[bookmark: _GoBack]Rome trip: 10-19 September 2013
Having left England obscenely early, we arrived in Rome exhausted, but with just enough adrenalin to propel us to the train station. Once we’d got the map the right way round, we made our way to our comfortable hostel just north of Termini station, where we left our bags before going to find some lunch and catch our breath. 
[image: C:\Users\Joseph Dodd\Pictures\Rome 2013\IMG_5891.JPG]Our first visit was to the Museum and Baths of Diocletian. Two things struck us here that would be apparent through the trip: the vast scale of the buildings and how blasé successive generations of Romans have been with their predecessors’ remains. Those of our group who had never visited Rome were amazed by how many sculptures literally littered the grounds of the Baths. Within the remaining bathhouses themselves (part of them have now been turned into a church) the ceilings were so high that they were discernible only because of the high windows. Furthermore, that such a huge building could be so comparatively recherché made us even more excited to see what else Rome had to offer! However, we decided that was quite enough Classics for one day, especially on three hours sleep, so we headed back to the hostel for a quick siesta. Refreshed, we headed into the city for dinner at an amazing pizzeria tucked away in the side-streets around the Spanish Steps, where we were gratified to be the only foreign customers. 
[image: C:\Users\Joseph Dodd\Pictures\Rome 2013\New folder\IMG_5956.JPG]On the next day, we began sight-seeing properly. After breakfast, we made our way to the Centro Storico, again struck by the scale of the churches and palaces en route. Soon, we found ourselves gazing at the indescribably huge Tomb of the Unknown Soldier. Its juxtaposition by Trajan’s Column clearly demonstrated how the modern Italian state thought to assert its own existence by laying claim to ancient Rome’s military power. After we had looked around, we headed to get some pizza al taglio after which we went to the Forum. It was strange seeing such a large open space in the middle of a very crowded city, and emphasised the comment on one of the signs – “the most ruined ruins in the world.” However, that did not take away from its effect; the scale of what had survived clearly showed the power of Rome. We were disappointed that we were unable to get into the Curia, but enjoyed exploring the Aedes Vestae, where some of us were decidedly sceptical about the integrity of the Vestals as a body. 
After looking around and taking in the incredible views from the top of the Palatine, we headed towards the Colosseum. Bizarrely, there was no queue and we sauntered in happily. Unsurprisingly, the interior was colossal, and we spent a good while just imagining the spectacles that would have been displayed there, before heading off to get some delicious spaghetti alla carbonara tucked down a little medieval alleyway.
With a decent understanding of how the ancient city fitted together, we decided to spend the next day focussing more on the details, and on some of the later influences on Rome. Our first destination was again the Baths of Diocletian, but this time we visited the Basilica of St. Mary of the Angels and the Martyrs. This church was set within the ancient frigidarium and showed how the ancient remains could be given relevance and a lease of life, which in this case possibly saved the ancient structure. The splendour of the Renaissance artwork gave us a glimpse of how the baths may have appeared and felt two thousand years ago. Another of our must-sees was the nearby Ecstasy of St Teresa. We were surprised that this stunning Bernini sculpture is set within an otherwise ordinary [image: C:\Users\Joseph Dodd\Pictures\Rome 2013\New folder\IMG_6069.JPG](by Roman standards!) church. It was also fascinating that such a risqué piece of art was set in a deeply orthodox context, especially since it is surrounded by cardinals whispering excitedly to each other seated in theatre boxes. From there, we headed to the Spanish Steps and the spectacular view of Rome from the promenade by the Villa Medici. We then meandered towards the Pantheon, peering in at several churches en route, before stopping for lunch by Sant’Ivo alla Sapienza, designed by Borromini, Bernini’s arch-rival. The afternoon we spent in the Palatine Museums, where we got rather over-excited pointing and exclaiming at “things we’d seen before.” There was a particularly interesting exhibit on Archimedes; none of us had realised quite how advanced ancient mathematics was. Besides that, it was striking, and quite moving, that so much ancient art can still be enjoyed and appreciated today. However, after nearly four hours of museum-ing, we decided to call it a day. The restaurant we had been recommended lay across the river, so we went via the remains of the Circus Maximus, where we tried to have a race, but gave up.
[image: C:\Users\Joseph Dodd\Pictures\Rome 2013\New folder\IMG_6134.JPG]The next day we had decided to leave the strictly classical history behind and visit the Vatican. Clem and Beth felt ill, so stayed at the hotel to recuperate, and Andrew had already been like, seven times, so decided to sleep. Undeterred, Tom, Ella, and Joe ploughed ahead. Warned to get there early, we arrived at 7:30, and walked straight in! The Basilica was everything we had heard about and more. The size was augmented by the absence of vast crowds, and we were able to roam around with heads craned back without bumping into anyone! Once Ella and Joe had amused themselves translating the Latin and Greek lining the dome, we headed back out into the crowd where a long line had already formed: we felt very smug. After a caffeine pit stop, our next target was the Vatican Museums. The queues had by then built up a bit, and as we waited, we discussed our reaction to the apparent contradiction between the display of wealth within the Basilica and the Church’s teachings of humility and frugality, and also considered how far the Pope could be considered as the direct inheritor of the Roman Emperors. Once inside the Museums, we picked which rooms on which we wanted to focus. The Pio Clementino Rooms were an absolute must, so we scurried through the Egyptian Museum, and stumbled into the astonishing collection consisting of so many of the seminal pieces of classical art. We were taken aback by how effective they still are today. Particular favourites were the Apoxyomenos and Lacoon. 
