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L etters '
W indow  Magazine edits Letters to 
the Editor, primarily to conform to 

space limitations. Personally signed 
letters are given preference for 

publication. Our FAX telephone 
number is: (402) 280-2549.

A m erican  T h an k  You
I received a copy of your magazine 
(Spring 1994 Issue) at the company I 
work fo r.... To be perfectly honest, I kept 
the magazine for one reason only. It 
was the picture on the cover of a Sioux 
Indian child.

I kept the magazine in my drawer 
for a week before I finally had a chance 
to read it. When I read your article on 
"Vision Quest," by Don Doll, S.J., I felt a 
surge of pride that I haven't felt for quite 
some time.

I am partly Native American, though 
not of the Sioux tribe. I am a mixture of 
several cultures. I am Spanish, French, 
and Native American (Taino Indian 
tribe). I am proud of all of them, but the 
one culture that raises the most pride 
and curiosity is that of the Native 
American.

Thank you so very much for printing 
this article; it resurfaced pride in a cul
ture that some people believe is gone 
and dead. I feel that it is important for 
everyone to realize what beautiful peo
ple Native Americans are and what they 
are willing to do for their culture. 
THANK YOU, THANK YOU, THANK 
YOU!!!

Alba Barton 
Omaha

P h o tos S p ark  T h ou gh ts
The photographs of Don Doll, S.J., in 
the Spring Issue 1994, are stunning and 
vibrantly alive. The words of Billy 
Mills ... "We have quasi-apartheid in 
America" ... ring with truth as does Asa 
Primeau's statement, "Rich, spiritually 
rich. You can't have anything better than 
spirituality."

booking at the pictures, I reflected 
on Creighton's much vaunted idea of 
service and what these photographs 
might spark in someone. But then I 
thought again on a different and more
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curious level about how things come full 
circle. Indian people have/are suffering 
the effects of racism and discrimination, 
poverty, early death — endless grieving, 
the boarding school legacy, the reserva
tion experience, and the effects of sub
stance abuse, yet they survive... they 
endure ... and they are reborn.

In these times, when the daily barrage 
of information marks our own suffering 
and dissolution, it seems we are being 
given an opportunity to find new mean
ing and purpose.

Perhaps, just perhaps, if one is invited 
into Indian country, and enters with eyes 
and ears open, then perhaps one can 
learn some things, not necessarily obvi
ous things, but very real things to do. 

Timothy J. Richter, Ph.D., BA'72, MS'75, 
Psychologist, 

Crow Agency, Mont.

N ot R ecyclin g  W in d ow
Regarding recycling of Window (Spring 
Issue 1994): Who's recycling you any
way????

All copies of you end up on my book 
shelves!! All publications should be so 
great!! You're one of my special plea
sures. Thank you.

Eleanor Reynolds, SJN'37, 
Fresno, Calif.

M en  D oin g  the Talking
I find it interesting that the majority of 
those individuals who see nothing 
wrong with the role (or lack thereof) 
that women are allowed to play in the 
church are mostly men. It seems to me 
to be analogous to those white South 
Africans who still insist that there is 
nothing wrong with the apartheid sys
tem (thank God for the end of that!).

Yes, women can find examples 
among the saints of women who were 
very important to the church. You can 
also see this in the fact that Jesus first 
revealed himself to the women outside 
of his tomb after the resurrection. 
However, this only illustrates that God 
doesn't discriminate, but it (usually) 
takes a miracle before women are taken 
seriously by the church.

And please do not give Creighton too 
much credit for their liberalism. They still 
send me my issue of Window under Mr. 
and Mrs. James Farley, even though my 
husband never attended Creighton. I 
have called the alumni office requesting

that they change this to Mrs. Junesse 
Farley (yes, I use my husband's name), 
since I am neither his property, nor his 
chattel; I am his partner. This request has 
been ignored.

Indulge in a moment of wild specula
tion (hopefully without getting excom
municated). If, at the time of the second 
coming, Jesus were to come back as 
female, would the male hierarchy of the 
church be one with the faithful or the 

e Pharisees?
Junesse M. Farley, 

LaVista, Neb.

B otch ed  A ssau lt
I was amazed to read the letters from 
Messrs. Sullivan and Fitzsimmons, 
relatively recent graduates of Creighton, 
in which they attack Dr. Saniuk and 
Ms. Jacobs-Malina. Here we have two 
masculinists assaulting two feminists 
and botching the job.

Anytime a masculinist (Sullivan) 
accuses a feminist of "having a serious 
misunderstanding of males," you know 
he is resorting to a desperate defense. 
And anytime a defender of the all-male 
hierarchy (Fitzsimmons) claims women 
already have great influence in church 
matters by using saints as examples, 
you know he's in trouble. Curiously, he 
seems to approve of women having 
influence, but first they must gain saint
hood. What do the men have to do? We 
all know.

Give these graduates a few more 
years, perhaps 20 or 30... they'll change 
their minds.

Daniel Patrick O'Conner, BA'43, 
Roxbury, Conn.

'N e ith e r M ale N or F e m ale '
I have been following with great interest 
the recent theological debate on the role 
of women within Roman Catholicism 
which has been taking place in the 
Window Letters column. Even more than 
the magazine's articles, this exchange 
reminds me of what I appreciated about 
my undergraduate days at Creighton: 
lively discussion on significant issues.

As a Protestant, I have considered 
myself more of an observer in this 
matter than a participant. Nonetheless, 
the letters of Andrew Sullivan and John 
Fitzsimmons are so strident and present 
such novel arguments that I have felt a 
need to respond.

First of all, Mr. Sullivan seems to be 
making the case that, due to life experi
ence, males are inherently evil (unlike 
females) and thus need the "role model" 
of a celibate male clergy to bring about 
their reform. He seems to be saying that 
most females (except perhaps those he 
accuses of promoting fascism) need 
not be concerned with morality, thus 
apparently promoting most women to 
something akin to sainthood. To justify 
his prejudice regarding "evil" being 
found in males, he naively cites as evi
dence no more than his own impressions, 
thereby demonstrating his lack of sub
stantive contact with the real world. 
Further, to deny a female capacity for 
sinfulness clearly denies women's status 
as moral agents, it denies women's 
humanity, and it denies their equal need 
for salvation. I would be curious to dis
cover whether or not Mr. Sullivan could 
conceive that the denial of a person's 
status as a human being is, indeed, an 
oppressive act.

Mr. Fitzsimmons begins from a 
remarkably similar position by acting as 
defender of the cult of Mary (the saintly, 
sinless woman). But he goes further by 
citing the example of Catherine of Siena's 
influence upon papal policy to argue 
that women have always "played a cru
cial role in the church." I would suggest 
that pleading, cajoling and begging are 
clearly not the same things as bearing 
responsibility for making decisions. It 
is just that responsibility that has been 
denied to an entire class of people for 
far too long.

Through much of the history of 
Christendom, women have been denied 
consideration as moral agents or as 
decision makers. Sometimes, their very 
humanity was denied. Over the cen
turies, the ways of the past have often 
been enshrined as tradition. Yet, I believe 
in a God that is a loving and forgiving 
parent, and I pray that God will forgive 
us for how long it has taken us to under
stand that the customs and habits of 
generations (especially the bad habits) 
are not always the same thing as divine 
revelation. How long must it take us to 
learn that "in Christ there is neither male 
nor female" but that we are all equal in 
the eyes of God?

Rev. Dr. Gregory W. Howard, BA'78, 
Little Falls, N.Y.
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The soul's joy lies in doing
-  Percy Bysshe Shelley

By M ary KennyIt is Easter Saturday an unusually bright, clear 
morning in Los Angeles. The atmosphere at 
the Maria Prima home is just as bright, and 

the place is bustling, people of all ages coming, 
going, mingling, cooking, talking and/or just 
strolling the grounds.

Kathleen McCann is rummaging through sev
eral cardboard boxes of party goods as she gives 
instructions to two onlooking University of 
California at Los Angeles (UCLA) volunteer stu
dents. "There's plenty of fresh flowers in each 
home. Just be sure each house has a centerpiece 
at the dining room table. I know there's plenty of 
Easter decorations in here for every house," she 
says, handing the boxes to the young women. 
They nod and smile, accept the boxes wordlessly 
and are out the door.

"We're getting ready for Easter dinner here 
tomorrow, and in one of the houses, not one resi
dent is going out. They're staying because it's 
their home, and they're having people in. That 
says a lot for what Maria Prima means,"
Kathleen explains.

We are in the corner house, 1501 Selby Street, 
the most recently acquired of the five Maria Prima 
homes. Before the afternoon is over, we'll visit 
each home, chat with the residents and meet the 
houseparents — Denise, Annette, Kathy, Charlotte.

A tour of the Maria Prima grounds ensues. 
Though it's a quick tour, it still takes several 
hours, not so much because of the ground we 
cover, but the people we encounter. We stop 
briefly to say hello to Kathleen's sister Mary 
Cruetz, who is outside on a patio, discussing 
repairs with a contractor before running errands 
with Pr. McNulty, the resident chaplain.

Kathleen's son Greg sits in a car in the drive
way, waiting for someone, anxious to go to the 
mall. Mother and son shout back and forth, lay
ing out their immediate plans for the day in that 
abbreviated who-what-where-when-how-and- 
why language only family members understand.

A new resident, Mabel Schaefer, stops 
Kathleen to tell her she'll be going out for lunch 
with her daughter soon. "That's wonderful! 1 
know you two will have a great time,"
Kathleen says.

"I love it here," Mabel tells me. "I'm still get
ting settled, but it's like having my own suite." 
Mabel is also looking forward to the arrival of 
her first great-great-grandchild.

We walk past a bougainvillea-covered patio 
and trellis, stopping for a few moments to 
admire the recreation center. The large, airy room 
is furnished with white wicker furniture, an 
upright piano, Impressionist prints. "This is 
where we have Mass, concerts, parties. There's 
room for everyone here, and company, too. If 
there's something to celebrate, we celebrate it," 
Kathleen says.

Michael McCann has calculated that between 
the residents, the staff and the McCann/Cruetz 
family, they average 49 birthdays a year, one par
ty nearly every week, not including holidays. 
Maria Prima's oldest resident, Lucille Randall, 
just celebrated her 96th birthday. She has lived in 
this neighborhood for 60 years, and has been a 
member of Saint Paul's parish since 1934.

We walk across an inlaid-brick courtyard and 
meet Clarice Coffer, 83, who is enjoying the mild 
weather. Kathleen asks about Clarice's daughter 
Shirley, chairman of the economics department at 
Cal State Northridge. "I look at my children 
and even I can see that they aren't children any
more," Clarice says with a smile before she 
walks on.

As we tour the homes, Kathleen points out 
that, when possible, the ceilings in each house 
were raised to let in more light and add a feeling 
of spaciousness. It worked. Lilac- and yellow-col
ored streamers hang from a dining room chande
lier; the UCLA girls must not be far ahead. The 
furnishings are bright, tasteful, charming, shades 
of muave and rose accented by floral prints in 
the same tones. The rooms and homes are 
homey, inviting.

After we tour the last home, we stop there 
for lunch with the residents. The conversation 
is lively. Kathleen asks each of the five women 
questions about their families, their latest news. 
Margaret, who still dabbles in the stock market 
and reads the Wall Street journal every day, 
makes a request.

"Kathleen, we all watch T.V., especially 
'Jeopardy.' But there's a light outside that's 
always on and puts a glare on the screen. Do
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Shirlie Divyer teaches Maria Prima residents in a half-hour exercise classs. Dwijer volunteers once a week.

you think we can get it turned off somehow?" 
Kathleen says she'll take care of it that day.

