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Here & There:
the View from No. 11, D. S.

Volume 22, Number 1 finds the
Quarterly at the end of the political
wars for 1968. In a matter of hours
we shall know to whom the “torch
has been passed.” For many of us it
will have been the first vote we cast
in any election, let alone a Presiden-
tial one. Consequently this issue pre-
sents several articles concerned with
the problems of 1968. Associate Edi-
tor Christopher R. Schraff discusses
the “negative income tax.” Dr. C.
Joseph Pusateri concerns himself
with what may be the single most
significant result of the election —
the collapse of the structure of the
Democratic Party. Associate Editor
Paul F. Myslenski, who witnessed the
“riots” in Chicago late last August,
presents his observations, Poetry Edi-
tor Michael Pellegrini offers us a
short story in which politics is
no small factor in the dramatic
development.

Although the “truest poetry is the
most feigning,” we have consciously
avoided presenting any “political
poetry” and our offerings this num-
ber adhere to W. H. Auden’s pre-
scriptive to “By all means sing of love
but, if you do, Please make a rare old
proper hullabaloo . . . ”

Again this year the Quarterly will
award its Best-Published Author
Award to a non-staff student writer
(or writers). Announcement of win-
ners will appear in the fourth number
in the spring.

o

We could not begin this issue
without noting a few staff changes.
Associate Editor James L. McCrystal
has been promoted to Managing Edi-
tor. Filling the vacancy in the Senior
Contributing Editor post is senior
James F. McConnell Jr.

Most notable of all is the resigna-
tion of Dr. Richard W. Clancey as
Faculty Advisor because of his in-
('l'msinf_',l_\' he.*u\-'y commitment to
academic problems and his chair-
manship of the freshman honors pro-
gram. Succeeding him as Faculty
Advisor the staff have selected M.
David M. LaGuardia who is, as is
Dr. Clancey, a member of the Eng-
lish department, In testament to its
appreciation and gratitude to Dr.
Clancey, the staff have named him
Honorary Associate Editor.

It is not the most stirring year for
political thought, Whether it is the
New Nixon, the Old Humphrey, or
We Hesitate to Speculate What Will
Happen Wallace, we are not enthusi-
astic nor (even worse) are we ration-
ally engaged. It is the year of the
“blah’s” politically but no amount of
Alka-Seltzer is going to be able to
put our head back on top.

One interesting phenomenon is
that this year’s vice-presidential can-
didates are attracting considerably
more attention than the names above
them on the ballots. Senator Muskie
— relegated by then Majority Leader
Johnson to insignificant Senate com-
mittees ten years ago — has emerged
from those committees to be an
expert on air and water pollution,
Federal-state relations, as well as
national housing problems. Even
Senator McCarthy, a man with a
vivid imagination, is supporting him,
for Vice-President. Governor Agnew
enters the lists with an admirable
record as Chief Executive of Mary-
land, and in spite of certain “offen-
sive” references to nationality groups
in the United States, evinces respect
for a certain fundamental sense of

integrity.
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Deserving a paragraph by himself
is Ohio’s General Curtis LeMay,
vice-presidential candidate of the
American Independent Party. His
background includes the engineering
of the fire-bomb raids on Tokyo dur-
ing World War II (“Fire-bombs are
merely another weapon in the
arsenal,” we may suppose that argu-
ment went then): some bizare opinions
on the availability of use of nuclear
weapons, and an honorary degree
from John Carroll University be-
stowed on him June 9, 1952 in testa-
ment to his unflinching service to the
cause of higher education and all its
manifold implications (“Honorary de-
grees are merely another weapon in
the arsenal of academe,” we may sup-
pose that argument went then).

We are informed that “reck” is
recondite to the hoi polloi.

George Steiner, writing in a recent
issue of The New Yorker, in an
article entitled “A Death of Kings,”
asks a startling question: “What else
exists in the world besides chess?”
The answer, Mr. Steiner points out,
is at least uncertain. He continues:
“There are more possible variants in
a game at chess than, it is calculated,
there are atoms in this sprawling
universe of ours. The number of pos-
sible legitimate ways of playing the
first four moves on each side comes
to 318,979,584,000, Playing one game
a minute and never repeating it, the
entire population of the globe would
need two hundred and sixteen billion
years to exhaust all conceivable ways
of playing the first ten moves of
Nabokov's Mr, White and Mr.
Black.” Mr. Steiner’s article is both
a review of several books for their
chess allusions, and in general, a
discussion of those “three intellectual

pursuits . . . in which human beings
have performed major feats before
the age of puberty . . . music, mathe-
matics, and chess.”

[ J

We have been constantly requested
to comment on the 1968 Carillon,
Volume XXV. The Quarterly, being
a primarily literary magazine, has
conducted a search of the literature
and found what we offer as an apt
comment on the book, written (ap-
propriately enough) by an English
Jesuit named Hopkins: “Glory be to
God for dappled things . . .”

