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   The Art of Seduction and Possibilities in Italy

Life is art. There is no reality. This world is an illusion. There is no truth except what is true to you. Ever since I was little, I've always turned away from the reality of art, music, history, and culture. I've always seen them as just random gestures that are used for its own decorative and embellishment purposes. But ever since last year, I began to see art as a creation that illustrates the inner-beauty of mankind. It all began during my summer trip to Rome, Italy, where my primary objective was to perform variety of sacred choral music with our choral ensemble, Chamber Singers. Our ensemble, who has won several 'Grammy Signature Status Award' for best music program in the nation, was known to sing a diverse repertoire of music, spanning from baroque music to romantic and contemporary. 

Before our choral performance, our group and I decided to walk around Rome, Italy, where the weather that month was hazy and overcast - an odd combination of fear and exhilaration. During that time, I recognized that Rome was a labyrinth - an indecipherable maze of ancient roadways winding around buildings, fountains, and crumbling ruins. Unlike United States, Italy was more re-known by its unique history and treasures. 


As we arrived, we first met with our studying abroad counselor, Cheryl Loretta. Loretta, who spoke very rough, yet precise English, was in fact 100% pure Italian. She was about five feet tall, had blonde hair, and was around her mid-twenty's to early thirties. She also had green eyes, white teeth, and a pretty smile that every Italian guy would fall in love with. Despite her inner-appearance, our first visit was 'The Coliseum,' which was one of history’s greatest ironies. As we arrived, I recognized that the stadium had been built to host centuries of barbaric events, where public beheadings began during the 80 A.D.. Loretta once said, "'The Coliseum' was built on ashes of a terrible fire that destroyed a large part of Rome in 64 A.D." I was really amazed by the numerous monuments and statues that were presented inside the arena. As I looked around from north to south, I noticed there were 80 entrances, about 50,000 seats, and a big 

wall about 15 feet high that separated the spectators from the bloody events in the arena. The feeling of that picture reminded me of the Coliseum in Los Angeles, California, but only 10 times bigger. To the west                                                                                                                                                of 'The Coliseum' was a wide basin of the Tiber River, which wound enormous arcs across the city. I noticed that the churning currents were brown, filled with silt and foam from heavy rains. It reminded me of our own sewage system in our backyard, where muddy and rusty water would pour out into the streets during a huge downpour.


After all my excitement learning about 'The Coliseum,' our first performance was inside 'The Vatican,' where Pope John Paul the 2nd was buried on April 8, 2005 below the altar. The Vatican, to me, looked like a fortress because the Catholic Church holds half of its equity inside its walls - rare paintings, sculpture, devalued jewels, and priceless books. The first painting I saw inside the Vatican was called the The Great Castration. I didn't know what the significance of the painting was, but Loretta had once said that the painting was known to represent the most horrific tragedies in Renaissance art in 1857. On the right hand side, I noticed Michelangelo’s renowned fresco, “The Last Judgment.” 


"Why was the painting Michelangelo's renowned fresco?," said by one of our performers.


"Well, as you can see, the painting was a horrifying, fifty-foot-tall depiction of Jesus Christ," said by Loretta. 
"You could see in the upper right hand corner that Jesus Christ was separating mankind into the righteous and sinners, casting the sinners into hell."


 I felt very fascinated after listening to Loretta's comment, but was very well interested in the significance of that painting. After all my speculations about art, our ensemble and I then waited in readiness behind “The Last Judgment” painting. While waiting, I read a big sign that was engraved below the renowned fresco.


"The painting looked like something painted for a carnival wrestling booth by an ignorant coal heaver," written by Guy de Maupassant below the fresco.


 At first, I was very excited of how beautiful the painting was exhibited, then the variety of color used throughout the renowned fresco. 


Despite all my enthusiasm towards art, our ensemble and I then waited proudly for our first choral performance to begin. I listened to countless children's and their parents cheering us with great admiration and exultation.







"Go Roy! Go Chris! Go Eddie! Go Steve!" said a fan from the crowd.



That loud chant gave us the necessary boost we needed to perform in front of such a large gathering of spectators. Our ensemble then was making its way towards the altar, where we walked up along the three minuscule steps onto the stage. As I reached into my standing position, I watched the other performers walk together in single file lines from west to east, breaking up into four different sections from basses to sopranos. The procession reminded me of spectators waiting in line from north to south, trying to buy basketball tickets to watch UCR play against UCI. 


