birds by the name of 

Egyptian Airways. I was off on another adventure. I took my seat in the isle not far from the 

toilet, for an old adventurer I might be, but at 83, being near to a toilet, was of some import. 

             I took my seat and surveyed my fellow passengers, to discover I was not alone in my 

fantasies, for there across the isles, was Napoleon, farther back, a blonde haired youth, full of 

exuberance, by the name, so my air hostess informed me, of Alexander and just before him, 

two love birds, Antony and Cleopatra, whilst behind them and keeping a weather eye upon 

them both, was an elderly gentleman. Julius, his name was, of that noble family Caesar.  

Whilst in the centre isle were three old men in deep conversation. Well, well, well, I knew 

that cigar, it was Churchill, Montgomery and Rommel. Yes, they were all coming back with 

me, for my adventure was to Cairo and Alexandria, then God willing, an adventure into the 

desert to the oasis of Siwa and the temple of Amun, where Alexander would become a God 

and in travelling there, a stop off at El Alamein, to drop off those three men, to continue their 

discussion with me as to why it all had to happened here.  



         Yes, we were all going back to Egypt, the land that even time holds in awe. There for 

me, to take lunch with the Sphinx, as Ra, the sun, roars up to meet Horus the falcon. There to 

talk of those brave days of old, there to remember my travelling companions, who had, at one 

time or another, stood where I stood, contemplating their future, as they contemplated the 

origins of him, who gazed down upon them.   

          See the pyramids and stand where Napoleons legions defeated the grand army of the 

Mamelukes, were European technology defeated the bravery of men.  

                Then to Aboukir to see what could be found on the sea shore, where Napoleon 

landed and were shortly after, Nelson destroyed his fleet in the bay of that name..  

          Yes, I am one whom the Gods have made mad and like all those other mad ones, I’m 

going to try and find where Alexander’s tomb might lie.   

            I was indeed going back, for the sands of my desert, my time, were running out, it was 

time for me to seek and they to tell.  

 

           And now for something completely different, sang to the rhythm of a rower, the 

Eton Boating song. 

 

                    Oh, the sexual life of a camel, 
                       Is greater than anyone thinks 
                      One night in a moment of passion 
                      It tried to make love the sphinx 
                      Now the Sphinx’s posterior passage  
                      Is filled with the sands of the Nile 
                     Which accounts for the hump on the camel 
                    And the Sphinx’s inscrutable smile 
 

        Men, saner than I, have gone a seeking Alexander’s body and tomb but I am going with 

a difference. I am going not as an archaeologist but as a property developer, in which field I 

am moderately successful. I am also going as one who understands religion, adding a 

knowledge of farming for which I once was, plus an understanding of the human mind, which 

hasn’t changed much in the last 5000 years.  

                           
            We are told by ancient writers that Alexander’s men passed by him to say their 

farewells. 



 

              So where do we start. We start with alexander's death on the11 June 323 BC in 

Nebuchadnezzar II’s palace, at Babylon.  It was on his death that his generals got together to 

decide who took what, of Alexanders vast empire. It was Ptolemy, friend of Alexander, took 

Egypt and hurried back to consolidate it. During which time Alexander’s body was 

mummified and this with the huge funeral cortege, was readied to transfer his remains to the 

oasis of Siwa, where in the temple of Amun, Alexander had been made a God.   

        

 
            According to the ancient historian Diodorus Siculi, born 80 BC died 30 BC, time for 

him to have lived at the same time as Julius Caesar and some 280 years after Alexander’s 

death. He gives some accurate details of Alexander’s funeral procession westwards, in which 

he says this vast funeral carriage was drown by 64 of the strongest mules. Shown in this 

Victorian artists impression, from what Diodorus has described. However, what does look 

familiar, is its resemblance to St Mark’s present day cathedral’s entrance in Alexandria. (see 

picture below) 

        But I trust you see, as Ptolemy saw, that to have possession of Alexander’s body was 

like having Big Ben in London or the Queen in London and the crowds of tourist it would 

draw, tourist and the money they would spend.  

