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FOREWORD


The most memorable scene on the Bayeux Tapestry depicts a man smacking another man with a large stick beneath the caption “Here Bishop Odo, holding a club, comforts the boys.” Odo’s vocation precluded him from actual fighting at the Battle of Hastings. But the bishop was permitted to help rally the troops for his half brother William, who conquered England in 1066. This tough concept of comfort tends to shock modern sensibilities accustomed to “safe spaces.” Fortunately for the Normans, Odo was an eleventh-century prelate rather than a twenty-first-century academic, so he understood that to comfort means to give strength. Odo did not intend to hurt the boys; on the contrary, he wanted to encourage them to get back onto the battlefield. Bishop Odo smacked because he loved.


In Don’t Go To College, Michael Robillard and Tim Gordon smack the university because they love the university, where they have spent much of their lives earning eight degrees between them. Unfortunately, universities no longer arm their charges for the intellectual, political, and spiritual battles that they will face upon graduation. Or rather, they do not arm them in such a way as to help them win the fight of their lives over ignorance, decay, and damnation.


Many contemporary critics of higher education contend that a college degree no longer means anything. But as Robillard and Gordon show, that fêted credential still means quite a lot—and none of it good. Today a college degree implies stunted maturity, philosophical incoherence, crippling debt, and at least a species or two of venereal disease.


Liberal education exists to train students in the subjects and skills necessary to make them free people. No less important than the seven liberal arts—grammar, logic, rhetoric, arithmetic, astronomy, music, and geometry—are the seven virtues: faith, hope, charity, justice, temperance, prudence, and fortitude. Liberal education cultivates not merely the mind but also the will to tame the student’s appetites and strengthen his rational will. Both ignorance and vice compromise a man’s freedom; a proper education must address the whole man.


Today, institutions that purport to offer a liberal education usually deliver the opposite. Professors peddle fashionable lies and obscure eternal truths. Administrators mock virtue and subsidize vice. The whole experience often leaves students less educated than they were when they matriculated. In 2007, the Intercollegiate Studies Institute administered a sixty-question quiz on American history and civics to twenty-eight thousand freshmen and seniors at more than eighty college and universities around the United States. At most schools, the seniors fared no better than the freshmen; at many schools, they performed worse.


Even a cursory look at the history of the American university reveals just how far our system of higher education has fallen. From America’s earliest colonial days into the nineteenth century, university commencement ceremonies entailed graduates giving orations in Latin, Greek, and Hebrew, as well as formal “disputations” on philosophical questions. In the 1650s, Harvard might have denied a student his degree if he could not explain how “form is the principle of individuation” or why “the soul does not come into existence from the physical contribution of the parents.” As late as 1810, a Harvard man had to explain at commencement why “God demands the actions which beget happiness” and “prohibits those which bring misery” to obtain his degree. In 2003, the commencement festivities at America’s most prestigious university demanded nothing more of the graduating class than that they show up and listen to Will Ferrell recount his favorite sketches from Saturday Night Live.


Comedians have become regular fixtures at commencement ceremonies in recent years: Maya Rudolph at Tulane, Jon Stewart at William and Mary, Stephen Colbert at the University of Virginia, Conan O’Brien at Dartmouth. The list goes on. Comedy routines are routinely the capstones of a college career because higher education is now a farce, and benighted graduates are the unwitting butts of the joke.


One doubts that most college students today have ever heard of Bishop Odo or even the Battle of Hastings, so thoroughly have radical ideologues conquered the university and perverted curricula to their own destructive ends. But the fight for truth rages on. In Don’t Go to College, Robillard and Gordon offer urgent comfort to those seekers of wisdom willing to endure the tough love of a true education.


Michael Knowles


Nashville, Tennessee


May 9, 2022










CHAPTER ONE Why Go to College?





“Have the courage to have your wisdom regarded as stupidity.”


—Antonin Scalia





The average American college hopeful would be better off drilling a hole in his head than attending a present-day university. He’d learn about as much, wouldn’t be financially crippled with student debt, and would likely avoid acquiring a variety of sexually transmitted diseases. And if a drill to the head sounds like self-harm, what do you think four to six years of safe spaces, trigger warnings, grievance studies, and neo-Marxist indoctrination amounts to, if not an expensively acquired ritual lobotomy?


Most people today go to college not for a deep, decades-long dive into ancient languages or philosophy, but rather for the prosaic reasons given by the character Jack Gaines in the movie Accepted: “Society has rules. And the first rule is: You go to college. You want to have a happy and successful life? You go to college. If you want to be somebody, you go to college. If you want to fit in, you go to college.”1


Today, though, if you’re facing facts, college has become a detriment to a happy, successful life, given the years and money you will waste on courses that you will never need and that will only help you “fit in” if by “fitting in” you mean becoming a “politically correct” mantra-drone. (What is “correct” in this sense is factually, scientifically, and philosophically wrong.)


