
Like most of the Fall Romers of '09, I had never been to
Europe. Of course I had studied the European tradition.
I knew my history reasonably well; I knew the place of
Rome in literature.  I was eager to see the Pope. Plenty
of Romers had told me that Rome is the place where the
Core all comes together, and on the faculty side, I knew
we were all coordinating our classes—but, in fact, I had
no idea what this place would make me understand. 

The first thing, the constant thing, is the beauty. When I
first saw it, the Barberini gate at the Due Santi corner
looked unreal—ivy and urns and umbrella pines four
centuries old had never before entered into my idea of a
bus stop. “Welcome to Paradise,” my colleague said,
and behind her the vines heavy with deep red grapes
smelt like wine; from the soft glow of the white stone of
the distant city, my eyes turned to the green sweep of the
playing fields and on to the gleam of the sea, with
clouds towering out of it. I turned and looked at the

Villa, its red tile warm under the outlined rim of the
ancient volcano, with domes catching sunfire atop it--
”That's Castel Gandolfo,” they said, and the next week I
was standing forty feet from the Pope as he blessed us
there. That first day I wandered dazed down the Rose
Walk to the ancient cistern where Peter and Paul reput-
edly met; I was led to the Mary garden; all I could say
was, “This is so beautiful.” I had not yet seen the angels'
draperies of floating marble in Baroque churches, the
serene temples at Paestum, the hill of the hermitages in
Assisi; I had not seen St. Mark's like a fantasy made of
jewelry mirrored in the Venetian lagoon, or the
Florentine Baptistery doors. I had not climbed to the
steaming rust-colored pit atop Vesuvius or hiked in the
echoing birdsong of the chestnut forest above Lake
Albano; I had never seen the ancient theaters of Greece
or ascended the shoulder of Parnassus over the sea. 

—continued on p. 2 
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Why Rome Matters
by Bernadette Waterman-Ward, Associate Professor of  English

Fall 2009 Romers Visit the Capitoline Museums



—continued from p. 1
The beauty was the first thing that enlightened me. I had
thought I knew comedy and tragedy; I had not known the
drama of the land in which they were born. I had had plenty
to say about the origins of comedy, but the joy of comedy
seemed to spring like the tremendous abundance of the vines,
from the land itself. Tragedy took on a new face—it came not
only from fierce unpredictable war and misfortune, from
injustice and inscrutable violent gods, but from the insistent
beauty calling the Greeks to long for beauty of soul. It made
sense. 
Other things began to make sense, too. The intimacy of
Greece and Rome, the interconnectedness of architecture and
imagery, had been a textbook matter; now I breathed it, as I
passed by the ancient column our gardener uses to coil the
hose, and the chunks of what seems to be an ancient pediment
sitting out by the door of the chapel. I had read about city
defenses; but the first sight of the high ancient walls of Rome
is unforgettable, and revealed something about the power of
this civilization even in its decline. I had never envisioned the
buildings were so high, nor the catacombs so deep. I forever
gave up the cobwebby Hollywood-style catacombs of my
imagination when I saw the deep, perfectly rectangular paths
amidst tidy graves with unobtrusive Christian inscriptions set
in the red tufa. But with the beauty, the might and the effi-
ciency, the cruelty of Rome and the fearsome volatility of
Greece also became real in ways I had been unable to imag-
ine. The lovely hilltop at Mycenae was a fortress set up for
emergency escape and its huge tombs—bigger than the
throne room—a fitting scene for the murder of Clytemnestra.
Pompeii's gladiators, smothered while awaiting a death
wrought by creatively hideous weapons, were perhaps lucky