“The use of this field is restricted
to intercollegiate athletics only. Other
trespassers will be prosecuted. —The
Athletic Department.” Soread the signs
posted around Wasmer Field. In this
year when law and order is the most
important issue of the day we call
upon the Athletic Department to
stop violating its own rules and to
punish all trespassers, including those
who are engaged in intercollegiate
athletics.

We would not be too surprised,
however, to find that the Athletic
Department had no intention of
classifying intercollegiate athletics as
trespass. After all, anyone who would
call Wasmer Field the greatest thing
that has ever happened in the history
of John Carroll is entitled to two
mistakes at least.

Ah, the eternal contemporaneous-
ness of the classics. Recent happen-
ings in the world of high social style
remind us of Vergil's the Aeneid,
Book II, line 49: Quidquid id est,
timeo Danaos et dona ferentis.
(“Whatever it is, I am wary of
Greeks, especially when they’ve come
bearing gifts.”)

— 4



The Pigeon Man

HE COURTHOUSE was built during the early 1900’s, all stone with
deep pilings. So deep that they run through the center of the city, across
the rivers, and push up on the North Side.

Twenty-five years ago the building was renovated. The land around it
had been leveled and paved for a new side street and entrances were carved
out of the stone flanks for new offices. They were county offices, moved from
the old Courthouse and into the City-County Building.

In the huge marble hall under the vaults, the affairs of men are played
out. There is the hushed bustle, running walks and searching faces of people
looking for favors, jobs, and money. And there are pigeons, thousands of
them, and the pigeons are democrats, and like everyone in this building, or
hovering overhead, you're a Democrat, or out of a job.

It has been this way from the time Mayor McMann, the crazy Scotsman,
rode the streetcars. The city and the county have been Democratic since before
most Republicans here were born. “That’s why,” Conte says, “Republicans
join those silly organizations.”

The whole state is hostile to the Democrats. Even the suburbs and
outlying towns were hostile to Murphy, the Prothonotary, but for twenty-five
years he laughed behind double doors, behind rows of spittoons and old,
frazzled cronies. He also ran for nomination to the Senate, and when he lost
in the primaries he sandbagged the endorsed candidate, a brilliant but
eccentric judge famous for his attacks on Yale scholars who said that Leif
was, undoubtedly, here first.

The pigeons have been here since before most people can remember.
But Conte remembers . . .

“The pigeons came about twenty years ago. They used to hang around
the churches, but they got tired of the people, and they were hungry all the
time and this priest used to poison them because they weren’t educated like
the European pigeons were to respect God’s property. So that little guy down
there invited them over with a carton of Mother’s Oats or something. See the
one with the straw hat. He’s the Pigeon Man. He’s Harry Banco, the Pigeon
Man. That straphanger’s been here for twenty years.”

He told me that Banco had crossed the Rhine in World War II (“crying
like a baby”) and on stepping off on the other side had the toes on his one
foot shot off, and his hand mangled by machine gun bullets. After the war,
when the mills wouldn’t take him, he went to work for Murphy. In addition
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to the money he earned there, he received a monthly check of $157.37 for the
wounds he suffered, plus rents from two old houses in Greenside. When the
property values in Greenside went sky high, he found out that he didnt own
two run-down houses, but town houses, and in later vears they netted him
over one thonsand dollars a month in rent.

In the early years of Murphy's reign, Conte and Banco had worked
together. Conte had taught school but had been suspended for three years.
He had been suspended because he held one of his pupils by the neck out of
the window to discipline him. Conte gets mad easily, and during this student’s
ordeal Conte repeatedly dared him to break wind again. I think he did, but
luckily, Conte didn’t hear him, That's why the intelligent, but excitable Conte
was in the office,

One day Conte, who never spent a cent, was telling Banco that he had
just bought a suit at Stylerite, two pants and a vest for thirteen dollars.
Banco didnt like Murphy. “Murphy buys his clothes there, the cheap
bastard. He's so fat they make suits out of the alterations. You could make a
suit of his cuffs,” Banco said, puffing up his lips and slobbering, “but his suits
are so cheap the cuffs wear out,” and he spat, with authority, into the cuspidore.

Murphy, fat like an Indian, heard and fired Banco.

The cost of cleaning the building was around $20,000 a year. Most
people don’t talk when they walk out the door. They refuse to breathe. Water
runs down the sides of the building cleaning off the droppings. When
Gertrude Doody found out there was a disease the pigeons carried and that
“you’ll get it if that stuff's wet,” she and the other typists plagued Murphy for
weeks. In the winter the water would freeze, and the building, normally a
huge grey shadow, would become a big piece of chalk. Murphy prayed often
for a Miracle of the Eagles, like the one that saved the Mormons from
the pigeons.

The years passed, and death and retirement were taking their toll of the
old politicians. There were rumblings in the wards. Young grass was pushing
the old leaves away, and Murphy, in his seventies, was losing his hold on the
Party. The elections, coming in the fall, were important; a Republican was
governor, and if Murphy died the Republicans could sneak in their man. The
Party chose not to back Murphy in the primaries.