          So this large temple like structure was on its way westwards to the Siwa Oasis some 

600kms south west of Alexandria, into nothing but desert. Desert so formable, only those 

Germans and British who fort here in 1942 will be pleased to explain.  Logistically I doubt if 

could ever have gotten there for the water required daily for these 64 mules, would have 

meant another army of mules to bring the water they would need, getting worse by the day as 

they travelled further into the desert then getting better but not much better as they now could 

bring the water out of Siwa to the oncoming procession. But then I thought again. If 

Alexander could get supplies from Greece to India and water an army of some 70,000, it 

doesn’t sound so impossible. 

      As I have now been to Siwa, it is not an oasis as we imagine, with a pool of water and a 

date palm or two. It is a Sherwood forest of date palms with fresh water lakes and vast salt 

lakes too. I first thought it the size of Kidderminster, yet surveying it, from the Mountain of 

the Dead, estimated it as a small English shire.  

         I visited the temple of Amun, putting forth my request for a God like status and 

immortality, but on looking in my mirror, consider this has been refused.  Nevertheless, Siwa 

is a peculiarity, as I consider these salt lakes are the remnants of the Tethys sea, some 

150,000,000 years ago, with sea fossils to prove it. Whilst because Siwa is some 60ft below 

sea level, the fresh water oasis pools are themselves fossil water of rains, that fell here some 



50,000 years ago, when this was verdant land. This rain was held underground in rock strata 

but because Siwa is in a depression, the water still comes to the surface here. So because of 

its location and distance, few came here, so the culture which is not Egyptian, remained 

relatively pure. But with the advent of the motor car, there is a bus service 3 times a day, 

from Alexandria, taking 8.5 hours one way, at a cost of £10.30 English return 

 

 
The Temple of Amun, Siwa. 

                   It is here, I, your archaeologist and property developer enters into Alexandria.  

We know Ptolemy, now pharaoh in 305 BC, had highjacked Alexander’s body and erected a 

tomb to Alexander, in this new city. The city wouldn’t be big and we know his tomb was 

here, because Julius Caesar visited the tomb with Cleopatra. Later the Emperors August, and 

Caracalla c 218-222AD visited our man, whilst Augustus, in his curiosity, managed to knock 

off Alexander’s nose.  More importantly he’s reported of having placed on Alexander’s head, 

a golden crown and the possible answer to that is, you’ll have to wait until the year 644 AD.     

        Now this is the point. Do you think Ptolemy built his fabulous tomb in the east or west 

or even south of this new growing city?  I doubt it, as a property developer, Ptolemy would 

have had the rights to put in anywhere, and me being him, I’d have popped it right in the 

centre, slightly back from the harbour walls, so that we could get the visitors into town, yet 

with a view that ran straight through the centre of the harbour entrance and out to sea, so that 

ships entering this port, would have first seen the great tomb. 

 



                   
1 Saad Zaghlool’s monument. 2 Coptic Cathedral. 3 Nabi Daniel Mosque. 
  
     However, there was one site, just as good where now stands the monument to Saad 

Zaghloul, (died 1927 AD) (1) a pristine position, just 60 metres from the sea. Pristine yes, but 

too near the sea but still pristine enough for Cleopatra to have constructed on this site, the 

Caesarean, a temple to Julius Caesar, probably to honour Caesar’s defeat of Pompey’s sons in 

45 BC.  If Cleopatra built this, then Alexander’s tomb can’t be here.  There she had erected 

two Obelisques she’d stolen from previous pharaohs from Luxor, being Tuthmosis III 1481 -

1450 BC and Ramesses II 1300-1213 BC. So they stood, until they were given as a gift, the 

Tuthmosis III one, to Britain, in 1879 AD and the other to New York, in 1881.  

        Next we have (2) the Coptic Cathedral (see picture below) nearly on the same line as 

Zaghlool’s monument but only 360 meters from the sea.  