As soon as our conductor, Brian Dokko, finished his short, yet exceptional speech, we began to sing our first piece, “Alma Redemptoris Mater.” This song is a popular 1594 Renaissance piece written by Giovanni Pierluigi da Palestrina, and it is often sung here at “The Vatican” in the heart of Rome, Italy. As we sang from measure to measure, our ensemble ended the piece singing a little octave higher from the C flat, of which we didn’t expect to encounter. Despite a few imperfections, the audience applauded with great satisfaction and contentment for all our hard work. As soon as we had completed three other musical pieces, our group and I then watched the "Il Baluardo Gruppo vocale lucchese" perform in front of their home audience. The choir, which was made up of 16 singers, was all Italian men and women coming from different regions across Italy, from Milan to Venice. After their ensemble sang its first piece, 'Madame Vous Aves No Cuor' written by Marcantonio Cavazzoni, I felt dumbfounded on how well they sung this particular piece in front of the largest church in the world. The song, which was performed by advance singers, was sung by strong manly voices in pure Italian language. After listening to "Il Baluardo Gruppo vocale lucchese" performs the 'Madame Vous Aves No Cuor,' I felt the festivity in the air that echoed throughout the basilica that afternoon. The music that swelled inside 'The Vatican' sounded as if the 'Vienna Boys Choir' was singing their famous song, 'The Requiem.' That song once reminded me of 

Very famous French philosopher, Denis Diderot, where he once stated that “only passions, great passions can elevate the soul to great things.”


After our huge performance in front of the largest church in the world, we, the performers, decided to roam around Vatican City. ‘Vatican City,’ which was once the smallest country in the world, had a strict ban on visible legs above the knee.


"Why does 'Vatican City' have strict ban on visible legs above the knee," said by one of our performers.


"It was a regulation of showing respect for the sanctity of God’s city," said Loretta in a manly voice.


 While our group was walking around, I spotted 'The Vatican Museum.' 


"Can we go inside 'The Vatican Museum'," I asked Loretta.


"Yeah! That would be a great idea, since we do have an hour left before our buses arrive," said by Loretta with great joy.


I was very excited after hearing that comment, as I knew this would be a perfect opportunity for me to expand my knowledge of art and history in Rome, Italy. Inside ‘The Vatican Museum,’ I picked up a pamphlet of which contained facts about their historic museum. 


"'The Vatican Museum' which housed over 60,000 priceless pieces of Michelangelo, da Vinci, Berini, and Botticell, are all sculptures weighing tons - the Sistine Chapel, St. Peter’s Basilica, Michelangelo’s famed spiral staircase leading to the Museo Vaticano - are all priceless testaments to man’s creative genius," read the pamphlet in the main heading.


After seeing several rare paintings and sculptures of Berini and Botticell, I then finally saw the nudity of 'David' by Michelangelo Buonarroti. The statue of David was 5.17 meters tall, and was referred as "Il Gigante" (the Giant) at the time Buonarroti made the statue. Loretta once said, "The statue portrays the Biblical David at the moment he decides to engage Goliath." I first was amazed by how humongous the marble statue was arrayed, and then the difficulty of how it was carved and molded together. The way 

how the statue looked at me felt, though, David was calling upon my existence - to become his creator and to become his guardian. It felt, though, that Buonarroti encourages me to never give up on studying 

the significance of art, and to also not forget on what I had seen during my time in Italy. 


Although my marvelous journey to Rome, Italy has concluded, the trip altogether altered the way who I am, what I believe, and how I view things, such as my own religion, during my studies here at UCR. After returning from Italy last year ago, I converted from a Buddhist to a Christian the following week, only to understand why Jesus Christ lived and died for our sins, and why people should try living up for Him.  I believe that if I didn't travel to Rome, Italy, last year ago, then the way how I would see my life would differ a lot from the way how I write this essay. It would be very different as I would neither be interested in history nor be very fascinated in art. During the trip, I discovered that art and history was indeed my special significance that had took over my life and my soul, thus leading me to become a history major during my next four years at UCR. Traveling has always been a big part of my life, and that only one can learn the important significance of art, music, history, and culture when one is willing travel someplace far away from their home country.  