Murphy ran against a young and reasonably popular lawyer. The
newspapers noted that Murphy had a good record, but that his opponent had
worked his way through college and law school, and that he was, above
all, young.

“They used to call them green,” Banco said one day to a pretzel vendor
he knew.

The office was quiet in those weeks. Murphy, with his friends, fought in
the primaries. A lot of people began selling pretzels on the street with Banco’s
friend, usually the young ones who had funny ideas. If you see someone
selling pretzels on the street, you can be sure he’s a Democrat who has funny
ideas and no sense of gratitude.

Murphy lost by five hundred votes. He would be out on the New Year.
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There were more firings. The people from wards that did badly were fired.
One day he completely lost his temper, lumbered out of the office screaming
foul things, and in an amazing performance, threw out the last of the traitors
and spoke his final words to them. “You dirty creeps, I'll fix younz all!” Then
he threw out two mini-skirted secretaries who were revolving around on the
stools, exposing their bodies.

Conte showed up a lot after that. That's how I learned about the Pigeon
Man. Conte is teaching grade school now, where the kids really can't control
themselves, and he reads poetry to the Mafia on Friday and Saturday nights
in a famous club where all the gangsters go. Quite a few of them are poets, too.

One night after the office closed Murphy walked through town with Joe
Haas, an old friend. They walked slowly, breathing the sun into their worn
bodies. People were running all over the place, to the busses that stopped like
Christ on the corner, blessing them with the hydraulic hiss of opening and
closing doors. The revolving doors were popping people out on the street,
crowding up the corners like so many dark locusts. The pigeons were flying
about, settling on the roof tops, making abrupt, absurd landings. The light
was filtering down through the rush hour dust, the sun was descending on
one side of the city, reflecting off the sides of aluminum and glass, forming a
second sun, more white and glaring and unreal. They continued walking,
Murphy and Haas, and then the pigeons all rose into the dusty light, circled,
floated over them, and descended in a long arc towards the river.

On a cold snowy morning in January, Kiefer took office. The city, in the
winter, is like an old man. The intensity of it lessens, covered by the cold and
snow; it dies a little. This city dies when the snow comes and the flames are
invisible under the curtain of snow that the winter brings. The power of
the snowflake.

The building, after the holidays, held on to the aimless celebrations of
the past week, and there was a good deal of laughter. Some old faces
reappeared, and some new, fresh ones were there, blinking, getting accustomed
to the light, trying to figure out what to do, whom to talk with, stretching
their necks and screwing up their faces in odd expressions. Cold air and the
mop made the marble clean, and the people seemed to stand out more,
straighter, younger, and with the special presence, the greater reality of
the young.

The lawyers began coming around ten that morning. They felt out of
place. The new clerks, with short, curt words, found the information they
wanted and sent them on their way. At twelve, everyone began leaving the
office for lunch. It was time for lunch, and they were lighting up, drawing in
the smoke, exhaling it in cool blue streams, combing their hair with long,
flowing, rhythmical motions. A small, short man began walking up the street
alongside the building. His hands were in his pockets, clenched up and
seeming much too large for his body. He walked toward the crowd of
departing workers, looking up at the roof and the rows of tattered, cooing
pigeons, who were watching him intently.

The pigeons had taken to the air and his hands were out, throwing the
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grain into the air, great piles of yellow grain that flew like autumn seeds
floating about and the pigeons, hundreds, thousands of them, began their
short and hungry descent and Banco, looking at them, raised his arms as the
pigeons blotted out all sight of him.

— M. A. PELLEGRINI

Autumn

Listen!

A bird’s song falls clear as water,
Liguid melting into the day

As the wind slaps my face,

Cold and piercing.

Children play in fields

Of wild-eyed giggle,

And wars have disappeared behind
Closed windows while

The days grow grey

Against the purple twilight.

— GIACOMO STRIULI



The Music Box Room

Tinkering bells

Fading lights

And grey-green shadows on the wall
Teddy bears

Sown with silken thread
Multi-colored balls

Stacked in the corner

Straw heads

Popping from dotted boxes

Little ballerina’s

Endlessly turning

Noisy ducks

Whose webs roll on wells

Tin trains

On a circle tracks

Giant giraffes

Standing by the door

Wooden horses

Upon whom clothes are neatly hung
Singing cowboys

Supporting lamp shades

Bleeting sheep

Over headboards run

Sleeping children

Listening to the melody

Watching the waltz of the tiger-bears.

— DONNERY PATRICK



Ode to a Glass Giraffe

The night spoke loudly of cycle engines,
Capturing the mayhem of wild storms

And bringing down to earth the angry noises of a god.
Dark-souled men,

Men swaggering, boasting colors,

The vestments of a fighting creed.

Men reveling in drink

As curling smoke spread

Past visions of Viking glory.

Men of careless license — submitting

As creeping boredom lit quickly the death fires
A gleeful sacrifice.

Here two worlds met and clashed.