     Then (3) we have the Nabi Daniel Mosque, another contender for the site of Alexander’s 

tomb, again roughly on the same line as Zaghlool’s, except it’s 950 meters away from the sea 

front.  Like Goldilocks and the three bears, one’s to near the sea and the others too far away. 

Besides when it comes to taking over Roman temples to convert to Christian churches in c 

400 AD, most of the temples had all gone by the time the Arabs turn up in 642 AD. Therefore 

there’d be none to very view for the Arabs to convert into mosques. So there goes the Nabi 



Daniel mosque being Alexander’s tomb.  If Alexander’s tomb was as big as it was, I suggest 

it had already been snapped up.  

 

    View from Saad Zaghlool’s monument 

 
It is behind his monument and those building, lies our St Mark’s cathedral 

 
      However, we are not finished with Cleopatra. Caesar has been assassinated and 

Cleopatra has taken up with Mark Antony and their disastrous wars with Octavian, later the 

Emperor Augustus. But Cleopatra is short of money, so it is she who melts down the golden 

sarcophagus of Alexander to pay the troops. Replacing it with one made of rock crystal. The 



Emperor Caracalla came c 200 BC and stole Alexanders breast plate. Time is now taking its 

toll on Alexander’s body, who was daily on show to the public. 

 

 

             
 

    Artist impression as to what they think the tomb would have looked like 

 
 About 400AD we read a John Chrysostom visited Alexandria seeking out this tomb and 

reports, ‘No one knew where it was’. From here we hear little if nothing at all.   

       So, we turn to another character and time. The year is c 12 AD and a Jewish boy is born 

by the name of John, and gets caught up in the teachings of Jesus. We are told he did some 

preaching with Jesus and if so, he’d be about 15 or 16. Either way he becomes what one 

could call a zealot, travelling to many countries with Jesus’s message including Alexandria, 

which at that time would have been as pagan as could be. Later he changes his name to Mark 

and we now know him as, St Mark the Evangelist, to which St Mark’s basilica in Venice was 

dedicated to him, and we are told this grand building now holds his body, or does it?  

          John or Mark now builds up a small gathering in Alexandria, which I suggest was 

small, as they called their first church, the ‘Bokalia’, meaning the ‘Cow’s field’, which 

suggests it was outside the walls of this newly designed Greek city, later controlled by Rome. 

        I therefore think it's fair to say, cows weren’t in the inner city, especially around 

Alexander’s great and glorious tomb.  Simply because cows have a regular habit of dropping 

big piles of brown steamy stuff, which are an absolute must to flies. So, do we need extra 

flies in the city, do we want honoured guests treading in things that weren’t there yesterday.  

       Now the trouble with all new religions is, they’re right and your old gods are wrong. So 

now our young man returns when about 50, c 66 BC which is on the old side. We read the 

local people get angry with him. Which means he’s got angry with them, as no one gets angry 

over nothing, Mark’s friends suggest he moves on for a while, which he does for the next 2 

years. He then returns and once more there is conflict with the devotees of the great God 

Seraphs. Now there’s only one person stirring up this trouble and that has to be Mark, for 

while he’s away there’s no trouble with his little congregation and the devotees of Seraphs. 



 

 
Removing Obelisque c 1878 

 Photography was in its infancy, the first photo taken in 1827, so below I show 

you a photo of the Obelisque being dismantled in Egypt which must have been 

about 1878. 

 
The church members in their little hut in the cow’s field get on with their devotions and live 

and let live. Mark return and once again there’s a flair up, so much so, that the devotees of 

Seraphs beat him up and throw him into prison. But he is not subdued, otherwise they would 

leave him there to cool off, then let him go. Something must have happened, which I suggest 

was, he wasn’t dead but wanted to be. So, we’re told God made him strong again whilst in 

prison, so as to do more blasphemy against their God, for they came back, took him out of 

prison beat him up then shut him up for good, by hanging him.   In the process our Mark 

instantly become a martyr. Now that is indeed a promotion. In fact, I consider this is what he 

was aiming for in the first place. It seems as though the early martyrs desired a death more 

painful than that which Jesus suffered. Even Saint Peter wanted to be crucified upside-down.   