Margaret continues. "Kathleen and Michael 
and Mary are all very tolerant of us, very indul
gent. All you have to do is ask them, and they do 
it," Margaret says. All the women nod, and point 
to the newly carpeted living room as proof of 
Margaret's claim.

Kathleen changes the subject to a story of her 
great-grandmother's life during the Civil War. 
She is an excellent storyteller, every head at the 
table turned, not a sound heard until she's fin
ished. "What a saga!" one of the residents, 
Clarice, remarks.

"It runs like 'Roots,' doesn't it? Someday, I'm 
going to write a book about it," Kathleen says.

The subject of family brings an inquiry about 
the McCann's daughter, Elizabeth, an English 
major at Loyola Marymount College in Los 
Angeles. They listen intently as Kathleen 
describes a story Liz has written called "Achebo, 
an Indian Chief," which means "fearless one." 
Kathleen pulls the manuscript from a notebook.

She turns to Jean, who is seated at the head of 
the table. Jean is an artist, and has set up studio 
space in her room. "Jean, I think this is some
thing we could have published as a children's 
story. Would you read through it and give me

some ideas for illustrations? And, let me know if 
it's something you think you'd like to illustrate."

Before we leave, Kathleen enlists Clarice to 
water the calla lilies on the side of the sunporch.

The tour is over. As I leave Maria Prima, I 
realize the word, "retirement" never once 
came to mind.

T oy, community, family, service. These four 
I  words are heard frequently in conversation 
I  with Michael McCann, DDS'58, when he talks 

•'about his life.
But they are heard most often when he talks 

about Maria Prima, the unique residential com
munity for the elderly that he founded more than 
20 years ago with his wife Kathleen McCann, 
Ph.D., and sister-in-law, Mary Cruetz, L.L.B.

Maria Prima is tucked away on a quiet corner 
of the Westwood section of Los Angeles, not far 
south of the turbulent epicenter of the 
Northridge quake that rocked the city in January, 
and barely 10 miles northwest of the violent 
streets of Compton that make headlines every 
day. But there is a quiet serenity at Maria Prima.

This is a place where a Valentine's Day party 
includes poetry readings ranging from a 7th cen-
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tury Chinese love letter to 20th century lyrics by 
Robert Frost; where St. Patrick's Day festivities 
include a recitation of Yeats, Lady Gregory and 
Padric Colum, a corned beef and cabbage dinner 
and a sing-a-long to Irish favorites like "Molly 
Malone" and "The Wearing of the Green." An 
atmosphere of social and cultural enrichment 
and religious fulfillment that emphasizes life, its 
joys and all its beauty. A place where family 
and friends are always welcome, any time, 
day or night.

Unlike conventional retirement homes, Maria 
Prima is comprised of five single-family 
dwellings situated on half a city block, connected 
by walkways and patios shaded by eucalyptus, 
ficus and birch trees, the paths bordered by fairy 
primrose beds, Calla lilies, impatiens, English ivy 
and rose bushes.

To the 29 elderly residents who live at Maria 
Prima, it is evident that this is more than a place 
to live out their final years. It is a real home with 
real family.

And for the McCanns and Mary Cruetz, it is 
equally evident that this is more than a business. 
It is their vision, their mission, their lives. What 
is most remarkable is that, although these three 
individuals could have been content to enjoy 
their highly successful, full-time professional 
careers, they also have been integrally involved 
in the day-to-day operation of Maria Prima, a 
full-time job in itself. And they wouldn't have it 
any other way.

Their vision of Maria Prima began in 1971 
during dinner with Fr. John Carroll, CSP, an 
assistant pastor at their parish, St. Paul's Church. 
They discussed the need for a more personal and 
loving environment for retired persons and the 
downward turn many elderly take when 
living alone.

"It wasn't for lack of money that these people 
were doing poorly. It doesn't matter if you live in 
the most beautiful high-rise in Beverly Hills. If 
your husband or wife dies, the thing you really 
need is other people, a sense of community," 
Kathleen said.

Mary, who worked extensively with the aged 
in her law practice, said she was "frustrated with 
the lack of concern and commitment toward the 
elderly by the community — it left too much to 
bureacracy and their needs were not being met," 
she said.

They envisioned a small-home, familial atmo
sphere rather than the impersonal, institutional
ized environments that had become 
commonplace in retirement communities.

"One of the values that was instilled when I 
was a student at Creighton was that of service;

that we are put in this world to serve other peo
ple," Michael said.

Kathleen quickly agreed. "When I met 
Michael, that was his first message to me — ser
vice to others."

Michael and Kathleen Cruetz met in 1968 
while they were both teaching at UCLA, 10 
years after Michael was graduated from 
Creighton's Dental School. Kathleen was a pro
fessor of British and American Literature, 
Michael a charter faculty member of the School 
of Dentistry.

After graduation from Creighton, Michael 
spent a year as a postdoctoral fellow at Rochester 
University's Eastman Dental Center in New York 
before receiving his master's in pediatric den
tistry from the University of Nebraska. For four 
years, he conducted research at Adelaide 
University in South Australia and New Zealand 
University under a grant sponsored by the

Michael McCann, a Eucharistic minister, gives communion to Maria 
Krncis in her room at the Maria Prima residence.

Wenner Gren Foundation for Anthropological 
Research. During that period, he was appointed 
to the UCLA faculty.

The McCanns were married in May 1969, 
when Michael was 37, Kathleen, 35. "Kathleen 
and I are simpatico. It has really been 25 years of 
agreement. We have a commonality of thought 
and values, of family, service and community, 
that comes from our Roman Catholic back-
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grounds," Michael said.
Not long after their conversation with Fr. 

Carroll, an opportunity arose to put their values 
into practice. When a house across the street 
from St. Paul's went up for sale in March 1972, 
they bought it immediately and, along with 
Mary, began renovation to include six bedrooms

Kathleen and Michael McCann  ... Not "retiring."

and baths for the first six residents of Maria 
Prima.

During the same month, the McCanns' family 
began to grow, with the birth of their daughter, 
Elizabeth, followed two years later by their son, 
Gregory. Through the years, they acquired and 
renovated four more homes on the adjoining 
property.

Maria Prima, named in honor of the Blessed 
Mother and in recognition of Kathleen and 
Mary's mother, Mary, has grown to include four 
full-time resident staff members, four cleaning 
staff, two cooks and three part-time relief staff.
Fr. Jim McNulty, CSP, serves as resident chaplain. 
Mary maintains the legal and financial/adminis
trative responsibilities and oversees any architec
tural and interior design work. Kathleen and 
Michael coordinate the community outreach pro
grams along with the cultural, social and spiritu
al enrichment activities, as well the cooking and 
menu planning. Although Maria Prima is multi- 
denominational, Michael, a Eucharisitic minister,

serves Communion to the Catholic residents 
each week.

Michael retired from his UCLA faculty post 
in 1991, a favorite among students who voted 
him outstanding teacher on seven different 
occasions. He still maintains a part-time private 
dental practice.

"There was never any down time," Michael 
said. "While we worked on the first home, our 
daughter, Elizabeth, would sleep in a dresser 
drawer, much like a bassinette," he said 
with a laugh.

The image of a newborn child growing up 
surrounded by the elderly goes back to the 
McCanns' and Cruetzes' own familial roots. "We 
all had wonderful parents and wonderful grand
parents," Mary said. Michael, as the oldest of 
seven children, was always deeply committed to 
the welfare of his siblings. Kathleen and Mary 
grew up surrounded by great-aunts; their grand
mother lived with their family until she died 
at age 97.

"In the Midwest, and even in the East, you 
still have children, parents and grandchildren, 
aunts and uncles living together in the same 
communities. We don't have that as much in 
California. We have the phenomenon of the 
young soldier who was stationed here during 
World War II, fell in love with the natural beauty 
and stayed. Now, those soldiers are elderly and 
don't have that extended family," Kathleen said.

The three founders stress that an intergenera- 
tional approach is vital to retirement living.
Maria Prima residents interact daily with college- 
age gerontology interns from UCLA and Loyola 
Marymount College, with the elementary school 
children from St. Paul's who started an "Adopt- 
A-Grandparent" program, with the primarily 
middle-aged resident staff, and with the 
McCanns' own children.

"Maria Prima is a family project, and that has 
given us all great joy. It was always Mary, 
Michael and me as a team, and it's really been 
beautiful to see the kids grow up as part of it," 
Kathleen said. "Elizabeth has matured tremen
dously as a result of it and wrote her college 
entrance essay about Maria Prima. Greg is there 
every day, helping with groceries, working on 
the recycling program or a new project of 
some kind."

All three agree their goal was to make Maria 
Prima as much like a family home as possible. 
Gerontology experts who recommend Maria 
Prima say that the home is a model for retire
ment living.

Each of the five homes at Maria Prima houses 
five to six retirees, ranging in age from 66 to 97,
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each with a private room and bath. Fresh flowers 
fill every room. The homes include a living and 
dining room, kitchen and a patio or porch with 
garden space. A resident houseparent oversees 
the day-to-day operations, such as answering the 
phone, serving meals, and coordinating sched
ules and activities. Several residents of the "inde
pendent living" home live a bit more 
autonomously, without a resident houseparent.

A recreation center, centrally located as a hub 
between the five homes, is the site of twice-week
ly exercise and art classes, weekly religious ser
vices, professional music concerts and holiday 
parties.

The McCanns stress that Maria Prima is not a 
care facility. "Residents must be well enough, 
ambulatory enough, and bright enough to enjoy 
life to live here. Some have the minor problems 
that go along with aging, such as hearing loss, 
but they need to be able to live somewhat inde
pendently," Kathleen said.

Residents come from all over the United 
States, from all walks of life. Football coach 
Adam Walsh, who led Notre Dame's defeat of 
Stanford in 1922 and later coached the Cleveland 
Rams, lived at Maria Prima from 1978 until 1985.

"What we offer people at Maria Prima is a 
sense of family and community. Really, the most

important thing is to have some community affil
iation," Michael added.

Fr. McNulty, the resident chaplain, has known 
the McCanns and Mary Cruetz since 1974, and 
has shared in the vision that became Maria 
Prima. His own mother was a resident of Maria 
Prima for four years before she died. "Michael is 
an extremely generous, kind and thoughtful 
man. For the three of them — Mary, Michael and 
Kathleen — to be doing this kind of work 
involves all kinds of responsibilities, but it never 
gets them down. They are always ready to help."

Mary still attends to her busy law practice, 
Kathleen continues to teach on a substitute basis, 
Michael still practices dentistry. But their greatest 
satisfaction lies in the happiness of the residents, 
the success of Maria Prima, and the values the 
home represents.

"For me, the beauty of it is what it has given 
us in terms of our children, the reward in terms 
of a family project.lt has enriched all our lives," 
Kathleen said.

Michael agrees. "It's really been an interesting 
life. We live and die with (the Maria Prima resi
dents) and go through all their traumas. That's 
the hard thing. But when I'm there, I feel a great 
joy. It's like an extended family to me. All the 
people there are like my brothers and sisters." IQ

A  gathering time and place at Maria Prima. Clockwise, nurse companion Sally Gatchalian (drinking from  cup); resident 
Bridie Reeve, 93; house mother Annette Sneed; Kathleen McCann; resident Frances Leski; Michael McCann, and resident 
Ellen Scanlon (back to camera).
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These heads are hot, my daughter says, 
lifting them gingerly from my neck —  somehow 

ignoring the obvious: they're pretty and they're red.