The Hippies wearing love — in a gone, blown world, walking
Back and forth striking poses like distorted pictures

From some far-removed Excedrin commercial.

And a dreaming boy brought his work to be praised —

A giraffe made of plastic and glass chips.

1, watching the people show love in such strange ways, thought
Here a child might be born out of the blues and jazz,

Out of the delusion that a dark night is man’s best healer.
And, dll this, the sorcery of a nation

Yelled and spelled in all the dirty alleys of the world.

— ALICE KEATING
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The Catholic University of the Future

MUST concede that it is prob-

lematical whether or not the
present Catholic university or college
has any future much less hope for
significant improvement. Surely our
greatest cause for alarm is the serious
loss of faith today in the economic
viability and pastoral worth of our
Catholic colleges and universities. We
witness also a serious loss of religious
faith by our students presently en-
rolled and graduating from these
institutions. Finally we are con-
fronted with perhaps the most serious
quarrel over the relationship of
the Magisterium to the academic
community.

On all sides we are constantly
being fed with statistics on the drop
of enrollment in Catholic grade
schools. We are also saddened by the
ever declining vocations to and in the
religious life. Obviously it will not
be long before the already clear drop
in the enrollments in Catholic col-
leges and universities will be spiraled
by the loss of students oriented to
Catholic higher education by their
training in Catholic lower schools.
How much the vocation drop will
affect Catholic higher education only
time can tell. Though not so de-

pendent as high school or grade
schools for personnel, Catholic higher
education does draw in large measure
its identity from the religious who
staff these schools. What will happen
to Jesuit colleges if they no longer
have any Jesuits on their staffs?

A much more serious problem is
the loss of religious faith by students
in Catholic higher education. As one
Notre Dame graduate recently ex-
pressed it: “ . . . as I was exposed to
the best that Notre Dame had to
offer a student in the College of Arts
and Letters, I grew further and
further away from Christianity; . . .
In my opinion many of the best stu-
dents that Notre Dame ‘produces’ are
no longer Catholics by the time they
graduate.” (Ave Maria, April 14, 1966,
pp. 7-8) In my own experience with
students over a ten-year period, I
find that this young man’s judgment
is increasingly true. Students in the
past have stopped “practicing” their
religion only to start again in mar-
riage. But what is particularly worri-
some today is that students who have
fallen away no longer care about
shocking an adult with the fact. Also
they offer highly articulate reasons
for their indifference to organized

Editor’s note: With “The Catholic University of the Future” the Carroll
Quarterly begins a series of studies by students and faculty of John Carroll
University on the problems and prospects of Catholic higher education in the
United States. All members of the university are encouraged to submit MSS

on this topic to the Editor.

— Akl



religion, reasons often buttressed by
arguments  gotten in  supposedly
Catholic theology courses,

Finally, and most serious, the
debate between so many theologians
and the Magisterium has sharpened
the state of frustration of those argu-
ing the value of Catholic higher edu-
cation. It is not that anyone wishes
to question the competence of con-
temporary theologians, but it does
seem obvious that if Catholic belief
is now simply the creature of a
humanistic speculative enterprise, all
we need are theology departments or
institutes, not massive institutions
supposedly founded to help preserve
and enrich the students’ faith. In the
view of many, the notion of an en-
vironment of faith is as outdated as
the Latin mass.

When we take all these considera-
tions into account and then add the
highly tenuous position of all private
higher education, we really must
worry. Recently Kingman Brewster,
president of Yale University, pre-
dicted the practical demise of inde-
pendent higher education in the
United States. Most of us would
gladly trade our financial worries
with Yale’s, but it is a fact that the
cost of higher education is skyrocket-
ing. Such excellent private schools as
the University of Pittsburgh and
Temple University have become state
schools. Already it is rumored that a
very good Catholic university is
quietly arranging to become a state
institution. The question naturally
arises if, in this ecumenical age, this
age of theological debate, this age of
so many urgent claims on the re-
sources of the Church, our man-
power and money could not be better
employed.

It would seem that these prob-
lems offer compelling arguments for

phasing out Catholic colleges and
universities, Yet in these very serious
problems can be found cogent argu-
ments for the sacrifices to save, im-
prove, and even expand these institu-
tions. Today we face the most
agonizing contest between Faith and
reason Catholics have ever known.
The almost passionately pervasive
theological speculation initiated by
Vatican II, the knowledge explosion
in all fields, and the contemporary
universal crisis of authority have
evoked some of the most revolution-
ary re-thinking of our basic beliefs
and a real revolution in our attitude
toward the Church’s teaching au-
thority, itself a dogmatic principle.
The Catholic university is more
necessary than ever before because
here alone among all the institutions
of Church and society, the intel-
lectual meets Ecclesia Magistra; if
reconciliation between them is possi-
ble, this institution is especially
equipped to help achieve it.