among the victims of Rome's triumphant bloodlust and flip-
pant lechery. Thousands of slaves built the imposing monu-
ments—something to think about as I glance back at the Via
Appia Antica near Santa Maria delle Mole and realize that the
little line scoring dead straight among the trees miles up the
distant mountain to our south is this same hand-built road.
Even in the cradle of Greek democracy, we saw the first solid
evidence of a rigged vote scratched into little red potsherds.
And amidst the beauty and the brutality of the ancient world,
I learned another thing I had never realized. Over and over
again I discovered that some astonishing, lovely building
existed still because it had become a church. Over and over
again I saw the arrogance, the terror, the obscenity drained
away from the literature, the art, the buildings—and that what
survived was the common love of the beautiful, of craftsman-
ship and of virtue. I had seen how the Greeks made beauty
out of the pain and bewilderment of an unstable world. I saw
now how Shakespeare's fascination with the power of  “a
good deed in a naughty world” could rise and hold its own
against the Greek gods and heroes in the bleak ironies of trag-
ic beauty. This preservation of cultural treasure was shaped
by the joy of knowing that God had come, not only descend-
ing to be visible in the tornado to which Job spoke, but to suf-
fer among us as one of us. This is the secret of the emphatic
physicality of the Baroque churches that now overwhelm
Rome with an exuberance that makes the marble seem no
longer cold and monumental but warm and urgent with life.
The stones cry out; my students, alive to the beauty of
Greece, swarm to buy icons because the central longing for a
beauty of life that matches the beauty of earth is the same for
them and for the ancient poets.  Those poets mourn the way
the fickle gods seem to crush goodness, but armed with admi-
ration of their fortitude, we turn to a God who not only faces
but embraces the undeserved pain that may raise another up
by endurance. Here is the secret of the joy at the center of
Shakespeare's tragedy, deep as is its connection to the tragic
understanding of the Greeks. Here at last is a beauty within to
match the beauty of this place; and I could not have learned
the way of it anywhere but Rome. 
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The Via Appia Antica

Spring 2010 Romers on the Pnyx in Athens



Beneath the battered arch of Septimius Severus I sat and
proceeded with a wholly unremarkable task in the life of a
college student: taking class notes. My pen was an ordinary
pen, my peers regular American kids, but my chair was a
stump of marble carved by strange hands impossibly long
ago, my classroom the ruined heart of a civilization that
once had ruled the world. Amidst the ruins—the scattered
hunks of stone, the pillars huddled against a cloudless
February sky—I could almost, almost see the bright proces-
sion Dr. Flusche narrated:  the general, face painted red like
Mars Triumphant, on his chariot, the senators, the soldiers,
the bound and conquered slaves—all clamorously proceed-
ing down the Via Sacra to the place where we were gath-
ered.

Later, I strolled by myself among the ancient stones,
watched leaves swirl in the chill breeze under trees young
compared to the ancient stumps of marble beside which
they grew—stumps that once were the Basilica of Julius
Caesar. 

Then, as I stood and surveyed the Forum, it struck me as a
wonderful contradiction, as it would many times in that
whirlwind of a semester, that I was there at all. There in a
space that seemed to hang in a twilight region between the
solid present and the ephemeral past. I could touch the same

stones, perhaps, that Cicero touched; sit on a block of mar-
ble that once Augustus had looked upon. I was a foreigner,
coming from across an ocean of space and of time, trying,
in touching weathered stones, to grasp what had passed.

And yet, I did not feel so much like a foreigner, or an intrud-
er. With only a handful of Italian words and a smattering of
Latin to my name, nevertheless I felt as if this land, these
stones, were somehow mine. Not that they belonged to me,
but that I belonged to them. “Patria!” I called Rome, and I
laid hold of her as a changeling child might lay hold of his
real parents, though strangers to him and he to them. 

Perhaps it was that I had for years heard from my elder
brothers, both alumni of the University, of the aching beau-
ties and wondrous ruins of Rome, of Greece, of Italy.
Perhaps it was because as a Catholic in the center of the
Catholic world I felt at home. Yes, but it was more, I think.

For I had spent my nights reading the ancients, hearing
Virgil and Homer, Aeschylus, and the Fathers of the Church
ringing in my ears. The days I had passed in the company
of men and women who diligently and faithfully passed on
the conviction that, yes, the past is sacred, and we ought to
be her students. Not only in the Aula Magna and Aula
Minore of the Rome Campus, but in Irving as well, and then
in the Forum itself, which was that day in February my true
Aula Magna. I was a student of Roma, and she was my
teacher.

That time, that place, that world—the Forum and Rome, but
also the rest of ancient Italy and Greece—was the summit
toward which the Core Curriculum climbed. To capture it,
to understand it, to know it and the people who built it and
how it in time gave rise to our own world was that for which
I had and would continue to study.

And so, stranger though I was, I did not feel like a stranger;
for despite superficial appearances and accidental circum-
stances, in spirit I was not. I had come as a student not only
to see Rome but to know Rome, to not only understand
from afar, but to walk her streets and touch her holy relics—
and that had made all the difference. I had come from a
great distance, but I had come as a pilgrim, to pay homage
to sacred ground. 