These are the days of pre-school entrance tests. Some 
nitwit reads a text, asks kids to give it hack verbatim. 

The heads are hot, my daughter says,

touching the ring of red glass planets 
warm from pooling at the throat's steady pulse. 

Ignoring the obvious: that they’re pretty, they're red —

she says instead what's usually left unsaid.
In her model galaxy, Earth pushes hack Mars. 

The heads (strung on hanger wire) are hot, she says:
% t  *

aligned in sequence from the 100-watt bulb's too- 
steady glare. Hot, she says, moving Earth, moving Mars, 

ignoring the obvious: one’s pretty, one’s red.

We can't say why our minds orbit this Earth, can we, kids? 
O r why Mars looks mean as Hell! Blood leaps in the neck. 

These beads are hot, my daughter says.
Ignoring the obvious: they're pretty. And they're red.

Creighton University Window
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The longest journey 
Is the journey inwards 
Of him who has chosen 
his destiny.

—  Dag Hammarskjold (1905-1961)

By the time she was six, Carol 
Muske had chosen her destiny:

She knew that she would 
become a writer. But her long inward 
journey really began when she 
entered Creighton in 1963, she says, 
adding, "and it still continues today."

Although her name isn't a house
hold word — yet, several poets and 
writers have called her "one of the 
best poets of her generation," describ
ing her work as "psychologically complicated without 
being neurotic or showing signs of repression" and 
"acerbic, original, surreal, bizarre and utterly 
engaging."

She has published five books of poetry (under her 
maiden name, Carol Muske) and two novels (under 
her married name, Carol Muske Dukes). Her articles 
and poems have appeared in Ms., Oui, the New Yorker, 
Esquire, The New York Times, Field, American Poetry 
Review, Village Voice and the Los Angeles Times, among 
other prestigious publications. She regularly writes 
reviews for The New York Times Book Review and The 
Washington Post. And she has accumulated a wall 
full of awards and citations for her poetry and 
her scholarship.

These days Carol Muske Dukes divides her time 
between writing (poetry, novels, reviews and essays), 
teaching (she is an English professor at the University 
of Southern California), her family (she is married to 
television and Broadway actor David Dukes and the 
couple has a 10-year-old daughter, Annie) and an occa

sional worry about earthquakes in the 
Los Angeles area.

Shortly before she loaded up the 
car for Omaha and the Women's 
Issues Week at Creighton this spring, 
where she discussed poetry and fic
tion writing and held a poetry read
ing on March 25, the Dukes' home 
had shivered and shaken once again 
during one of many earthquake 
aftershocks.

"I wonder how scientists can call 
something that measures 5.4 on the 
Richter Scale an aftershock," she mus
es. "We have always felt that the 
weather, the location and the quality 
of life were very high here, but 
now I'm beginning to think longingly 

of the Midwest..."
A native of St. Paul, Minn., Muske started writing 

poetry as soon as she could read —
"although that might well be

NT
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an apocryphal story I have told so often that I believe 
it/' she says, laughing. Her first short story was pub
lished by the time she was 11 years old. "But I was 
fairly unconscious about the power of words and 
what it meant to have the power to use them until 
much later."

She attended Catholic schools, where she was the 
resident poet laureate, on call for writing birthday and 
special occasion poems.

Her mother, who had grown up on a North Dakota 
farm, had been an aspiring writer whose dreams of 
college ended when the Depression began. She encour
aged her daughter's love of words and influenced her 
earliest sense of language.

"I remember my mother's voice from my very ear
liest days," Muske says. "M y mother knew by heart 
pages and pages of poetry and she would recite poems 
for me by the hour."

In 1963, Carol Muske graduated from Our Lady of 
Peace High School in St. Paul, determined to become a 
poet and a writer of short stories. She combed through 
college catalogs, searching for a Jesuit school in the 
Midwest and chose Creighton. "I liked its reputation 
for academics and the location, which was unfamiliar 
to me," she says.

She entered Creighton with a generation about to 
discover that it was both the best of times and the 
worst of times to be a student.

The Feminist Revolution was forming battle lines. 
The war in Vietnam was about to be waged on two

fronts — in the jun- 
i i  > ’* » 7 V I  gles of Vietnam and 

on the college cam
puses of America. 
The Sexual 
Revolution was 
calling for recruits. 
The exploitation of 

the earth was 
becoming

fv<
'■ t *4/ / ,

/n,

an issue.
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Students were marching, denouncing, writing, shout
ing, smoking pot, singing protest songs, listening to 
radical philosophers and dreaming dreams.

The year that Carol Muske became a freshman at 
Creighton, 200,000 Freedom Marchers, blacks and 
whites, descended on Washington to demonstrate for 
civil rights. Following demonstrations, riots and beat
ings in Birmingham, Ala., Martin Luther King had 
been jailed and President Kennedy had called out 
3,000 troops to re-establish peace there. Later that year, 
a Buddhist-led military coup overthrew the govern
ment of South Vietnam and the U.S. began sending 
financial and economic aid. And, in November, 
President Kennedy was shot and killed.

The next few years were just as memorable. 
Students danced the Watusi, Frug, Monkey and Funky 
Chicken, donned miniskirts and hiphuggers, swooned 
over the Beatles, demonstrated against the war. Ku 
Klux Klan shootings erupted in Selma and 4,000 civil 
rights workers marched in protest. North Vietnamese 
MIG aircraft shot down U.S. jets and guerillas killed 
thousands of young Americans. Vietnamese were 
slaughtered, in turn, and then there was My Lai. Race 
riots raged in Watts, Cleveland, Newark and Detroit. 
Israel and the Arab nations waged the Six-Day War.

But much of this was just a distant rumbling during 
her years in Omaha, Muske recalls.

The Creighton that she remembers was very con
servative, highly academic, enthusiastic about fraterni
ties and sororities, and predominantly populated with 
the children of prosperous Midwestern farmers.

"I came from a very conservative background and 
Creighton was very conservative in those days," she 
says. "Students on the East and West coasts were 
protesting early Vietnam issues, but not at Creighton. 
Those concerns were very slowly infiltrating our con
sciousness on campus here."

One of the most memorable lessons she learned 
during those years was "how to survive as a writer 
and a woman of the '60s," she says. "That era was a 
period of great self-doubt, for students everywhere. 
And I was no exception. But in as many ways as it 
challenged me, Creighton encouraged me through 
hard times. I learned how to hang on as a woman and 
as a literary person. I was challenged. But I continued 
to write."

She worked on the campus literary magazine 
Shadows, made close friends with "a group of rene
gades," with whom she is still in touch, fell in love 
with a Creighton medical student, and relied on Mrs. 
Eileen Lieben, then dean of women, for advice, coun
sel and a perspective on what was happening to her 
generation, Muske Dukes recalls.
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A pro-McCarthyite, she was holding a sign for her 
candidate on the day that Robert Kennedy visited 
Creighton's campus. "He looked at me and he looked 
at my sign and he said that he thought it was great for 
students to support any candidate of their choice/' 
she recalls.

She briefly joined a sorority — three decades later 
she can't remember which one — but she dropped out 
almost immediately. "I wasn't a club person," she says.

But she was named editor of Shadows and managed 
to make her editorship memorable. The president of 
the University at the time, Fr. Henry Linn, ordered the 
magazine confiscated because one poem contained the 
word "breasts."

"He didn't even notice that another 
poem made a vague reference to LSD," 
she remembers.

Muske graduated from Creighton in 
1967 and didn't return until 1994. She 
moved to San Francisco, the hub of stu
dent rebellion, and enrolled in the mas
ter's degree program in creative writing 
at the State University of San Francisco.
"That was another lesson in survival," 
she says. "My focus was not entirely on 
writing, but on politics as well. It was a 
very volatile time, with student strikes 
and anti-war demonstrations.

"M y parents thought I'd gone abso
lutely crazy," she adds. "They didn't 
understand what I was going through. The sides were 
very clearly drawn then: Us versus Them, the 
Establishment versus the People, Old versus Young.

"We were unfettered by analysis."
While in San Francisco, she met Kathleen Fraser, an 

esteemed poet who influenced her development as a 
writer, Muske says. "I have so many writers who are 
role models that I can't even begin to list them all, but 
Kathleen Fraser was my first poetry teacher after col
lege and she gave me confidence as a fledgling writer. 
Kathleen provided a sense of the emotional power, the 
music and the lushness and evocativeness of words. 
Her love of language was almost visceral."

After earning her master's degree, along with most 
of America's college-age population, it seemed, Muske 
sold her VW bug to fund a trip overseas. She back- 
packed through Europe, kept a journal, appeared in 
the Parisian production of "H air" and fell in love with 
Paris. "It seemed made just for me," she says. After 
eight months, she returned to the States.

"I'm  a real joyous anarchist — there's a wonderful 
spirit of adventure and purpose that way. But I don't 
miss those days so much anymore," she says. "I went

through a lot of trials and tough times...
"What I do miss is the enthusiasm for change, the 

belief in the individual and the commitment to other 
people, to politics and to the environment," she adds. 
"But I see those levels of commitment in my students 
today and I find that encouraging."

She moved to New York City, married Edward 
Healton, a medical intern at Columbia, joined the staff 
of Antaeus literary magazine, and lived the life of a 
"semi-hippie."

As assistant editor of the magazine, her job was to 
read the flood of manuscripts. "That, more than any
thing else, instructed me in writing," she says. "I

learned very quickly what bad writing 
was. It was an immensely profitable, 
practical lesson."

During the late 1970s and early '80s, 
she discovered that writing was not 
only her career and her creative outlet, 
but also the best way for her to com
municate with the world. "That's 
when I really became a writer. I finally 
realized that I could keep marching, 
but if I really wanted to let my opin
ions be heard, I could write," she says.

She labored over her first formal 
book of poetry after she got a job 
teaching at the New School and it 
earned the Dylan Thomas Poetry 
Award. When she was named runner- 

up in the International Poetry Forum, her prize was 
publication. Camouflage appeared in print in 1973, 
when its author was 27.

Since then, Muske has published four more books 
of poetry (Skylight, Wyndmere, Applause, and Red 
Trousseau) and two novels (Dear Digby and Saving St. 
Germ). She has written three screenplays, numerous 
essays and reviews, and she has accumulated other 
laurels: the Alice Fay Di Castagnola Award from the 
Poetry Society (1979), several Pushcart Prizes and fel
lowships from the John Simon Guggenheim Memorial 
Foundation (1981), the National Endowment for the 
Arts (1984) and the Ingram Merrill Foundation (1988).

Among her achievements, Muske believes, is her 
work with prisoners.

During her early years in New York, she was a 
member of a Maoist cell with others committed to the 
Chinese Communist way of change. "Everyone in the 
cell was talking about the theory but not doing any
thing," she says. She decided to find something to do.

With funding from the National Endowment for the 
Arts, she and Mae Jackson launched Art Without 
Walls, teaching playwriting and fiction writing to pris-

“(In the Sixties) 
The sides were 

clearly drawn ... 
We were 

unfettered by 

analysis"
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oners and occasionally bringing writers and 
poets to prisons as lecturers. The program, 
which is still flourishing, received interna
tional attention. Muske especially cherishes 
her memory of the day that writer John 
Cheever discussed his book, Falconer, 
at Sing-Sing.

Cheever stood up and invited the prison
ers to ask him any question they wanted. One 
inmate pointed to an episode in the Falconer, 
saying it would never have happened in 
prison "because that would bring me down 
to the level of an animal." Cheever later told 
Muske that he wished he had never written 
the episode.

