ing stages of childbearing and childbirth.
Her experiences are beyond our perceptual
reach..

Without intending to be dramatic, I would
say that anyone who did not have prepara-
tory and seminary training in the 1960s will
have difficulty with the emotions/experi-
ences expressed in this article. They may
even appear silly and childish. I assure you,
that at the time the events herein described
took place, the feelings were real, personal
and life-changing.

The holy oil on our hands was scarcely dry
when the bishop announced his plans for a
diocesan seminary. He singled out selected
four of us as future instructors and stated
that he had already enrolled us for graduate
studies in Rome. In September, my col-
leagues and I sailed on the Queen Elizabeth
from New York to Cherbourg, France. Then
we boarded a train to Rome via Paris.

Words scarcely describe the exhilaration I
felt as the passenger turbo flitted through
Paris, Lausanne, Milan, Florence, and the
quaint towns in between. Because of the
poverty of my family, we did not even have
an automobile. Family excursions were
walks to nearby places. And here I was, trav-
eling through Europe!

Iwaslooking out the train window admiring
the countryside with its ubiquitous variety
of vegetation, when a bearded gentleman in

movie being filmed in Cinecittd (Roma),
“Francis of Assisi,” starring Brad Dillman,
Dolores Hart and Stuart Whitman. We
agreed to meet for dinner once we settled in
Rome.

When the conductor announced: “Roma, la
prossima fermata (Rome, next stop)” and
the train ground to a halt, I was the first pas-
senger off the train—I could barely restrain
my excitement.

At the central Rome’s Termini station we
hailed a cab and were driven to our destina-
tion, Casa Santa Maria on Via dell’ Umilta.
Did I say driven? The ride can best be
described as “a near death experience”” The
character at the wheel could have starred in
“The World’s Wildest Police Videos.” The
thrill of being in ancient Rome gave way to
fearful recitation of what I envisioned was
my last Act of Contrition.

Upon our arrival, the rector and Casa staff at
the American Graduate House greeted us
warmly and gave us a tour of what would be
our home for the next three years. With the
pleasantries completed, I was escorted to
my lodging—a tiny two-room apartment
that faced a busy street. While unpacking, I
was greeted with blaring horns, revving
autos, screaming sirens, and opera-singing
males. Life in metropolitan Italy.

1 could barely wait to take in the grandeur of
the Eternal City: the mammoth monu-





















