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EDITOR'S DESK
Death is never easy to confront, particularly when it strikes someone in their prime.
Stephen Rogers’ sudden death at the end of term has been particularly difficult, and it is
personally hard for me to imagine the Program without his presence. He hss been an integral
part of the Program during my entire tenure, and | was looking forward to his wise counsel and
assistance as | assumed the duties of Chairman.

Those of usin the Program who had known Steve as a colleague over several years had
sensed that Steve was in many ways in his prime--intellectually as a scholar, whose long work
on the liberal arts seemed to be nearing some completion, of course as a teacher, and as a
moving force in the Program. These who read his remarkable essay on the liberal arts in the
March 1984 issue are aware how he was restating there some familiar themes he so often
expressed at freshman nights and in opening charges in a new dress. His long-standing concern
with education, and with what the “liberal” arts really implied for education, were assimilated
to a view of the developmental stages of individual learning. It was his awareness of timingin
education that we all learned from him, the need to see education as moving through stages.
Beginning with the first romantic encounters of young minds with the heavy weights of the
seminar, proceeding into the more difficult and even soul-searing probing into the serious
questions raised by the Greats, followed very often by the post graduate years many of you are
still experiencing when learning is often painful, sleep is short, and demands seem often
excessive, Stephen saw these two periods as a set of necessary stages. But Steve’s greatness was
his clear awareness that the second stage, -- the “age of precision™ -- can be at times
all-consuming, yet it was not for him the end-point. It wes the ineffable third stage of the
process, the elusive age of wisdom, which Steve not only sought, but also for many of us lived. In
this he is irreplaceable. We will indeed feel his 10ss, not only now, but in many years to come.

In this memorial issue, | have sought to bring together several items of interest to all
who knew Steve. The lead essay, “Pro Artibus Nostris, " is the charge he gave to the Program in
September of 1977, and it is especially welcome since it also has a selection of his poetry
included. We are grateful to Fr. Jim McDonald (1977) for sending us a scarce copy of this essay.
Fr. Nicholas Ayo's homily and the collection of comments synthesized by Professor Janet Smith
at the moving memorial gathering in the chapel of Keenan-Stanford hall on the night of Steve’s
death is also included. Lynn Joyce Hunter {class of 1979 ), one of Steve's former research
assistants, has contributed an essay for the Alumni corner. Many of you have also written or
phoned expressing your sadness and condolences to the Program and to the family. Space is too
short to include these all, but we all appreciate these expressions of support, the comments, and
as always the much- needed prayers.

Several have requested information for donations. We are announcing, with cooperation
of the Notre Dame Development Office, the establishment of a Stephen Rogers Memorial fund
drive. Information on this is givenon page 23 .

With this issue, | am moving from task of Editor of Frogremmes to the more awesome
responsibilities as Chairman. | am sure | express the feeling of gratitude of all students and
faculty over the past six years to Walter Nicgorski for his unstinting efforts on behalf of the
Program, for his decisive and principled leadership, and for his excellence as a friend and
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coliesgue during both pleesant and trying times. A apecial thanka is alac dus his wife Eleine, and
his family for many special sssistances to the Program. ¥e send them with all best wishes off to
Cambridge University for a year of refreshment and research, where ¥alt will be working on
Cicero’s political theory. Those interested in contecting him abroed can reach him through St.
Edmund’s House, Benet Hill, Cambridge CB3 OBN.

Perhaps nothing can better summarize our appreciation than the motto from Cicero’s
Familier Letters which the faculty hed engraved on a cup given to Walt at the testimonial
dinner in his honor:

Heminem gravem et civem egregium!

~~Phillip Sloan
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This special memorisl issue of Programmas i3 in memory of Professor Stephen Rogers
of the Program of Libersl Studies, who died suddenliy on April 26. The cause of desth was
deter mined to be a spontaneous aneurysm of the main aorta. Stephen died in the smbulance on
the way to the hospital.
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Prograrama the Greek word meaning “public natics "1 is published

toward the end of each academic semester by the Program of
Liberal Studies for its Graduates

Faculty Editor Philhip Sloan
Copytight , 1985 The Univercsity of Natre Darne
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PRO ARTIBUS NOSTRS

The Opening Charge
to the Program of Liberol Studies
September 1, 1977
Stephen Rogers

My theme tomght is the vocation to the liberal arts. The libersi arts are our common
calling, the bond of our community, the basis of our brief sojourn together.

For me and for my colleagues in this room the liberal arts are a life's work, which we
have deliberately chosen and to which we must constantly rededicate ourselves, for there are
many temptations that would draw us ewsy from this calling to narrower but cozier sand more
lucrative specialities.

For you, our students, the concentretion on the liberal arts which you have elected is a
phase, an emphasis, in preparstion for lives whose outlines have just begun to appear on
uncertain maps. | imagine you on the edges of uncharted territory, breath caught, muscles
tensed, about to make decisions that will determine those open futures. But you have come to
spend o little time with us--to proctice, ed it were, for the ventures which becorne more
irretrievable as lifa advancas.

And 200 | want to coramand the courss which we have chosen togethar. | want to notice
some of the good things it can bring. They are the golden fleece which we search for together, and
for which we w777 toil. Like the Argoneuts in the fable we will journey through many doubtful
places. Therafore it is right that soreone should come befare you and leap onto the prow and
declaim our purposes as clearly as he can.

My thought risas to this occasion in ancient garb. It assumes the form of a classical
oration, dividing 1iself according to Cicero’s headings. 1t hsd begun with a summons to your
sttention, which is the exors7um . After declering its divisions, it moves to the nerrative of
facts and stories. In the middle it offers proofs of its main thesis. its fourth part refutes one
contrary position. And it ends with a peroration, which i3 not just a summary but an appeal to
the hearer's fealings in behalf of the argument.



In fact, | shell let my thought rengs over various kinds of discourse, from story and
argumentation in prose to a poem nsar the conclusion and finally to & kind of prayer.(If you're
like me, you'll probably amuse yourself by watching for the parts as thoy smerge.)

Sometimes | have a strong faeling that many of us- -students, professors, and even real
peopie- -are like a certain man who wes spilled out of a boet into & 1ake during a thick fog. it wes
night; and when he came up, he could see nothing. The boat was lost. He called to his compenions,
but he got no answar. He called, and all he heerd wore the sounds of water and wind- -sounds of
night far from shore.

For a time he deludes himself with hope of o speedy rescue. Someone will surely come
and help him. Someone always helped him in the past. Whenever he didn't know what he ought to
do, someone obligingly told him.

Now it is diffsrent, however. He fesls for the first time in his life the burden of being
responsible for himsalf. And the responsibility is absolute.

Should he weit and eventually drown in quiet desperation? Should he curse God and then
noisily drown? Should he swim in any direction without knowing where, on the popular theory
that ectivity makes ons happier than idleness? Maybe swimming will bring him to some
tressure trove. Should he chooss a direction at random and simply hope?

If you begin to sniff an allegory here, you are catching my drift. You may even suspect
that thts 13 o familiar story. Aftar all, if you change the lake into outer space, you have science
fiction. Make the setting the intellectus] development of the West, and the allegory points to the
once frightsning discovery that sarth is a planet--that wes like being spilied into a vast lake
with uncertainties all arourd. If you transfer our story to the political rsalm, the lake becomes
the "stete of nature,” where the autonomous individuel is morelly adrift. If you carry it te
theology, you'ra with Pescal, who conceived us as thinking reads, existing among infinities, bent
by waves of passion and currents of custom. Paacal’s Yeger--step right up and place your bets
on starnel life or an this world- -is an inatance of this story.

In truth this situation hes preoccupied us Westernars. Remember Odysseus after hs
raft broke up? He reeched the paradise of the Phasacians, where stoutness of thought is king and
virtue i3 quesn, but not until he had swum a very long way. And when he thought all other
agencies were deaf to dm. He calied on hs own heart in his distress.