"It was a wonderful, mind-boggling experience to 
see an author come together with the reader and learn 
something," she says.

"It's very important for writers to communicate to 
the real world —  and vice versa," she adds. "There has 
always been a split between the elitism of the world of 
education and the practical world. I do think that writ
ing has to be as perfect as it can be — but you have to 
be able to communicate it to the world. When you see 
people in prison committed to writing, you realize that 
art does indeed connect to life."

Muske was involved with Art Without Walls as 
long as she lived in New York — from 1971 to 1983. 
During those years she also contributed extensively to 
Ms. magazine and published her second book of poet
ry, Skylight, which was influenced by the feminist 
themes she was writing about for the magazine, she 
says. This collection of poems won the Poetry Society 
of America Award.

After an "am iable" separation and divorce from her 
husband, Muske decided to explore more of the world. 
Receiving the Guggenheim meant that she had the 
means to take a sabbatical from teaching and concen
trate on her poetry. She decided to live for a year in an 
ancient Etruscan stronghold outside Florence called 
Barberino Val d'Elsa. Jorie Graham, a close friend and 
fellow poet, invited her to Florence, where her brother 
was directing the television mini-series, "Winds of 
War." Among the actors Muske met on the set was 
David Dukes.

"We instantly fell in love in this wonderful, fairy 
tale setting," Muske says. For a year they maintained a 
cross-country relationship, eventually marrying. When 
their daughter Annie was born, they decided to make 
California their home and the writer began teaching at
u s e .

"I've gotten much more work done in California 
than I ever did in New York — I was taking in experi

ences there that I am just now interpreting and writing 
about," she says. "And life is good here. The weather 
is terrific and some aspects of being married to an 
actor seem very glamorous — on paper, anyway. Until 
the earthquakes come, that is."

In 1985, she published her third book of poetry, 
Wyndmere, named for the town in North Dakota where 
her mother had grown up. When she traveled to 
London to be with her husband as he worked on a 
BBC production of "Strange Interlude," she finished 
the novel that she had been working on for a decade.

Dear Digby, which Muske calls "a funny feminist 
novel" based on her experiences at Ms. magazine, 
appeared in print in 1989, the same year that her 
fourth book of poetry, Applause, was published. 
Michelle Pfeiffer optioned the novel for a feature film, 
which is now in development.

"I'm  a real jumper and I find I get a tremendous 
amount done by jumping from poetry to fiction and 
back again," she says. "I have to have a multiplicity of 
things to do at once." Between writing her poetry and 
novels, she manages to squeeze in a significant num
ber of reviews, which, she says, "disciplines me and 
opens me to other ways of thinking."

"M y focus as a writer is split," she says. "M y first 
love is poetry and it always will be. I feel more at 
home in that genre, but I feel certain freedoms in fic
tion writing. I feel free to be funny and I feel more 
relaxed because I'm  telling a story. In poetry, you make 
leaps out of time; in fiction you're in a temporal frame
work and you can see a light at the end of the tunnel."

She writes her poetry in longhand on yellow legal 
pads. She writes her reviews on a computer. And her 
novels, written on legal pads, eventually graduate to a 
computer. "I can work anywhere, even on envelopes 
while I'm stopped at a stop sign," the poet/novelist 
says. "I never believed the old chestnut perpetrated by 
Hemingway that you need to sit and write from 6 a.m.

14 Creighton University Window



to noon with 20 sharpened pencils and a magnificent 
view. 1 think most women are used to working with 
interruptions. I have a child and a stepson and works 
all over the house, so I've gotten used to the stop and 
flow of everyday life."

Last year was another banner year for the writer. In 
the spring, both her fifth book of poetry, Red Trousseau, 
and her second novel, Saving St. Germ, were published. 
Red Trousseau was listed in the "Best Poems of 1992" 
and won a Pushcart Prize. The New York Times listed 
Saving St. Germ in its 1993 list of "Most Notable Books 
of the Year."

The Boston Sunday Globe noted, "It is a measure of 
her accomplishment and fluency that Muske Dukes is 
publishing simultaneously Saving St. Germ and Red 
Trousseau, the one naturally informing the other and 
metaphor driving both."

The New York Times Book Review described Saving 
St. Germ as "a truly original novel in which a stubborn, 
puttering biochemist who forgets she has a body, a job, 
a family, is finally jolted out of her blessed state."

The New Yorker noted, "St. Germ presents a World 
where everything is a bit askew — which might be one 
way of characterizing sexism — and where science is a 
version of poetry. Hardly a sentence goes by without 
the snap of astonishing freshness and unexpected 
drollery. The tense ending is soured by a certain 
female chauvinism, but otherwise the book accom
plishes just what art is supposed to accomplish: it 
makes the world new."

"This book is partially autobiographical," Muske 
concedes. "It's about a non-conformist who rebels and 
about people who drop out. I understand that feeling 
of being outside as a thinker.

"I'm  concerned about education and how children 
are taught, which is another theme of the book," she 
adds. "At Creighton we learned theology, linguistics, 
philosophy, history. We were encouraged to think for
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ourselves. I think there's a diminution of this 
nationwide. The imagination and the imagina
tive center have been anesthetized. As a teacher, 
you have to fight against that and restore the 
initiative, the power, of imagination."

The novel she is working on now is also 
vaguely autobiographical, although she uses a 
male as the main character for the first time, to 
discuss life and death in Minnesota. Her sixth 
book of poetry is in its infancy and she also is 
writing a screenplay and a collection of 
critical essays.

"Maybe, subconsciously, I feel that I have to 
balance fiction and poetry," she says. "I'm  48 
and I'm not a well-known writer — poets are 

never well-known — but I feel I'm always learning. 
With the next book I'll get closer to where I want 
to be.." E3

Ah, that wonderful, rare thing: a poet who 
has the ability to deepen the secrets of 
experience even while revealing them.

— Holly Prado, reviewing 
Wyndmere for the Los Angeles 
Times Book Review



All Johns stories 

are interesting 

and well told. 

He’s a version of 

the sennachie, 

the Irish story 

teller who 

snuggled up 

against the turf 

fire in the old 

cottage days, 

preserving the 

history and 

literature of 

a people.
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In the first five minutes the interview was out of control.
John Mulhall and I are breakfasting at Perkins, midway 

through menu option Number Six, and I ask him a specific ques
tion: "When did you first come to Creighton?"

Getting an isolated fact like that from John is like picking 
lint off Donegal tweed. He glides from subject to subject without 
effort or punctuation. If this were a film, it would call for dis
solves, not cuts. You scarcely realize you've crossed the border 
into another county, another era.

"When did you first come to Creighton?"
"Oh, those days," he sort of responds. "They were great then, 

all of them. Will we ever see their likes again? I don't think so." 
He proceeds with a litany of larger-than-life Jesuits.
"That's what magnetized me to the place. It wasn't the money, 

it was the people. Giants! Like one time Father Renard called to 
me and we were sitting in his office and him saying to me how if 
he had married and had children he would have surrounded 
them with music. 'Think, John,' he said to me, 'how they would 
have grown up and had this all their lives.'"

"But when...?"
"I remember talking to Father Reinert one time and I told him 

I didn't understand the person beneath that black frock, a man 
with a vow of poverty who could raise so much money, build so 
many buildings. 'John/ said he, 'there's a job to be done.'"

And so there is.
The trouble is, all John's stories are interesting and well told. 

He's a version of the sennachie, the Irish story teller who snug
gled up against the turf fire in the old cottage days, preserving 
the history and literature of a people.

"You know how they come out of Mass on a Sunday in 
Ireland?" John asks rhetorically, knowing I've also spent my time 
there. "And they might go to pray over relatives' graves in the 
churchyard. There was this one fellow in our village who'd lost a 
leg and buried it here, and he'd walk out with the others and 
pray with mock piety over that spot."

Brendan Behan? How did we get talking about Brendan Behan? 
"He'd come into this Dublin pub and drink with the students, 

d'you follow, and he'd entertain all of us. Eddie Lannigan was 
with us this time, drunk like Brendan, and Eddie confessing he

X
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was afraid to go home to his wife. So Brendan suggested he 
buy a newspaper and hold it in front of his face and not lis
ten to her giving out. So he did, but she threw a tea pot at 
him and there was Eddie looking through the hole. Later 
Brendan observed sacrilegiously that she was enough to 
make Christ return to the cross."

Not to worry. I know when John came to Omaha. It's all 
in the early pages of his life's story he's writing "for his chil
dren and grandchildren." The date was April 4,1953. After a 
pair of years with Omaha's park department, he signed on at 
Creighton. That would be 1955.

But, like John's intricate tales, the narrative plunges back 
further. Here's how he begins:

"The year was 1922. Ireland had been through the 1916 
Revolution, the Civil War had ensued, and the Black and 
Tans had been withdrawn by Britain. The bloodshed had 
stopped for the most part, but the country was in shambles. 
The new government of the 26 counties, or Eire, was not 
well-received by some since its presence was seen by part of 
the populace as a token of appeasement because the North 
was still in British hands. England, which had been Ireland's 
biggest market, put up barriers against Irish trade. Commerce 
was almost negligible and the farmers' produce (cattle, 
sheep, fowl, etc.) was now worthless. Ships were being built 
to seek markets further afield in North and South America 
and Australia. Poverty was widespread, but mostly among 
the working class. Families were trying to survive on 10

a week, about 60 cents. The philosophies of Lloyd 
George were working well: 'Put up barriers and starve the 
Papists out.' This philosophy, however, was not to weaken 
the resolve of a people who had survived famine and strife 

centuries. This was the Ireland I was bom into in 1922." 
John grew up on a small County Wicklow farm, the 

eldest of seven children, and among a cast of engaging rela
tives that included Mulhalls, Perrys, Kellys and Waltons.
His childhood memories embrace a white Irish Terrier pup 
dubbed Nip; the horse, Betty, which he rode to town on 
errands; the visits with cordial neighbors; the forays into the 
hills picking berries for his mother's jams and jellies.

At six he entered the closest one-room national school, 
remaining there until he was 14, factoring in the 3-4 hours of 
assigned homework daily with plowing, milking, churning 
and herding the Mulhall sheep to Gorey.

When he turned 18, John became one of the very few 
Catholic employees of the None-So-Hardy Nurseries in 
Wicklow, where he impressed the boss sufficiently to merit 
student status, learning while earning. World War II was on, 
and in neutral Ireland, John concentrated on the nursery 
business, shared farm chores when free, took part in amateur 
theatre, often playing female roles, since the local priest 
didn't believe in mixing the sexes on stage. He found he had 
a pleasant tenor voice and warbled "The Lark in the Clear 
Air" and "The Last Rose of Summer."

And he mastered the button accordion, an instrument John 
still plays, accompanying Omaha's aspiring Irish dancers.
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Fr. Williams 

used John to 

demonstrate to 

students how 

English should be 

spoken. Pointing 

to his brow he’d 

ask, “What do 

you call that?" 

John would reply, 

“For’ed,” and Fr. 

Williams would 

exclaim, “That’s 

right. It rhymes 

with horrid.”

"Did I tell you about the band I was in? We'd play at 
local dances when we had the chance, and then we got 
the great news that a dance hall was being built in the 
next village over. We asked for the opening night job 
and got it. We were all excited. But our parish priest got 
into the pulpit that Sunday and preached against this 
den of iniquity coming to our area and threatened dire 
things that would happen to anyone who went there.
So we had to cancel and they brought in this band from 
somewhere else and when those boys were coming 
through our town, didn't some hens or something run 
across their path, and the driver swerved and threw the 
band out of the back of the truck. There were broken 
arms and legs and all sorts of bruises. And I can tell you 
no one dared go to that place after that."