Thus, if we will be students of Rome, let us then, as pil-
grims past and as pilgrims yet to be remember and await
her: Roma sacra!
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Antiquitas Sacra
by Jonathan Ricklis, Rome Student, Spring 2009

The Arch of Septimius Severus in the Forum Romanum
was constructed AD 203



UD Rome’s Visiting Lecture programs brought two important guests to campus in
recent months.   
On the evening of November 10th, 2009, His Eminence Cardinal Jorge Maria Mejia
paid a long-anticipated visit to the UD Rome Program.  After celebrating Mass for
students and staff, Cardinal Mejia attended a private dinner in his honor and then
gave a public address on topics ranging from his part in the Second Vatican Council
to his role as Archivist and Librarian of the Vatican Library and Archives.  In addi-
tion to these honors, Cardinal’s Mejia’s distinguished career includes service on the
Curial Pontifical Council for Justice and Peace (1986), his appointment as Secretary
of the Congregation for Bishops 1994) and his position as Secretary of the College
of Cardinals (1994).   Then Bishop Mejia was made Cardinal of the Church of S.
Girolamo della Carità in Rome in 2001 in a consistory convoked by the Holy Father
John Paul II. 
His Excellency Miguel H. Diaz was sworn in as the United States’ ninth Ambassador
to the Holy See on August 21st, 2009.   His visit to the UD Rome took place some
few months later, on the morning of Monday, February 22nd, 2010.  The Ambassador used this occasion to speak to UD
Rome’s students and staff about a number of issues, including the formative role of his Hispanic background, his earlier
career in higher education as a former college professor of theology, and the goals he has set out for himself in the new
role of Ambassador.  Referring repeatedly to his concern for advancing the interests of the “human family”, Diaz defined
the most pressing concerns of his office as curtailing the traffic in humans across the globe, working for global peace and
religious freedom and building bridges between people of different faiths.  A lively question-and-answer session followed
the Ambassador’s address.  The morning concluded with a public reception offered in Diaz’s honor. 
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U.S. Ambassador and Roman Catholic
Cardinal Visit the UD Rome Campus

His Excellency Miguel H. Diaz, the U.S.
Ambassador to the Holy See and Marian

Diaz, his wife

Wine at Work in the UD Rome Vineyard

If you look to the left when you enter the imposing main gate of UD Rome, you’ll see the official working part of the cam-
pus.  Here are the offices, classrooms, dining hall, sports grounds, residences and dormitory.  It’s an attractive if busy space
which is, as it should be, always bustling with activity.  Looking toward the other side of the campus—to the right as you
enter—you are greeted with the sight of UD Rome’s magnificent, two-acre vineyard.  Tranquility reigns in this sweeping,
open space.  A lush and romantic setting, with ancient Roman ruins scattered about, it’s the perfect place for the occasion-
al jogger or wanderer, hoping to set the mind and heart free for a moment or two.  And yet, technically speaking, the vine-
yard is still very much a working space.  Since its replanting in 2003, wine production has increased steadily to over 10,000
bottles per year.  Most of the harvest is sold to a local cooperative for bottling and sale elsewhere.  But this year, for the
first time in many harvests, UD Rome will also produce a limited quantity of its very own organically-produced Merlot
and Cabernet Sauvignon grapes.  The fruits of the 2009 harvest are currently aging in some newly purchased wooden
casks, sitting in UD Rome’s underground wine cellar, or grotta.  The wine itself should be ready for tasting by the sum-
mer of 2010 and will be used for special occasions and made available to visitors of the UD Rome Campus.

The Vineyard on the UD Rome Campus



Among the topics addressed in the Art and Architecture
course on the UD Rome Campus is the confluence of myth
and monument, that is, the various ways in which artworks
and built structures distributed throughout the ancient city’s
urban fabric commemorated mythological tales explaining
the city’s origins and demonstrating the favor shown to
Rome by the gods.  Among the many stories that can be
“read” in Rome is that of Hercules, whose visit to the Italian
peninsula  —long before Rome was founded—helped to pave
the way for the city’s growth and development.. 
As UD students know, Hercules was the son of  Jupiter, king
of the gods, and a mortal woman, Alcmene. Jupiter’s repeat-
ed marital indiscretions with mortals enraged his wife, Juno,
who vowed to torment Hercules, the product of one of those
relationships.  Thus, when Hercules was  just a baby, Juno
sent snakes into his crib to kill him, but the half-immortal
baby was already tough enough to strangle the serpents and
thereby insure his survival to adulthood.
As Hercules grew, married, and had children, Juno nursed
her grudge against him, unable to forgive his existence.  The
goddess struck with particular force one day, driving
Hercules into a madness that caused him to mistake his wife
and children for attackers.  In a bout of delusional self-
defense, the hero killed his own family.  Upon regaining his
senses, Hercules was shocked and saddened by his terrible