         Not all martyrs were old but a lot of them were and 60 years olds in those days was very 

old. Now the trouble with old age is you start to suffer pains of which tooth ache was one you 

least desire. So, with all these ailments old folk get, is it possible, you’d like to leave this 

agony for a paradise. So what better way of doing it by dying as a martyr, if given the 

assurance of eternal life.  

        I’m reminded of the Aztec’s of Mexico, where you’re only hope of heaven was, to die in 

battle or be sacrificed. As you can possibly see, this solved their old age problem of care 

homes etc, because as soon as your old age pains became unbearable, you volunteered to be 

sacrificed. Little knowing it was going to be bloody and painful experience, if only for a 

minute or two. 

            Let's face it, Christianity had on offer something that only the Egyptians had 

considered before, a life after death, now Jesus was offering it and it sounded good. So now 

we have a martyr, in a religion, consider by the Roman world, as pests, for two years after 

Mark’s martyrdom, in 70 AD, the emperor Nero is going to burn and crucify hundreds.  



         So, says the history of St Mark, that his small flock took his body, washed it and buried 

it. They did not mummify it, or cremate it, for the Christian way was, that has you died so 

would your body be the same when the day of resurrection came. So, give it time that body 

would be dry bones, touch one and they’d all fall apart, so let’s see what transpires as the 

years go by? But it should be remembered at Mark’s time, Alexander’s tomb would have 

been up in all its spender and certainly not associated with these early Christians. So how did 

this little church in the ‘Cow field’ end up in a position so near to it. Furthermore, it is 

recorded the church was immense and high status, with two obelisques nearby and 

overlooked the walls to the city. From this we can date this to being after the Arabs took 

control of the city c 642 AD and beyond.  

           Regarding zealots, I'm reminded of my first job in 1956 at 25MU Hartlebury. One of 

my co- workers was a young man by the name of Ronnie Corbett and no relation to the tv star 

of that name. He was a new recruit in one of these new religions being the Elim church and 

so he would regale us with tales of his out of work adventures, whereby his band of faithful, 

would harangue those going into the Grand cinema in Mill street, long since gone, for to them 

cinemas were the devils work.  Then when the film had started, they would go to their room, 

their church next door and purposely face the wall that divided them from those Satanic 

viewers of the silver screen and would sing their lungs out, so as to drown out the dulcet 

tones of Doris Day.  But that was not enough. We poor fellows were, during our lunch break 

subjected to a dose of bible reading, which being understanding fellows, we suffered 

uncomplaining. Now as is the want of workmen, we were lingering on after our break, when 

in came our foreman, instantly spotted by Ronnie, who blurted out, ‘Look out here comes 

creeping Jesus’.  Now we just couldn’t help but laugh, in a trice, poor Ronnie had flung 

himself to the ground and was beating his head on the floor at least three times before we 

could pull him up and console him with Jesus would forgive him, even the foreman, alias 

creeping Jesus, was there to assist and not knowing he was the cause of the problem. Calm 

dear Ronnie we did, but this did not stop the dear boy from continuing his lunch time 

sermons.  

          Likewise, I'm sure we've all had the born-again Christians knocking on our doors, 

generally two ladies and two babes with smiles as long as Blackpool pier, bringing messages 

of great joy, ‘That Jesus will make my life better’. After three or four no thanks and a final 

excuse me I must go, the mood changes to that of doom and gloom awaits me, and just you 

wait and see. Now I record this to show what zealots are like today and I'm sure they’d be 

like that then.  

          Death to the devotees of the early church held no sting. Paradise had been made so 

appealing to those who didn't think, insofar that here was a place where there was no toil, no 

boss and you get fed and watered daily, for the whole of eternity. In fact, if you thought about 

it, it was a sterile place of nothing to do, except praise God.  It took another 600 years, for 

another to improve upon it, this being Mohammed, who introduced women, who would be 

instantly on hand, when your earthly time was and  arrived.  

