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THE FORUM ROMANUM 
News from the University of Dallas Eugene Constantin Rome Campus at Due Santi 

 

Why Rome Matters: 
Liberal Education and the City as Subject 

Dr. Scott Crider 
Professor of English 

πολλῶν δ᾽ ἀνθρώπων ἴδεν ἄστεα καὶ νόον ἔγνω 

Many were the men whose cities he saw and whose 

mind he learned. 

Homer, Odyssey, 1.3 (Murray trans.) 

In the Rome Program, we spend a great deal of time 

and energy explaining to ourselves and students why 

Rome matters, why the semester spent studying in 

the city of Rome somehow fulfills UD’s distinct 

form of liberal education. My own favorite answer is 

that it does so because it is where the classical and 

Christian worlds meet and mingle. That may be why 

the city of Rome matters. 

 

But why does the city of Rome matter? That is, why 

is it important educationally for students to encounter 

not only the events, texts, equations, hypotheses and 

artifacts of the Western traditions 

(note the plural), but also one of their greatest cities? 

Why must students — Fromers, Spromers or 

Sumromers — learn a city to be liberally educated? 

Yes, Nomers are missing something educationally, 

which is why we try so hard to get everyone to Rome. 

What are those who do not study here missing exactly? 

 

One answer students often give — that seeing where 

the curriculum came to life makes it more real — is 

good, as far as it goes, but it doesn’t go very far. 

Thoreau’s Walden was an extremely important and 

real book in my education when I was in my early 20s, 

but I visited Walden Pond as site only recently. I was 

disoriented, then reoriented by Thoreau’s great book 

before I ever walked around the pond where he wrote 

it.  

—continued on page 2 
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—continued from page 1 

 

As I like to tell students, we should define what we 

will discuss. What is a city? A city is an artistic form 

of material intelligence for individual and social 

flourishing, one which evolves over historical time 

and in which people actually live. The UD Bulletin 

has it that the purpose of UD’s liberal education is 

the pursuit of wisdom, which is truth and virtue — 

knowledge of what is and action in accord with what 

is — and its three fundamental subjects are the 

natural, the human and the divine. What is the truth 

of a city, what virtues does it encourage, and what 

wisdom would be missing without it in the education 

of our students? What, exactly, makes the Rome 

semester educationally important to our students? 

One answer is that the semester makes each a city-

dweller, offering an occasion to pursue the wisdom 

of the city, to participate in that artistic form of 

material intelligence as a lived experience of 

flourishing. 

 

The students certainly read about Rome and its history; 

they see its art; they may very well calculate its times 

and distances. Even so, there is simply nothing like 

being in a city whose legibility is involved in its 

inhabitability, where all of the obviously curricular 

subjects and arts are in situ, and those situations 

necessarily involve the students. A city includes its 

inhabitants, and our students do not simply study a city; 

they are in it and, in a small way, constitute it at a 

particular moment in its history. Students are too 

modest to put it this way, but they are in a reciprocal if 

unequal relation of influence. 

 

 
 

Dr. Scott Crider and Students in the  Roman Forum, 

Spring 2019.  Photo Credit: Anthony Mazur 
 

Students visit many other cities, too, of course, and 

they live out in the Italian countryside in the Castelli 

Romani, in Marino to be exact, not Rome. Even so, 

they go into the city all the time — on sponsored trips, 

with friends, by themselves — to learn about Rome by 

being in it, to travel inside the city’s form of 

 

 

 

intelligence. It is not that their classes are not experiences 

— different subjects providing different experiences of 

the natural, the human and the divine.  

 

It is that the exploration of a city is a distinct, total and 

vibrant experience — mental and physical, individual 

and social, psychic and historical — which is no safe 

space for reflection, but a risky one of odyssey. Odysseus 

returned home, but the cities he visited were altered by 

his visits, and he too by them. 