From there we went past various monumental statues of Emperors in fancy dress (and at least fifteen of Antinous in states of fancy undress…). We were again struck by the link between the Popes and the Emperors, and how by accumulating statues (obviously many of which were dressed as pagan gods, a fact which would presumably otherwise jar) they were presumably laying claim to the classical past. 
Another part of the Museums that fascinated us was the suite painted by Raphael. One room in particular, where the Pope signed documents, was surrounded by scenes inspired by the wisdom of ancient world: the representations of The Parnassus, and The School of Athens most clearly demonstrated a sense of inheritance of what they believed to be the best of the classical world. There was clearly a deep association, even an assertion to ownership, felt by the Popes to the ancient world (there is a depiction of Pope Leo IV in The Fire in the Borgo, a painting with clear references to the Fall of Troy; by halting the flames, it appears as if Leo is saving an Aeneas-like figure, presumably so that he can go and found the Roman race). It was thought-provoking that the Church felt such an affiliation to such a different culture. 
[image: C:\Users\Joseph Dodd\Pictures\Rome 2013\New folder\IMG_6160.JPG]Once we had finished with the Museums, we went to find some food and as we ate, we reflected on the extraordinary collection we had just seen. However, much more importantly, Tom discovered that we were near to one of the top three gelaterias in Rome! 
[image: C:\Users\Joseph Dodd\Pictures\Rome 2013\New folder\IMG_6177.JPG]Sated, we met up with the other three by the Castel Sant’Angelo, a towering edifice which once housed Hadrian’s ashes. Before dinner, we lounged in the park beneath it watching families play. As it was our last proper night in Rome, we found a roof-top bar and watched the sun set around the spectacular silhouettes of the Vatican. We had a wonderful time in Rome, but were excited to see Sorrento (although Clem was particularly disappointed that we could no longer excuse ourselves by saying “when in Rome.”)
The next morning we left the hostel and headed to Termini Station for our train to Naples, where we were determined to get some authentic Neapolitan pizza before we would catch the Circumvesuviana. The journey gave us spectacular views of the sun setting over the Bay of Naples and we arrived in Sorrento as night fell. We had booked two cabins at a campsite outside of Sorrento and we stayed there for dinner.
Pompeii was the next stop. We got the train back from Sorrento and clambered off with most of the rest of the train at the station next to the dig site. Wending our way through the throngs of tourists, we got our tickets and walked up the steep cobbled road into the ruins. As we entered the Forum, it was interesting to see just how much Vesuvius looms over the town; it really reminded us of how much of a shock the eruption must have been. 
Clem immediately shepherded us off to see the statue of Eumachia, only to find to her dismay that she had been kidnapped by the British Museum for their exhibition. Unfortunately, that was something of a theme of the day, which was more than a little ironic. However, that by no means spoiled our enjoyment. The House of the Faun, with the (copied) mosaic of Alexander was particularly impressive, as was the Temple of Vesta, however, what was much more moving was wandering off down little alleyways, away from most tourists, and into humbler houses, where many of the frescoes still retained their glorious colours. It makes it no less true for being a cliché that it was deeply poignant to see where “ordinary” Romans had lived their lives. 
[image: C:\Users\Joseph Dodd\Pictures\Rome 2013\New folder\IMG_6262 - Copy.JPG]Even though we spent some hours at Pompeii, it was clear at the end that we had barely scratched the surface, and we headed back to Sorrento for dinner on the sea-front. 
On the following day we had made plans to take a boat out to Capri, much the cheaper and more convenient option than catching a ferry, however, the weather sadly got the better of us. About a kilometre out from the shore the sea became extremely choppy, so we decided to turn round and head back. Tom had also lost his hat and was much too distraught to go on. Thus traumatized, we spent the remainder of the day exploring Sorrento, finding yet another brilliant pizzeria, and, shame to say, lounging by the pool at the resort.
[image: C:\Users\Joseph Dodd\Pictures\Rome 2013\New folder\IMG_6263 - Copy.JPG]On our final morning, we decided that we must visit Herculaneum before returning to Rome. We had underestimated the distance between the train station and the excavations, but were amazed at how few tourists there apparently were. Relieved that there was a place to store luggage at the entrance, we walked out to have a look at the ruins. We were surprised by how small the site was compared to Pompeii, and headed down (the ruins are quite some way beneath the modern ground level) to have a look. It was clear straightaway that it was much better preserved. It was far easier at Herculaneum to work out what individual buildings, and indeed rooms were used for, as much has been preserved, even up to the first floor. Probably the most striking building was what (we think! – a few inscriptions about duumviri) was the town hall, with remarkably elaborate frescoes. From there we made our way back up the road towards the gymnasium.
Afterwards we hopped on the train back to Rome. Since we had another ridiculously early flight, it seemed wiser to stay up and make the most of our last night in Italy, so we dumped our bags in the hostel and went out to grab dinner and drinks.
We all had an absolutely fantastic time in Rome, and are hugely indebted both to the department and to Stephen Instone’s family for their generosity in helping us go out and explore some of the classical world. It made a real difference to some of our perceptions of ancient Rome, and to experience first-hand some of the things with which they would have been familiar was an incredible opportunity. 


Joe Dodd, Beth Lloyd, Clementine Budd, Ella Lane, Tom Chesover and Andrew Hulse.
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