       Nevertheless, it was so good people got baptised, went straight home, got in a warm bath, 

opened a vein and by evening, were supping in heaven with Jesus. So bad was this, the 

church was losing converts, quicker than they could get them. So it was, the church made 

suicide, a mortal sin. Kill yourself and you're out, which seems to be counter to what they 

were all striving for.  

       Now as every tax inspector will tell you, man has a wonderful ability of getting around 

things, so that another sect comes up with the cunning plan that they will stand outside the 

city gates, with all their possessions, threatening passer byes, that they will give them all 

these possessions, if the passer bye kills them, thereby paradise is assured but if not then they 



will kill them. Which was fine, until it was brought to their attention that they couldn't carry 

out their threat, if paradise was to be their destination. 

          Now the years pass.  Caracalla has been and gone and by 330 AD there is a new 

emperor by the name of Constantine the Great. It is he, who allows this, ‘in the shadows’ 

religion, we know as Christianity, to become the official religion of Rome. This did not mean 

the pagan Gods were neglected, but it did mean Christians could now persecute pagans, so 

much so, temples emptied and churches thrived. I would suggest it’s about c 400 AD, that 

there’s a run on, who can get themselves a prestigious pagan temple, to convert into a church. 

I say 400AD because there is an account of someone looking for his tomb who reports no one 

knows where it is. The great Parthenon, a temple to all the Gods has been taken over, whilst 

archaeologists have found most of Roman Canterbury but not the temple, which I suggest and 

they agree, is most likely under the cathedral. For the way forward was to overpower their 

temple with a church. It is with this in mind that I consider this has happened to the great 

edifice of Alexanders tomb, it became a church in 414AD.  

        Rome has been sacked and by 642AD the Arabs have conquered Egypt. In 644 AD the 

Arabian fleet enters Alexandria, under Amir the son of Elaas and it is now, according to 

Coptic records, that a sailor comes ashore and goes to the church of St Mark, finds the 

martyr’s body and as it says, thinks there is gold on its head and so steals it, taking it back to 

his ship where he hides it. Again, according to Coptic records, as the Arabic fleet leave, this 

ship refuses to go and so Amir son of Elaas, searches the ship, finds the head and gives it 

back to the Coptic priests, who put this down as a miracle.  

      Now this is what I think. The thief did run off with a head, with not the thought that there 

could be gold on it. He stole it because, he knew there was gold on the head and the priests 

had already reported it to the Amir, who stopped this ship going and yes, the priests got the 

head back, but like Moses and the gold of the golden calf, what happened to the gold.  

  

 
The theft of St Mark, showing it as a body and with a head 

     Of course Amir had it, whilst the priest came back to the congregation with this report of 



 the thief only thought there was gold on the head, brushing aside the question of, where did a 

poor humble martyr get this gold from. But the real question is how did St Mark, by now a 

bundle of bones suddenly get gold on his head. Was it a crown, a golden laurel wreath, glued 

by age to some ancient head, if so then it’s a mummified head. Was this the gold crown put 

on Alexander’s head by Octavian (Emperor Augustus). If feasible then I respectfully submit 

we have just found Alexander's head and body 

 

 A short interlude 
         It’s at this point I should bring you up to date with the parallel history of Alexandria and 

that of Britain. By 643 AD Britain is now being taken over by the Saxons, Jutes and Angles 

and will become known as Angleland, If there ever was a King Arthur, it’s around this time 

he lived. Christianity as just arrived. The pope in Rome is falling out with Constantinople. 

The west and east of the Roman empire are splitting apart, whilst Islam is on the rise. 

Nevertheless, the Christian Coptic church is growing, Arabs are tolerant to most and their 

great age of learning is beginning. Once again, the years roll by and we arrive at 828AD. In 

England the Vikings start coming in 793 AD, whilst King Alfred as yet to be born in 849 AD.  