In 1946, John beat out hundreds of other applicants 
in a scholarship exam and went to University College, 
Dublin, to study horticulture. Despite the stale bread 
and rubbery porridge that characterized the fare, he 
enjoyed these years and the friends he made among his 
classmates. For a short time after graduation he labored 
in a Dublin market garden, then responded to an ad for 
a gardener at the Phoenix Park residence of the 
American ambassador.

(We might pause here for the tale of the alcoholic 
gate guard whose welfare John looked after, and 
how John propped him up one morning to salute the 
ambassador's car, and how, after John's lecture, the 
repentant guard explained that he wasn't really drunk 
but had just returned from a marvelous ride, prompted 
by the machinations of a helpful fairy, across Ireland on 
the airborne back of a bull calf, and how he broke his 
vow of silence over the Shannon and was dumped into 
that broad river and had been struggling to get back 
ever since and that was why he was asleep, apparently 
intoxicated.) It takes 20 minutes to recite and worth 
every minute.

One of the American ambassadors was the late 
Francis P. Matthews of Omaha, who introduced John to 
the distant charms of Nebraska. But it was the ambas
sador's son, Frank P. Matthews Jr., who, in Dublin to 
bring back some of his father's belongings, issued the 
invitation to emigrate to the Cornhusker state. At that 
time, John, married in 1952 to Maureen Leyden of 
Roscommon, was occupying the gardener's cottage on 
the embassy grounds. Fie decided to make the move, 
and at the "American Wake" designed to give him an 
appropriate sendoff, his friends warned him to expect 
a different people, a different culture, but to give the 
United States a fair chance.

I met John when he arrived on the Hilltop, a spry, 
curly-headed dynamo with a musical brogue. He retains 
that Irish cant, even improving on it to capture provin
cial nuances for his stories, and adding a posh English or 
rude Cockney accent to expand his narrative repertoire.

In those early days, thinking he might enjoy the 
company of other Irishmen, I convinced him to visit the 
Columban Fathers in Bellevue, where there was a solid 
cadre of priests from the 32 counties. John returned from 
that first visit shaking his head.

"The way they talk," he complained. "I could hardly 
understand them."

Creighton's Father Roswell Williams, who taught 
English in addition to his more famous role as a televi
sion pioneer, used to invite John to his classes so he 
could demonstrate to students how English should be 
spoken. Pointing to his brow he'd ask John, "What 
do you call that?" And John would reply, "For'ed," 
and Father Williams would exclaim, "That's right. It 
rhymes with 'horrid.' That's the way the word should 
be pronounced."

At first the emigrant missed the art and theatre of 
cities like Dublin and Edinburgh, though he now feels 
Omaha can hold its own with those older centers. He 
was even less impressed in 1955 with the look of the 
Creighton campus. With the memory of the lovely 
pedestrian surroundings of European universities, he 
cast a frustrated look at this Jesuit institution.

"There was little thought given to aesthetics or 
beauty," he recalls. "Function was the key. Salt boxes.
I told myself, 'Em going to create a campus in this con
crete world.'"

He started small, adding flowers and shrubbery to a 
diminutive quadrangle which eventually gave way to 
the Carl M. Reinert Library. Everywhere he looked he 
saw possibilities. But money was always a considera
tion. He cajoled the administration, begged sod and seed 
from local businesses, argued with planners when they 
emphasized structure over greenery.

"One year I returned from Ireland — which I visit 
frequently to replenish my brogue — and I found 
California Street torn up from 24th to 27th streets. The 
mud was occupying this cavity and school scheduled to 
start in just two weeks. Less. I asked Brother Jelinek 
what happened and he said John Kenefick, one of the 
university regents, had moved equipment in and took 
out the road and sidewalks, and I told him we had to get 
that fixed before school started and he said we had no 
money. So I rushed down to John Kenefick's office and 
he smiled at me and said, 'Now we have to do some
thing about this, don't we?"'

It was Kenefick's way of cutting through red tape 
and excuses about strained finances. The two Johns have 
remained good friends.

"His grandparents came from Ireland," explains 
Mulhall.

For many years, John's boss was the hard-working, 
irascible Father John Flanagan, whose frugality was 
legendary.

"I remember him giving me hell one time," says
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Mulhall (left) goes over planting plans w ith Jim  W ille t , associate vice p resident for adm in is
tration and facilities m anager at C re ig hto n .

John, laughing, "because of the price I paid for China Dolls. He didn't 
know they were flowers."

At $300 a month, John stayed on the Creighton payroll for four 
years before inaugurating his own landscaping business. The univer
sity remained a client.

"There are only six trees on this campus that I haven't planted," 
he declares.

John enjoys reflecting on the characters he met at Creighton and in 
Omaha, ignoring the fact that he is one himself. Kiewit and Teo Daly. 
("They never really replaced men like that.") And Father Reinert 
telling some unhappy Jesuits to pull up a bit of floor so he could 
explain some policy to them. And John Maloney of Commercial 
Federal, who, like himself, came from a small Irish farm. He could 
always lure Maloney into a political debate.

And Donal Magee, most of all Dr. Donal Magee, the former chair 
of Creighton's Department of Physiology and Pharmacology, who 
returned to his native Ireland but frequently revisits Omaha.

"He's a multi-millionaire on two continents," says Mulhall in exag
gerated humor.

It's obvious he misses the regular exchanges with the erudite, 
obdurate Magee. Their jousts were a fixture at the Dundee Dell, corner 
table on the left.

"He'd call and ask me was I thirsty and we'd agree to meet in 
half an hour, and he'd be there ahead of me, having already calculated 
who bought the last drink. And his cap would be on and his hands 
folded and he might say, 'It's your turn," before he would launch into 
some tale of international or domestic woe, anything from Margaret 
Thatcher's policies to his wife Nancy asking him to take off his shoes 
because she had just washed the floor and him responding that it was 
his house and he could wear his shoes if he wished."

When Mulhall finishes his autobiogra
phy, he could do a volume on stories of him 
and Magee. Like Donal stubbornly replac
ing missing stove handles with brass door 
knobs, much to the chagrin of Nancy. Or 
the time he visited Magee in Ireland and 
asked why the furnace wasn't on and Donal 
informed him it was a new furnace, from 
Belfast, and the instructions to start it were 
in German.

"Well," countered Mulhall, "why don't 
you phone them and ask them how to start 
the damn thing?"

"Oh, no," said the dogged Magee. "I've 
been studying German these six weeks and 
I nearly have it."

This is a relationship John cherishes, 
even though he'll tell you that "Donal was 
born in Scotland, you know, and spent his 
first few weeks of life in Dundee. 1 think the 
mists drifting over from Kintyre had a last
ing effect on him."

He often invokes his old friend.
"I'm getting stubborn and cantankerous 

like Magee." And then he corrects himself. 
"No, I've always been cantankerous."

Like Magee and Maloney, John Mulhall has done well. An ad for 
his shop calls it "The Number One Nursery and Garden Center in 
Omaha," with a "knowledgeable staff, expanded parking, new rose 
house, locally grown stock" and half a dozen other features. He 
employs 200 people.

"People say America has been good to me," remarks Mulhall,
"and it has. But I've been good to America. I helped create 200 jobs."

He and Maureen have also raised four sons. Jim is a physician in 
Kansas City, Kevin a consultant with Andersen Consulting, and the 
remaining boys are with the nursery — Sean, with a graduate degree 
in math, as president, and Dan, an engineer, as vice president.

And what about John Mulhall at 72?
He's still very much involved in the business, although he can 

afford to take some time off now, for golf, or friends, or Ireland. He 
used to say to me, "Bob, what are we doing here at all? We should be 
living there on the slopes of Glenmalure, watching the sun on the 
hills, and not worrying ourselves about all sorts of things." And I 
would tell him, "John, I'm not sure what I'm doing here, but I know 
what you're doing here. You're building an empire."

This realm is green and vast and John inhabits a small corner of it, 
his compact office framing him in portraits of flora and Ireland. His 
spiraling hair is gray now, and, in conversation, he massages it with 
both hands, growing more thoughts. Sometimes he revs his lingering 
brogue up a notch ("I'm beginning to talk like myself!") and attacks 
the modern world.

"I hate the damn seat belts and I voted against them! And comput
ers! This place is full of them, with messages piling up inside them. 
And I don't like those answering machines either."

His boys gave him a Franklin Planner to record his activities and
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His boys gave 

him a planner 

to record his 

activities and the 

first thing he 

wrote in it was 

that he was in 

charge and would 

have nothing to 

do with this 

compulsory diary. 

“I’m old enough 

now I just do 

what I want to 

do when I want 

to do it.”

the first thing he wrote in it was that he was in charge and would have nothing to do with this compulsory diary. He regards car phones as "utter nonsense" and says he is even detached from calendars."I'm old enough now I just do what I want to do when I want to do it."He rises between 4:30 or 5:00 a.m. when he reads or writes and he goes to bed about 11 at night."I would have made a great Jesuit," he muses. "I'd have been competing with Father Shyne (an early Jesuit friend) for that first Mass slot."Coatless, even in cold weather, he moves around the Mulhall acres with practiced ease, a little like, God forgive me, one of those Wicklow landlords his father took arms against. He knows every bud, every Latin name, all of the varieties, the growing times, the proper planting procedures. He also knows people, and he has a deceptively effective selling technique, combining charm with knowledge.His speech is full of quotable sentences, often introduced by a promise that "there's a cute story attached to this" or punctuated by the alerting, "Do you follow me?" He uses the word "provoke" a lot, in all of its grammatical forms.When poet Desmond Egan, a frequent visitor to Creighton, asked John how he perceived life, John replied, "I view it as a provoking mist."He explains the toil of construction as a situation where "the dumb must shovel so the intelligentsia may walk" and condenses the fate of a friend as "through drink he came down" or ponders when you call something a podium and when you call it a dais. About a fellow Celt who spoke rapidly he observes, "You have to stay with him very hard."With John, too. You have to stay with him hard. And you must be wary, since he is adept at putting you on.Like the time the university was uprooting trees and removing grass to make way for the Reinert Library, and John convinced the president and contractor to let him transplant the trees and sod."I borrowed and stole for to get men and equipment to take all of this elsewhere," he recalls. "And we were removing the sod in rolls and putting it on trucks and every few minutes someone would walk by and ask what we were doing. It must have been the hundredth time that day I was interrupted with the same question, and I think it was Dr. A1 Schlesinger asked me, and him new to the campus then, and I told him our lawn- mower was broken and we were taking the grass downtown to have it cut."We ramble on about Irish politics and about poet Patrick Kavanagh, and resurrect the Creighton bowling league's infancy and the buoyant enthusiasm of kegler Ed Corbett. He mentions a recent talk where he addressed an ethnic combination of Germans and Irish,

and the interview with two scholars from Tokyo who were trying to divine the reasons for America's greatness, and John told them it was the immigrant Irish and their love of education. He recites from memory part of his letter to William Buckley, chiding the columnist for his criticism of a touring Sinn Fein leader. We talk about the many Creighton alumni who worked with him during the summer months, and the scholarships he fosters, and the other contributions and accolades. There are more Magee stories, like the time Mulhall loaned Donal his car and Magee complained that it was a stick shift. He speaks wistfully of a trip to San Francisco where he detoured to a town called Dublin and found a colony begun by survivors of the Donner Party. Delaneys and O'Neills on the headstones, and a monument to a man who fell off the church roof during construction. Or the Tonight Show appearance of Richard Harris (here John affects a Limerick accent) who told Jay Leno that, when he was honored by Hollywood, the British press announced, ENGLISH ACTOR WINS A CA D E M Y  AW ARD, but when he was arrested after a pub brawl the same paper reported, IRISH ACTOR SM ASHES BAR.He remembers a domestic duty."I have to pick up one of the grandchildren and take him to Chuck E Cheese for his birthday. My God, have you ever been in that place? The noise! But I will take him. It shows I am still useful."Indeed.We wind up back on the Creighton campus, figuratively, talking about the hillocks known as "Mulhall's Berms," many of which he paid for himself, trying to realize that 40-year-old vision."I've loved the years here and the people I've met," he agrees, in a sort of benediction. "I think this campus is my gift to Omaha. Now, as I walk around the Jesuit gardens, I see the faces of those who were so important in my life. I think, like the words of that old song that ends:"Why stand I here like a ghost and a shadow,It's time I was moving,It's time I'd passed on."I believe he repeats that for effect, part of the act, not out of real conviction. He isn't ready to be interred beneath one of his infamous berms. ("Might I suggest a wreath of flowering crab?" he inquires). There is still a lot of life in John Mulhall, a lot of stories to be recounted, a number of horticultural battles to be won, any number of provocations to be subdued.But it's time to end the interview, with another factual query."John," I asked, seeking to confirm a date, "when did you leave Creighton?"He answers this one right away."I've never left it." B3
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The Church as Mediterranean Family:

By David G. Schultenover, S.J.