 

 

 

As a result of the student-to-city, city-to-student 

reciprocity, you can take the students out of Rome, but 

you cannot take Rome out of the students. They take the 

city with them when they return because they 

supplemented the city, and their leaving is its small loss. 

This helps explain the great, beautiful sadness of Rome, 

the trace of presences of all those who have helped make 

it. Students hope to return to Rome to find, in its density 

of persons, the city it was when they were young and the 

world saturated with significance. They can only 

rediscover themselves here because they left a trace 

within the city they inhabited, studied, lived. Although 

this is true in some fashion for the curriculum as a whole, 

what is distinct about the city is its material intelligence, 

its ensouled body. If the metaphor holds, then UD 

students will have had the distinct experience of 

friendship with a city. The Rome semester is an 

experience of an embodied soul within an embodied soul 

in which the souls achieve a momentary but significant 

union. To become like-minded with a city is to be 

transfigured into a more capacious self. One’s soul 

expands until one contains, as Walt Whitman would have 

it, multitudes. One contracts again, of course, but one 

carries the stretch marks on one’s soul  

— and they are precious.

Spring 2019 Romers, 

On a field trip to Rome 
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Learning to See 
Aspen Daniels  

Fall 2016 Rome Student  
On a free afternoon, my friend Bea and I had walked the 

few kilometers that separated our campus at Due Santi 

from the small village of Castel Gandolfo, perched above 

the Lago Albano – a glassy volcanic lake cradled by 

wooded shores. We had visited this village our first week 

with our Rome class, and I could vaguely remember 

feeling unimpressed when I wandered into a small 

church off the square. This afternoon, though, I saw the 

church of San Tommaso da Villanova with new eyes. 

 

 
 

Altar at San Tommaso, Castel Gandolfo 
 

We had just left our Art and Architecture class, and the 

names of Baroque popes and architects were still 

swirling through our minds. “Look,” Bea said, “that 

church is Baroque.” “Yes.” I stopped her before we 

could get inside. “Who do you think made it? 

Borromini?” We decided that it couldn’t have been 

Borromini since the façade didn’t have his characteristic 

curves. It must have been Bernini because the name of 

Pope Alexander VII, one of his patrons, was written 

above the entry. 

 

I was shocked by the beauty that I saw when I stepped 

inside the door, and I wondered how I could have missed 

this on my earlier visit. The church wasn’t large, but it 

didn’t need to be because a dome soared upwards above 

our heads, giving an impression of grandeur. Bea pointed 

out that the dome was topped by a “lantern,” one of our 

key terms in our Art and Architecture class. 

 

As we looked around at the marble and gold and 

proceeded to name the different architectural 

decorations, we realized how much skill it had taken to 

craft every detail.  

 

The sculpted angels supporting the dark canvas of Christ’s 

crucifixion above the altar were frozen in grief-stricken 

motion, eyes averted, while God the Father looked down 

from a cloud up above. It gave us the feeling that we were 

earthly spectators watching a heavenly drama unfold 

before our eyes that very moment. We had learned in class 

that Bernini used his art to express his own personal 

devotion and in that moment, we felt the emotion that 

Bernini had painstakingly carved into the stucco, leaving a 

message for us to read hundreds of years later. 

 

If Bernini’s art did not move me only a couple of months 

before, it was because I had not yet developed a language 

with which to appreciate it. It was in naming the smallest 

details that I saw them for the first time, and in knowing 

their architect that I caught their meaning, in that curious 

marriage of past and present that gives Rome its poetic 

beauty. Can Bernini be dead when his expression of 

worship still shapes our hearts today? 

 

It is this experience that our Art and Architecture 

professor, Dr. Elizabeth Robinson, had tried to describe to 

us our first day of art class. She had probably realized that 

we wouldn’t remember the hundreds of terms and names 

we crammed the night before a test, so her goal was 

different and, perhaps, more challenging. She wanted us to 

learn to see. 

 

Learning to see more deeply the beauty around me is one 

of the greatest gifts I took away from the Rome semester. 