 

            It is in 828 AD when the Venetians decide they want their own cathedral and if so, 

they'll want holy bones to go in it. Better still, why not the full works, a whole body. 

Whoever they are, they set up a cunning plan, that this body had to be well known and 

situated near the sea, for this sailor nation had no intention of running off with a corpse over 

miles of land to get to their point of escape, a port and so what better place than St Mark 

cathedral in Alexandria, situated just 200 meters from the harbour wall.  But by this date the 

head of this body, previously taken by the Arab thief had been interned separately, so this 

head we are told, still lies below St Marks.  The Venetians, with the help of two Greek 

Monks, wrapped the body in pig fat, so as to ward off any inquisitive Muslims and returned 

to Venice, where the body was promptly buried until such time that the Basilica of St Mark 

was built. The point being, was this a body or a bundle of bones and I consider it a body, for 

it was wrapped in pig fat and if a body, then it was mummified and if mummified it’s not that 

of St Mark’s dry bones.  

          The next question, where did the pork come from, for the followers of Islam won't 

touch it and as far as I could gather, Coptic’s could, although some said they couldn’t. Could 

there be Christians in Alexandria who could, and was it these who supplied the pork, as I 

doubt pork would have travelled well from Venice to Alexandria. Christians in Alexandria 

were more affiliated to the Roman church of Venice, who would be happy to see the Coptic 

church lose their saint.  

            I trust my gentle readers can see there’s a great rush on about now, to go and get 

yourself some saintly bones. Pilgrims were coming to Italy and Italians in Rome were 

becoming hoteliers and restaurateurs, religious tourism was on the rise and if you couldn’t 

convince your pilgrim to buy one, you robbed him, to which ancient records show, the 

English were easy meat, whilst the German pilgrims put up a fight. Digging up of bones was 

so lucrative, the Pope had to issue instructions that if they must dig up corpses, at least dig up 

Christian ones, not those from the pagan cemeteries.  

       Now you might think this bone collecting is in the past but not so. Ever since St Mark’s 

body was stolen in 828 AD. The Coptic popes of St Marks have been requesting the return of 

his body and of course the answer’s been no. But in 1968 AD, Venice relented and returned a 

small sliver of bone, some said a small bone from one of the fingers.  So you see, this urge to 

hold and to cherish some saintly bone, is still with us to this day. The urge so great, they 

forget to see the early mosaic showing St Mark’s complete body being taken to Venice when 

all agreed he has no head . 



          In 828 AD, the body is in Venice and buried. There it must wait until the early Basilica 

of St Mark is built and in 832 AD, it is dug up and interned within.  Then in 976 AD the 

basilica burns down and the Venetians start to build again, except when it comes to finding 

our interned saint, they can’t find him.   I trust you can see the panic. Everyone will be 

coming, the poor and the mighty, only to find the whole purpose of this building, is missing.  

But all is not lost, the statue of St Mark miraculously moves, and lifting its arm, points in a 

certain direction. Taking this as a sign, they dig and there find a body, the question is, does 

this body have a head, for if you remember the head remained in Alexandria. But if Venice’s 

St Mark does have a head, he's not St Mark or Alexander, he’s just an unknown soldier, a Bill 

Blogs. 

 

            
Mosaic from St Marks Basilica Venice, showing the saint including his 

head, sailing out of Alexandria past the great Pharos light house. 
         

         What did the Venetian’s think? From mosaics built into this basilica at this time, they 

thought this body had got its head as they continued to show in later paintings. Now this 

immediately presents a problem.  One of them is lying or one of them has a full  fake body 

and doesn’t know it. 

 

 



          

 

Top is mosaic at the time of construction of St Marks c 1080 AD 

Next c 1650 AD 

Next c 1450 AD 
             Time as you know, waits for no man and keeps moving on and it was during the Arab 

conquest of Egypt and Alexandria, the city become smaller and the Arabs built their wall 

within the city walls, but built it to incorporate this Coptic church/cathedral. (See map the 

faint dark line is the original Greek city walls, the dark line, the Arab city walls).  