Setting the Stage: 
The Role of Fear

What fuels and 
sets off most crises is 
fear, fear that bound
aries of control have 
been transgressed and 
so life itself seems at 
stake. While fear is a 
subjective emotion, 

external, objective factors give rise to it. 
But these "externals" are also deeply 
colored by subjective perception, both 
personal and social. My intention in 
this essay is to uncover subjective ele
ments behind and within the much 
publicized modernist crisis in Roman 
Catholicism (1890-1910), because it pro
vides a revealing historical window 
into how authority has functioned in 
the Church and why. The window is 
opened by cultural context.

Until recent years, most historians 
have not systematically attended to 
cultural contexts. For an American his

torian studying and writing about a 
Church that originated and developed 
in the Mediterranean culture, the his
torical context of the Church is neither 
self-evident nor easy to grasp. To 
understand contexts, historians have to 
broaden their investigation to include 
related disciplines such as social, cul
tural and psychological anthropology. 
By applying the findings of 
Mediterranean anthropology to the 
modernist crisis, we can look into the 
personal and social perception of the 
anti-modernists, who were either 
Mediterranean or strongly influenced 
by that culture, and therefore better 
understand them and their agenda.

Rome's general perception on the 
eve of the modernist crisis was that vir
tually all errors — whether theological, 
philosophical, political, social or moral 
— originated from the vice of private 
judgment. In effect, Rome defined pri
vate judgment as the originating sin of 
the modern world, from whose loins 
sprang a host of illegitimate "isms":

rationalism, liberalism, socialism, 
Americanism, and finally, as the syn
thesis of them all, modernism. In 
Rome's view, the originating sin of 
modernism was disobedience, a defi
ance of the Church's originating 
authority. Authority — or power and 
control — was the underlying issue of 
the modernist crisis. How various par
ties to the crisis exercised, dealt with, 
or reacted to authority depended on 
their operative model. At this juncture 
in Western history, two principal mod
els were at loggerheads: the monarchic 
and the democratic. The papacy and its 
supporters identified with the monar
chic model, while liberals and mod
ernists identified with the democratic.

To Leo XIII, liberalism became the 
Protestant virus within the Catholic 
Church, a virus that was all the more 
pernicious because concealed. He 
labeled "liberalism" a "deadly plague 
which infects in its inmost recesses." 
Even apart from any anthropological 
studies, it is easy enough to see how
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politico-religious developments since the 
French Revolution had elicited such ani
mosity from the Church. That event rep
resented the upheaval of Western culture 
and the onset of secularization. It was 
Western civilization's declaration of free
dom from the Catholic Church. The all 
too personal experience of the popes at 
the hands of revolutionaries — being 
expelled from Rome, held hostage, los
ing the Papal States and temporal power 
to anti-Catholic forces — led to the ero
sion even of spiritual allegiance to the 
Church and precipitated a Vatican 
counter-offensive.

Pre-eminent among the forces called 
on by the popes to execute the strategy 
against the modern world was the 
Society of Jesus, led at the time of the 
modernist crisis by the Spaniard,
General Luis Martin Garcia. With Leo 
XIII, Martin sensed very broadly that the 
modern world was threatening the very 
foundations of the Church. And because 
authority in the Church from the begin
ning was tied, in his perception, to the 
God-given monarchic-patriarchal model, 
any threat to "world order" or to the 
Church was perceived as a threat to 
divine order. Pius X joined the counter
offensive by defining and condemning 
"modernism," and policing the "tran
scendent state" of the Catholic Church 
through measures prescribed in his 
encyclical of condemnation, Pascendi 
dominici gregis, the oath against mod
ernism, and his worldwide secret vigi
lance committees. Martin had called 
liberalism "the heresy of our age," and 
Pius X later characterized modernism as 
"the compendium of all heresies."

While that was Rome's carefully con
sidered view of what was happening to 
the Church because of contact with the 
modern world, the modernists saw 
things differently. The question here is 
what accounts for the difference? Was it 
due to perversity on the part of the mod
ernists as papal loyalists alleged? Or was 
it due to tribal intransigence on the part

of the papalists, as the modernists 
alleged?

Every answer depends on perspec
tive. In the modernist crisis two seem
ingly irreconcilable perspectives reached 
an impasse, with intellectually and 
morally upstanding people on both 
sides, at least if they are each granted 
their separate premises. How does one 
explain the phenomenon of such intellec
tually sophisticated and even saintly 
people as Friedrich von Hiigel, Edmund 
Bishop, Maude Petre, George Tyrrell,

The Jesuit leader and 

the Pope joined in a counter- 

offensive to define and 

condemn “modernism"

Alfred Loisy and Maurice Blondel lining 
up over against such figures as Pope Leo 
XIII and Pius X, Cardinals Desire Mer- 
cier and Merry del Val, and Luis Martin 
and the writers of La Civiltd Cattolica? 
These people were neither morally nor 
intellectually perverse. They simply 
viewed the world, truth, and its pursuit 
differently. The question is why. A large 
portion of the answer lies in the cultural 
contexts of the figures involved in the 
modernist crisis. Space does not permit 
description of all the cultural mindsets 
involved. I will limit myself to the Med
iterranean mindset, since that "m ind" 
defined the crisis and is least familiar to

most readers. Insight into the Mediterra
nean mind will place us at the head of a 
road toward sympathetic dialog.

The Mediterranean M ind  
and C u ltu ra l Fear

The organizing principle of 
Mediterranean society is belongingness, 
and the primary social structure of this 
principle is the family. A person's identi
ty depends on belonging to and accep
tance by the family. But that belonging 
and acceptance depends on one's adher
ence to the traditional rules of organiza
tion and maintenance. Whether or not 
one belongs to the family hinges on 
where in the family one belongs. If one is 
where one belongs, then one is consid
ered pure and therefore a member. If one 
is not where one belongs, then one is 
judged impure and is ostracized. In the 
Mediterranean world, dirt is defined as 
matter out of place. And just as dirt is 
swept out of doors, so a family member 
who violates the rules of social order is 
ejected, at least figuratively and some
times literally, depending on the severity 
and persistence of the violation.

Order is maintained by the comple
mentary codes of honor and shame. 
Honor is the conferral of public esteem, 
shame the deprivation of public esteem 
according to whether or not a person 
upholds the traditional mores of the 
family. Correlatively, public esteem 
implies sensitivity to public opinion. 
What seems peculiar to Mediterranean 
society is the rigidly gender-based defi
nition of the order maintained by the 
codes of honor and shame. All of reality 
is organized into male and female cate
gories: There are "m ale" times and 
"fem ale" times, "m ale" spaces and 
"fem ale" spaces, "m ale" functions and 
"fem ale" functions within the social 
grouping.

The male by definition plays the pub
licly dominant role because reality is 
divided between public domain as male
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and private domain defined as female. 
Thus is it the man's role to uphold the 
very system of honor and shame because 
that system pertains to the public 
domain. In fact, a man's identity as male 
depends on his success in upholding and 
defending the purity system.

Shame occurs whenever someone dis
rupts this rigidly defined and learned 
hierarchical ordering of persons and 
roles in a family. And the shame falls pri
marily on whoever is responsible for 
maintaining order. In other words, sub
ordinates are always potential threats to 
superordinates, and therefore insubordi
nation (disobedience) is the generic dis
ruption of hierarchical order and thus is 
the generic cause of shame and dishonor. 
Relative to the dominant male, therefore, 
the subordinate female is considered to 
be the essential generic threat to social 
order. Women are mythically perceived 
as Eve, the temptress, who corrupts men 
and brings disaster (shame) by subvert
ing the social order and hierarchy of val
ues, especially male dominance. 
Whenever the threat has been successful, 
that is, whenever male-guarded order 
has been disrupted, the male guard is 
shamed. Put differently, he is "emascu
lated" or subverted into the place of the 
woman.

The Mediterranean concept of author
ity has little to do with personal talent or 
charism but is almost entirely defined in 
terms of the right and power to com
mand, enforce laws, exact obedience, 
determine and judge. While authority is 
exercised by both men and women in 
their respective spheres, superordinate 
authority rests with the man whose 
strong exercise of authority protects the 
honor of his family against shame. 
Discussion is not in order. The very con
cept of authority is based on the right 
and power to enforce socially accepted 
mores rather than on any power arising 
from personal, individual, self-authenti
cating charisms. Indeed, the concept of 
"personal" (in the sense of the individu

al) has little place in Mediterranean soci
ety. Such a notion would be considered 
foreign, an outside influence, and there
fore a serious threat to order.

Personal relationships in Mediter
ranean culture are generally troubled 
because the purity system inbreeds dis
trust and ambiguity. Distrust stems from 
the requirement that order be hierarchi
cal, with men posted at the top to main
tain the accepted and acceptable order.
In relationships based on love, the good 
will of the other can be presumed. But in

emotional distance between

men and women

Mediterranean society, where right order 
rather than love is the primary consider
ation in relationships, the good will of 
the other cannot be presumed, and love 
becomes overshadowed by fear, distrust 
and suspicion. Subordinates (that is, 
women) are always regarded with suspi
cion, since only subordinates and out
siders can threaten superordinates.

One effect of male-female polariza
tion is emotional distance between men 
and women. Men's distrust of women in 
general extends to wives in particular. 
Since love is seldom a motivating factor 
in marriage, love is often not available to 
overcome the distrust. If trust is difficult

within the relatively small circle of the 
family, it is far more difficult in interfa- 
milial relationships. If the culture dis
trusts the virtue and social reliability of 
its women, even more does it distrust the 
good will of all beyond the family circle. 
It is generally skeptical and pessimistic 
about the outcome of events that depend 
on the good will of others. Mediterra
nean society, therefore, tends to be 
xenophobic.