deed, and so he paid a visit to the oracle in Delphi, hoping
that the divinely-inspired priestess might advise him as to
how to atone for his horrible crime. 
The Delphic Oracle sent Hercules to  King Eurystheus of
Tiryns, who received the penitent hero and assigned him
twelve labors or impossible tasks, that, if completed, would
expiate his crime. In the first of these labors, Hercules was
to kill the Nemean lion, a creature with skin so thick that
arrows or blades could not penetrate it.  Hercules overcame
this obstacle by wrestling the lion to the ground and sticking
his fist down its throat. He then skinned the lion—using its
own claws to cut the tough hide—and began to wear the
impenetrable skin draped over his shoulders as protection.   
The next tasks took Hercules throughout Greece where he
battled any number of horrible monsters. Impressed with the
hero’s unfailing success, King Eurystheus then began to
send the hero farther and farther afield.  One of his labors
sent him to Erytheia to steal a herd of beautiful cattle from
the King Geryon.  With great difficulty, Hercules successful-
ly took the cattle and then began the long and tiresome task
of swimming them back to Greece. 
Up to this point, the story of Hercules is a Greek one.  For
the Greeks, Hercules was a civilizer—a hero sent into the
unknown wilds, beyond the limits of Greek civilization—to
kill monsters and to debilitate tyrants.  The places that
Hercules visited were those that needed to be made ready for
Greek colonization and trade, and it was Hercules who was
responsible for overcoming any brutal and dangerous force
that might work against the powers of Greek civilization. 
The Romans learned the story of Hercules from the Greeks
and adapted it to suit their own purposes, adding an episode
into the tale of Hercules’s defeat of Geryon, in which they
said that Hercules and the cattle, swimming their way
through the Mediterranean, became exceedingly tired.
Needing rest, they came ashore on the Italian peninsula,
entering the mouth of the Tiber, swimming some 12 miles
upstream, and coming ashore on the site that would someday
be Rome. 

—continued on p. 6 
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Rome Students Study Myths and Monuments 

The Temple of Hercules in Rome’s Forum Boarium was 
constructed in the second century BC and is the city’s oldest

standing temple

The Forum Romanum
UD Rome Campus at Due Santi:
Editor-in-Chief: Dr. Laura Flusche
Contributing Editor:  Dr. Peter Hatlie
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—continued from p. 5

Once Hercules had safely escorted the cattle out of the Tiber
River, he set them to graze on the river’s grassy banks and
promptly fell in to a deep sleep, unaware that on this site lived
a terrible monster called Cacus.  Cacus, a fire-breathing mon-
ster who ate human flesh, saw Hercules sleeping soundly
while the cattle grazed and decided to steal a part of the  herd,
hiding them in his cave and sealing the entrance with a huge
rock. When Hercules awoke, he immediately noticed that
some of the cattle were missing and upon discovering them in
the cave of Cacus, he killed the flesh-eating monster with his
own hands. 
In adding this episode to the Greek myth of Hercules, the
Romans were imitating the Hellenic use of the hero as a civ-
ilizer.  Using brute force, Hercules killed the terrible monster
living on the site that would become Rome.  His act explained
to Romans how it was that this place on the banks of the Tiber
River had been made safe for settlement.   
Eventually, the gods rewarded Hercules for successful com-
pletion of his twelve labors by giving him immortality.  And
the grateful Romans never forgot Hercules’s role in the cre-
ation of their city, for they dedicated to him that area on the
banks of the Tiber River where he was said to have come
ashore with his cattle.  Over time, the space came to be used
as Rome’s first port and as it developed it was furnished with
numerous monuments honoring Hercules’s patronage. The
largest of them—the Ara (or Altar) Maxima of Hercules—is
not immediately visible, but provides the foundation on
which the church of Santa Maria in Cosmedin rests. More
accessible is the round Temple of Hercules constructed in the
second century BC.  It is the oldest standing temple in Rome