Dante says that he was lost in & dark wood. He pictures himoelf a3 a awimmer too,
however, in the great ses of being. According to same harmonic metaphors in the posam, the
vision of Ged i the port to which tw makes his way.

The situation of the lost swimmer holds something paradigmatic for us, and the reason
may be that it focuses our attention on the ultimate sovereignty of our will and on our ultimete
loneliness in the making of choices. From Homer to Sartre our thinkers have stressed this
elemental situation under one guise or another.
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But if the will unguided is our swimmer in the night- bound lake, then the arts we have
chosen to practice are instruments of nevigetion. They are instruments for intellectual, morel,
and emotionsl navigation. These arts are the flowering of conaciousness iteslf. They are the
perfacting of il the other arts. These are the points | want to convince you of tonight.

{ suppose all human thought must in some sense be symbolic. Its immediete objects
always have meanings bayond themseives and belong to some context provided by the mind. And
this symbolic cheracterization seems to hold whether the objects of thought are words or
colors or shapes or musicel notes or any other bite of sensetion thet we use for markers in the
welter around us.

Therefore thinking is so differsnt from sensing meraly. in thinking we detech ourselves
from what we feel. The sshlence,”] am burnisg to deeth,” is separate from the fesling of the
flames. Yo can think such a sentsnce and never heve & pang. In this respect, thet is, in the
capecity for detachment, for mirroring, our aymbolic systems are 1iks the gray matter in the
brain: tn suffering all they sometimes suffer nothing. Yet they can cause acute sensations,
imeginary pefns 68 weil es profound emoticna.

And { am lod to believe that the arts are the mind's way of coping with this curious gift of
detechment from the world of facts.

The point is worth a littls amplificetion. Yo might think of e continuum within our
minds, where ert and nature sre alweys coming together in various mixtures. Art begins in
thet vague area whore nature rises above reflex toward refiection. At the top are
understanding end control. But there are many degrees of the mixturs in betwesn.

The point is, you can't have art without consciousness: but consciousness would be
ineffective without art. It would be powerless, 4

The ancients represented this idea perfectly in the myth of Prometheus, who personified
the human consciousnass. All aris are seid to come to mortals from Promestheus. Thess include
the practicel arts of bullding and medicing &s well 8 the 1iberal erts of letters, of numbar, of
the interpretetion of the sters. Cheined to Ms rock by forces beyond hia strangth, Prometheus,
whose name means forethought, can nevertheless control his destiny and shift the issues of
corfiic in the undverse from the level of bruts force to ihe plane of justice.

Here we may notice an extrasordinary thing. Even if we are wirong in saying, with the
support of the myth, that all thought is symbolic, thers can be no doubt thet the liberel arts ere
concerned above all with one apecial kind of symbol. The liberal arts are the arts of the /oges,
the essential arts of 1anguege. Their immediate objects are words, whether their subject- matter
18 God or neture or the conduct of men. They reflect on themselves in words, and through words
they achiove their effects beyond themoelves.

Their first effects are questions and answers, guesses, analogies, arguments. There is no
stretching of points if we sssert that leboratory science and mathematics come within the
influence of thess erts. Experimenis are tried by resson before the apparatus s built. The
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science of number is a form of language. Equations are & kind of sentence that hes great power.
Woe to the methematician who is weak in the use of ordinary wordsi He is destined to be a
calculetor onty, a user rather than an inventor of formulas. The extraordinary thing is thet our
arts are at the center of conaciousness. The fullness of thought expresses itself in words.

One comes upon this claim with surprise and with a little reluctance. Is the art thet
made the Ninth Symphony less fully conscious then the narrative of some second rate
story-teller or than the reasoning of any educated person?

The answer is yes. | do not mean that the music is less good. | only mean thet the verbal
arts are closer to the center of consciousness.

And our claim is supported by two simple arguments.

First, the arts of ianguage are the only ones thet directly concern themselves with truth.
The others do not. It is only by courtesy of a metaphor, and only by introducing Janguage, thet we
spesk of truth in music or sculpture or architecture. We know thet & note is true when we
compare it with another one in our mind and put the judgment into a sentence. It only makes
sende to spoak of & true stetue if we are making a sentence sbout its workmanship or its likeness
to some original. What could it possibly mean to spesk of a true house? What would a false house
be, unless it was some sort of fake that we were judging with the metaphors of truth and falsity?

These are foolish examples. But their silliness illuminates the point that truth cannot be
conceived without sentences. Truth has to do with saying. So the arts thet assure the integrity of
saying must be the arts that are closest to truth.

Let’s perform & thought experiment &s our second proof. Suppose we try subtracting
arts from consciousness. If we take away music, there is no specisl difficulty: a tone-deat
philosopher is no impossibility. Take away the plastic arts: no difficulty still. Remove the arts
of building, and nothing essentisl to truth is lost: lots of people, who never build anything with
their hands after they leave kindergarten, discover important truths and reach the heights of
consciousness.

But now restore these arts, and then take away language. Excise the brain centers where
language occurs. Then, even if some glimmer of awareness remains, it lives in a twilight zone
where its arts, if they are arts, sink down toward the borders of instinct. To imagine such s
stete of thought without words brings a feeling of paralysis which did not come after our other
subtractions.

And whet are these special arts that are so intimate with truth?

Ons is the ert of analysisin its many varieties. This breaks up our ideas and applies
them to things. Another is the art of discovery. This is the art of guessing, of forming hunches, of
hypothesizing. The third is the art of proof, which establishes tight connections among
sentences to test their conformity to truth. The fourth is the art of persussion, which induces
the wayward heart to obey the mind.

-7 --



These are the arts we profess. In studying these, and following them with zeal, we ore
striving towards the perfection of consciousness.

We say, moreover, that the arts we profess have besring on all intellectual disciplines
insofer 65 they are concerned with truth. Our arts ere present through the whole circie of
knowledge, which has been so cracked and broken in the modern university.

Just hers we coms under atieck from specielists. They sey: No mind can embrece the
whole of truth. So come, live with us. Come, settle for one of the partial truths we embrace.

Come, get 8 jump on life; get your treining early. Forget the enticements of the liberal arts.
They tatk about truth; but we have our manageabls truths.

This is not & serious difficulty. After all, we all become specialized in due course. Life
requires that. You will be physicians, lawyers, tsachers of various subjects, marketers, or
even craftsmen. Geners! Program students before you have distinguished themselves in these
careers and in many others. But you have chosen to survey the tres of knowledge all around
before you set the harness on your strongest telent. You will carry the arts of truth into the
specialized disciplines where those arts necessarily belong. But if truth is the peculiar triumph
of conaciousness in the universe, it is ot our own cost that we tear it into fragments. in
breaking it up too soon we may diminish ourselves.

But | hear a8 more serious objection, and | know you have been troubled by it it too. It
comes from practical people, who value above all whatever they think is useful. Their objection
goes like thia:

Knowledge is for the sake of life, not life for the sake of knowledge. Anyone who doubts
that needs a physician before he needs a teacher. The liberal arts may refine the intellect, but
they do not prepere you for the often grim business of making your way in the world. They
polish, but they do not harden. They are coke, not bread.

Let us face this objection in its starkest form. The question is, what can your liberal
arts do to feed the hungry or cleanse the environment? What can they even do to sheiter you
from the cold? i7, as you say, they are the flowers of consciousness, they are hothouse blooms.
But we must live outside in the open air. Some of us have to solve the massive problems of
government and industry. We must cope with disease and poverty. We have little time and
Teisure for the culture of the finishing school.

We must not, we need not brush aside this fierce objection with the supercilious scorn
some people show for practical training. We must hear how the suffering world calls out for
remedies. We must admit thet the arts of the /ogss seem feeble indeed against such & huge
clamor.

We may wonder if we are fairly to be compared, as one writer has compared us, with the

privileged clssses in Indis, whom the universities tsught to quote from French classical plays,
while millions of their countrymen were starving. This disheartening thought is the extreme
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form of the cherge that our arts ere useless.