Needless to say, that’s not what college was supposed to be—but that’s what it is, at least in about 99 percent of the nation’s colleges and universities. The university, as an institution, was founded in the Middle Ages. Its purpose was to teach Christian Aristotelianism. American universities were founded in much the same spirit, but also to create civic-minded, moral citizens. One might even go so far as to say the modern-day American university has completely inverted what the medieval university and America’s founding universities set out to achieve. Instead, America’s universities now function as institutional, “skills-based” assembly lines to produce citizen-serfs for the global economy, tutored in an ideology of obedience to Big LGBTQ+, Big Tech, Big Government, Big Media, Big Business, the Big Nonprofits, and of course Big Education—the latter of which confers the credentialing keys to the kingdom. How often do we hear parents say that their sons and daughters were conservative, Christian, happy, independent thinkers before going to college, only to emerge on the other side brainwashed and woke, faithless and unhappy, underemployed and broke.


If that’s the result, why go—why send our kids—to college? Don’t go! Under Jack Gaines’s foolish yet understandable misapprehension, college remains a universal cultural goal so long as it guarantees social and financial success: if a college education will make me rich, then I’ll put up with whatever tomfoolery the academicians put me through. That “if-then” statement is still reiterated throughout our culture. Even when, as in our day, this statement has not proven to be true, most students and parents don’t blame the college or university; they blame not majoring in the right subject, or not studying hard enough, or not having done enough internships. They don’t blame the rapacious institution itself for inflicting massive student debt, requiring noxious rather than edifying courses, and encouraging students to waste years in immoral idleness and destabilizing indoctrination. But they should hold the colleges accountable.


A big part of the problem is the refusal of students, parents, and the alleged guardians of American culture—conservatives—to truly acknowledge just how bad things are in our universities. The criticisms you generally hear about political bias on campus, the refusal to allow conservative speakers a forum, and crazy professors saying crazy things, are usually written off as “kids will be kids” and “professors will be liberal.”


But it’s so much worse than that, almost unbelievably so. As the British journalist (and Oxford graduate) James Delingpole has written: “Universities are madrassas for woke stupidity.”2 It is long past time for a revolutionary reconsideration of—and largescale student withdrawal from—our colleges and universities. In 1951, William F. Buckley Jr. warned Americans—especially concerned college alumni—of the need to restore traditional standards to our colleges in his classic book God and Man at Yale.3 Today, three-quarters of a century later, the situation has immeasurably degraded. Four generations of Americans have filtered haplessly through universities like lambs to the slaughter, the chief purpose of which has been to germinate within them ideas so potently subversive as to undermine their belief in Christianity, in objective morality itself, in their country, and in traditional American norms. With each succeeding generation, the effort has become more blatant, more extreme, and has been conducted with fewer restraints. In consequence, what we need now is not reform, but revolution.


Aristotle tells us in the fifth book of the Politics that men begin revolutions on account of their private lives, thus the reader has every right to ask who we might be, the overeducated authors of this treatise against modern higher education. So please indulge us with a lengthier-than-normal introduction of ourselves. We come at this as Christian reverts trained in philosophy, cured with real-world experience from our youths; as itinerant philosophers abroad; as reformed, world-weary fools who, like Saint Augustine, found truth at last at our starting point—that is, in our own spurned faith; as signs of contradiction inside the academy, one as a stoic infantry officer and the other as a brawling nightclub rocker.


Michael Robillard


I grew up in a small, blue-collar suburb just south of Boston in the 1980s. My father was a warehouseman—a strong, silent, stoic type. To date, the he is the hardest working man I’ve ever met. My mother was a traditional housewife. To date, she is the kindest soul I’ve ever met. It was a loving, traditional, Irish Catholic family that included a younger sister.


In retrospect, it was a wonderful childhood. Like Frodo’s experience growing up in the Shire, my childhood existence was exceptionally wholesome, innocent, and, admittedly, quite sheltered. Family and grandparents, aunts and uncles, church on Sunday, Little League in the spring, pets, trips to the New Hampshire wilderness in the summer, Christmas and Easter gatherings, and Fourth of July cookouts were the norm. G. I. Joe, Super Mario Bros., and Star Wars made up the cultural DNA of my youth. So too did long summer nights of sleepovers with cousins, debating whether professional wrestling was “real,” riding bikes without helmets at ludicrous speeds, and trying to mimic Michael Jackson’s “moonwalk” in socks on the linoleum kitchen floor. On our primitive color television in the living room, I had occasional glimpses of the social and political backdrop of the 1980s Cold War, President Ronald Reagan, Prime Minister Margaret Thatcher, and Pope John Paul II.