 

 
 
     Q is marked as St Athanasius’s church. Now it comes about that Athanasius did live 

and preach in Alexandria. He was born in 298 AD, when the Roman world still worshiped the 

old Gods He died in 373 AD. so he was alive when the Emperor Constantine made 

Christianity legal and the old Gods not so legal. The perfect time from 330 AD to 373 AD for 

this rush to grab a temple to make into your church and Athanasius’s church is in another 

perfect position, making it No 4, to be that of Alexander’s tomb. But was this structure big, 

big enough to warrant the great tomb of Alexander. For this we must wait until the year 1090 

when the crusaders turn up at Alexandria. Here we read the Arabs are troubled because 

https://www.google.co.uk/url?sa=i&rct=j&q=&esrc=s&source=images&cd=&cad=rja&uact=8&ved=2ahUKEwin6dzcv5feAhUR66QKHRtlDr8QjRx6BAgBEAU&url=https://ar.wikipedia.org/wiki/%D9%85%D9%84%D9%81:Pauly-Wissowa_I1_1379-Map-Alexandria.png&psig=AOvVaw0cahTw_viwyvtTP06Q52-c&ust=1540209804318551


this Coptic church is so big as to look like a fort and if the crusaders see it as such, they'll 

attach it. So, the Arabs command the Coptic priests to destroy it. They in turn offer to pay a 

large sum to keep it standing but to no avail and that building comes crashing down.    The 

question is how did these early Christians with their little church in the cow field come into 

the centre of the city and be the proud possessor of this great building. Could it be 

Alexander’s tomb which they took over in c 350AD. Could this be why no one could find this 

tomb in 400AD, when John Chrysostom came a looking. Could it be that in this period of 

holy bone snatching, that the Coptic church found themselves with the most perfect set of 

bones, the mummy of Alexander, including the golden crown upon his head. Could it be they 

looked at their bag of St Mark’s bones and thought, why not do a swap? 
     The structure might have gone but the Coptic belief goes on.  But in going on it needs a 

new church as soon as possible, so I suggest they rebuilt their new church/cathedral where the 

present St Mark’s Cathedral is today, taking the head but not the body with them.  As the 

years roll by and the death wish of the Crusaders fades into history, that church becomes a 

cathedral.  

 

 
 

Reconstructed map at the time of Hypatia c 450 AD. You can see the red oblong 

building that is the Agora, where the Christians slew Hypatia. To the right under the 

obelisques is Cleopatra’s Caesareum and to the left is St Athanasius’s church, which I say 

was once the tomb of Alexander. Bottom left the Stadium this on other maps as the area 

Rhakotis or Rakotis. The Rakotis area, was recorded in the history of St Mark, as the same 

Bokalia, meaning the pastures of the cows, where it says, ‘Is where the early Christians 

established their first church’ and so the name still exists as the Coptic Popes refuse to change 

the genuine Egyptian name. It is here where I suspect  their church started off here, not on the 

site of their present cathedral. The question is, when did they move?  
 
      But this is now the problem, if I am taking St Athanasius’ church to be site of 

Alexander’s tomb then this is some 500 metres west of the Coptic Cathedral. So what have 



we got here, we’ve got St Catherine’s cathedral. Could this be our tomb site. I consider it 

could, because it quite new, first built in c 1840 AD, mainly to cater for pilgrims and tourist, 

beginning to come to Alexandria.   How could this have come about? It can only come about 

because the site was empty, covered by rubble of a ruin perhaps  and probably already 

belonging to the estate of the church.  Logic suggests this is the site of Alexanders tomb but 

not his head or his body. As there’s a car park here, I suggest the Egyptian department of 

Antiquities does a swift dig seeking out any demolition material that can date this to 300 BC. 

       So, one day when the light of our religions dim and goes out, it may be possible to see 

this face, even to do a carbon dating, a DNA, see if the head is male and has lost its nose, 

even see if there is a smallest of residue that says gold upon it. Then perhaps the world can 

gaze down upon the ageless face of Alexander, the man that conquered the known world. 