Every day was a new discovery. We could scale the Italian 

Alps to find ourselves on top of the world, looking down 

on a white wilderness of majestic, snow-capped peaks; or 

sit in silence in the dark, rainbow recesses of the French 

cathedral at Reims, watching light sift in through the 

stained-glass windows high above.  

 

 
Fr. Matthew Rolling Celebrating Mass with Spring 2019 

Students on Mt. Parnassos (Delphi, Greece)  

Photo credit: Anthony Mazur 

–continued on page 4 
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Even a typical school day could become an adventure if 

we woke up in the dark to take the Metro into the city 

before class and climb St. Peter’s dome, where we could 

see the first sunrays shoot across the crowded roofs of 

Rome.  
 

 
 

Lake Albano at Sunset. Photo Credit: Eve Low Qing Yi 

(Fall 2018 Rome Class) 
 

When we came home, the roses would be in bloom in the 

vineyard; if it were evening, the sun would be setting in 

startling colors that lit up the sky behind our dorm 

building and called us out to perch on our window seats 

and watch until the color faded. I tried to take photos, but 

soon realized that a picture cannot capture the beauty of 

the things we were experiencing. So I learned to put 

down my camera and simply take in all the beauty. 

 

It wasn’t just that I was overwhelmed by the sheer 

magnitude of so many beautiful things but that I was 

learning to ponder and internalize them so that they 

could become a part of me, like that afternoon in Castel 

Gandolfo when I understood Bernini’s art as his 

expression of worship and truly saw it for the first time. 

 

There were other times, too. There was the morning we 

scaled Mount Parnassus (near Delphi, Greece) to watch 

the sun rise over the valley and I felt the same sense of 

awe that led the ancient Greeks to build their temples in 

the valley below. Or there was the evening when, 

slipping under a barbed wire fence to reach the top of the 

ridge above St. Francis’ village near Assisi, I hugged the 

horses grazing on the wild grass and felt the glory of the 

same sunset that St. Francis would have known so well. 

I’ve seen plenty of sunrises and sunsets before, but what 

set these apart was the meaning of the lives woven into 

these places. In seeing Mt. Parnassus through the eyes of 

the Greeks and Assisi through those of St. Francis, I 

found a beauty richer than anything I could have 

discovered on my own. 

 

It is like the insight Dr. Christopher Mirus, our 

philosophy teacher in Rome, found buried in the simple 

stones of a ruined Greek theater.  

 

We were all sitting heedlessly among the wild grasses 

pushing their way through the paving stones, but as he 

spoke these stones became the ordered frameworks of our 

own lives, and the wild grasses became our experiences 

which break apart the person that we once were only to 

mold us into someone new. Maybe this is what Blake 

means when he invites us “to see a World in a Grain of 

Sand / and a Heaven in a Wild Flower” - this experience 

of beauty which teaches us to ponder the beautiful and to 

be transformed by it. 

 

And maybe that’s why, coming home after a semester 

abroad, our homes haven’t paled in comparison. I love the 

way T.S. Eliot puts it: 

 

We shall not cease from exploration 

And the end of all our exploring 

Will be to arrive where we started 

And know the place for the first time. 

 

After we got home one of my classmates posted that, after 

last semester, she now has fresh eyes with which to see the 

beauty in her home state. I’ve experienced the same; 

Irving’s bushy-tailed squirrels have a joy all their own, and 

nowhere except Texas can you find the snow-tipped wild 

bluebonnets flowering along the side of every highway. 

They stop me under a tree to share their fascination in a 

rounded nut or invite me to carry away a bouquet as an 

expression of the childish joy of spring. This is Dr. 

Robinson’s dream come true: we’re learning to look for 

beauty and, once we find it, to stop and really see it until 

we can catch a glimpse of what it means.  
 

 
 

Aspen Daniels, Fall 2016 
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Next Time You’re in Rome: Vicus Caprarius 
Benjamin Gibbs  

Director of Student Affairs, Rome Campus 

 
Rome’s Parco degli Acquedotti (“Park of the Acqueducts”) Along the Appian Way 

Photo Credit: Gaitano Virgallito 

 

 
Getting from Due Santi to the heart of Rome can be a 

stressful, panic-ridden process. It is well documented 

that Italian roads and road etiquette are different than 

those in America. Anyone who drives along the Via 

Appia Nuova, rides a Cotral bus, or braves a taxi ride, for 

example, feels this difference immediately and indeed 

profoundly. In a sense, driving Roman roads sums up the 

extremes of a foreigner’s experience of Rome — the best 

and the worst, the beauty and the beast, the obvious and 

the hidden. These extremes encompass, on the one hand, 

all the honking and hand-gesturing that local drivers 

make as they aggressively navigate the roads to 

somewhere unknown. On the other, a mere experience of 

driving can bring one face to face with the great peace, 

beauty and hidden treasures to be found in Rome by 

merely looking beyond the surface of things. 

 

Beyond, under and all around Rome’s modern roads are 

2,000-year-old aqueducts, city walls, ancient homes, 

stadiums and much else. Rome’s extraordinary Parco 

degli Acquedotti, for example, is located just off the Via 

Appia and is hard to miss owing to its obvious 

importance, elegance and historic allure. Looking at it  

conjures up images of the great Roman Empire of the 

past as well as the power and impressiveness of Rome’s 

elaborate ancient water system. It also makes one wonder 

about the engineering, architecture and infrastructure that 

supported the political, social, economic, religious and 

cultural life of ancient Rome itself. Finally, and most 

obviously, it brings up the question of whether that same 

water system is still in use after 2,000 years, and if so, what 

road you need to take to find it. 

 

Fast forward two millennia, and water still plays a 

significant role in Roman life. Even for the educated 

traveler, just visit St. Peter’s Square or Piazza Navona  on 

a hot August day, and you will see any number of people 

contemplating incarceration — the penalty for illegal 

bathing — for a mere cold dip in one of these piazza’s 

majestic fountains.  

 

For another great fountain of Rome, and one more 

tempting still for illegal bathing actually, you can make 

your way to the Trevi Fountain, a place made famous by 

the film La Dolce Vita and still today Rome’s most famous 

fountain. 

 —continued on page 6 
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Today, you can often hear and smell its waters before 

you can see the fountain. Millions of gallons of water 

flow out of the Acqua Vergine Antica aqueduct every 

day and through the Trevi Fountain. 

 

The same aqueduct spills water into Vicus Caprarius, a 

little-known destination nearby that is worth a visit by 

every traveler as an example of the hidden and 

enchanting world of Rome found off the beaten track. 

 

Vicus Caprarius, also known as “the City of Water,” is 

an Imperial-age archeological site just meters from the 

Trevi Fountain. Discovered in 1999 during the 

restoration of a building and cinema in the Trevi district, 

the site of Vicus Caprarius sits atop a fourth-century 

Roman house and is rich in water and other treasures. 

After ducking down a few side streets near the Trevi 

Fountain, you enter through several unassuming doors 

and travel down a long hallway before encountering the 

site. 

 

 
 

Rome’s Trevi Fountain 

                                                                                        

As with the sound of the Trevi Fountain waters, you can 

smell the site before you see it. Elevated metal stairs and 

walkways keep you suspended above the archeological 

ruins, and you can gaze through the clear water below to 

the stonework and architecture of centuries past. 

 

 

Beyond the structure and water are several significant 

archaeological finds on display, including a trove of over 

 

 

800 coins, the head of Alexander Helios — the last 

Ptolemaic King of Egypt and son of Marc Antony and 

Queen Cleopatra — a selection of precious marble 

decorations, and some African amphorae for transporting 

oil. These finds and others are encased in small exhibits 

with descriptions spaced throughout the site. Probably the 

most evocative trait of this incredibly rich site, however, is 

to be found in its depths. Viewing the depths of Vicus 

Caprarius’ ruins relative to the water level takes the eye 

into the dark unknown. You have to circle several of the 

major rooms to get a sense for just how high the water is 

relative to the walls below. Yes, the water is that clear, and 

the walls are that high! 

 

Even if Vicus Caprarius is not one of Rome’s best-known 

sites, its impact on the visitor is immense. For one thing, 

the subterranean world of Rome’s aqueducts, cisterns and 

deep archaeological past come together here. For another, 

the site is living testimony to the prowess of ancient 

Rome’s architects and builders, whose engineering feats, 

waterproof concrete and much more are still here to tell the 

tale 2,000 years later. Of course, the huge and masterful 

Trevi Fountain will always be the dominant tourist 

attraction within this neighborhood. Still, by visiting Vicus 

Caprarius, one can begin to conceptualize how water was 

a foundation upon which Rome grew and indeed how such 

a thing like the Trevi is at all possible. Vicus Caprarius 

provides that context — in fact, the site overflows with it. 

 

“The City of Water” is often missed by the thousands of 

visitors above, but an intentional visit can yield numerous 

rewards. The Vicus Caprarius is a small site, and the €3 

entrance fee is well worth it. Visit and get your 

engineering, architectural and cultural fix, or pay €5 for a 

guided tour. In either case, you will escape the crowds of 

the Trevi district and gaze upon an incredible  

archeological site.    

Archaeological area of the Vicus Caprarius,  

Rome’s “City of Water” 
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The UD Rome Expansion and Renewal Plan 
Dr. Peter Hatlie, Dean, VP and Professor of Classics 

 

The University of Dallas Rome Program will soon be 

opening a bottle of prosecco to celebrate two important 

anniversaries. Come August 2019, we will 

commemorate the 25th anniversary of the opening of the 

Eugene Constantin Campus. And when August 2020 

rolls around, we will raise a glass to the 50th anniversary 

of the foundation of the UD Rome Program itself. 

 

Thousands of students have attended UD’s Rome 

programs, and hundreds of visiting faculty and staff have 

worked in Rome during these nearly 50 years. The 

Constantin Campus alone has hosted as many 7,000 

students, faculty and visitors over the past 25 years. 

These numbers are an impressive testimony to the 

success of UD Rome and yet only tell part of this 

remarkable story of vision, courage, dedication and hard 

work. 

 

UD’s decision in the early 1990s to purchase, develop 

and operate its own exclusive study-abroad campus in 

Rome was, in particular, a strategic master stroke. In this 

way UD has managed to control its destiny and carry out 

its extraordinary mission in Rome with maximum effect. 

The rest is history. Since opening the Constanin Campus 

in fall 1994, UD Rome has transformed the intellectual 

and spiritual lives of thousands of its students and created 

a circle of Rome friendships and fellowship as broad and 

high and  

 

inclusive as the dome of St. Peter’s Basilica.  

 

No other study-abroad program in the world can now  

rival UD Rome in its rare combination of assets, including 

the excellence of our programs, the stunning natural beauty 

and grace of our campus, and our privileged location near 

one of the most historic and religiously significant cities 

anywhere.  

 

The remarkable success of Rome’s recent Expansion and 

Renewal Campaign was a resounding affirmation of 

Rome’s past achievements and future promise. Nearly 300 

donors combined to give $2 million for this building 

campaign. Capstone donations by Barry and Kathy Clark, 

Patty and Rick Stark, Vince R. Pawlowski, and the Brian, 

Beverly, Brian and Sara Burch family were critical to the 

campaign’s overall success. The enthusiasm and financial 

impact of countless other donors were equally vital and 

energizing. 