In school, I was the typical introverted-bookworm, honor-roll student. I never once skipped school—something that to this day I regret. I was also relatively short and small compared to the other boys my age. I was likewise left-handed, somewhat klutzy, and lacking in hand-eye coordination. In high school, however, I discovered the sport of wrestling, a sport that had weight classes and rewarded raw will, aggression, and analytical thinking (psyching out an opponent, and finding angles of attack). Sometimes in wrestling who won on the mat simply came down to who wanted it more. I greatly appreciated its individual, martial, primal, Spartan spirit.


Aside from wrestling, though, my suburban-Massachusetts public education was anything but manly. Classes were co-ed, teachers predominantly women, and shop class had been mostly phased out for computers. Our reference points were those of the suburb or the city. Not a single kid I knew had a father who made a living as a farmer or a rancher or a dairyman or a fisherman. Likewise, almost none of us hunted, fished, camped, worked on cars, or built things. For most kids, sports were a proxy for religion and culture, and within our classrooms John F. Kennedy and Martin Luther King Jr. were pretty much regarded as secular gods.


Somewhere around my sophomore year of high school, I went to my guidance counselor and told her I wanted to be a veterinarian. Her response was not what I expected. “You know veterinarian schooling is quite expensive, right? How are you going to pay for that? How are your parents going to pay for that? What do your parents do for a living? You have a younger sister, right? Isn’t she planning to go to college as well?”


She then gave me a twenty-minute pitch on the military-service academies and how they could provide a top-tier, Ivy League–level education for “free” for a smart, ambitious, blue-collar kid like myself. The only catch was that it required five years of military service upon graduation. It sounded like a challenge. I didn’t mind testing myself. And I was proud of my family’s military service in World War II and Vietnam. The application process for entry into West Point is long and hard, but in the winter of my senior year, I got accepted. I was West Point bound. In my senior high-school yearbook, I wrote that my life’s ambition was “to live a life of honor and virtue.” I believed it and meant it.


I began my first year at West Point thinking of myself as a devout Catholic—but my definition of “devout” was, in retrospect, very weak and watered down. A combination of feeble catechesis and a Massachusetts public-school education will do that. Even in the corridors of West Point—a tradition-minded school—I found my Catholic faith unraveling. The Bible-study group I attended seemed more like a group poetry-reading section than something that was theologically satisfying, and I eventually started skipping it in favor of attending a philosophy club. Here, we seemed to discuss the real, deep questions about God, existence, reality, morality, the human condition, and even thinking about thinking itself. I wanted more.


Some of this was healthy, some of it was not. It is easy as a young student to be overly impressed by an analytically trained philosopher mopping the floor with callow Christian students unaware of analytical philosophy—and I certainly was. I soon changed my major from military history to philosophy, and my Catholic faith began to crumble, in a stereotypical way. As Catholic philosopher Ed Feser notes:




It’s a common story where you start to study philosophy—and especially if you are coming from a religious point of view, or at least a point of view that takes the existence of God and other religious ideas for granted—and then you encounter skeptical writers like Nietzsche, or David Hume, or Bertrand Russell, or someone like that, you’re very impressed by that because you hadn’t heard it before.4





That was pretty much my story too. Accordingly, during this period of my life, I found all these philosophical questions existentially devastating, and I stared into an abyss wondering if the atheist-materialists were right. What if God, beauty, truth, the soul, the mind, and free will were all an illusion? What then? I was surprised that these questions didn’t bother most of my cadet peers, who divided largely into two camps—Protestant Bible-thumpers or Randian nihilists who would say, “Bro, you think too much. You just need to get drunk and get laid.”


Where my Christian faith used to be, I cobbled together an ersatz religion of “rights and duties” and not being racist. If I no longer had God, I still had my country. And in the second week of my senior year at West Point, on September 11, 2001, my country got attacked. Overnight, hypothetical classroom discussions became matters of urgent reality. The subsequent year and a half was a blur of frenzied activity: classes, talk of deployments to Afghanistan, graduation, commissioning, checking in to Fort Benning, Airborne School, Infantry School, freezing misery in Ranger School, reporting to Fort Bragg—and then our unit was somehow in Baghdad, Iraq. If I doubted religion before, I thought of it as something thoroughly corrupt now. It was religion that inspired fanatical jihadists to fly airplanes into buildings full of innocent civilians. It was religion—some sort of evangelical nonsense about spreading democracy and prosperity—that had me invading the house of an Iraqi family at 3:00 a.m. It was religion that covered up the abuses of the Boston Catholic Archdiocese where I grew up.