The Catholic university, like any-
thing Catholic, is pre-eminently an
apostolic institution. Unlike hospitals,
orphanages, or any other institution,
the university deals with the highest
ranges of truth itself, Any university
can have a theology department; any
theological institute can publish
speculation. But the Catholic intel-
lectual leads a very special life of
faith and needs not merely treatises
and encyclicals, but an institution, a
community of vibrant belief to help
make his life of faith possible. But to
see the precise nature and necessity
of the Catholic university, the intel-
lectual must remember the great
paradox of Christianity: “Love not
the world for he that loves the world
has not the love of the Father in
him,” (1 John 2:15-16); “If you be-
longed to the world, the world would
know you for its own and love you;
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it is because you do not belong to the
world, because 1 have singled vou
out from the midst of the world, that
the world hates vou.” (John 153:19);
“God so loved the world that He
gave His Son that men might have
life and have it more abundantly.”
This awesome paradox is at the core
of the Gospel and forms the crux of
the constant struggle the Catholic
intellectual has with faith.

The Catholic is called to live in
this world, to serve it in love, and by
God’s grace to save this world; yet
this is a broken world, fractured not
only from God but even from him-
self. The Catholic too is a fractured
man aspiring to so much yet so
fallible, weak, and helpless. And
unfortunately the Christian’s intellect
and will are as fractured as any other
element in this broken world.

What has all this to do with the
colleges and universities? These insti-
tutions by their very nature and tra-
ditions are devoted to serving in their
quest for and dissemination of truth
the highest values of man. Granted
that the vast majority of university
disciplines seemingly have no relation
to man’s life of faith; granted that
our contemporary knowledge explo-
sion has so centrifugalized the vari-
ous sciences and disciplines that a
modern university looks like a wild
Mediterranean bazaar with each frag-
mented branch of learning hawking
its wares in a jargon so specialized
that only its “expertized” devotees
understand its claims; still, the mod-
ern university exists not only to
expand the frontiers of knowledge
but also to put order into the ever
expanding domain of reason. If the
student revolt which began at
Berkeley and recently paralyzed the
Sorbonne and Columbia shows noth-
ing else, it shows that students will

not be computerized, treated as
things, but they insist that they be
treated as human beings and that the
university itself be a human and
humane institution. Students insist
that the university must be devoted
not to truths accumulated and used
by any power structure at its asking,
but that the university must be com-
mitted to human values and dedicate
itself, its research, and its teaching to
a distinctively moral purpose of
humanely raising the human condi-
tion by loyal commitment to a
frankly acknowledged system of hu-
man values. Anyone who thinks that
a modern university can repose in
moral indifference, cold scientific
objectivity, does not understand the
modern student revolt. As misguided
as many college students are today,
their moral intuition is perfectly ac-
curate. Man does not exist for the
cold contemplation of truth, truth
exists for the efficacious enrichment
of man,

Thus, granted that there is nothing
Catholic about the atomic table, the
sonnet sequence, the statistical meth-
od, every scholar, teacher, and stu-
dent, if he is to be a man, if he is to
be an aware Christian, a vital Catho-
lic, must somehow master his own
discipline and a total scheme of
human values based on an adult
vision of the order of truth. For
the Catholic, particularly now, this
is often a painful and crucifying
process. By his faith he is committed
to a magisterial church. If Catholi-
cism means anything, it means an
institution claiming especially in its
hierarchy and Supreme Pontiff a
teaching authority guaranteed by the
abiding presence of the Spirit of God.
The great task of the Catholic intel-
lectual is the awesome trial to recon-
cile his faith and the magisterial
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doctrine it involves with his life of
reason,

Some will argue that this is a false
problem. Faith, they say, is a com-
mitment to a Person and not to a
body of concepts. Neo-fideism and
moral sentimentalism have gutted the
intellectual substance of Catholic
belief. Others argue that doctrine not
only develops but radically changes.
Dewart and others have attempted to
vank the epistemological “rug” from
under any substantive doctrinal tradi-
tion in the Church. The discussion of
the nature of the Church in such
works as Kiing’s, Baum’s, or Ruether’s
argues a mode of change, a prognosis
of ecclesial convulsion and meta-
morphosis which makes any magis-
terial pronouncement little more than
an intellectual parking ticket. The
debate over Humanae Vitae is no
quarrel about birth control but a
challenge to the very power of the
Church to teach anything authori-
tatively. This statement may ring as
brash ignorant oversimplification, but
the charge against Pope Paul is not
about his teaching but the mode and
competence by which he teaches. It
requires no theologian, only one alert
to ordinary logic, to see that he who
judges the competence of an au-
thority is perforce claiming jurisdic-
tion over that authority.

The dilemma of these days was
best expressed by John Cogley some
months ago:

I believe that the theology of

Vatican II already seems dated

to many in the forefront of

Catholic renewal . . . it is futile

to try to meet the present situa-

tion by referring Catholics back
to the theology that held sway
before Vatican II. It strikes me
as being equally misguided to
refer people to the literal Coun-

cil documents, as if they were
some kind of last word, Actually
the last word is the most recent
word, and Vatican 11 already
seems to have taken place a long
time ago, so much as happened
since.
For many faith has become theology
and theology has become a frantic
effort in intellectual history. In this
contest even infallibility means
nothing for dogma changes and
infallibility is nothing more than a
hyperbolic ornament whose scope
and content are just as much a crea-
ture of change as any other theologi-
cal notion.

