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Remembering Rome: Some Pleasant Surprises 
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Rome, also referred to as The Eternal City is home to western civilization, after Greece. For 

literature-lovers, it holds special attraction. I‟ll give 4 out of 5 marks to my Rome visit as compared 
to 2 to Paris. Weather, of course, has a role to play here because unless you enjoy some cool air in 

summer there, it does not appear to be Europe at all, but of course, Rome with its rich and a bit 

horrendous history left an indelible memory.  

 

The flight to Rome began with a shocker -- delayed departure from 12 midnight to „sometime‟ later 
– the announcement was heard. Finally, the Alitalia plane started from Delhi in the wee hours at 

4:35 a.m. An hour or so later, the catering staff brought us water/coke. Then the shutters were 

downed perforce for a supposed night and the staff went to relax. We were all hungry having spent 

the night at the airport in Delhi, but requests for refreshment fell on deaf ears of the sleeping service 

staff. They were observing  Rome time, so that in the Delhi afternoon time of 1 p.m., we were 

served breakfast! 

 

It was drizzling in Rome when I landed. Had to run helter-skelter for baggage as no help was there 

and signages were in Italian language only. Bearing the load of handbag with an attaché in tow, 

finally I encountered a fellow who told me in sign language to catch the „motorrrro‟, which I 
concluded must be the airport train. The train brought me to the immigration counter which had a 

long queue. That was not all, when I went to find Terravision bus which was booked online, there 

was again a long queue. And so, I had to drop the idea of boarding bus and get cab instead, which 

was a fine decision.  

 

At the hotel in the back alley via Saradi, I found a home-turned into a hotel with a small room, spick 

and span, and a friendly staff. From here, I reached Faculty of Economics, Sapienza University of 

Rome in a cab at 3:30 pm.  The next two days were usefully spent at the conference, attending 

paper presentations, meeting new faces, etc.  

 

Once in Rome, you can‟t avoid the temptation of visiting the several sightseeing places. So, the first 

stop has to be the Colosseum. This huge amphitheatre, with the seating capacity of 70000 people, 

appears like a palimpsest of sorts as it was damaged and re-built repeatedly by successive rulers of 

Rome. The tell-tale signs alongside the ongoing renovation does not lend it an endearing look, but 

surely it is a historical site of great importance. What caught the eye were the several drain-like 

structures around the main stage. We were told that through these, slaves were brought in to fight 

the animals like lions. The end understandably was the mauling and butchering of humans at the 

hands of the animals despite the heroic fight of the poor slaves. Finally, blood flowed through these 

drains. That was the ancient Rome. While sitting on the Palatine Hill opposite Colosseum, I felt 

inspired to write this poem:  

 

Epistle to the West 

 

The infant you got  

From Greece 

Nursed in Rome 

Is now a full-grown tyrant 

Hasn‟t forgotten  
Yoking slaves to drive the chariot 
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Parading beauties as trophies. 

 

Where are Virgil and Dante 

And Boccacio and Petrarch 

Auctoritas, pietas, clementia, veritas, honestas…? 

We only have Machiavellis 

Wielding euros and dollars 

And cleverly crafted contracts 

That deny to others 

What they would have for self. 

Seeing Jesus‟ sermon in mirror.   
 

Much water has flowed down 

Ganga and Yamuna; 

No longer are these 

Tributaries of 

Thames or Hudson. 

Learn afresh the lessons 

Rome taught once: 

Valour, justice, humanity…! 
 

There was also the encounter with another nasty (by today‟s standards) relic in the form of several 
stone slabs side-by-side. These were the seats for easing oneself meant for the spectators coming to 

Colosseum. Not unusual since in our own country also, till flush started operating in toilets, such 

seats were in use. But the surprising thing was the arrangement in a row which meant there was no 

screen in-between! 

 

The ruins of the Colosseum apart, the Palatine Hill. with its relics of Caeser‟s time and a far view of 
Roman Court is in shambles. At places, there are foundations of walls only to be shown to tourists. 

Looks unbelievable when the guide says, “Here sat the king to take dinner, and here he saw the 
spectacles in the ring.” Also saw the place where Julius Caesar‟s body was burnt and the temple 

made in his honour as was the custom, though the temple is in ruins. Other temple intact was the 

one built in honour of the king Diva Antonio‟s dead wife and his own self later. Reminds one of Taj 
Mahal. 

 

Next day, a visit to Trevi Fountain happened, as it is a must for visitors, particularly, young lovers 

or couples who throw a coin into the pond. It is one of the aqueducts which supplied water to much 

of ancient Rome. The figure of the sea-god  Oceanus with horses is beautifully sculpted like so 

many other statues in Rome.  

 

I was anxious to see the Pantheon which held a special place in the lives of kings and commoners in 

ancient Rome, and finds mention widely in literature. It was supposed to be the  abode of Roman 

deities, but was disappointed to find all pagan deities replaced by Christian divines. It happened 

when Christian rulers took over Rome. But of course, the huge hall with a high dome does 

overwhelm the visitors. 

 

A good experience was travelling by tram in Rome. I would often take the tram from my hotel to 

the University of Rome Sapienza, the venue of the conference or to other spots. At the conference, I 

met delegates from Georgia, Pakistan and Brazil, apart from India, some of whom were with 

spouses and went to Venice next day. In the university dining room, had another surprise. With the 
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food coupon given by the conference organizers in hand, I, alongwith another delegate from Bengal, 

took up items from the table and headed for the table, but was stopped in-between by a matron, who 

almost shouted „Quarto, Quarto‟, and took away an apple from my table. It then dawned on me that 
we were allowed to take only four items!  

 

So, after lunch of a banana, boiled dal, cauliflower and steamed cabbage leaves, Adik and went by 

bus to visit a real beautiful monument "Altare della Patria" (Altar of the fatherland/ homeland), is in 

the centre of Rome. It also has a statue of the goddess Venezia, the ruling deity of Rome. Eternal 

fire burns in the fire pots on both sides and gun-toting sentries stand guard as a mark of respect that 

is normally given to living beings. 

 

On the third day, all the delegates were taken in a bus to Villa Adriana – a hilltop park plus relics of 

old palace of King Hadrian. The park was nice though it had nothing unique about it. At 1 p.m., we 

boarded the bus again without having anything to eat and were taken to Tivoli – the 16
th

 century 

terrace garden plus fountains constructed by a Cardinal Ippolito d‟Este. The building is a mini 
palace decorated with frescoes and reliefs. The charming part, however, is the garden and fountains.  

 

Returning in the evening, had to walk far today again in search of bus which took us to Termini 

station from where we got a tram. Alighting at Casilino, had to trudge to hotel after some confusion 

about route. Touring any place requires a lot of walking. Climbing up the villa Adriana and 

climbing down and up the terrace garden was strenuous indeed. 

 

The conference concluded, so the morning after, before going to the airport, I got some more 

chocolates from the superstore. Settled hotel bill and proceeded to airport in cab. In the plane, I had 

the company of a chirpy, old Namdhari woman,  follower of a certain Sikh dera guru.  While 

talking, she often dropped names of VIPs like Modi, claiming to be connected to the UN and 

working on some assignment in Canada. After a while, she switched to a different disposition 

altogether, showing deep courtesy to me, so much so that when the plane landed in Delhi and the 

passengers stood up to leave it, she tried to touch my feet! 
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