Returning home, the anti–Iraq War, anti-Bush, and pro-left/pro-liberal ethos seemed universal, and I fell right into it. Sam Harris, Richard Dawkins, and “The New Atheists” were everywhere to buttress my critique of religion. And just as I had fully lost my religious faith somewhere in the streets of Baghdad, I also lost a large amount of faith in my country and its political leadership. Every woman I met coming home seemed to be on the Left. I assumed I had to be too because my politics boiled down to two ideas: racism was wrong and economic inequality was wrong, though these two ideas were held rather vaguely as simply unquestionable truths.


I did know, however, that I didn’t have the stomach or desire for a twenty-year career in the military. I knew I was decent at philosophy as an undergrad and that I had a natural thirst for philosophical inquiry. Maybe I could jettison my career as an Army officer and try my hand at being a philosophy professor instead.


The beginning few years of my time in grad school were a combination of exhilaration, possibility, and, most of all, vindication. Unlike my time in the stifling, hyper-conformist atmosphere of the military, now I was finally home, around my people—people who were thoughtful, open-minded, knowledgeable, worldly, lovers of ideas, and appreciators of the life of the mind. No longer the odd-duck soldier who thought too much, I felt, for the very first time in my adult life, like I was finally accepted.


For the most part, many of my professors and my graduate peers found me to be somewhat of a refreshing anomaly, coming from a background quite different from theirs. I was the thoughtful, philosophical soldier, critical of our country’s recent wars. During that time period, I could also sleep easily at night with a clear conscience knowing I was now one of “the good people.” I thought of myself—and my colleagues—as liberal and tolerant. Our opponents were the reverse.


I finished my Ph.D. at the University of Connecticut and then secured a slot in a four-year post-doctoral program at the University of Oxford, starting in 2017. I thought I had finally achieved my life’s goal. But while I was at Oxford, I recognized something that I had only vaguely started suspecting, and tried to ignore, in my dream of pursuing analytical philosophy as a career. The left-liberal philosophers that I thought of as cool, calm, and dispassionate were really, in fact, nothing of the sort. That was, at best, a pose they adopted when they faced students. But, under pressure, they cracked.


The twin shocks in 2016 of Donald Trump’s presidential victory in the United States and British voters deciding in favor of Brexit shattered that pose, and I saw left-liberal philosophers turning into hysterical, convulsive, whining conspiracy theorists, grasping at one ad hominem argument after another. These were people who thought that history was inevitably trending their way. Trump and Brexit were the first real losses they had faced since the elections of Ronald Reagan and Margaret Thatcher. The administrations of George W. Bush and of British prime ministers John Major, David Cameron, and Theresa May represented only relatively minor dissent from a greater liberal consensus about globalism and big government.


I was stunned to see my fellow liberals so unhinged, so unbalanced, and so lacking in courage. They appeared incapable of recognizing any enemies on their left—especially not from the sudden onrush of the transgender mob and the anti–free speech activists before whom they buckled and capitulated, and even fearfully endorsed. I saw philosophical discussion being shut down at Oxford University, an alleged home of free speech, which would have seemed nearly unthinkable to me just a year before.


When I suggested the idea of giving a public philosophy talk on whether a man could become a woman by simply claiming to be one, my colleagues strongly discouraged me from doing so on account of the potential loss of donors and funding such a talk might generate, as well as the hiring of security that such a talk would require. Several months later, a colleague of mine, with whom I used to joke about “pronoun madness,” now told me that I could expect no more invitations to philosophy conferences if I “went out of my way” to intentionally “misgender” people. I was speechless.


In my idealism, I had assumed that we were committed to truth, reason, and open, rational inquiry. I now discovered that this was a lie. Analytic philosophy as an academic specialty was full of craven careerists and de facto Marxists. The Marxists called the shots, and the liberals conformed. The universities in which we liberal academics worked were, in fact, progressive indoctrination centers. I had missed all this because, as a liberal, I had been one of them. I had transgressed no boundaries. Once I did, I realized that every conservative critique of higher education—which I had previously ignored—was utterly true.


I had to retrace my steps. I had come to think of myself as a liberal because I believed in tolerance, open-mindedness, and free, rational inquiry. I came to see that not only did the Left not believe in these things, but that the Left had no sense of perspective. For them, color blindness was racism; caring for others meant erasing national borders; sympathy for people with same-sex attractions necessarily meant accepting an infinite number of “genders”—and these extreme, even nonsensical positions would be aggressively policed, with no allowance for dissent whatsoever.