The Church as 
“Mediterranean Tam ily  "

As we have seen, to the Mediterra
nean mind, to be outside the family is to 
be virtually nonexistent. And if a person 
were first within the family and then 
departed for whatever reason, that per
son would be relegated to a status con
sidered worse than nonexistence. The 
power of discrimination and judgment 
concerning the status of one's relation
ship to the family (and therefore of one's 
existence) rests with the head of the fam
ily. His power is seen as absolute, next to 
God's, divinely ordained and guaran
teed. To question it is to be rash and 
insubordinate. To persist in questioning 
it is to be defiant and disobedient and 
subject to quasi-divine censure.

If one were to grant some validity to 
this description of the Mediterranean 
mind, and if one were further to grant 
that the principal Latin figures in the 
modernist crisis — Leo XIII, Pius X, 
Merry del Val and Luis Martin — were 
not exempt from the cultural qualifica
tions of this mind but indeed exempli
fied it, one can begin to understand them 
and their responses to perceived threats 
in terms of the anthropological charac
teristics of this mind.

Lor the Mediterranean family model 
to be applicable to these characters, we 
must accept that they themselves operat
ed, whether consciously or subcon
sciously, within that model. As celibates 
for the sake of the Gospel, Leo, Pius,
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Merry del Val and Martin had departed 
from their families of origin, only to be 
assumed into another family bound by 
ties stronger than blood. According to 
Jesus' words, "'W ho is my mother? Who 
are my brothers?' and pointing to the 
disciplines, he said, 'Here are my mother 
and my brothers. Whoever does the will 
of my heavenly Father is my brother, my 
sister, my m other'" (Mt 12:48-50). Ever 
after, the church and especially its lead
ers have adopted the language and cul
tural patterns of the Mediterranean 
family system.

A study of typical ecclesiastical 
documents around the time of the mod
ernist crisis reveals the following 
presuppositions:

1) All that is needed for life (truth) is 
contained within the boundaries of the 
social unit (the Catholic Church), which 
is secured by gender-defined and shame- 
based rules of order.

2) This order is perceived as natural, 
that is, as originating with creation, 
therefore as divinely ordained, and 
therefore to be followed without 
question.

3) This divinely ordained order is 
hierarchical, with superiors perceived as 
male and subordinates as female.

4) But social (and ecclesiastical) 
order, security and identity are always 
tenuous and needing to be guarded 
against threats from within and without.

5) Extreme vigilance is therefore 
always required.

6) Therefore, there must always be a 
resolute concern for rules of order.

7) Order is secured by submission to 
external authority; internal, personal 
authority is discounted.

8) Indeed, of primary consideration 
is not personhood or personality but 
divinely ordained roles and rules of 
proper procedure.

9) Threats are perceived as either 
male or female depending on whether 
they come from above or below the 
threatened person on the hierarchical

social scale. Thus, superiors generally 
perceive threats to their authority as 
female; subordinates perceive threats 
as male.

10) Since self-sufficiency is guaran
teed within the enclave, and since per
sonal authority is discounted, challenges 
to change are perceived as coming from 
the outside.

11) Further, due to the perception of 
self-sufficiency, anything new or differ
ent is either forthrightly rejected or belit
tled as trivial, faddish, a novelty 
unworthy of consideration.

The church and its leaders have 

adopted the language and 

cultural patterns of the 
Mediterranean family

12) What pertains to threats from 
within the enclave is projected without. 
Thus because threats within are per
ceived as female, external threats are also 
perceived as female, as coming from 
effeminate wiles and threatening to gain 
entrance by stealth and seduction.

13) Thus all threats are perceived as 
stemming from a single source: seduc
tive insubordination— a so-called femi
nine attribute.

14) Security is maintained by the fem
inine virtues of humility and obedience 
to divinely constituted male authority to 
command obedience.

In the light of the Mediterranean fam
ily model of the Church, it is easy to see 
why Catholic clergymen embedded in 
Mediterranean culture characterized the 
movement set in motion by Luther as a 
revolt rather than a reform; and why the 
popes of the nineteenth and early twenti
eth centuries consistently drew a line 
through all of the "ism s" of their day 
back to Luther. For them Luther was the 
one who established the social legitima
cy of claiming access to truth outside the 
"family" defined by the Roman Church. 
The claim to independent access to truth 
was represented by individual con
science standing over against the collec
tive conscience of the Church as 
represented and interpreted by the mag- 
isterium. For the Mediterranean mind, to 
stand over against the magisterium was 
to be insubordinate due to a malformed 
conscience. Such opposition pointed to 
reason gone astray, that is, to rational
ism. The view that conscience represent
ed access to God's will independent of 
the teachings of the Church was regard
ed as heretical.

Maintaining the Church as 
"Mediterranean Family"

The motto of Pius X was to "restore 
all things in Christ," because in his esti
mation, much of the world had departed 
from the family of the Church. As he put 
it in his inaugural letter, E supremi aposto- 
latus of October 4,1903: "We were terri
fied beyond all else by the disastrous 
state of human society tod ay ... suffering 
more than in any past age from a terrible 
and radical malady which, while devel
oping every day and gnawing into its 
very being, is dragging it to destruction 
... This disease is apostasy from God" — 
by which Pius meant rationalism, indi
vidualism, Protestantism. His prescrip
tion against the disease of apostasy was 
strictly sacerdotal and aimed at male 
authorities: First, priestly holiness was to 
be renewed among the ordained to
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strengthen those responsible for the 
Church's virtue. Second, the "greatest 
diligence" was to be exercised in "the 
right government and ordering" of semi
naries to prepare those about to assume 
the mantle of responsibility. But thirdly 
and most importantly, bishops and other 
ordinaries were to be "co-operators" 
with Christ's vicar against "the sacrile
gious war which is now almost univer
sally being stirred up and fomented 
against God."

As in the Mediterranean family, 
where the father's authority is divinely 
ordained and virtually absolute, we have 
here a virtual identification of the papa
cy and the hierarchy with God. With that 
identification comes divine sanction of 
hierarchical action, and divine condem
nation of any contrary action. The specif
ic opposition that Pius had in mind was 
historical criticism of Scripture and tradi
tion. He characterized it as "a certain 
new and fallacious science, w h ich ... with 
masked and cunning arguments strives 
to open the door to the errors of rational
ism and semi-rationalism."

Combined in this one remark are sev
eral traits of the Mediterranean anti
modernist response to dissent (or 
difference of perception). The first is to 
find all opposition rooted in a single 
cause, rationalism. The second is to deal 
with opposition by belittling, ridiculing, 
denigrating or trivializing — all of which 
is effected here by the implied feminism 
of "masked and cunning." Commonly, 
among the anti-modernists any idea that 
could in any way be associated with 
rationalism or liberalism was dismissed 
both by the association itself ("You're 
nothing but a rationalist!") and by depre
cating the idea as a novelty or as "new," 
that is, not approved by tradition. 
Practically synonymous with "new " or 
"m odern" was "fallacious." Eventually 
the error that Pius X defined was rede
fined in the term "modernism."

Why such linguistic usage would 
characterize the Mediterranean mind is

readily seen in the closed, authoritarian, 
theocratic and tradition-bound nature of 
Mediterranean society. All that is con
ceivably good and true in the world is to 
be found within the boundaries and tra
ditions of the family (read Catholic 
Church). What is outside the family and 
its traditions is to be spurned. It lies out
side for a very good reason: It does not 
belong, it is out of place, it is dirt, and 
therefore it can be readily dismissed as 
virtually nonexistent or even as evil.

A third characteristic response to 
opposition is automatically to regard

strengths and weaknesses 
of the Mediterranean culture

in which it developed

whatever confronts the family (the 
Church) as coming from outside the fam
ily and threatening to gain entrance by 
stealth. It is "m asked" and "strives to 
open the door" through "cunning." Thus 
extreme vigilance is required. In tradi
tion-bound Mediterranean society, the 
prospect of change is generally greeted 
negatively and is perceived as happen
ing through some external force. That 
force is automatically read as a mascu
line challenge to another male's feminine 
preserve. The family's honor requires 
that he mount a counterattack.

Pius X offered a rationale for this pre

occupation in Pascendi dominici gregis, 
when he asserted that the remote causes 
of modernism "m ay be reduced to two: 
curiosity and pride. Such is the opinion 
of Our Predecessor, Gregory XVI, who 
wrote: 'A lamentable spectacle is that 
presented by the aberrations of human 
reason when it yields to the spirit of nov
elty, when against the warning of the 
Apostle it seeks to know beyond what it 
is meant to know, and when relying too 
much on itself it thinks it can find the 
truth outside the Catholic Church where
in truth is found without the slightest 
shadow of error.'"

It is no mean feat to keep such a 
Church (wife) under control, when its 
members are driven by curiosity "to 
know beyond what [reason] is meant to 
know" and to flirt absurdly with what 
lies outside the Church, thus threatening 
to yield to "the spirit of novelty"; when 
inside the Church "truth is found with
out the slightest shadow of error." 
Relative to church authorities, particular
ly Roman authorities, the modernists 
were the mental equivalent of wives 
who cuckolded their husbands and 
thereby brought shame and dishonor on 
the entire family.

The foregoing characterization is 
sketched in brief and bold lines to high
light what should be obvious: No organi
zation, and no person within an 
organization, is immune to culture. All 
moral persons grow up in a social/cul
tural matrix and suffer both the 
strengths and limitations of that matrix. 
The Catholic Church originated and 
developed within the Mediterranean cul
ture and so bears its strengths and weak
nesses. An awareness of the limitations 
inherent in the perceptions of any given 
culture can lead to constructive strate
gies to evaluate and meet perceived dan
gers. Blindness to cultural limitations, 
especially regarding intercultural issues, 
will usually lead to culturally-deter
mined, reactive behavior and result in 
mutually harmful strategies. C3
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Alumnews
a

A lumnitems

55 Elm er J. D uethm an, D D S, Alta, 
Iowa, has retired after 39 years of 
dental practice in Storm Lake, Iowa.
58 Dr. Louis C. M artin, M S,
Omaha, is chief of service, Forensic 
Mental Health Service, Lincoln 
Regional Center.
64 Patricia K iper Rum m er, BA, Lisle, 
111., has earned a juris doctor degree 
from Chicago Kent Law School.
69 A lbert F. D eRanieri, M D ,
Burlingame, Calif., was appointed med
ical director of Child, Adolescent and 
Family Mental Health services for the 
city of San Francisco.

Benjam in T. Kelly, BSBA,
Littleton, Colo., is chief financial officer 
for XVT Software in Boulder, Colo., an 
international developer and marketer of 
multiplatform software.
70 Elizabeth W oerdem an Rea, BA, 
Omaha, a teacher for the Omaha Public 
School system for 21 years, was elected 
vice president of the Omaha Education 
Association.
71 D ennis L. Torney, DDS,
Greensboro, N.C., is co-director of 
surgery of the graduate endodontic 
surgery rotation at the University of 
North Carolina at Chapel Hill.
74 Ann M . Barrett Potter-M anion,
BA, Omaha, has been granted an 
Award for Continuing Education (ACE) 
by the Continuing Education Board of 
the American Speech-Language- 
Hearing Association.
80 Catherine Engel Rahm low , BSBA, 
Oconomowoc, Wis., is executive direc
tor for the Waukesha County Technical 
College Foundation in Pewaukee, Wis. 
84 Rick W . Field, M BA, Redmond, 
Wash., is finance and administration 
manager for the Marine Spill Response 
Corporation in Everett, Wash.