The great task facing the Catholic
intellectual today is somehow by
God’s grace to re-grasp his proper
relationship to the Magisterium,
especially his filial attachment to the
teaching authority of the Pope. With-
out the Magisterium to teach the
meaning of the Deposit of Faith, the
hope and meaning of our salvation
slither about in the chameleon dance
of everchanging theological specula-
tion. That tensions are inevitable
between intellectuals and the Magis-
terium is obvious; that the Magisteri-
um today must be a million times
more cautious than ever before given
fantastic growth of knowledge and
the frenetic dissemination of opinion
through the news media is also
obvious. I frankly feel that the toler-
ance and patience of Pope Paul and
the hierarchy in the face of the
virulence of the present controversy
are heroic. But the real burden is on
the shoulders of the intellectuals. In
any situation, in any cause, in any
discipline or scientific question, theirs
is the task not only of exposing truth
as the human intellect sees it, but of
making the exposition of truth really
serve the highest needs of man. Very
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little genuine intellectual progress
can be made in the earthquake of
controversy. Though the Magisterium
always needs the Catholic intellec-
tual, the Catholic intellectual needs
the Magisterium as never before. In
the past persecution was simpler,
Christians were thrown to the lions.
Today we often claw ourselves to
death with the fangs of our intel-
lectual pride.

It is precisely because this task of
reconciliation of Catholic faith and
modern intellectual growth is so dif-
ficult that the Catholic university is
so absolutely necessary. For the
Catholic there must be no false wall
of separation between faith and
reason, intellect and will, conscience
and Church. Proper distinctions exist
but man is a unity, his gift of faith
and his cultivated reason function in
an integrated totality. No schizo-
phrenia is more dangerous and
devastating than an attempted sepa-
ration of man’s life of reason from
his life of faith. Reason does not
cause faith, prove what is believed;
but faith lodges in and constantly
employs the faculties of intellect and
will as its mansion and its communi-
cative powers in the soul of man.
Man’s reason and man’s love must
ever make faith his honored guest
to whom all is subordinated or his
guest will surely depart. The Magis-
terium of the Church is the only
ultimately authentic teacher and
interpreter of the Deposit of Faith,
God’s good news given in Christ. All
human sciences, even theology, are
only handmaids in this enterprise to
the Magisterium. The Catholic uni-
versity is, then, that very special kind
of academic institute of higher learn-
ing where the meaning of Catholic
faith is clarified, deepened, enriched,
and, to the degree possible for man’s

fractured intellect and will, recon-
ciled with man’s life of reason. It is
that sacred assembly assisting the
man of reason to find and enhance
his life of faith and helping the man
of faith to make possible a life of
reason.

But this ultimate subordination of
the research and teaching to the
Magisterium seems to contradict the
essence of free inquiry and open
speculation requisite for the intel-
lectual life of a university. How can
science really progress? How can
there be any real academic freedom?
How can there by any honest pursuit
of truth if even scientific conclusions
can be Magisterially overruled? Here
we see the captious schizophrenia of
the Catholic intellectual. In a very
real sense he does not enjoy the same
freedom as the non-Catholic. Either
his act of faith deals with facts or it
does not. Either the content of his
faith, though mysterious and analogi-
cal, is real knowledge or it is not.
Either his Church through its Magis-
terium has been commissioned by
God to teach authentically, even
infallibly, or not. Each of these is
“hard saying.” But as an adult
Catholic trying to lead an intellectual
life, I either know what I believe by
faith, I either accept the Magisteri-
um’s official teaching explicating the
Deposit of Faith, I either subordi-
nate, though I do not understand the
Magisterium’s reasoning, my profes-
sional judgment, or I do not see how
I can have Catholic faith,

The nature, content, and scope of
my act of faith cannot be evolu-
tionary in the radical sense of that
word or I never know at any given
moment what I believe or even if I
believe at all. The arbiter of faith
cannot be scientific theology, “demo-
cratic” collegiality, or consensus



among any single or all branches of
the Church, for in each instance some
ultimate authority must judge the
authentic worth of the conclusions
reached. Protestants generally have
used the principle of Seripture as
their supreme authority; Anglicans
and others the Apostolic and Patristic
Church. Catholics have always held
the authority of a Magisterium and
the Primacy of the Holy Father. To
argue that Vatican II makes this
norm for Catholics outdated is self-
defeating, If Vatican II overrules any
defined doctrine, if it contradicts the
traditional Catholic doctrine on the
arbiter of the Deposit and meaning
of Faith, then Vatican II can be
subsequently overruled and any real
authoritative teaching becomes logi-
cally impossible and we are left only
with the convulsions of theological
speculation,

In my view Vatican II is highly
traditional and insistent on the nature
of the Church’s Magisterium. Its doc-
trine of collegiality in no way dimin-
ishes the special and independent
authority of the Pope:

But the college or body of

bishops has no authority unless

it is simultaneously conceived of
in terms of its head, the Roman

Pontiff, Peter’s successor, and

without any lessening of his

power of primacy over all,
pastors as well as the general
faithful. For in virtue of his
office, that is, as Vicar of Christ
and Pastor of the whole Church,
the Roman Pontiff has full,
supreme and universal power
over the Church. And he can
always exercise this power freely.