               Now in my seeking and questioning, I met a sincere man as sincere and as 

questioning as I, for it takes one to see one and here comes the tricky bit, for the antiquities 

department of Egypt knows what lies below St Mark’s. Whilst the Coptic church knows they 

know and are extremely worried that they could be taken over, on the grounds of further 

research, then to find it’s a forever ongoing research, and they’d lose their building. So, I will 

say nothing of my companion, just that he told me many things.  

   b  I was shown the entrance to the Ptolemaic water cisterns that ran near bye and 

confirmation that the passageways below the cathedral that visitors see, only go so far, as 

there is more that hold the heads of 70 odd Coptic popes plus that head. 

       My companion told me these columns had been in every previous church on this site and 

that they had been given by Helena, mother of Constantine the Great but I think this is in 

error, for Helena doesn’t seem to have ever visited Alexandria. Nevertheless, these columns 

have been classified as Greek/Roman, so where could they have come from?  Could they 

have come from Cleopatra’s Caesareum, or from Alexander’s tomb.  

 

                          
The entrance to the Cathedral site. Heavily policed, street shut off and 

passports required, due to terrorists. The wearing of trousers, a must. 
 



             Now for the end of our detective story. Some say Alexander was buried where he 

wished to be, this being the vast oasis of Siwa. This we can dismiss, as Caesar, Cleopatra. 

Octavian (August) and Caracalla have shown. Nevertheless, I would take up the pilgrim’s 

staff and go.  

         How I would like to tell up we loaded up our camels and donkeys and with a large 

supply of water set off, with a drummer boy leading the way. The way to where great Ra 

sinks below the western horizon but I didn't, I took a bus for £240 Egyptian pounds, being 

£23 Egyptian to one English pound, for the 8.5 hours journey there and 8.5 hours back. I 

passed by El Alamein on the 13th of October just 9 days before that great battle began 76 

years before, giving me time to wonder, that when I was 7 years old, did I ever think I would 

come to this famous battle field 76 years later. We continue to Marsa Matrouh, the end of 

Rommel’s advance on Egypt and here we turn south and head off into the vast flat expanse 

we know as desert.   

 

 
          The modern Cathedral of St Mark Alexandria. Notice the columns. 
         Here was the desert of Montgomery, Rommel and Winston, the latter I once saw by 

climbing a lamp post in Birmingham. They say soldiers never die, they only fade away and so 

I listened and there upon the breeze, was the fading strains of Lilli Marleen and yes, some of 

us will remember, for we soldiers, we would be Alexanders, will never die. 

        We drove on into hot glaring desert. The only rubbish now where burnt out tyres from 

lorries bringing salt out of Siwa. Here was the place where someone struggled to get his lorry 

to go again, working in intense heat and little water and so I discovered why the lorries came 

out at night.  
         As for this plastic, it was a worry to me, as it should be to the world, the more I looked 

at Egypt, the more I saw plastic litter, becoming more aware as the miles slipped. Egypt has a 



                     
 

                         The desert road to Siwa 
litter problem that can only be addressed through educating the public. Those millions that 

drop rubbish daily.  In Alexandria they try but only along the Corniche of Alexandria’s 

harbour for the tourists. So now aware and on my return to Alexandria, I surveyed the grand 

harbour and there it was, three rafts of floating plastic.  

      So there you have it dear reader. I do hope you enjoyed this bit of time travelling with me. 

 

 



This is the author, not Alexander the Great, although he’d like to be. 

 

  
  

 

    Behind me, is what was once the great lighthouse of Alexandria, known as the Pharos. 

Built between 284-247 BC, it was 100m high, or 330 feet, to those who remember what a 

foot was. It was damaged by 3 earthquakes, until eventually dismantled in 1480 AD. It had 

stood here for some 1700 years. The same time as to put our British history back from our 

present day of 2018, to 300 AD, when Britain was part of the Roman empire. Time in Egypt 

is indeed awesome. 

 

 