K athleen O 'N eil Zajic, BSN, 
McClelland, Iowa, was inducted as a 
member of the Gamma Pi Chapter of 
the International Honor Society in

Nursing, Sigma Theta Tau, Inc.
85 Thom as C. G oetzinger, BSBA,
Woodlands, Texas, is vice president of 
finance for Nabors Drilling USA in 
Houston.
90 D arilyn M. Carroll, BA, Denver, 
is operations director for Colorado 
Expression Magazine, New West 
Publishing, in Denver.

Thom as E. Foppe, BA, Lockport, 
III, was promoted to national art coordi
nator for 3M Media in Bolingbrook, 111.
91 A m y M. Jogerst, BSBA, Machesney 
Park, 111., is an accountant for KPMG 
Peat Marwick in Rockford, 111.
92 Charles R. G risham , BSAtS, Las 
Vegas, was elected president of the 
American Meteorological Society's 
Southern Nevada Chapter.
93 D ianne Travers-G ustafson, M S, 
Mead, Neb., and her family, have 
been selected by the Capital City 
Kiwanis Club of Lincoln to receive its 
1994 Honor Farm Family Award. The 
award is presented to a family active 
in agriculture on the state and national 
levels. She also serves on the board of 
directors for the Saunders County 
Health Department and is a member 
of the Southeast District Cooperative 
Extension Program Unit Advisory 
Committee.

Steven D. Ralls, BA, Alexandria, 
Va., has assumed the position of legisla
tive assistant in charge of agriculture 
for U.S. Rep. Bill Barrett.

W eddings

84  Mara D. Sprecker and D aniel O. 
H errington, BS, Feb. 19,1994, living in 
Kansas City.

Jean H iggins Spence, BSBA, and
Robert E. Spence, Sept. 17,1993, living 
in Omaha.
85 Rose A. Martiradonna and Patrick  
K. K eane, BS, April 3 ,1 9 9 3 , living in 
Waukegan, 111.
86 Catherine R. Sm ith, BA, and
Tom Tirone, Oct. 2,1993, living in

Kirkland, Wash.
88 Angela Vanderheyden and F. 
Jam es Brun V, JD , Nov. 27,1993, living 
in Loves Park, 111.
89 H elene M. W orkm an, BSBA,
and Byron K. Simmons, April 16,1994, 
living in Omaha.
90 Jennifer M. Q uicker, BS, and 
Jam es P. Crowley, BSPha'80, July 17, 
1993, living in Omaha.
91 K atherine A. Kelly, JD , and
Andrew L. Giannasi, June 4,1993, 
living in Mechanicsville, Va.

Suzanne Higgins and M atthew  J. 
Sorrell, BA, Dec. 18,1993, living in 
Nashville.
92 Tamara L. DeLancey, BSN, and
Carl J. Schmidt, April 24,1993, living in 
Hastings, Neb.

Lenora W illiam s, BSBA, and
Andrew M. Vinckier, Nov. 26,1993, 
living in Omaha.
93 Jennifer Steuter, A rts, and Kevin 
Oligmueller, Oct. 30,1993, living in 
Alliance, Neb.

Theresa Thom as, JD , and 
M auricio Vivero, JD , Aug. 6,1993, 
living in Washington, D.C.

B irths

78 Peter A. Verdi, BA, and Nancy 
Verdi, Port Washington, N.Y., a son, 
Christopher Andrew, Dec. 17,1993.
79 Rodney E. Jew ell, BA, and M ary  
O bal Jew ell, JD '80, Omaha, a son, 
Graham Patrick, April 26,1994.
80 Kevin R. Christiansen and Jean  
K rager C hristiansen, BSN , Salem, Ore., 
a daughter, Kelly Jean, May 7,1993.

D avid S. Erker, BSBA, and Donna 
Erker, Omaha, a daughter, Elizabeth 
Collins, Sept. 30,1993.
81 Frank J. Longo, M SG uid, and 
Kari Ann Longo, Granger, Iowa, a son, 
Colin Thomas, Feb. 14,1994.

James R. Nelson and Sheila M ach  
N elson, BS, Omaha, a daughter, Sarah 
Ann, Aug. 21,1993.
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UNIVERSITY INEWS
Creighton University and American 
Medical International, Inc. (AMI) 
jointly announced plans in June to 
form a new partnership that would 
give Creighton part ownership in 
Saint Joseph Hospital and Saint Joseph 
Center for Mental Health.

Under the agreement, which must 
be approved by both the Creighton 
and AMI boards of directors, Creighton 
will acquire approximately 25 percent 
ownership of Saint Joseph Hospital 
and Saint Joseph Center for Mental 
Health.

In addition, Creighton and AMI will 
form a Physician Hospital Organization 
(PHO) to allow full participation in

83 Shaw n P. Schoeneck, BSBA , and 
Janice Goetz Schoeneck, B SPha'84, St.
Joseph, Mo., a daughter, Jacqueline 
Janice, April 4,1994.
84  Dr. George C. Yu and M ary K. 
D aniels-Yu, Pharm D , Camarillo, Calif., 
a son, Daniel Choe-On Yu, May 26,
1993.
85  Peter Alonso and Laura G asunas  
A lonso, BA, Elmhurst, 111., two daugh
ters, Marigrace Therese, Aug. 7,1991, 
and Gabriela Sandra, Sept. 17,1992.

Dr. D avid R. Finger, BS, and 
M adlyn W aiau Finger, B SPha'87,
Silver Spring, Md., a son, Brandon 
Anthony, Feb. 11,1994.
86 K enneth J. Evans, BA, and Connie 
Evans, Lewisville, Texas, a daughter, 
Valerie Lynn, Oct. 10,1993.

K urt A. Schm itz, BSBA, and Jackie 
A. Schmitz, Aviston, 111., a son, Zachary 
Donald, Jan. 28,1994.
87  G ary L. Fabisiak, BSPha, and 
Jodi M . Fabisiak, BSPha'88, Omaha, a 
daughter, Lael Marie, Feb. 18,1994.

Tim othy P. Kennedy, M D , and 
Carol Bates K ennedy, BA'85, Poulsbo, 
Wash., a son, Brendan Timothy, April 
17, 1994.

Tim Schmig and Jane M cG rath  
Schm ig, M S, LaGrange Park, 111., 
a daughter, Anne Elizabeth, Sept. 29, 
1993.
88 Richard Q. G raham , BSBA, and

managed care contracts. The University 
recently formed Creighton Medical 
Associates, an integrated multidisci
plinary medical group practice that 
will provide physician services to the 
PHO. Community physicians on the 
staff of the hospitals also may partici
pate in the PHO.

As part of the agreement, Creighton 
and AMI will jointly develop a new 
primary care network, with substantial 
funding for that effort to be committed 
by both parties. The partnership is 
designed to provide results that will 
better secure its ability to provide for 
the future capital needs of its facilities.

Creighton's investment in the part

N ancy Brooker G raham , BA, Kansas 
City, a son, Ryan Joseph, March 26,
1994.
89 Paul J. Cappabianca, M CSM , 
and 1st Lt. Jeanne Oliver, M BA '87,
Burke, Va., a daughter, Nicole Olivia, 
Nov. 6,1993.
90  Kenneth H. Leonard and D iane L. 
Perrigo-Leonard, BA, Lawrence, Kan., 
a daughter, Laura Kay, March 31,1994.

David L. Wirka and Beth G arrett 
W irka, Pharm D , Lincoln, Neb., a son, 
Garrett James, Aug. 10,1993.
91  Trevis Beeck and Laura Stuerm an  
Beeck, BSN , Denison, Iowa, a daugh
ter, Alexa Jean, Nov. 8,1993.
92 Sam uel J. G ardner III, M S, and 
Susan Bosiljevac Gardner, BS, 
Lexington, Ky., a son, Thomas, Oct. 31, 
1993.
93 Robert L. Sedlak and Susan M aher 
Sedlak, M S, Omaha, a daughter, 
Caressa, April 10, 1993.

Greg Van Ruler and D aw n Bos 
Van Ruler, BSN , Woodstock, Minn., a 
son, Andrew Dean, Dec. 22,1993.

D eaths

23 H arry C. N icholson, PhG,
Chatfield, Minn., Oct. 7, 1993.
24  Amelia B. Doyle, wife of Jam es A.

nership is based on the fair market value 
of the Hospital and Center for Mental 
Health. Funds for the investment by 
Creighton will be principally provided 
by the Health Future Foundation.

According to Dr. Thomas J. Cinque, 
dean of the Creighton School of 
Medicine, "Neither Creighton Univers
ity's operating budget nor its endow
ment will be affected." Dr. Cinque said 
in his letter to alumni: "As a result of 
the agreement, all litigation will be 
dropped...The concerns that we have 
had, including the need for capital 
investment, are adequately addressed 
in the agreement."

D oyle, PhB, Omaha, Neb., Sept. 23, 
1993.
25 M. Lucile Rooney, SJN, Seattle, 
Wash., July 6,1993.
28 M ary (Souvignier) W alz, SCN, 
Neligh, Neb., July 10,1993.
30 H ildegarde (Schaecher) Fisch, 
SJN, LeMars, Iowa, April 1992.
31 John W . Casey, BSC, Portland, 
Ore., March 16,1994.
32 Philip J. Burns, PhB, Rochester 
Hills, Mich., April 19,1993.

Jam es L. K ostoryz, BSC, Kansas 
City, Mo., April 21,1993.
34 G eorge D rdla, D D S, Omaha,
Neb., April 17,1994.
36 M urray M . W introub, JD , Van 
Nuys, Calif., May 12,1993.
40 Sam C. M organ, BSC, Omaha, 
Neb., April 21, 1994.
47 D onald F. Evans, JD , Omaha,
Neb., April 1993.
50 M ary C. (D om onkos) Strudl, SJN, 
wife of John F. Strudl, BSC, Omaha, 
Neb., Oct. 5,1993.
74 G ary D. Booker, JD , Novato, 
Calif., December 1993.
83 Nicholas J. Ramelb, infant son 
of Eric R. R am elb, BS RET, and 
Theresa M . (M aynard) Ram elb, A 
Res T hp'84, Omaha, Neb., September 
1993.
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Profile of Achievement

The Spirit 
Of CreightonAn honors student majoring in journalism and history,

Robyn Davis has been an outstanding leader in campus 
organizations and activities.

Reporter and copy editor of the Creightonian and a 
founder of the Literary Society of the Creighton University 
African-American Student Association, she was both a 
member and chapter president of Alpha Sigma Nu, the 
Jesuit Honor Society.

She also was active in Phi Alpha Theta, the national 
history honor society, and served as the Student Board of 
Governors' representative on the President's Council on Cultural 
Diversity. In 1991, she received the Rev. Thomas N. Schloemer, S.J., Student Leader Award 
from Omicron Delta Kappa national leadership honor society. Davis volunteered at the 
Nebraska Food Bank, the Eastern Nebraska Office on Aging and the Salvation Army.

Steven Kern was active, as well, throughout his undergraduate and medical school career. As 
a biology undergraduate, he participated in Creighton's Institute for Latin American Concern in 
the Dominican Republic. And he served on the ILAC Advisory Committee for several years.

A recipient of the prestigious Creighton Family Medical Scholarship, he was honored with 
the Ciba-Geigy Award for leadership and service, thanks to his work with the student division 
of the Association of American Medical Colleges. He also has been an advocate for the medical 
school, serving on the Admissions Committee and the Medical Student Recruitment Program.

As a community volunteer, Kern has served the La Plaza Medical Clinic, homeless shelters 
and food drives. He has also volunteered yearly for the Make-A-Wish Run benefiting 
extremely ill children.

Creighton University congratulates Robyn Davis and Steven Kern, and all the students 
whose "Creighton spirit" they personify.
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