The order of bishops is the suc-

cessor to the college of the

Apostles in teaching authority

and pastoral rule. . . . But this

power can be exercised only

with the consent of the Roman

Pontiff. For our Lord made

Simon Peter alone the rock and

keybearer of the Church (cf.

Mk. 16:18-19), and appointed

him shepherd of the whole flock

(cf. Jn. 21:15ff.) (Documents of

Vatican II, ed, Walter M. Ab-

bott, S.J., p. 43)

Obviously I still think, reason, and,
given proper situations, even chal-
lenge what I claim is either not
taught or incompetently or incom-
pletely taught. But not only in those
issues structured as clearly defined
dogmas but also in those questions
treated with the vigor of insistent
magisterial pronouncement, I must
give religious assent and obedience
or I do not see how I have Catholic
faith. Speculation does not belie faith
or obedience, provided speculation
does not assume overt contradiction
as its first premise. Wonder is not
infidelity; astonishment is not rebel-
lious pride. Our intellects work with
as much self-churning gusto as do
our imaginations, Our wills con-
stantly cherish any good we spy.
Faith in a Magisterial Church does
not paralyze nor even ask that we stop
our highest faculties. But it does
demand assent. We must ever remem-
ber that God’s truth operates in, can
be scarred, and even eaten alive by
the acid of our fallen intellectual
nature, Christ, our way, our truth,
our life, realizes and fulfills His
promise to abide with us through the
Magisterium of His Church.

This position on the authority of
the Magisterium would seem to make
Catholic intellectuals skulking min-
ions of an ecclesiastical power struc-
ture, the Catholic university a propa-
ganda institute. But it must be borne
in mind that even within the most
rigorously enforced standards of full
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academic freedom, even within those
institutions claiming that the only test
of truth is the test of science, all
kinds of academic positions are con-
stantly excluded. What medical
school would tolerate a man who
became a witch doctor or insistent
absolute Christian Scientist? What
law school would tolerate a Hitler or
a Stalin? What literature department
would countenance a man who
taught Mad comics instead of
Shakespeare? Certainly these are
excessive examples. Life, especially
academic life, is never so simple. But
the point is that if one is clever, if
one is a slippery rhetorician, any
position can assume amazing aca-
demic credentials especially in the
humanities and social sciences.
Whether contemporary scholars wish
to admit it or not, they conduct uni-
versities on certain philosophical
principles on the nature of man and
they exclude even very bright col-
leagues and compelling doctrines
because they do not fit into the basic
philosophy of human value and ideals
on which our varied institutions are

founded.

Any real university is a community
of scholars, each working in his
specialized discipline, but all working
for a total scheme of human values
by which civilization can live and for
which men can die. The university is
the home for man’s dreams, the ivory
tower for his highest aspirations. Not
just in the physical sciences but also
in the humanities, the highest ideals
of man are cherished, argued, and,
thank God, often proved and de-
fended in the harsh crucible of reason
in the university. Though mundane
in so much of what it does, almost a
nightmare in its manifold enterprises
of research, teaching, and social com-
mitments, any real university must

live for the worth of man, the nobility
of the human spirit, the sacredness of
the cooperative human enterprise.
The law can protect justice, it cannot
make men just; often by its vigor it
can lead men to callous abuse, Com-
merce can feed, house, gainfully
employ, but it cannot give men the
will to live. Most religion today, so
often private sentiment chorused in
ambivalent humanistic yearnings, de-
nuded of any claim to authentic
authority, cowering before harsh
issues by dumping them into the
consciences of the lonely, empty so
often of any prophetic vigor, even
religion is hardly stout enough to
humanize man because it can only
appeal to consciences formed ulti-
mately by the intellectual leadership
of the university,

Thus today, of all public institu-
tions, the university is the only home
for any authoritative formation of
human ideals. Is it surprising that the
young so often revolt in universities
over moral issues? Is it surprising
that in the university especially the
prophetic vision of Martin Luther
King was caught? No man can live
by bread alone; no man can live on
the cynical coin of mere physical
fact. To be a man demands serving
a scheme of human values and ideals.
But if we so readily admire a man of
large vision, liberal spirit, generous
impulse, and strong ideals, if we
recognize that especially today be-
cause of the sovereignty of knowl-
edge, the university is that institution
especially empowered to demonstrate
and defend human ideals, is then a
Catholic university such an anomaly?