But we must emphaticaily sey that sny education which encoursges idleness or
indifference or trivislity is a deplorable education. It is not liberal educetion. Let me insist

upon thet.

The liberal sducation tunes the mind to the world. it is through the /oges thet we
apprehend the world's cries. By the arts of the Jeges we discriminete among values where
fundamentel choices are to be mede. Education in our arts sherpens the eye for principles. it
instills the habit of drewing just conclusions. At its best, though this cannot be guaranteed, it
stoadies the nerve, puts checks on unruly desires, and sustains the floundering will.

Besides, let it be clearly said: experience hes not yet shown that people with strictly
technicel sducations are actually solving the problems of the world. Engineers do change the
environment. Agriculturalists breed new strains of rice. Marksting specialiats guide the flow
of goods, and accountants keep track of the money.

- But whom do these experts serve? The earth continues to be exploited. The hungry still
wait 0 be fed. The distribution of wealth leaves one or two questions about justice still to be
answered, while the world's monetary system staggers on the edge of collapse.

Experience suggests in fact that mere cxperts are as likely oo not to acrve themaclves
or the powears that pay them.

Sursly thers i3 nothing wrong in expert knowledge. To posses it fully end use it well &
person might worthily give up most of his life. | hope indeed that sach of you will do so.

But let's come back to our paradigmatic situation, our allegorical swimmer in the
night-bound lake. It would certainly help him to be a well-trained swimmer--to have
expertise. But it would also be rather good if he could diacern the direction of the wind and the
waves- -analysis. It would help to be able to guess where the nearest land 1ies- -discovery. It
would be good to find out by means of thought whether your guess was plausible- - proof. It would
be necessary to convince your heart and your limbs to meke a grest sffort- - persuesion.

Your ideas would become your stepping stones in the water. They would be, in a technical
sonse, hypotheses- -the things put under thought so thet it can progress. And if you mede it to
shore, it would be your arts of thought that constructed the way and got you to follow it.

If, a3 we betieve, there are arts that iead the mind to approach the truth directly, these
should be the first arts of higher education and the heart that keeps it alive &s your knowledge
grows.

So we can proudly say thet our vocation is to bring to our work in the world the

flowering of human consciousness. But it must be a full and catholic consciousness, aware of
the best that hes been done and said, basing its integrity on the disciplines of truth.
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But there is something more thet it hes to be. It muat be humane, warm-blooded,
personal, full of good-will, generous. | want to move toward my conclusion with a word about
these qualities, though they can be represented only in an oblique way.

Cardinal Newman described the milieu in which they thrive. The university, he said,
being a foster mother, must know eech of her children one by one. | cannot apeak for this
university aa a whale. But | can testify that in the Ganeral Program we know one another.

At critical times in the semester our offices become like first aid stations. But I'm
sure my colleagues have wondered, &3 | have, who is aiding whom? There is a generosity in the
exchange of experiences, in the exchange of aufferings if you will, and that transforms them. It
is healing. | want to show you thie apirit now and how it works both ways.

A few years ago there wes a student emong us named Tom Franco--a very good student.
He and | were doing some extra resdings together, in American poetry | believe. One late
afternoon when we were both weary, he came to my office and told me that he had not
managed to do the reading we had egreed upon. He had been just thinking that week, he seid,
and walking alot. Giving in to my own fatigue, | suggested that we both might go for a walk. He
took me over to the old fieldhouse, which is a very strange place. | had not been there for
years, not since my own college days. But as a result of that walk | wrote the poem which | am
about to read. | call it "Flute in the Uncarved Block.”

Now the uncarved block is Lao-Tzu's image for the Tao, the Way, which is the ineffable
origin and law of everything--of the world. | think the flute comes to symbolize the Zoges and
hence our arts. But sse what you think about that. Hera's the poem:

FLUTE IN THE UNCARYED BLOCK

¥hoever built this place lacked the vaguest plan
Except to house huge space where young men could run
And great crowds assamhle to ahout without hearing sach ather.

Our walk wes & saquance of hypotheses
Upstairs then down,
Tertative ke a man who fords a river,
Fearful of danger as & man who moves
Among high places, edges, slidings-away.

We followed the windings with automatic logic,
Steering through bends, past columns,
Hunting the true centers
In clusters of sound that fattened on walls and ceiling.
“Must have been crazy.”

"Out of his mind.”
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We come to the floor of dirt.
On the hardensd dust the shapes
Of footfalls puffed away

Like nothings in the fog of e first silence.

My ears couldn’t take it in.

it filled them Yike & wish for noise
With pressures like the sound-shedows
Of columns and doors,
With vanishings, 1ike echoss thet never were caused.

4 door did creak.
A student wes passing out st the end of some tunnel.

Then o second, deeper silence come settling in:
My eors still strained for sounds
As if of things thet are not.

| clapped my hends.
it rang through the vaulted length- -fifty, s hundred,
A hundred-snd-fifty sound-years it quavered on huge
Surfeces; met 1tself; shetiered and formed; wavered
And waved again like the aflermeth of some enor mous word seeking
All crannies of its domsin,
imposing its resonence through sll its spece:
A molecule.

The silence that then remained wes the uncarved block.
Loss conforming to loss.

From the upturned edge of silence we wandered again,
Uip steirs without balustrade,
Balconies without parspet,
Like s man moving emong heights, tentetive,
And as 8 man fording 8 river, hypothetical,
Into such mazes and their fearful shapes
As the surface of the logos warily
Maps on the bright clamor--
Stairways snd crooked floors
Toward s dresm sbout roaftops or gabled rooms.

Somewhere a door again banged.
Soon from the floor below

Where young men once had run and crowds had shouted,
e heard the notes of 3 flute like a8 vitreous cry,



Like figures carved in ice and carved in ivory.
Yiveldi, ironic and trus, flung vanishing shapes
Above some remembered foct, some insistent tale.
They came in redundant clusters,

The cool swift shapes,

Telling ironicsl truths, clear mysteries,

Of grapes and sutumn lendscapes and austers men--~
Mot Yivaldi himself nor the student who played,
But men whom they both hed dreamed
Among failing afternoons.

Our life together this year is & stage in the creation of ourselves. And therefore | ask God
to bless us in it.

| do not ask for success in everything we undertake. | do not believe that part of the plan
for our world. After all, God has danied that sort of success even to hmself.

But | ask him to grece our understandings end to bless us in our pursuit of the
Promethean arts.

42922V RERABS

FUNERAL HOMILY

FR. NICHOLAS AYD
APRIL 29, 1985

We are naver preparsd for death, and sudden death leaves us numb with grief and

frightened with the fragility of everything and the vulnerability of everyone in this bewlldering
life.

| attended just one of Stephen’s classes at Notre Dame. That day he was teaching “Samson
Agonistes.” Milton writes:
Light, the prime work of Ged, to me i3 extinct
And all her various objects of delight
Annulled, which might in part my griaf have assad.

Stephen knew his students by voice, and he knew Samson's story, “eysless in Gaza,” by
long familiarity. The struggle to s8e God in the ways of men wes not unknown to him each day. He
wanted to understand life, and he wanted people to love life. He most surely did, and we all were
supported by his strength. When one would have expected him to lsan on those around him, he
carried o0 many 1n his counsel end concern for them. Stephen Rogers wes a strong and valiant
believer in God and man. He was a Samson of the spirit.
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Students and colleagues speak of the ways that Stephen found to meke them find courege,
to see the goodness in their situation, to find & weay to turn their problem into a challenge. He had
done 30 with hia own prodicament. And his witness was 30 compelling, Ms forthright welking our
paths without fear so poignent, that we could believe that our troubles must yield to the triumph
of the humen spirit and the grace of God. Stephen Rogers knew suffering, and he supported
others in their burden. He knew some secret about the mystery of the cross, though he might not
have put 1t in those terms st first. That something good could come of & bad situation he believed
always; he would turn the situation around to the 1ight and meke you see hope shining.