I realized I needed to rethink all of my starting points, assumptions, and first principles. That led me back to Catholic philosophers like Thomas Aquinas, whom I had so casually dismissed when I saw philosophy as an alternative to theology. With age and experience, these Catholic philosophers seemed wiser, sounder, and more sensible than I had originally thought.


In retrospect, I know that I likely could have stayed and lived very comfortably at Oxford for the rest of my life had I wanted to, keeping my mouth shut, bowing my head, acknowledging the preferred pronouns, and chasing various academic grants and funding streams. But I didn’t want to do that. I couldn’t live a lie.


I quit my dream position at Oxford in late 2019. I moved back home and began putting my life and fractured worldview back together at age thirty-nine. I went back to church and started writing a public letter about academia that I didn’t release for another year. I didn’t release it right away because an old colleague of mine contacted me and alerted me to a new post-doctoral position at Notre Dame. I applied and was accepted. I anticipated a better academic climate than I had experienced at Oxford, but to my dismay it was just more of the same, only with COVID-19 masks and pandemic hysteria. I finished my time at Notre Dame in spring of 2021, and this time I left academia for good. In June 2021, I published an essay on Substack titled, “How I Left Academia, or, How Academia Left Me,” where it fast gained more than twenty-thousand views. I realized I had struck a chord. (It is reproduced as an appendix to this book.)


I also came across a guy on YouTube, a Catholic scholar and influencer who apparently had been fired from his job at a Catholic school for calling the radical Marxist group Black Lives Matter “a terrorist organization” on Twitter. He immediately won my attention and my respect for telling the truth—no matter the consequences. He was brimming with what Aristotle referred to as thumos or “fire in the belly.” He offered an intellectual defense of Catholicism and conservatism that was both deeply philosophical and profoundly worldly. And his every criticism of higher education—in which he too had spent his life—was exactly right. He became my coauthor on this book and my ally in seeking a revolution (or counterrevolution) in higher education.


Timothy Gordon


Michael and I are separated by less than a year in age, but whereas he grew up in Boston Celtics country in New England, I grew up in Showtime Laker–era Southern California (with a few stints in North Texas on account of my dad’s work in the petroleum industry). Accordingly, his characterization of the post-moral milieu of the 1980s and especially the 1990s goes for my childhood experience as well, notwithstanding his contrasting setting in Celtics country. Coming up through Catholic schools, I did very well academically, won good conduct awards, and was a budding basketball star. Like Holden Caulfield, protagonist of The Catcher in the Rye, I was also something of a wise-ass, unafraid—and indeed proud—to express moral exasperation with my libertine peers. Not that I believed the faith any better than they did: literally none of us took seriously the watered down, paper-thin rites of the post–Vatican II Catholic faith being peddled to us—who could? But even in my unbelieving youth, I always loved the Church’s natural-law moral philosophy. I did so without the aid of my teachers or priests (who covered up the Church’s doctrinal gems in worldly, postconciliar embarrassment). Still, I always loved and even fought for the natural virtues, even if in those days I couldn’t tell you why.


My college-prep high school had a risible “honor code.” It was supposed to be strictly enforced, but wasn’t, and I intuited that the Catholic education I was receiving was a pitifully lame version of the real thing. But in those days, I failed to look any closer at what “the real thing” was. I was being prepared for an agnostic, secular, shallow, unheroic, suburban life—and all along I wanted anything but that. Also, I wasn’t seeing eye to eye with my basketball coaches.


Disillusioned, I quit basketball and changed schools for “senior high,” namely eleventh and twelfth grades. For the first time in my life, I attended public school, and in place of basketball, I turned to playing live music with a rock band. I got physically bigger, still played lots of basketball (but now it was in my off time), and began getting into fights with and trolling those I deemed “party-scene scumbags,” “frauds,” or as my secular, adolescent, literary hero Holden Caulfield would have said, “phonies.”


After high school, I stayed in Dallas for a scholarship at a local university because my rock band had been landing bigger and bigger gigs, local radio time, and even regional tours. As a college freshman, I was a full-time student and a full-time rocker. I fit in just enough weekly study to make decent grades—which wasn’t much study at all, often crammed in before or after gigs—while practicing music and “playing out” at the local nightclub scene as many nights of the week as we could schedule. This involved late hours, dingy nightclubs, occasional street scrums (a carryover from high school), and returning home at 3:30 a.m. even on school nights in garments that reeked of stale smoke. Once when I was on stage, just before delivering a live set, a female classmate had to remind me that we had a chemistry exam the next morning (which I had apparently overlooked on my course syllabus). I got the last-minute studying done in the middle of the night, which fairly characterizes those years of study.