For the Catholic, the ultimate
ground of his ideals is a commitment
to the redemptive and personal
friendship of Christ whose truth

guarantees far more securely than
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even the most noble human specula-
tion the absolute veracity of human
ideals. We hear so much today about
being an authentic Christian and not
bothering to be a Catholic. We were
never more Catholic for being less
Christian and we can never be more
Clhristian for being less Catholic. Our
faith tells us that Christ was not just
another humanistic prophet, but
God’s Word. Above I admitted that
the Catholic intellectual does not
have the same freedom as other
intellectuals, He does not. He has the
freedom of the children of God. He
is in faith privy to the fulness of
God’s revealed truth.

FFurthermore, the Catholic univer-
sitv is necessary and its future vigor
lies not only for dialogue between
the intellectual and the Magisterium,
but also for the public life of intel-
lectual dedication conjoined with and
inspired by a deeply spiritual public
commitment to a life of faith. Men
form Catholic universities for the
same reason they form any com-
munity: it is human and necessary to
share what is most precious to us. As
we cannot be Christian alone, so we
cannot easily be intellectual Chris-
tians in insolation. Intellectual
Catholicism is not mere niggardly
acquiescence to the mandates of
authority, it is a special form of the
public life of faith,

Here again a striking parallel can
be drawn from the natural order. As
we admire any man of high ideals
and rich human sentiments, so do we
notice the often ascetical vigor of his
moral commitment. History is rich
and constantly chides us with the
sacrifices and even martyrdom of
those who honored human ideals
even though they could not believe
in God. We cannot approach Catho-
lic belief, we cannot attempt a life

of faith without the prayer, sacrifices,
dedication to the ideal of holiness
Catholic faith calls us to. It is not so
much that we honor God by be-
lieving; He honors us by letting us
believe, How much of our present
crisis of faith is caused by our at-
tempt to believe on empty stomachs,
by our attempt to reconcile faith and
reason in a life practically empty of
a genuine effort for piety? This is not
to guise intellectualism with religious
sentiment, but to see the real price
for genuine Catholic intellectualism.
We have too quickly forgotten our
saints, our martyrs, and especially
our crucified Lord. As any real uni-
versity exists to enoble man and
society, so a Catholic university exists
for the same purpose but as Catholic
it begins and keeps alive its process
not only in the laboratory, library,
classroom, and seminar, but also at
the foot of the cross. I do not mean
to confuse piety with learning,
scholarship with faith. Prayer is not
study, aspirations facts, the liturgy
academic demonstrations, religious
assent speculative insight. There is
no such thing as Catholic chemistry,
Catholic accounting, Catholic literary
explication. But irrespective of the
nature of a scholar’s discipline, each
man lives ultimately by a scheme of
human worth and must sensitively
arrange his particular science with
his scheme of priorities of human
value. So the university as a human
society exists ultimately to orchestrate
all sciences to the value and service
of man. For the Catholic his faith
cannot be properly verified in this
process unless grounded in the strug-
gle to be holy; and this men should
do in common. As Vatican II urges:
Faith teaches that the Church
. . is holy in a way which can
never fail, for Christ, the Son of
God, who with the Father and
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the Spirit is praised as being

“tlone holy’, loved the Church

His Bride, delivering himself up

for her (cf. Eph, 5:25-26). He

united her to Himself as His own
body and crowned her with the
aift of the Holy Spirit, for God’s
olory, Therefore in the Church,
everyone belonging to the hier-
archy, or being cared for by it, is
called to holiness, according to
the saying of the Apostle: ‘For
this is the will of God, vour
sanctification.” (I Th. 4:3; cf.

Eph. 1:4)

Now this holiness of the
Church is unceasingly mani-
fested, as it ought to be, through
those fruits of grace that the
Spirit produces in the faithful.
It is expressed in multiple ways
by those individuals who, in
their walk of life, strive for the
perfection of charity, and there-
by help others to grow. (Docu-
ments of Vatican 1I, ed. Walter
M. Abbott, S.]., pp. 65-66; italics
mine.)

Thus I would urge that not only
is there a future and fierce necessity
for Catholic colleges and universities
so that faith and reason, science and
Magisterium, can live in unity in the
House of Intellect, but I would also
argue that the future Catholic univer-
sity can be one of the most noble
institutional achievements of the
twentieth century. Its renewal has
already begun. The academic quality
of a number of our institutions has
risen faster than we dreamt possible.
Very probably our crisis of faith is
largely caused because we have intel-
lectually outstripped our piety. Our
spiritual renewal must now be equal-
ly invigorated. Catholic higher edu-
cation will not die because we have
dropped St. Thomas or the Ratio

Stuciorum, but because we have
failed to witness Christ in our intel-
lectual lives.

There are two very special areas of
spiritual/intellectual renewal which
deserve comment, First we must re-
design our liberal arts curriculum.
The vast changes of this age have
largely deprived us of our customary
style of academic life. In the past we
perhaps a little too naively assumed
that we could train students to be hu-
manistic and Catholic by following
certain  procedures of curriculum,
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