One sudent called him Tiresias, s prophetic figure in our life. Another student noted thet
the Scripture reading of the day he died spoke of Paul being led into Damascus whers he would
come to 200 Qur Lord Jesus Christ,

On the morning Stephen died, | pessed his deor and stopped to read the sign on it, which
normally | would not bother to do. it spoke of his good wishes for the students who wers finishing
their senfor essays that dey, and how he was at homs, but they should not hesitate to call him if
he could help with eny lest minute need. He would 88 them for class on Monday and sign their
esseys then. it wes not to be.

Stephan «wrote for the Aeire Qame Mogazine e wooks ag0. He took & Newman-1ike
stand for the importance of psraonal conscience:

| found that certein resulis follow from living without the church as
safety net. if you accept ultimate responsibility for your answers about faith and
morals, you become more alert to the laws that govern ths world, and you chooss
not to mitigate or evade them. You mey be more disposed to hear God's 1easons as
they come and figure out his intentions toward the world insteed of snticipeting
them. You ere inclinad to reason with God, not a3 an obsequious subject, certeinly
mot &s an equal, but as 8 similar being, an intelligent and responsible person.

The books we read in order to teach the arts of thought prod the young
scholar away from the moorings of credulity. They push him or her onto the open
80, whers thers (s nsither metaphysicel badrock nor eny fixed star of revelation.
The Cetholic student cannot psss through the modern university without being
intiated into thess conditions of intellectual Vife. Time and again the attentive
teachar presides at this rabirth. His task is to help the student through perplexity
to o new wholenass of mind. Under thess conditions the church can bea friendly
counsslor. Some of {ts advice cannot be followed. But it remeins the bearer of God’s
story, which its insxpressidle inner voice is forever discussing with itself, the
better to appreciate itand hend it on.

Having listenad, | thought Stephen Rogers mare Christian than myself.

Stenhen taught us all well, and ot just with words which he himself would have thought
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provisional, but with the integrity of his life. He wes couregeous, sttentive always, worn out
often by the demands of life and people who nesded him. We with sight cannot comprehend the
burden to Stephen to do 30 much, when the effort to attend to it all was costly for him. His wife
and family must have known. You could sense it in his fece et times, and yet you knew he gave
becauss he wanted o end would not teke an eesier wey to live. He did not see the earth and sky,

but he sew the depthe end heights of human life and he carried some of its weight upon his
chaerful and willing shoulders.

Hed | held class todey, we would have discussed the lest two articles of the Aposties
Creed: "The resurrection of the body and life everlasting.” Often 30 many words, but today we
know they best be true or wo are desclate indsed. Psalm 43 reeds:

Oh send out thy light and thy truth;
let tham bring me to thy holy hill and to they dwelling!

And in /sefad 58:

Then shail your light break forth like the dewn, and your healing shall
spring up spesdily;
veur righteousnese shall go before you, the glory of the Lord shell be your
rear guard.
Then you shall call, and the Lord will answer; you shall cry, end he will
say, Here | am.

Stephen, we believe, sees it oll today. It is we who are in the dark. Pasim 36 says "in
thy light we shall see light.” In God's Tight we se light. But whet we see here and now is not the
tight, but the dim reflections of light from objects opaque around us. Stephen looks on the light
face to face. In God's light he sees light. Thet is our Christien hope. Thet was his ysarning, to see
the Tight, the God who John says 13 the "light of the world.”

Dana Rogars asked me to say one thing: if Stephen did some good in his Tife, tell them at
this moment thay should go and do good likewise. To the seniors who are sad at gradustion, go
forth in the strength of your educetion that knew e faithful man like this. Juniors, on Junior
Parent weskend he seid uou were a specisl and wonderful class. Sophomores, alss you have
hardiy known Wm. Dear famdly, none knvw and Yoved tim 3o well s husband and father. And to
all of you, coileagues, and brothers and sisters in Christ, who did know him in various ways, let
us be thankful for what he geve us. We shell miss him terribly. May God be his light and his
rest, and may we all meet egain in the Kingdom thet {2 to come, “where sye heth not seen, nor ear
haard, nor has it entered into the hesrt of man, those things God has prepared for tham who love
him."

The peace of the Lord be with you all. Go on with life &3 so0n &3 you can. He would have
wanted us s (o do.

s Sl



MEMORIAL SERYICE NOT

On the evening of Friday, April 26, colieagues, students, and friends met in Stanford
Chapel out of a need to be together and to mourn for the loss of Professor Steve Rogers, a men who
meant so much to 50 many of us. Father Micholas Ayo brought us together and gathered us sround.
He clarified the facts sbout the manner of Steve's death and then invited us all to shere with each
other our thoughts about Steve. e consoled ourselves by remembering how apeciel he wes and
how he touched the lives of each of us in & way we will never forget. We closed the evening with e
scripture reading from CorintAfans 1:13, prayer, and song.

Following are approximations of the testimonies made by those who spoke. Compiling
these has brought to mind Thucydides’ remarks about the speeches in his history; he said: ...it was
difficult to carry them word for word in one’s memory, so my habit has been to meke the speekers
say whet was in my opinion demanded of them by the various occasions, of course adhering as
closely as possible to the gensral sense of what they really said.” Nesrly all of these notes were
checked against the memory of those who spoke and while they mey not be exact, we hope they
capture the sense of what we said and felt that evening.

--Janet 3mith
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Otte Hilbert: | think the readings at mass today were espocially appropriste for Dr.
Rogers; they spoke of Paul’s conversion and his being struck with blindness: it was during the
period of his blindness thet Paul had a time of greet insight. | think ell of us experienced
Professor Rogers as & men of great insight--he could discern things thet the rest of us just
couldn’t see.

Later Otto spoke agein and he mentioned that one day after a long all night drive he came to
poetry class and sat right beside Doc Regers. He fetl asloep and Doc Rogers nudged him and seid:
"Otto, it is all right if you slesp during my class; you just shouldn’t snore!”

Fr.Michelas Age: | don't usually read the notes that professors have posted outside their
doors. But on Friday, todey, | noticed a very neatly typed note at Steve's door and | went to read it.
It was to his students who were writing essays for him. He told them to hand them in and he would
sign them on Monday. He extended his best wishes to them and left a note that if they hed any
difficulties they should call him at home; he would see them at class on Monday.

Serak Mcbrath: Last year | was at Tulane studying English, mostly because | had
asdmired Steve so much. | was doing o research paper in the 1ibrary and ssw a book on Classicel
Greek Poetry and Shelley and some others and saw that it was writien by “"Rogers.” So | pulled it
off the shelf and sure enough it was by Stephen J. And 85 | reed the introduction, | read how he
thanked his student assistant and the people who helped him and his typist; the dedication wes to
his wife Dans. | remembered working for him in his office and it sounded s0 much like
him--even though | wes 1,000 miles sway, | could hesr his voice. Now whenever | think that
whenever | read something by him, it will sound Tike he is right by me speaking to me.

-~15--



Prefeaser Edward Crenia: | think | have known Steve the longest of anyene hers, even
tonger than Dr. Mike Crowe. He is e student and colleague and friend of mine, for many years. |
38y "is" because | find it impossible to speek of him in the past tense. | romember watking across
the campus with Steve on & lovely apring day much Hke this one and Steve mentioned that he hed
always wanted to be & minor leegue shortstep, particulerly on a day iike this. 1 told him | hed
always wanted to be a major league shortstop. That wes the only difference between us, ever. God
lovs hMm.

Jus Buchanen: Last yoar whan | wes reelly upset and uneble to make eny sense of my
life, | wont, 83 we all did, to talk with Professor Rogers. Yhen | told him how lost and disoriented
| folt, he was, a3 always, sympathetic and encouraging. He told me about a time when he had taken
o cab to campus and told the cabbie to let him off et the law building but the cab let kim off
somewhere else instead. And where the cabbie dropped him off, they were doing construction so
that everything wes not es it usuelly is. He didn't know where he wes, or how to get where he wes
going. The weather was rotten, and he was shout to be Tate for a very important mesting. inatead
of panicking or getting angry, he viewed this &3 an adventure: he needed to figure out what to do and
how to get where he wes going! He taught us to teke our troubles end make adventures of them.

Professer William Leahy: Steve and | were students together and | remember Steve
for his fine wit: he wes slways cheerful and wore life with a light mantle: he never took things too
seriousty. | remember thet during one exam &3 the professor was esking Steve questions, Steve
asked the professor how meny points he hed 30 far in the exem. The professor answered: “70 or
75" and Steve said “Well, { think that's enough” and he got up and walksd out. it was just like
Steve te do something like that.

Prefosser Miches! Crewe: Death is often tragic, especially when the psrson is young.
Think of the sthiete: a swimmer roaches his peak in his late teens, a football player in his
mid-twenties or s0. A scholer, however, gets strongsr es he gets older: thet is when his mind i
the most 1earned. Steve was fifty, 50 his death was perticularly tregic.

Dea Stewart: | didn't know Professor Rogers as well as soms, like John Breen, but | too
was shocked by his death. Father Mark Poormen told me what had happensd a3 | was walking dowe
the steps of Dillon, and et that moment it seamed 1ike such e contrediction thet someane so young
wes telling me ebout such a loss. But es | walked down the quad on this sunny Friday | started
thinking of all the conversations | had hed with Professor Rogers about life. And by the time | hed
reached the law achool, | decided thet there was no contradiction. The day wes filled with life, and
it was that ssme life that Doc Rogers hed given to so many of us. Professor Rogers would have
wanted us to snjoy thet beautiful Fridey because he was 30 much & part of it.

Mery Deth Wackewski: Today when | heard about Doc Rogers' death | was very upset
and not able to meke any sense of it. And then | remembered something that he sefd which made it
sasier for me to deal with: One day when | wes all confused he said "Mary Beth, the sign of &
meture person is thet he is able to live with ambiguity.” | have been thinking about thet all doy
and it hes helped me. Doc Rogers was really a wise iman.

Prefasser Lisde Fergusea: Stove wes a perfect testimony to the value of & liberal
education.
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Felicia Lesn: | really loved Doc Rogers and had told my parents all about him. When
they came for Junior Parents’ weskend my mother seid she just hed to meet him. She kept esking
which one is Doc. Rogers. Yhen | pointed him out she just ran over to kim and pushed through the
circle of people around Mm. She threw her arms around his neck and gavs him e big kiss and seid,
“l just have to thank you for making my deughter 2o happy.” Doc Rogers wes a bit like Doctor
Cronin in thet he put women on a pedestal and | reelly liked that. He really liked women and
seamed to understand them %o well. | was in London and didn't get to take him for & full year, so
when it came time to sign up for classes for senior year i reelly wanted to get Doc Rogers for
saminar. { wes scheduled kind of late for signing up and when | went in to Professor Nicgorski he
told me that Doc Rogers' section was full. | pleaded with him to Jet me in but he just said, “You
just have to realize, s much a3 we'd like, not everyone can be Doc Rogers.”

Prefesser Jamet Smith: As several of you have alreedy said, Steve was the
personification of encouragement- - it was really quite impossible to telk with him and not go awey
feoling a liitle pumped up. One thing | 1iked 30 much about him, too, was that he was 30 full of
mischief. And he had & greet imagination. 1t wes always 3 much fun going to his office and making
up plots to get back st the people who were giving us a hard time. This efternoon when | wes
tiinking about his death and how he wouldn't be hers for graduetion, | remembered how much fun
1t was to sit by him at gradustion. Katherine and | ysed to vie with sach other to see who would sit
with him. Whoever got to sit with him, got to describe everything and he got such a kick out of the
Mjinks of the students. He loved to hear sbout whet they were dotng--like tossing beach balls
eround or to hear what messeges they wrote on their caps. And | would reed to him the titles of the
Ph.D dissertetiona- -and ha would just howl- -thay were so absurd|

Laurie Dean: Just lest wesk | stopped by to share some jokes with Doc Rogers: thres
dirty jokes and he had already heard them all{ When | was a sophomore he tried to help me with
my writing. He told me it was pretty good- -1 think he said that to everyone--but that it was kind
of sloppy~~he said | should try to put a littie bit of sophistication in my writing. He said | wrote
like somaohe who wore blue jeans and a sloppy sweat shirt all the time. | asked him “Are you sure
you can't see? Thet's whet | wear all the time!™ He said "Why don‘t you put on a goddemn dress
sometima?1” Wall, tonight | am waaring my goddamn dress for Doc Rogars.

Toresa Dedngelis: | didn't know Professor Rogers reslly well: | only had him for
poetry class. His attitude and actions seemed to indicate that he viewed all of life a3 a celebration.
1 do romember how he told Laurie [Denn] it Tooked like all her papers hed been written at Corby's.
At the lest day of class he brought in a bottle of sherry and after we hed al) poured some, he told us

to hide it or consume it, one or the other. And | remember how he used to call us “Déer hearts” and
he would sey that we were all "in luvy.”

Thereaa O°Friel: | hed Doc Rogers for freshman seminer and remember thet when we
were reading the Oedipus trilogy and | learned ebout the character Tiresiss, | thought thet
Professor Rogers was like Tiresias--he was a blind men but he could see more than the rest of us.
He wouldn't want us to cry today: he would just want us to smile. He always wanted us to smile.

Margaret Neis: Doc Rogers was just the best listener. | foel 30 privileged to have been
his student essistent this year. | think | reelly begen to see myself a3 an individual through my
sssocietion with Doc Rogers. On the day | first went to work for him he showed me all the special
things in his office. One thing he showed me wed his braille typewriter. It hes all thess bratile
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symbols and under the symbols are words like "or, but, fs, and.”" When he showed me the words, |
said “Thanks, but | learned to read this summer.” He looked at me and seid “You're fresh. It'sa
good thing or we wouldn't get along!® And working for Mm wes so wonderful. At first | would
think, how miserable to have to spsnd 3 hours reading on s nice afternoon, but it would always be
so much fun when | got there. He would taugh and joks around--and say--skip that psregraph of
Auguatine--we don't need to reed thet!

Kathy Ericksen: Doc Rogers was one of the most supportive people that | know. He was
slways willing to help you out, espscially when the thing you needed help with wes very important
to you. When | came to Notre Dame | wanted to study medicine but | decided to join the Program.
My perents couldn't understand my decision or whet the Program wes about, 30 Professor Rogers
asked me to bring them around when they came to visit. | took them to his offics and introduced
them to him and we talked for about 5 minutes. Then he asked me to leave and talked to them for
about @ helf an hour. | never knew what he said, but they never questioned my choice of GP egain.

Liz Keamegy: | live in South Bend and knew of Professor Rogers before | even came to
Notre Dame. | remember esking my mother sbout the man who would walk with cane and she said
he was blind. | used to watch him walk by my house and think how amazing he was. And one day |
remember wetching him from St. Joe High School and soeing him cross highway 31 all busy with
traffic. Even those who never met him, could be 20 inepired by him.

Serah MeGrath: A couple of summers ago | went on e canoe trip with e group of students
and feculty and Steve. | don't know 1f psople know how strong he was. One time we had to portage
for about 4 miles back and forth and over some really rough terrain with roots and rocks and he
carried e heavy canos on his shoulders the whols way. Another time we didn't want to portage, so
we walked up the river and it was even worse pulling the canoe up the river. When we set up camp
he was sitting there with bruises ell over his logs and | was bandaging his big toe and had to take a
leach off his leg. He said: "Hal Another damn thing that didn't got usl”

Prefesser Mike Crewe: Steve's dedication to the liberal arts goes beck a long way. He
told ma of how he came on a train with a priest to look over Notre Dame. Whils they were on the
train they were looking over a number of brochures on programs at Notre Dame and thet's how
Steve came to know of the General Program. So he joined up end hes been committed to the 1iberal
arts ever since.

Joha Wilsen: | will never forget how eveilable Doc Rogers was to students. Whenever |
would go to hia door he would always ect like he wes glad to see me. He would say "Good, Good, Come
in,Come in." And he was 30 busy, but it wes never “Bad. Bed, go away, go away.” It wes always
"Good, Good, Come in, Come in.” Doc Rogers always called me “Captain,” short for Captain Analogy,
because | am always meking some off the wall analogy. Ons day in poetry cless as | wes struggling
to get an anelogy which seid whet | wanted it to say--1 think | was comparing something to a traffic
light- -everybody laughed and | couldn't tell if they were Taughing with me or againast me. So | was
feeling kind of bed and went up to Doc Rogers afterward to apologize. He was standing there tall and
erect like he always stood and with & big grin on his fece he seid: "John, youcan make whatever
anelogies you want to in my class.”

Fr. Wick Age: A fow months ago Steve wrote & plece for the Aoire leme Magazine
which explai ned why he wes no longer 1n the Church. It was so beautifully written and eloguent. |
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thought “He ia such a better Christian then | am; why should he be out of the Church and { be %0
much in the Church.” So | went to telk with him and apologize for the Church which hed made him
sed when his life was rough already. Yrhen we tatked | told him how | thought he was much loved
by God, & very God-centered man end one very much touched by God. And he knew thet; he sgreed
with me.

Prafesser PAil Slean: Uns thing that always impressed me about Steve was the
Vightness of his touch. When we would take walks together, he had & way of resting his hand on my
arm in such a gantle manner, using my eyes, with & sense of trust that | would eveid the obatecles.
He could sense the directions and tell where | was going, and at these times we could talk most
intimately. That says s0 much about Steve, about his gentiensss, and the wey in which he moved
with us as a colleague.

Joha Brees: | hod Doc Rogers for novel last yeer and | think it was probably the best
cliass | have had at the University. On the 1ast day of class | felt just horrible and that afternoon |
went to tell him thet | aimost cried during class because | falt 3¢ bad to see it end. He said he hed
almoat cried, too. Thers wes something | noticed when { reed “To the Lighthouse.” Thers is e
character named “Mrs. Ramsey” who always had time to listen to the most boring and slowest
poople: she always spent time with this young man thet no one olse would spend time with." And
one time | told Doc Rogers, “You know, Profeasor Rogers, you are just llke Mra. Ramaey--you
have time for everyom.”

Prefesser Walt Ricgerski: | ramember talking to Steve sarliar this wesk about some
departmental metters and he mentioned that he hed & Yighter teaching 1oad this semester and how
pleasant thet hed been. He recognized the speciel demands on the faculty at this time of the yeer and
said that | should be sure to give him some extra orel exams and senior essays to reed. Thet's how
he was- -always willing to take on extra work and always concerned for others.

Sean Rearden: | went down to the Grotto to light a candie and o3 | 1it my candle from one
of the candles which wes alroady lit, | thought how the seme source had 1it all these candies: you
never hed to strike a match here and start a new flame; there wes always « flame available from &
burning candie. And | suppose that is how tt 13 with Doc Rogers. He hes given us light and we must
g0 out and pass it on.

Beth Fraser: | had Doc Rogers for novel and | had to do & papor on 3aae Kereaine for
him. | hadn't read the book but { wrote a paper anyway and when | got it back with a Conit, |
thought, “That's not bed, for not having read the book.” But then | began to fesl bad because Doc
Rogers might think | didn't get anything out of all the classes, 1f that's all the better | could write
on this book, 30 | went to tell him this. And we talked about how much reeding thers was in the
Program and how tnsane it wes. He agreed, but laughed and seid, “It's only too much work, if you
do it.” And | promised that | would reed Aere Lerenineby Thursdey or the weskend and writs
another paper on it. He said, "Oh, why don't you take & few deys off and do nothing. Its not
necessery to write thet paper. Reed the book aver the summer or don't roed it if you don't want
t0."

Jeha Tallurida: | work with Doc Rogers’ son John at the radio station and for s couple of

months | didn't know that he was Doc Roger’s son. ¥When | realized it | toid him how much | was
looking forward to having his father es a teecher. We were just talking and | just popped in
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with™Whet's it like to have Doc Rogars o8 o father™ and hw gave a big grin and all he said wes
“Great.” And ) thought that wes great, because what else could pou sey? | remember what Doctor
Crontn said about how less is more and | thought thet is all thet needed to be satd.

.1z Stesel: Severa of us have commented on how Doc Rogers touched the lives of all
those ks met. Bt he also touched the Tives of those who never met him. | found out about his death
through the roommats of @ PLS parson. She had come to tell her roommete, she knew how upset
she would be. | went Yooking for other PLS students and | couidn't find any of them. | found only
roommatas of PLSers and there | wes telking sbout him to them and | got the sense that they knew
hire, even though they nevsr met him. Thoy hed heard s much ebout him from all of us. | hed
peintad Dot Rogers out to my roomimete. And afterwerds, whensver she saw him walking on
cemnpus, she wes struck with what he had overcome; ahe wes very moved by his example.

Defer White: | was writing my senior essey under Professor Rogers--about Martin
Lither King, 4nd when | heard of his death, | remembered one of Martin Luther King's last
speeches where he spoke of his life and said thet he only hoped that his life was not in vatn. | think
i zan truly be said thet Doc Rogers did not live his life in vein.

HRLVREREICE B2 REGRBREHRRAI VLSRRG ARRAARLERRE

Following are some anacdotes toid to Professor Janet Smith et the weake by Steve's
uhsldhood friend, Tad.

Ted: Steve never hed 3 hendicap: he did the same things all of us did: he played footbal) and
podl: he rote 6 bike and even drove e car. Everyday we would go swimming at 8 clay pit et the end
of the sireet and | would do i) these fancy dives--it was & pretty high dive--8 or ten feet. Steve
would ask 72 o describe what they were and to tell him how they were done. He would then try
tharn., 1 8 my back just once a8 hard a8 he did twenty times, trying these dives, | would have
given uo: but not Stave--ho just kept trying untl he got it right.

}a naver 1aad a cane until he got to Hervard and they made him use one thers. He didn't
Tike passte t9 know he was blind. Once he knocked 1nto & man who was walking with a littie girl
end the man ¢of real med ot Steve and sald "What's the matter, are you blind?” He wes really
pioased ehout thet--the puy couldn't tall he wes blind] He did welk into & parked car once and
broke %is ‘om.

¥ uead to walk saveral hlocks to my house and my mother would say- - you better keep an
tye ot do owide Steve when he comes. | would say--neh, Stevs can meke it. And he would come
waizing down the strest as confident as he can be and would turn sherply down our sidewalk when

he got to our house. My mether adked him how he could teil he hod arrived et our houde and he sald
he couid hear the huahes.

One dey he wented te take some shees in to be repaired and we told him where to get the bus
and thet 1t souid let him right off ot ths cobbiers. He said it wes & beautiful dey and that he wented
to weik. We trist to urge him to taks the bus but he weas deter mined to wealk. YYell, severeil hours
passed by and e returned with his ahoes fixed. We esked how he found the shos shop. He grinned
ane said: "l enuld emall the palish from a block away.” He nevar hed a hendicap.
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M UMNIZAE CORNER

Several Alumni/ee have written expressing their sorrow at Stephen Roger's death, and
have expressed in many woys the importance he hed for their own lives and development. None
knew Steve better than his hard-working assistants who served as his ayss through the reading
of term papers, research projects, and correspondencs. One of these, Lynn Joyce Hunter
(1979) , submitted the following essay.

--PRS

FOR STEPHEN ROGERS: AN ELEGY
Lynn Jeyce Huater

Oceanus: Do you not know Prometheus, that words are healers of the
sick temper?

Prometheus: Yes, if in season due one soothes the heart with them, not
tries violently to reduce the awelling anger.

-=--heschylus, Fromethevs Bound

1 had known Stephen Rogers for nearly four years before | was able to draw together my
various impressions of him, impressions scholarly and personal, intellectual and emotional, and
to summon words to make thess impressions articulate. Final exam week had ended for the fall
1979 semester. | had remeined at Notre Dame for a few days to read exams and papers to
Stephen, and to record final ssmester gredes. After one auch grading ssssion, | 1eft Stephen's
office in the library besement with e desire to walk alone through campus. There were few, if
any, people about, and the grey of eerly winter metched my own disposition. | hed only one
semester loft at Notre Dame, yet | felt embryonic in my intellectual development. At the same
time, | knew that | hed alreedy received from my education more then | ever would have
presumed to ask from it. And [ knew that Stephen’s vision of and commitment to the liberal arts
formed the backdrop for thoughts such as thess. But | was no longer content simply to
acknowledge his influence 8s an abstract setting for my ruminetions. | needed to put inte words
what Stephen Rogers meant to me, as a teacher and as o friend.

Rarely does @ poern begin to take shape in my head without conscious and vigorous
solicitation. But thet evening lines of what later beceme a poem neatled in my mind with grace
and naturainess.

“You ere & teacher who heals.” Yes, that was it. We, Stephen's students, were drawn
instinctively to him because he offered strength and consolation on o level that we did not
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consciousiy undarstand. { did not undaratend it musel(, although an important imags hed coms to
me that svening. Thiz imege repressnted the wholenses and cohsrence of who Stephen wes, what
he taught, and how he taught it. | thoupht of his 1ifs (his "story”, he would have said) as

& poam
Wrapped in velvet
And hald in silant hands
Ineide & werld of voice and touch.

| knew those lines ceptured the substance and tone of his heeling power. He affected us in
a way net magicel, not sentimental, not artificially smooth. Stephen’s tendency to console was
subtle and powerful, like en exquizite metephor thet arrests ue end rominds us thet we are most
racaptive to truths when they are revesled in restrained, nuanced, meesursd sumbols.

Stephen Rogars knew what Prometheus knsw: words ara healars of the sick temper, but
only if they are proffersd carefully and tmsly. Stephen's use of language was considerate and
precise; it wee naver forced. He believed that language enteils velue. It wes this implicit
reverance for the power of languaga, especielly metersd, metaphorical poetry, to which |
intuitively raspondsd. And | kinew thet to articulete this mysterfous but inexorable connsction
betwesn language and hesling would be to join hands with posts and scholers from Aeschylus to
Stephen. It was no wonder thet my understanding was msek, that what | hed lsbelled a backdrop
sometimes seemed o fog, ewesome in ita demsity, but otill & fog. | hed Stephen's guidence,
howavar, in my afforts toward undaratanding. Stephan Rogars was my teacher ; what is more, he
was my Triend.

Stephen equeted liberel learning with navigation. The libsrel arts were the arts of
making one's way through ife “on en open sea.” Teachers are guides in a limited sense. They
could teach the arts of navigation, but once students were launched from their collegial port,
they were on their own. Stephen encoursged us to believe thet we hed the intelligence and
sturdiness of charester to stey aflost and to discern the lighthouses and the ports.

The greatest gift | cen now offer in gratitude for Stephen's generous nature and his
insightful intellect is to tell how desply his teaching hes teken root within me. To say that we can
heal oursalves is not to presums that no one else, God or loved one, matters. On the contrary, we
learn io endure suffering and o love well by entering into the tives of others; this is how we
heal ourseives. Stephen balieved that poetry educetes us in these waye, and | heve profited
profoundiu from his teeching.

How doss postry aducate us to love wall and to endure suffering? My undarstanding of
what Stephen believed 1s perhaps vague and inciplent, but it i based in his lecturss, in his
writings, and in conversations between us. More than eny other ares of instruction, Stephen's
distinction batwesn the liisrary terms “pathes™ and “elegy” and his discussion of the significance
of this distinction have remained with me. Stephen found elegiacal poetry uniquely engaging.
Elegy gave form to life s he parcsived it. It i2 more than eppropriete, it is absolutely
necessary, to view Stephen Rogars’ nsture from the postic context of his ewn insistence. It is a
postic context with en encient history and a rich soul.

Stephen tavght that for the Homeric Greeks, the poetry of "pethos” identified human
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suffering and mortelity with the visible, palpable observations of change and deeth in neture.
Human values were given significance in likeness to forms in the netural world. The lives of men
and women were precious because, like the leaves, they would die.

The modern elegiacal poet, Stephen believed, cannot be a distant observer to the
suffering world, as could the poets of Greek pathos. The elegiacal poet must enter into life, since
his i magi nation intimately binds him to symbols of beauty and sorrow that he has borrowed from
nature, and mede his own. He knows that his hesling power lies in the capecity of the
imeagination. As the poet finds words for those impressions thet represent the depth of his
sorrow, he discovers anew thet his insight and love are not restricted to one season, one
lifetime. Consolation emerges through the poet's realization thet to have known the precious
thing that has died is a privilege. And the privilege to know beautiful and holy things will remain
his so Tong a3 he continues to love.

Stephen Rogers taught us that we are ell posts. He taught us thet our imeginetions are
prisms that enable us to discern and to create imeges of goodness, of beauty, and of love, even
though all living manifestations of these images die.

Now Stephen Rogers has died. Our sorrow swells to hold his spirit close. ¥We seek to heal
ourselves, and this we must do, since his port on the open sea is closed. But if we focus our
sorrow through the prism of the imegination, then we use poetry to heal, and Stephen would have
hoped that we nevigate in the elegiacal tradition.

The person of Stephen Rogers was a story, & poem, an elegy. Our recollections of Mm
will be menifold verse.

THE STEPHEN ROGERS MEMORIAL FUND

Seversal of you have contacted the Program by letter or mail concerning the possibility
of 8 monetary contribution in Stephen Rogers’ name. After consultation with the Notre Dame
Development Office, and after discussions among the faculty and with Mrs. Dana Rogers, we wish
to announce the establishment of a Stephen Rogers Memoriel Fund, to be administered by the
Notre Dame Development Office.

Our primary goal is to estsblish an endowed scholarship or award to assist a student,
preferably handicapped, intending to study in the Program of Liberal Studies. This will ideally
be an endowed scholarship which we could service from the interest on the principal. To
establish this, we will need funds totalling at least $5000. Other projects, depending on the total
fund available, will be an effort to bring Stephen’s book-length manuscript on the Liberal Arts
to press, which he was actively working on at the time of his death. This presently exists in
partially completed form in computer storage, with some still in braille, and a feasibility study
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is first pleanned to see whet edditional aid is needed. Other options include the establishment of
ah annual award to o student in the Program in some ares relevant to Stephen’s interests, or an
endowed Progrem lecture series.

The initisl phese for this contribution period wiil be through December 31, 1985.
Contributions should be sent directiy to the Netre Dame Develepmeat Office, c/0 Mrs.
Carel Honnien, Accounts Manager, and designated “Stephen Rogers Memorial Fund™. Notice
of contributors and the total amount collected will be made in the next Frogreamma.
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Preofosser Tillmen Wins Shoedy Awverd:

in April Mery Ketherine Tillman, Associste Professor in the Program of Liberal
Studies, was named the 1985 Sheedy Award winner. The Sheedy Award for Excellence in Teaching
in the College of Arts and Letters is that College's highest teaching eward. The award wes
established in honor of the Reverend Charles Sheedy, C.SLC., & former dean of the College of Arts
and Letters. Professor Tillman is the second of the Program’s faculty to receive this award; she
follows Professor Edward J. Cronin n atieining this distinction.