and it seems to have been built by a very wealthy Roman—
one who wanted to honor the Greek hero Hercules and who
chose to do so in Greek style.   
The circular plan of the Temple of Hercules is adapted from
Greek architecture, as are the building materials used to con-
struct this sacred building, for it is made almost entirely of
Greek marble.  The expense of shipping the marble across the
Mediterranean must have been enormous in the second cen-
tury BC, and scholars believe that the patron of the temple
also brought Greek craftspeople to Rome to build the struc-
ture.  Why would anyone go to such extraordinary expense?
Almost certainly the patron of the building sought to differen-
tiate themselves from the rest of Roman society by providing
the city with an expensive gift.  Wealthy Romans were
expected to spend money on their city; it was one of the ways
of earning respect and advancing political careers.
Whomever built the Temple of Hercules certainly wished to
make clear the fact that they were extremely wealthy and cos-
mopolitan—perhaps part of an international ancient jet-set
with access to the best materials and craftspeople in the
Mediterranean world. 
So, Rome had a whole variety of architectural monuments
that reminded residents and visitors alike of the role that
Hercules played in the city’s foundation.  Sculptures, too,
would have carried the same message and a great number of
marble and bronze images of the god survive.  Most spectac-
ular is a colossal bronze sculpture of Hercules now in the
Capitoline Museums and dating to the 2nd century BC.  The
nude god is gilded with gold and holds a knobby club, his
weapon of choice,
in his right hand,
and the Apples of
the Hesperides,
plucked during his
12th labor, in his
left hand.
Discovered in the
Forum Boarium in
the late fifteenth
century, under the
reign of Pope
Sixtus IV, many
believe that the
statue is the one
that the first-centu-
ry writer Pliny
mentions as being
the cult image in
the Temple of
Hercules in the
Forum Boarium. 

The Church of Santa Maria in Cosmedin was constructed atop the
Ara  Maxima of Hercules in the 6th century AD

This Gilded Bronze Sculpture of Hercules
is now in the Capitoline Museums
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The University of Dallas offers its students a unique community
and an extraordinary education. Nonetheless, within the UD com-
munity, all of this tends to be seen as ordinary and common, when,
in fact, in comparison with other universities, it is radically differ-
ent. Students at UD routinely talk about their “normal” experiences
with clichés, such as “only at UD” or “that is so UD.”  Often sub-
ject to this practice is the Rome Program, which is commonly
described as being “so UD.” But what does that mean?  What is it
about the Rome Program that is so very fundamental to the
University of Dallas experience? 
The experiences of UD Rome students are manifestly richer than
those of the average tourist or study abroad student. UD students,
listening silently while reflecting upon the ruins of ancient Rome’s,
stand in stark contrast to other tourists with their confused gazes,
awkward poses and disinterested attitudes. While other groups atop
the Pnyx in Greece dodge the disheveled and disgruntled dogs
before snapping a quick scrapbook memory, UD students, like the
ancient Athenians long ago, listen to the oration of Pericles. In the
theater at Epidaurus, UD students sit patiently through the clapping,
coin dropping and paper ripping of other groups who are trying to
“demonstrate” the building’s perfect acoustics and then arise from
their seats to enact part of a Greek Tragedy: simultaneously breath-
ing life into the scene and the theater. 
The philosophy behind the UD Rome program—and UD itself—
is a radical and passionate belief in the intellectual and historical
importance of the Western Tradition. During any single semester at
UD Irving, students undertake a rigorous search for truth within
each and every discipline. But, in Rome, students experience this
search for truth as a common and complementary goal of all disci-
plines, for the academic courses overlap and intertwine. The Rome

program goes one step further, however. By weaving educational
travel together with academic classes, it attempts to recreate the
spectacular development of the Western Tradition, touching on phi-
losophy, theology, history, architecture, and drama.
To study in Rome, is to walk actually and intellectually in the foot-
steps of popes and saints, generals and orators, philosophers and
poets. When UD students tread upon the hill where Socrates’ dia-
logues unfolded or sit on the Aeropagus where St. Paul once
preached, the core curriculum of the university takes on an ontolog-
ical nature. Rome breathes into the core a new vitality and, more
importantly, a new reality. The Western Tradition is no longer just
an abstract idea, or a laundry list of books; rather, in a mysterious
sense, the core comes to life over in Rome.
Like many before me, I came to UD Rome as a sophomore. It was
only after I returned from this rigorous semester did I really began
to appreciate UD’s approach to education and the significance of
the tradition I was inheriting.  I thought that I had come late to dis-
covering what others already knew. But, perhaps my discovery was
made possible because of Rome. I have since confirmed this
thought by observing the similar experiences dozens of other UD
Rome students. They arrived without a strong understanding of the
value and importance of the Western Tradition and left with a new
awareness and appreciation. Such a discovery is not made by all,
but is open to any student who actively engages in the academic life
offered by their semester abroad. The Rome Program, as an essen-
tial part of the core itself, attempts to kindle within each student, the
fire and light of the Western Tradition—a light serving to guide
their lives. I have seen this fire lit in the hearts and minds of many
UD students who have come through Rome. Keeping alive that
fire—that is so UD.  