Generally speaking, I had the stamina to live those crazy hours, though on another occasion I fell asleep while writing my Native American History final exam. (This was one of my compulsory courses in the curriculum of “what is institutionally wrong with Western civilization and especially with white people”—my response to it would go from sleeping, literally, to waking up and fighting it.)


Still, not to brag, I was exceedingly good at schooling and especially at hyper-efficiency in paper and exam preparation. This was particularly true when I was taking classes I cared about (certainly not Native American History). Between sleepy dawns and raucous dusks, I got the academic workload done.


More than that, I found my academic passion: philosophy. Namely, I found it in the figure of Dr. Charles Bambach, a charismatic, Jesuit-educated New Yorker who taught me German philosophy. From there, I started down the lengthy footpath back to Rome via Thomas Aquinas and Aristotle, the two most important thinkers in the history of Western civilization. I also rekindled an interest in Russian literature, especially Dostoevsky.


I cut, I suppose, something of a counterintuitive figure. Although I routinely stumbled into my morning classes bleary-eyed, in smoky-smelling hoodies, I never once tried marijuana or even a cigarette. Although I sang in a popular local band, with plenty of female fans and feminine attention around, I kept rather closely to the virtue of chastity. Although I engaged in boyish mischief, I was never interested in mindless mayhem; and when I traipsed into classrooms with occasional black eyes or bruised knuckles from periodic street fights, they came from fights against frat thugs who stumbled, drunk and looking for trouble (and finding it), around Deep Ellum, the live music center of Dallas. I never even drank alcohol until after the band broke up, later in college. I include all these moral details from my otherwise misspent youth in order to enrich the reader’s understanding of the importance, and even unlikeliness, of my reversion to Christian Aristotelianism. Like all decent young men, I was naturally attracted to morality, and my devotion deepened when I learned that the philosophical ideas behind Christian morality are 100 percent true. This is the role of true education, which, in my case, was found in part on the providential sidetrack of performing in a paradoxically clean-living rock band. (Playing our sets perfectly sober had given my band an advantage over other local metal- and hardcore-rock acts, who spurned sobriety; we were more reliable, and therefore more successful.)


The aggressive, “straightedge” music we played in clubs and bigger venues made us counterculture infiltrators—deep-cover training for what I would take up later in life. We might have looked a bit like the rockers seen on MTV’s Headbanger’s Ball—well, a tougher “hardcore” version, guys with buzzed hair instead of ponytails—who followed the countervailing credo of the godfather of “straightedge,” Ian MacKaye, to not drink, smoke, or screw around. We liked to think of ourselves as both book-smart and street-smart, cool but chaste, tough while naturally virtuous, wild in some ways and yet a paragon of temperance in others. I felt, I confess, morally excellent simply for beating out the anti-Christian cultural curve. What I didn’t appreciate then was that repudiating the world’s values is a necessary, but not a sufficient, condition for human thriving. I failed to realize what a low bar it was and how much more work there was to do.


Make no mistake: all this has everything to do with education. In graduate school while working on a master’s degree in philosophy, at a (nominally) Catholic school for the first time since the tenth grade, I realized that the answers to human thriving were to be found in the plenitude of the Aristotelian intellectual tradition. There was infinitely more depth and utility and truth to the Catholic tradition than in the secular French, German, modern, and postmodern philosophies that had dominated my undergraduate coursework.


After completing my master’s degree, I grew intent on making a careful study of Aristotle and Saint Thomas Aquinas. So, my wife and I (we had gotten married young, in between two of my graduate degrees in philosophy) relocated to Rome, Italy, to study under Father Kevin Flannery, one of the world’s leading Thomists at the world’s oldest Jesuit university, founded by Saint Ignatius of Loyola himself: the Pontifical Gregorian University. It was a veritable charmed life of marital bliss, intellectual discovery, and renewed faith. We took a small, comfy two-bedroom flat in the city’s easterly neighborhood of San Lorenzo—within the square mile formed by fully four of the seven basilicas of the See of Rome: our neighborhood’s namesake San Lorenzo to the east; Santa Croce in Gerusalemme to the southwest; San Giovanni in Laterano to the northwest; and Santa Maria Maggiore to the north. I passed the Colosseum every day on my way to the Greg (as we called the Gregorian University). My young wife and I bashed around the Eternal City, teaching English part-time together as I worked my way toward a licentiate degree at the old school (and I hoped, an eventual doctorate).


We discovered hidden gems all around the northern and eastern parts of the city: for example, the Capuchin Crypt in Barberini Piazza, made entirely of the remains of Capuchin monks. We attended the opera. We swam and sunbathed at the beaches of Ostia. We ate gelato, purchased pizza by the ounce at Metro windows, and trained for the Maratona di Roma together. At home, my wife prepared a manifold of pasta recipes, and we ate it once and sometimes twice a day like Romans. Denizens from five of the seven continents supped at our table, where we enjoyed wine and philosophy. Without a roommate (except for my wife, of course), I became host, and my flat the locus in quo, for graduate reading groups in Aristotle, Augustine, and Aquinas. Aside from my new American friend Andrew, such philosophy grad students were mostly priests from all around the world. Andrew regaled us with stories about his idiosyncratic Italian roommate and his hateful pet parrot Eddie, with whom Andrew apparently squabbled incessantly. We showed a pair of Germans Thanksgiving dinner. Literally from the street, we took in a tearful Mormon painter from Utah, who had lost her wallet. She lived with us for a couple weeks, after which she moved to Florence, where we would visit her occasionally.


It was a time of nonstop tourism and an utterly serious study of Thomistic philosophy. My time at the Greg was the wholesomest, jolliest, best-balanced, most-focused, and most-uplifting spiritual, intellectual, and moral “learning experience” I could ever imagine. It was what a real college education should be—but almost never is, in our culture—and it was combined with the urgent facts of life.


In November, we learned my wife was pregnant. Abigail was born that summer, one month early, and with an unexplained in utero post-hemorrhagic brain injury. We remained in Rome for most of the autumn, as I turned in my thesis and completed the oral comprehensive exam and the degree. But any plans I had of continuing on for a doctorate were over.


We returned to Los Angeles a week before Thanksgiving in 2008. Like Edmond Dantès, I set foot on a once familiar shore, years later as a foreigner in my own homeplace, with a forever-altered view of it. My plan now became to attend law school in the fall with the hope of supporting my family as a lawyer.


Law school was a four-year blur of stress and anxiety. I was often dizzy for months at a time. We had additional children. Abigail underwent additional brain surgeries. I shuttled from the children’s hospital to school to a job I held doing work for oil companies. I also began publishing on conservative and traditional Catholic weblogs, although I knew that it would end any hopes I had of an academic career, even teaching at community colleges as I had done in the past. Unlike Michael, I knew well enough that as a conservative an academic career would have been difficult at best. Writing for publication or speaking my mind would make it completely impossible.


The main thing I learned from my four years of law school, my postgraduate year working at a law firm, and spending so much time with doctors, was that law school and medical school are glorified trade schools; as we will acknowledge in this book, these tradesmen are some of the only folks who actually need their degrees. But such tradesmen, given the grave responsibilities they execute, desperately need (though they might not know it) a real education that they lack: grounding in the teachings of Aristotle and Saint Thomas Aquinas.


Accordingly, after a year in the law, I returned to teaching at the Catholic high school in California where I’d taught prior to our move to Rome; I wanted to give students a grounding in great Catholic ideas and thinkers that they would not otherwise get (and that no one, including myself, had been getting in the 1970s, 1980s, 1990s, or 2000s). Situated in a politically conservative enclave, I had once been popular there, and the school was pleased to give me my teaching job back—especially now that I had attained two additional graduate degrees that they could use to boast about their faculty. Shortly thereafter, the school made me the theology department chairman, and simultaneously my public profile grew as I wrote my first few books and became a popular Catholic commentator.


During the 2020 summer of Black Lives Matter riots, the high school’s woke leftist alumni—most of whom I had never taught—circulated a petition to get me fired for speaking out publicly against the domestic terrorism taking over American cities. They succeeded in their efforts, and I realized that a right winger could not even teach at a Catholic school in a conservative part of California. By the way, that incident became something of a cause célèbre because of its implications for free speech and because of the drama of its occurring when my daughter had recently undergone her most extensive brain surgery to date. It ended with a move to Mississippi from my home state and setting myself up as an independent author, lecturer, and commentator—and meeting Michael Robillard.


Here’s the point: through the providence of God, Michael and I narrowly managed to escape all the many pitfalls that typically surround college students, especially ones who remain in the academy for multiple graduate degrees. We’ve told you so much about ourselves in order to impart this much: our college experiences were in many ways utterly atypical. But we also saw what was typical as we progressed through our university careers, and we recognized that the vast majority of people would be better off never going to college. We also learned how we could uniquely reach and teach graduating high-school seniors—via books, podcasts, and even extracurricular Zoom classes—all the worthy things that most colleges refuse to teach.