Professor Tiliman will be presented with the Sheedy Award at the autumn meeting of the
Advisory Council of the College of Arts and Letters. On thet occasion she will address the Council
and guests,
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Professor John Lyon, formerly of the Program, has accepted the Deanship of Whitney
Young College at Kentucky State University, the newest of the Great Books programs. Ye send
our congratuiations ard best wishes for the future. Those interested in contacting him can write:
Whitney Young Collega, Kentucky Stats University, Frankfort, KY 40601.
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A FINAL VIEW FROM 318

M an intersection Yike this, refiections seem o) ot once to embrace the past, present and
future. This is especially o regarding thoughts about the friend and colleague that 30 many of us
shared in Steve Rogers. In discovering now that Steve's loss is more deeply felt than | could heve
imegined or then | have previously experienced, | am reminded that one is never too old for
self- knowledge.

Of the many things that the relationship with Steve taught me, one of the most important
wes thet we could have important differences and yet be very good friends. Thet meant that those
differences could be talked about frankly and quite fully while day-to-day life on the paths we
walked wes marked by concern for each other, our common students and the life of the Program.

Those colleagues and others in the University who dida't experience the bond of close
friendship with Steve will recognize this about his work here: he combined an sxtraordinery
patience for the troubled and/or struggling student with a capecity to engege, with the utmost
precisfon, the best minds of this and eariier times. | recall, ss will certein members of the class of
‘81, two visits to my Ethics tutoriel where his explication of Immenuel Kant's moral philosophy
we3 an incomperable jewel of philosophic understanding and pedegogical skill. His penchant for the
apt analogy tntrigued us and brought ue, deapite curselves, backing into an understanding of Kant.

Now we are having an administrative changing-of-the-guard here in 318. It hes snlarged
me and encouraged me to come to know, through my functioning as chairman, so many PLS graduates
whom | otherwise would not have encountered. The story of the impect of your education on your
lives is continuaily being told in elumni/ee correspondence and visits to this office. It has beena
privilege to serve and leed this distinguished educational community, past and present.

Professor Phillip Sloan brings to the cheirmanship commitments and strengths thet will
strengthen the Program’s long- proclai med effort to seek to mitigete and overcome a twofold spiit in
contemporary seciety: the separetion between the sccular and the Christian traditions and the much
noted “two cultures” split betwesn the humanities and the sciences. | know that ha will welcome and
noed the counsel and support of graduates of the Program.

The Program of Liberal Studies represents a special trust in American higher education.
My last wishes and acts as cheirman and spokesman for the community are to ask God's blessing on
Steve Rogers who served it 50 well and 80 whole- heartedly for 20 long--and then too to ask His
blessing on Phillip Sloan who sasumes the mantle of 1eederahip.

Walter Nicgoraki
Chairmen
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Contributions Received at PLS Office For Support of
Progremma

and Program Of Liberal Studies, 1984-85.

Burkley , John Chavez, Anthomy
Curtts, Timothy Deute, David

De Polo, David Dunlap, James
Gehant, Ann Franoes Gray, Jim

Gray, Steve French, Riok
Gorman, Dick John, Willlam A.
Keefe, Robert John Lewis, Lawrence
Linbeck, Leo HI Manndon, John F. X.
Manndon, Patriok Mo Clelland, Robert
MoGee, Anne Marie Tentler McKiernan, Phitip
Murphy , Jeremish Murphy , Patrick
0Connor , Dennis ORourke, James
Pownall, Mivhael Reitze, Ill, Christopher
Rooney , Willlam Rompf, John Jr
Sohaffer, Martin Sohierl, Mile
Shaffer, Joseph P. Sowers, Ronald
Stork, Phitip Taylor, Kenneth
Yamos, Stephen Zangmeister , Beth

Alumni/ae Contributions to University
Designated for PLS

1984-85
Burke, RB Dow Corning Corp.
Frank, Peter Gorman, Richard
John Haley Haley , Louts and Jane
Kulyk, M.C. Lawlor, Andrew
Leader, C. Miller, SR.
Murphy, J. L. Pakanbo, Mary
Radde, PO. Sohmidtiein, Mary
Sohwartz,A.J. Yeysnberg, DR.

LINES OF COMMUNICATION

The following alumni have indicated their whereabouts since the last
Programma and would like their old friends and teachers to know of them.

Clazs of 1960

Ronald L. Sowers, One Rose Marie's Alley, “The Landing,” Fort Wayne, indiana,
46802-1710. Lawyer



Class ol 7967

James J. O'Rourke, 22 Hemlook Hill, Amherst, NH. 03031 .
Professor of Philosophy , S5t. Anselm College.

CRhys of 1962

Eugene Y. Tuite, 49 Concord Ave., Glen Rook, NJ 07452
President - Stuart Life & Pension Association

Closr or 15965

John T. Dunn, Box 1005, Carmel Valley ,CA 93924

Rory M. Culhane, 224 San Antonio Way, Walmit Creek, CA. 94596,
CEC, Rna, Ino.

Claxs of 15966

Peter G. Collins, 1314 Hillridge, Ann Arbor, Michigan 48103
Environmental Consultant, Applied Science & Technology, Inc.

Class or 1967
Phitip C. Stork, 310t Harbor Drive, Oskland, CA. 94618. Attorney
CRazs or 1977

Miohael R. Pownall, 3032 Piedmont Drive, El Paso, Texas 79902.
Assistant Professor of English, University of Texas at £ Paso.

Chess or 1972
Dennis J. 0'Connor, 3141 Readsborough Ct., Fairfax, VA 22031.
Gary F. Raisl, 1336 Jackson Lane, West Chester, Pa. 19380.

Yioe President for Business & Finanoe, Neumann College, Aston, Pa.
Class of 7973
Marylouise Lucas, 1800 West 49th Street, Minneapolis, Mn. 55409
Class of 1974
Dandel Hartnett, 2715 North Edison, Arlington, VA 22207
Class of 1976

Patriok Murphy , 720 West Sist St., Casper, Wyoming 82601. Lawyer
Peter Roddy , Box 830, Sitka, Alaska 99634

Clasy of 1976

Kenneth Taylor, Department of Philosoply , Untversity of North Caroline, Chapel
HiN, Morth Carolina, 27514, Philosophy Professor (until June, 1966).
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Clisy of 1878
Patrick Mannfon, One Unity Plaza, Syracuse, NY 13215
Chass of I1R87

Louts G. Basso, Jr., 2000 North Woodward Ave., Suite 200, Bloomfield Hills,
Miokigan 46013. Lawyer
Thomas Gotuaco, 1169 Market St., Apt. 136, San Francisoo, CA 94103

Cless o 1982

Chris Rigaux, 1333 17th Street, K.Y, ®3, Washington, 0.C. 20036.
Common Conoerns Bookstore, De Pont Cirole, Washington,

Troy Sholl, 4810 Yynwood Dr., Tampa, FL 33613 (Law Student)

Joseph Shaffer, 653 Lake Drive SE, Orand Rapids, M! 49503.

Cless of 198

Kathy Collins, 29 Dickinson, Apt. 150, Mt. Clamens, M| 48043,

David De Polo, 304 First 5t., Manhattan Beach, CA 90266. High School Teacher

Mike Mills. Mike writes that he had a great year in Australia and i now in law
school in his home state of .

Bill Cramer, 1101 Church 8t. ® 6, San Francisoo, CA 94114

Class of 1954

Robert 0'Donnell, Assooiate Editor, Upbeat, 222 West Adams St., Chicago, L.
60606, Ph. 312/346~7920

James R. “Jay" Dunlap, Jr., 718 6th Street SE, Minneapotis, MN 55414,
Graduate student in English, Universtty of Minnesota,

Katie Wrobel, 721 West Rosooe, Chicago L 60657