Spring 2010 Romers on the Capitoline Hill During Orientation Tours Given by Faculty and Staff in the First Days of the Semester

Rome: Kindling the Fire Within
by Jon Polce—Rome Assistant 2009-2010 and Rome Coordinator 2010-2011



Students Emily Ackerman, Blaise DuFrain, Danielle Fuchs, 
and Liz Baska in Venice

Students Teresa Foeckler, Sabrina Sifuentes, Blaise DuFrain,
Amanada Machado, and Ashley Ferguson in Florence
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Venice and Florence: The Northern Italy Trip

A friend and I woke up early and traipsed over to Dante’s
house.  We had both taken medieval literature last semester,
for which we had read Dante’s Vita Nuova—and brilliantly,
my friend had brought along her copy.  So, on a  Saturday
morning, we stood outside Dante’s house and read of
Dante’s first sight of Beatrice and his encounter with her in
the church.  Re-enacting these scenes made me try to picture
the streets, the noises, the smells that filled Florence during
Dante’s time.

Christian Howard
The Baptistery in Florence was very interesting because it
was such a center for unity in the city.  Everyone was bap-
tized in the same place and so bound to each other and to
their city very deeply.  That close connection of the
Florentines to their home city was very unique..

Anna Maria DeLaRosa
Our visit to the Uffizi is what solidified Florence as my
favorite place in Italy.  Seeing there how painting changed
from Cimabue, Giotto and Duccio to the Mannerist style of
Parmigianino’s Madonna of the Long Neck and beyond—
that to me was the height of my artistic experience in
Europe. The art of Florence drew me in because it was
everywhere: the Fra Angelico frescoes at the Monastery of
San Marco, the sculptures at the Bargello, Michelangelo’s
majestic works at the Accademia—from all that to the very
streets of Florence with their artists and leather workers
alike.

Christine Hardey
I found the Monastery of San Marco very interesting
because of the number of frescoes by Fra Angelico.  I
thought that it was interesting how he painted a fresco in
each of the monks’ cells.  It is evident that art played a  major
role in religion at the time for the frescoes helped the monks
to pray and to reflect on their lives. 

Mary Rose Dixon

The first night in Venice, I attended a concert of Vivaldi’s Four
Seasons.  I have never seen music so loved by the musicians.
To me, the music makes the gondolas more picturesque; it
gives the architecture a quiet color that wasn’t there before.
To me, music is language that says what words can’t.  It is akin
to that sigh of satisfaction as one rides down a canal.  Venice
would not be the same without music.  It is just as necessary
as the gondolas, the Basilica of San Marco, the water.

Julianne Watkins
The visit to the Teatro La Fenice opera house in  Venice exem-
plified for me the care which Venetians (and Europeans in
general) have for their history, and more specifically, the care
for the continuation of their art and culture.  Though this opera
house was burnt to its foundations, the Venetians rebuilt it to
the original specifications—preserving the legacy and tradi-
tion of opera and culture in Venice.  Thus, the trip to Venice
was an experience that made me ponder how civilizations or
cultures preserve their history.

Collin Puthoff
While in Venice we walked through the very small quarter of
the city which was allotted to the Jews in Shakespeare’s time.
I was surprised at how small the Jewish Ghetto actually was,
and I was amazed at how a community of a few thousand peo-
ple managed not only to live, but to thrive there.  In the
Merchant of Venice, I was struck by the fierce animosity that
Antonio and others have towards Shylock, who is essentially
the representation of “the Jews” in the play, and at the equally
vehement hatred that Shylock returns to the Christian
Venetians.  When I read the play, I did not realize that the Jews
were confined to live only in a tiny section of Venice. But as I
was standing in the Jewish quarter, in front of the synagogues,
I came to understand why Shylock was so angry at the
Christian world around him, and why he could use his holy
place of worship to plan the bloody death of Antonio.

Rachel Yuengert

In the last weeks of the Spring 2010 semester, UD Romers headed northward to the cities of Venice and Florence.  Faculty
and staff led educational visits that addressed aspects of each city’s history, art, literature, philosophy, and religious life.

After the trip, we asked students which city peaked their interest and why.  A selection of their comments are below:


