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

Why Rome Matters 

Dr. Joseph Stibora, Visiting Professor of  Theology 2005-2007 

“The one who sat on the throne said, ‘Behold, I make all things new.’” (Rev. 21:5) 

Rome is a city that has occasionally gone to seed: her 
culture’s flowers faded and died, leaving nothing but 
dried ruins of former glory…and a seed. This seed 
refuses to stay buried and, in sprouting, teaches the 
lovers of this perennial city a truth about vitality. Fun-
damental to that vitality is Rome’s ability to take the 
old, find what is good in it, and make it new. Of the 
city’s many striking examples of this habit, I find 
myself returning often to one. 
 
In the heart of Rome stands Trajan’s column, a mas-
sive work that, at first blush, seems better left to a 
bygone era. Its crude phallic imagery—beloved by 
ancient pagans—is unmistakable. More problematic 
for some are the historical circumstances it memorial-
izes. The column honors the Emperor Trajan’s impe-
rial subjugation of the Dacians (Romanians). One 
reasonable tradition maintains that Trajan himself, 
returning triumphantly from victory, had the holy and 
renowned bishop Ignatius of Antioch martyred. 
Christians might be excused for having destroyed or, 
at least, removed this painful reminder. 
 
But the column is a stunningly beautiful expression of 
great artistic skill; it simply has an admirable natural 
goodness about it. So, rather than destroy the beauti-
ful, Christian Rome pursued another course: she 
“baptized” the ancient pagan wonder and brought it 
into her fold. The column still stands fully erect, undi-
minished by her cleansing bath and now elevated to 
even greater heights in humble service to a higher 
cause.   And what is that humble service? The proud 
column stands as a mere pedestal for one even greater 
than the emperor. For over four hundred years, a 
statue of St. Peter—the human vicar of God—has 
stood atop the column. 

Rome habitually embraces and elevates the best of 
her past and, in doing so, resembles the bestowal of 
supernatural grace, which doesn’t destroy the natural 
but, instead, presupposes and perfects it. This super-
natural habit, discernable across the city, is the foun-
dation of vitality: Rome’s and, perhaps, our own. 
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Trajan’s Column in Rome 
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It had been a very good morning in Olympia.  Three 
days into the Fall 2010 Greece trip, the morning had 
started with faculty presentations and student per-
formances amidst this ancient city’s impressive  ruins.  
Olympic victory was on everyone’s mind in more 
ways than one.  As soon as the tours were complete, 
UD Fall 2010 students all competed in a re-enactment 
of the ancient foot race, with separate heats for men 
and women, followed by an extended relay race for 
mixed teams of men and women together. Be it win-
ner or loser, students were in very high spirits as they 
gathered their belongings and headed for the modern 
town in search of refreshments. 
 
Instead of following them I lingered in the Altis a bit 
in order to visit again the site of the Bouleuterion, the 
assembly hall in which the ancient Olympic Senate 
met and from which they produced and directed the 
games. I was especially intent on studying carefully 
the remaining foundations of the sacred enclosure of 
Zeus Horkios where the Olympic competitors swore 
their oaths to abide by all the rules of the competition 
in the presence of the Hellanodices, the officials of 
the games.  I located the Sanctuary of Zeus in the 
Bouleuterion, took some photos, and then looked 
about for some interesting Greek inscriptions.  At the 
height of its popularity, Olympia held as many as 
3000 monuments, statues, altars and bases, most of 
which contained some sort of inscription.  
 
These inscriptions are a treasure of local history for 
anyone with the skills in epigraphy and paleography 
to read them.  With this idea in mind, I quickly spot-
ted a likely statue base (most of the actual statues 
were destroyed in antiquity) and was attracted by the  

A Little Luck, By Chance 
Dr. Frank Lazarus, Visiting Professor of  History Fall 2010 

fine quality of the stone and the very neat appearance  
of the short inscription that it held. The inscription 
turned out to be of a most conventional kind: a dedi-
catory votive offering from a Sicilian nobleman on 
behalf of his city in thanksgiving for a victory in the 
games. What struck me most, however, and made the 
moment memorable for me, was the top line of the 
inscription which read agathei tychei, which means 
“To Good Luck.” These two simple words spawned a 
reflection that occupied me on my journey back to the 
hotel and throughout the day, a reflection that in-
volved my own scholarly career, the context in which 
Olympia must be considered, and the reason why the 
University of Dallas has a Rome Program. 
 
Throughout my formation in and practice of Classical 
philology, I have worked on the related concepts of 
“chance” and “luck” in both Greek and Latin litera-
ture. I am fascinated by the many ways in which the 
Greeks and Romans understood and used these con-
cepts and the words which express them. The words 
used to express these concepts provide some slight 
understanding of the religious sentiments that the 
Greeks and Romans held, give clues about the  phi-
losophical questions which ancient people had in the 
face of the uncertainty surrounding human prosperity 
and misery, and supplied poets rich fare to moralize 
about the foibles of human behavior. The inscrutabil-
ity of human life and a felt need to understand the 
causes of unexpected good and bad fortune led both 
Greeks and Romans to personify the concept of ran-
dom chance into a goddess of luck, whose literary 
history it has been my pleasure and passion to study 
and share with others. 
 

—continued on page 3 

Fall 2010 Romers running the “Big Race” in the Stadium in Ancient Olympia 
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In a place like Olympia one can easily understand 
how tychē would find her way into an inscription on 
the base of a dedicatory votive offering. The Olympic 
athlete would do everything in his power to prevent 
chance from playing any role in his performance. But 
every athlete knows that an unexpected slip at the 
starting gate, a slight muscle pull under great exertion 
as the finish line nears, or simply an unlucky draw for 
position or time to compete may be the difference 
between the glory of victory and years of training 
wasted in defeat. And so it is no surprise that in the 
sanctuary at Olympia we find a victor willing to make 
his dedication not only to Zeus, Lord of Olympus, but 
also to Agathē Tychē, the Good Luck that blesses his 
efforts with success.        
 
My inscription’s headline, however, was not just an 
opportunity to reflect on the delights of interesting 
scholarship nor to imagine the thrill of the victor mak-
ing his dedication, while still hedging his trust in 
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Zeus by naming tychē in his inscription. These were 
pleasant thoughts, but I was also struck by the manner 
in which this short inscription spoke eloquently about 
the reason for the development of the University of 
Dallas’ Rome Program and its power to integrate and 
to illustrate the distinctive strength of the University’s 
Core Curriculum “in the field.” 
 
Just as our Sicilian victor dedicated his offering to 
Zeus in the context of his good luck, so too the UD 
Rome program is meant to be encountered in the con-
text of places from the ancient world in which so 
much of the content of our courses in theology, phi-
losophy, history, literature and art was taken form. 
Those of us who are privileged to teach, study and 
live at Due Santi do so in the context of the good 
luck, the agathē tychē, bequeathed to us by the early 
faculty who founded the program, by the many pa-
trons and benefactors who acquired and developed 
our beautiful campus, and the four decades of faculty 
and students who have demonstrated to us the way in 
which the University’s distinctive Core Curriculum 
can be brought to life in the context of the Classical 
world. The opportunity we have to walk through the 
Roman Forum, to visit the Vatican Museums, to read 
Paul’s speech to the Athenians on the Areopagus, to 
hear an opera in the Termi di Caracalla, or simply to 
read and reflect on an otherwise anonymous inscrip-
tion in the Altis of Olympia reminds us again and 
again of the power of human ideas, the resilience of 
the human spirit, and the goodness of God’s provi-
dence, which attracts us to Rome, sustains us in learn-
ing, and enriches us in body, mind and soul. 
 
And so, the next time you are in Rome, or Florence, 
or Venice, Athens, or Olympia take a moment to read 
any of the many inscriptions you will encounter. You 
may find one that offers a little good luck, by chance. 

Students Teresa Shumay and Jill Prososki in Ancient Olympia 
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Mandy Marshall, Claire Holman, Mary Brigid Couture, and Tara McCrorey at the leather markets in Florence 
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An Interview with Blake Ballard 

The Fall 2010 Spirit Award Winner 

Students Joe Kaiser, Vince de la Torre, Blake Ballard, and Thomas Spring 

You really seemed to enjoy and embrace your time 
abroad. What was you favorite part of your Rome 
semester? 
 
I have to say that my favorite part of the Rome semes-
ter were the group trips to Greece and Northern Italy  
because I felt that being able to travel together with 
everyone really helped us grow closer as a class. 
 
The Rome semester is bound to be filled with some 
awesome experiences. What was your most memora-
ble Rome experience? 
 
My most memorable Rome experience would proba-
bly have to be going to be seeing St. Peter's bones and 
then going to the top of the dome of St. Peter’s Basil-
ica.  To be able to see the spot where St. Peter was 
crucified and then look out over all of Rome from 
high atop St. Peter’s Basilica was definitely the most 
memorable experience of my Rome semester. 
 
For many UD students, the semester spent in Italy is 
one of the important and influential times in their 
lives. What advice would you give future Romers so 
that they are able to make the most of their time in 
Rome? 
 
If I had to give any piece of advice to the future Rome 
semester students, it would have to be to book  
Ryanair or easyJet flights at the start of the semester 
and to travel light. 

Many past Romers have expressed feeling "Rome 
Sickness" after their departure from Due Santi. Did 
you experience this terrible affliction? 
 
Absolutely I've been Romesick!  After about a week 
of being home in the United States, I began missing 
my favorite spots in Rome, like the Vatican, the Co-
losseum, and our little home away from home Due 
Santi.  Most of all, I missed all of my classmates.  I 
don't know if I'll be able to get over my Romesick-
ness mainly because I am constantly looking over all 
my pictures from this past semester. Honestly though, 
I don't really want to get over my Romesickness be-
cause I love talking about all the crazy things that 
happened to us and reliving all our travels throughout 
Europe.  I just hope one day I'll be lucky enough to go 
back! 

John Bascom and Will Teller battle in the soccer tournament 
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Cardinal John Henry Newman's Beatification 

Dr. Bernadette Waterman-Ward, Associate Professor of  English 

No Englishman born since the bloody days of the 
English Reformation has been made a saint.  Indeed, 
only this autumn was one declared Blessed: John 
Henry Newman, the Anglican leader whose intellec-
tual honesty brought him first to the Fathers of the 
Church and then to the Church of Rome. 
 
Newman had to come a long way. In his early teens 
he flirted with atheism.  He was born at the turn of the 
nineteenth century, when the sneers of Hume and 
Gibbon were still daring and new. But, like the other 
Romantics of his generation--John Keats made his 
only visit to Oxford while Newman was a freshman--
Newman found the eighteenth-century allergy to the 
supernatural entirely too cramped and dry. By the 
time he started at Oxford, he was a serious Evangeli-
cal. As he became a Fellow of Oriel College and an 
Anglican priest, he began to work out the idea that 
"real apprehension" of knowledge is not passively 
intellectual but morally significant and personal. As 
Anglican dogma began to crumble under new 
"scientific" theories that challenged the supernatural 
origins and the standard literal interpretation of Scrip-
ture--twenty years before Darwin--Newman learned 
to recognize that the Christian faith was based not in 
merely understanding texts but in real, personal au-
thority exercised through the Apostolic Succession. 
 
Convinced that the Anglican Church had origins in 
the early Fathers, he started a lively movement back 
to tradition and organized men to translate the early 
texts. As he read, he found that the face of the early 
Church eerily resembled that of the Roman Church, 
which he had always been taught to regard as the cor-
rupt Scarlet Woman of the Apocalypse. Although he 
was a major figure in Anglicanism, he resigned his 
Oxford position so he could be free to think through 
his disturbing discovery. After two years of fasting 
and prayer in some lightly remodeled stables, he fin-
ished a book, The Development of Doctrine--a vital 
tool for understanding the continuity and change in 
the Church--and then entered the Roman Catholic 
communion. 
 
This Spring, UD Rome students marked this year of 
recognition for Newman by visiting a number of sites 
important to him.  My lecture in the People and 
Places of the European Past course took them to the 
chapels in Rome where he was ordained a priest and 
celebrated his first Mass. Devoted to St. Philp Neri, 
who had evangelized the spiritually tepid Romans of 
his time, Newman then took St. Philip's congregation 
of the Oratorians to England.  His Oratory, in the next  

century, took up the spiritual formation of the young 
Tolkien's Romantic imagination. 
The Pope asked him to found the first Catholic uni-
versity in Ireland.  He did, and incidentally wrote The 
Idea of a University--basic to the idea of our own 
university. His studies led him to hold that the faith is 
implicit in the popular devotion of the faithful of the 
Church.  His "On Consulting the Faithful in matters 
of Doctrine" earned him the suspicion of some of the 
hierarchy, but the insight was right, and he was made 
a Cardinal at the end of his life. He is considered the 
father of the genuine developments of Vatican II, 
much quoted and admired by both John Paul II and 
Benedict XVI. 
 
 

—continued on page 6 
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Cardinal John Henry Newman 
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UD Rome Campus at Due Santi: 

Mr. Ryan Reedy - Editor 
 

Dr. Peter Hatlie - Co-Editor 
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—continued from page 5 
 
This September, I went to Newman's Oratory in Bir-
mingham and to the Mass of his beatification.  Pope 
Benedict’s trip to England for this event was greeted 
with hostility by the British media, which dissolved 
with his public appearances.  Turning points occurred 
when the Queen met the Pope as a head of state, when 
Newman's magnificent poem The Dream of Geron-
tius was performed as an oratorio before royalty the 
night before his beatification; and when eighty thou-
sand adored the Eucharist in Hyde Park in a silence 
that astonished the BBC. 
 
Spectators at the beatification—much in the spirit of 
St. Philip Neri—sat on the grass and sang.  There 
were theologians and longshoremen, high school stu-
dents and literary scholars, housewives and American 
professors, all praying that the grace of Newman, and 
his intellectual honesty, might once again renew his 
country. His holiness is powerful for our times of 
spiritual crisis, for he rode the currents of nineteenth-
century atheism  as a man might sail with Christ in a 
storm. 
 
At ten o’clock the beatification  morning, Pope Bene-
dict came among us, after the crowd had waited six 
hours in the rain.  Again there was the silence that 
astonished the unbelievers as we prayed; the sun 
emerged; the music became grand, and we sang with 
Newman's words, 

Praise to the Holiest in the height, 
and in the depth be praise; 

In all His words most wonderful 
Most sure in all his ways! 

From Rome Student 
to Rome Specialist in 

Seven Years 

Tyler Travillian 
UD Rome Student 

Spring 2003 

Seven years after my Rome semester, I’m back in the 
Eternal City, living at the American Academy on the 
Gianicolo, the highest hill in Rome.  From the terrace 
by my room I can see the domes of the Pantheon, the 
Synagogue, St. Peter’s, the monstrous monument to 
Vittorio Emanuele II, countless roofs that look as 
though they were built for postcards and time, and in 
the distance the Apennines covered in trees that, from 
so far away, cover the slopes in what seems like 
moss.  It’s also a landscape dotted with personal 
memories. 
 
I started studying Latin in high school and was a 
Classics major at UD, so by the time I got to Rome--I 
was a Spring Romer--I was already steeped in the 
history, mythology, and language of the place:  I had 
spent most of my life reading about a people to whom 
Jupiter had promised "empire without end" and from 
whom we have taken so much of our laws, our his-
tory, and even our words.  I had also never been out 
of the US, so a trip abroad, a transatlantic plane flight, 
a visit to the source of all of my studies and my cho-
sen profession—these were all firsts for me, and I 
must admit that the prospect caused me much anxiety. 
After all, my first year of college had been a very 
difficult adjustment:  I was far from home and friends 
and, raised in the Protestant South, I had only the bar-
est understanding of what Catholicism really was.  I 
nearly transferred out of UD after my first semester, 
but the friends I'd found there along with the advice 
from those back home convinced me to stay on.  So 
what would Rome be like, after all this? 
 
The last bit of the overseas flight is the first memory 
that really stands out.  After hours and hours on the 
plane (I'm one of those unfortunate souls who never 
can sleep on flights), we were finally approaching 
Fiumicino, just as the sun came up.  Peering out the 
right-hand window on my row I could see Italy, green 
and mountainous, with blue, blue sea in front of it, 
and a golden sun glaring off water almost too bright 
to look at. Maybe not an omen, but a promise. 
 

 
—continued on page 7 

Fall 2010 Students participating in the Greek Olympics 
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In many ways my Rome semester was like my first 
semester at UD.  It was a huge change, and all 
changes, even great ones, are filled with anxiety and 
stress.  Here was a place that had its own rules:  heat 
only twice a day in the winter, stores that open and 
close randomly, often disappearing in the middle of 
the day behind metal garage doors like tiny Bri-
gadoons, and a kind of isolation in the hills of Lazio 
that turns the 100 or so UD sophomores into their 
own miniature village.  In my day, the Rome campus 
had no wireless internet, no ice machine or water fil-
ter as it does now, and we had to hand-write our  

papers for class:  it was like stepping not just into 
another country, but another generation. 
 
And yet.  Rome does not disappoint; its history runs 
deep.  Every corner, every street, every arch, building, 
and plaque has a story.  The city has a depth to it that 
reverberates in the air, not just in the ruins of temples 
and ragged columns, but in the gardens, courtyards, 
and especially the churches where marble pillars and 
antique pews retain a calm quietness like cool air. 
 
This city and its places affected me deeply, although 
I'm not sure I could have said so at the time.  For me, 
the newness and difference of the experience was 
overwhelming, and I even left a little early, skipping 
my second ten-day to go back home.  But I found that 
when I came back to UD, I no longer felt out of place: 
the Rome semester marked a turning point after 
which UD became home, a place to belong, with 
friends who had shared with me many good times, but 
also many bad ones—that is, real friends.  This is 
perhaps what my Rome experience means most to 
me:  in Rome I learned to love UD—a campus nearly 
6,000 miles away found its place in my heart. 
 
 And I have been back to Rome again and again.  This 
is now my seventh visit to the city, and this time I'm 
living here for an entire year.  In very many ways, it's 
also like coming home again.  The streets and monu-
ments each have their own memories:  the Trevi foun-
tain marks my first gelato, when Glen Thurow took us 
on our first tour of the city; Cafe Minerva by the Pan-
theon, near Santa Maria Sopra Minerva (the church 
with the Bernini Elephant and Egyptian obelisk), my 
first Italian coffee by myself; and Lago Albano up by 
Castel Gandolfo twinkles on a bright summer day 
with what is still the deepest sapphire blue I have ever 
seen.  For me, the depth and history of the city is no 
longer just grand and impersonal; it's started to fill 
with my history too.  I owe that to UD, to the Rome 
semester and all the friends I shared it with. 

Josephine McGrath at the Vatican Museums 

“To a Collector of  Roman Coins” 
Jacob Balde 

Translated by Dr. Karl Maurer, Associate Professor of  Classics 

By small beginnings greatness rises: equally it falls. 
Only raise up a humble hut: you raise your country’s walls. 
A brook that drank a tiny spring beneath a mountain stone 
now after many rains is roaring, as bridge-builders groan. 
A tree bears sails, that was a wand: a stranger of the deep 

moves in the clouds.  And as in time accruings form a heap 
of ills in war or wealth in peace, you, friend, if you have eyes 

for small things, whether you be cloaked or toga-clad, are wise. 
Lyrica 4.6 
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Readers of a certain age may remember the days 
when towns and urban neighborhoods across America 
each had their own specialized shops and stores.  It 
was called Main Street in many places, and for every 
few thousand people or so there was always a butcher 
and baker nearby, along with a shoemaker, a fruit and 
vegetable stand, clothier, druggist and corner store.  
Then a demographic and commercial revolution came 
about.  Towns declined or merged, sprawling suburbs 
appeared, and the boundaries of urban neighborhoods 
faded.  Shopping malls and variety stories—now 
miles apart from one another—catered to a new pub-
lic. 
 
In so many ways, including this one, Italy remains 
old-fashioned in comparison to America today.  Al-
though a similar demographic and commercial shift is 
in progress, it is moving slowly.  Hardly a revolution, 
it is moving so slowly that at times it looks a lot like 
evolution. 

A Closer Look: Italy’s Main Street 

church, bakery and fresh pasta shop.  There are even a 
monastery and convent nearby. And remarkably, the-
population supporting this wide array of shops and 
services stands at a mere 8,000 people.  The surface 
area of its city-center would easily fit within the park-
ing lot of an average Wal-Mart, if not within the walls 
of a Wal-Mart store itself.  Hence, everything is 
within walking distance. 
 
At the heart of Main Street in Frattocchie and else-
where in Italy are three very old establishments that, 
come what may, will never vanish.  These are the 
tobacco shop (tabaccheria), the coffee shop (caffé, 
caffetteria, or bar) and the newspaper stand (edicola).  
These shops are typically located within a few short 
steps of one another, forming a compact and efficient 
triangle of human interaction and exchange.  Demand 
for their respective core products—cigarettes and 
scratch-cards, inflammatory newspapers and potent 
espresso—each addictive in its own way, remains  

Take the area around UD Rome’s Due Santi Campus 
for example.  Within a five-mile radius of the campus 
there are as many as nine distinct towns, including 
Ariccia, Albano, Castelgandolfo, Grottaferrata, Mar-
ino, Ciampino, Santa Maria delle Mole, Frattocchie 
and Pavona.  Each still has its own Main Street, still 
completely intact. 
 
Even Frattocchie, a tiny hamlet close to campus, has 
everything one can possibly need: a butcher, green-
grocer, pharmacy, post office, shoe store, hardware 
store, barber for men and hair salon for women, uni-
sex clothing store, stationery store, post office, 

high.  But, in truth, these products are only an excuse 
for frequenting the establishments themselves, where 
some very old and essential rituals of Italian daily life 
play out:  talking politics, keeping tabs on your 
neighbors, and waiting to seize upon a sudden oppor-
tunity that would not have come your way sitting at 
home. 
 
Italy’s Main Street may not be in the position to solve 
any this country’s many challenges and problems.  
Losing it, on the other hand, would be like leaving 
behind an old, reliable and sometimes useful friend. 

The Entrance to Main Street in Frattocchie 