 

Expansion and Renewal added two buildings, a soccer 

field and a new plot of land. Five new dorm rooms built in 

memory of UD student Zachary Clark and named the Clark 

Annex are part of the additions, as is a cafeteria annex with 

40 new seats. The soccer field, once small and located in 

front of the cafeteria, is now larger, autonomous and 

located in the vineyard.  

 

—continued on page 8 

 

Mensa and New Addition, Part of the UD Rome Expansion Project 
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The purchase of a new plot of land adjacent to the 

vineyard — called Hatlie Hill — provides a new and 

more secure pedestrian access for students. UD Rome’s 

promising wine enterprise will profit from this new plot 

of land as well. 

 

Finally, a generous gift from Ted and Patricia Nelson in 

memory of their daughter Kelly Ann Nelson Gaffney 

funded improvements to the Villa Chapel, one of several 

examples of an enhancement to Rome’s existing 

facilities. Other improvements include an expansive 

outdoor patio in front of the cafeteria, donated by Danny 

and Kathy Milligan and named the Terrazzo 

Sant’Andrea, plus an outdoor pavilion looking out upon  

 

What does UD Rome look like in this season of 

anniversaries — one its first 50 years of existence, another 

its first 25 years on the Constantin Campus, and finally 

another marking one year since the completion of its 

reinvigorating Expansion and Renewal Campaign?  

 

Forever young and full of promise would be one way to 

answer that question. Another, paraphrasing on old 

English saying, is this: “He that goes to Rome for the first 

time sees just people. He that goes a second time meets 

them. And he that goes a third time makes a close friend 

for life and invites him home for a meal.” 

 

 

our impressive vineyard. 

Newly Constructed Vineyard Pergola Pavilion, Part of the UD Rome Expansion Project 
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Barry and Kathy Clark officially opening “La Casa di Zach, Lontano di Casa,” 

 An Annex to the Dormitory that was part of the UD Rome Expansion Project 
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In the Vineyard, Summer 2018 
Trang Crider 

 

A month or so after we settled in our new home in Italy, 

I signed up for a job to work in the Due Santi vineyard 

for the summer. Unlike the previous years, when the job 

of maintaining and harvesting the vineyard was left to 

the in-house crew, it was also decided that a professional 

would be consulted for this year’s crop. You see, the 

university was getting more serious about its wine 

business, given that the wines had been improving over 

the years, and now was the time for a leap forward. 

An agronomist came out for an inspection in my early 

days on the job, and he was full of advice and 

instruction, remarkably in both Italian and English. The 

crew he met that day was quite diverse. There was me, 

an eager gardener and amateur who just wanted to be out 

in the sun, toiling in the vineyard. There was another 

new hire, Elisabetta, an overworked but sweet 

professional sommelier and talented personal chef, who 

was looking to do something different with her life. 

There was also the young Giacomo, brought in because 

of his connection to the staff, who was a curious, 

pleasant and jovial graduate student in criminal justice, 

in need of a part-time job during the summer. There was 

Giovanni, the shy in-house gardener who rarely made 

eye contact and preferred to be left alone to ride around 

on his lawnmower, caring dearly for the campus’s plants 

and grounds, which were thriving because of his 

meticulous attention and tender touch. There was Fabio, 

with a deep and commanding voice, who had been in 

charge of ground maintenance for many years, having 

started out long ago as a young apprentice here. And 

there was Tiziano, the young and handsome vineyard 

caretaker with an enviable pair of perfectly arched 

brows, who took his job very seriously, especially when 

his boss, Fabio, was away on vacation, and was happy 

to have some extra help for the summer. 

Things got interesting when Stefano, the agronomist, a 

burly man with a penetrating stare, showed up with his 

young assistant, Lorenzo, to teach us about pruning. 

With his shirt sleeves rolled and a pair of shears in his 

hand, he was ready not only to give orders but indeed to 

launch a revolution. Having surveyed and inspected the 

vineyard the day before, he couldn’t hide his 

disappointment at how it had been cared for in past 

years. Shaking his head in disapproval, he made it clear 

that he thought the vineyard was in horrible shape and it 

was high time to turn things around in a big way. 

Turning to us, his hope for the future, he proceeded to 

demonstrate how we should trim the vines, as he 

carefully marked the diseased ones with a yellow tape  

and decisively cut off one bunch of bad grapes after 

another in order to save and protect the good ones. 

 

UD Rome's Vineyard, Aerial View 

We in the crew looked upon him in wonder, a bit like 

students watching an engaging teacher. Stefano then 

stood back and observed each one of us starting in, 

making sure that we had learned our lessons well. 

It had been raining for two weeks before we got started, 

and as I discovered, that isn’t very good for the grapes at 

all. They need water to mature but sunshine to ripen. Too 

much rain causes grapes to get moldy and rotten. I was 

practically in tears when we were told to cut so many 

grapes off the vines. I stuffed my pockets full of not-so-

good grapes, as much as I possibly could, to bring back 

home with me when I was done for the day. They were 

not dry enough to make wine but were certainly good 

enough to have after lunch and dinner. Defying orders, I 

tried to save as many grapes as possible. To my delight, 

I was not the only one who did so.  

Tiziano was not impressed with the professional 

instructions: “That’s not how it’s supposed to be done; 

my grandfather would turn over in his grave!” 
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—continued from page 9 

 

UD's Merlot Grapes 

Since the heat can get intense here in the summer, we 

were supposed to start early in the morning — well, all 

except for me. Not a morning person myself, and 

needing only to walk down the stairs and cross the 

walkway to the vineyard, I tended to linger in bed a little 

longer in the morning. However, once I started in, it was 

difficult to stop. We each were assigned a row to work 

on, and sometimes we overlapped. When that happened, 

conversations started. I would hear lively chatter that I 

could barely follow, then Giacomo’s distinct laugh. 

When they saw me in the vicinity, everyone wanted to 

practice their English with me. Every day, a coffee break 

came around 11:30 a.m. Conversations stopped, laughter 

ceased and engines halted. Everything became quiet 

except the clipping sound of my own shears and the 

falling grapes. Since I arrived later than anyone else and 

am a tea drinker, I remained in the vineyard and 

continued to work. I found myself alone, letting my 

thoughts wander under the beautiful blue skies, only to 

be disrupted occasionally by the crowing of the confused 

neighborhood rooster making his voice heard at every 

time of day except early morning. Break-time over, the 

crew returned, and Elisabetta came back with a cup of 

hot tea for me. We became friends from that first day on, 

our friendship strengthened by our daily ritual.  

After a few months, harvest time finally arrived in 

September! Our work in the vineyard came to an end 

when an outside crew arrived with loads of colourful 

plastic crates to carry the grapes away in their big truck.  

The vines became bare without the hanging, juicy dark 

grapes that we so carefully trimmed, selected and saved  

for this moment. Elisabetta and I hugged, snapped a few 

selfies and said goodbye, for now. 

 

Looking back, I am grateful for my unexpected and 

delightful experience in the UD Rome vineyard last 

summer. We are lucky to wake up every day to this 

beautiful campus — well-cared-for, well-loved and 

well-managed by the permanent crew. What I’ve learned 

from working in the vineyard is that the whole process 

— from planting to harvesting — is complex and 

delicate. It involves science (checking for balance 

among the sugars, acids, tannins and flavor-

compounds), weather (determining a grape’s qualities 

based on heat or rain), location (affecting the delicate 

balance between the right amount of sun and air), and 

trained workers (knowing the art of pruning the good 

grapes and discarding the under-ripe or rotten ones). 

When everything goes well, the Due Santi vineyard not 

only contributes to the overall aesthetic of the Rome 

campus, but also blesses us with good wine to celebrate 

life — here and in Irving. 

Cin Cin! 

 
 

Trang Crider,  

Working in the Fall 2018 Vendemmia 
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