The bottom line is that college isn’t necessary for you to thrive.


In fact, for most people, it is an expensive way to buy debt, smug ignorance, and unhappiness.


So, let the revolution—for truth, beauty, and intellectual freedom—begin. Don’t go to college. If you’re in college, drop out, get a job, get married, and educate yourself with thematic content on par with the notes of this book. If you must go to college—and we recognize that a minority of people must in order to become doctors or lawyers or engineers—then we have some advice for you too on how to lead the revolution from inside the beast and make the most of your time.










CHAPTER TWO Wokeism 101





“Too much of what is called ‘education’ is little more than an expensive isolation from reality.”


—Thomas Sowell





We could lead with the economic argument against college, but we’ll save that for the next chapter. Because, arguably, it would be worth going into debt if you were receiving something truly valuable in return. But in most cases you won’t be—and the reason for this is that almost every college or university has been taken over by professors and an administration whose primary goal is to indoctrinate you into a hyper-potent new strain of Marxism. This is the reason why we need a counterrevolution in higher education.


Indeed, examples of growing campus intolerance, extremism, and insanity are now legion. You’ve probably read or at least heard about some of the major ones. You likely, however, have not heard of the more bizarre or fringe instances, many of which have occurred just within the last five years alone, nor have you heard of the central theory animating all of this madness. For that you must understand the fundamental ideology that has utterly absorbed present-day higher education. It is the explanation for all of the insanity. It is called intersectionality. If you go to college, you will be immersed in it—and no one in their right mind should want to be.


What the Heck Is Intersectionality?


Intersectionality, first coined by feminist-Marxist Kimberlé Crenshaw in 1989, is a theory that conceives certain persons and groups as being discriminated against, oppressed, or unjustly marginalized along an intersecting and overlapping set of axes, features, and criteria. What intersectionality really does is take age-old human vices—like self-pity, envy, and power-hunger—and weaponize them in the language of grievance and victimhood that is so seductive to Marxists and the enduring Marxist subculture.


If this were a game—and in some ways it is—the goal would be to accumulate the most “minority” status grievance points. For example, a black woman who is disabled might be marginalized in part because of her race, in part because she is female, and in part because of her disability, and the aggregation of these features means she has been marginalized and deserves redress, even if there is no explicit law or social rule discriminating against her. To become “woke” under this logic is to become consciously aware of how we—as individuals, groups, or institutions—contribute to and unjustly benefit from these alleged invisible systems of intersectional oppression. Proponents of intersectionality argue that oppressed persons are thereby entitled to certain public goods or positions of power and that non-oppressed persons and groups (heterosexual, white male Christians most of all) have a corresponding positive duty to accommodate them.


The tacit assumption is that disparities in institutional power and privilege are inherently unearned and inherently unfair and that any disparity in power or privilege is the result of some form of past or present injustice that we are duty bound to undo through gradual institutional reform or by swift revolutionary action. What the woke call “equity” (equality of outcome, not opportunity) is a moral requirement; and a speaker’s “lived experience” and overall standing in the intersectional hierarchy take precedence over all else. Any other morally relevant features like nature, capability, merit, virtue, dignity, well-being, fairness, liberty, autonomy, duty, decency, validity, or truth—all things that a true university would teach and value—are disregarded.


As a moral system, intersectionality is ridiculous and perverse. But that has not stopped it from becoming completely dominant in our universities and other institutions. In practice, by demonizing the most successful and productive groups and attacking America’s (and the West’s) foundations, traditions, and heritage, intersectionality is simply a kind of malignant parasitism. In the short term, those who wield intersectionality profit from it. In the long term, intersectionality must destroy the successful civilization on which it feeds.


The Big Four Intersectionalities on Campus


Colleges and universities have their own shibboleths that have rapidly filtered down to the general culture, to include words and phrases like diversity, equity, and inclusion; problematic language; unconscious racial bias; patriarchy; checking one’s privilege; anti-racism; anti-whiteness (a “good” thing by the way); toxic masculinity; safe spaces; trigger-warnings; white fragility; micro-aggressions; bigotry; and phobias, along with ritualistic apologies for college campuses being on stolen land and the now ubiquitous presence of the rainbow-LGBTQ+ and Black Lives Matter flags. These are all surface expressions of intersectionality’s all-consuming ideological hegemony. Most often on campus it can be grouped under four headings: “Anti-Colonialism,” Critical Race Theory (CRT), Feminism, and LGBTQ+.


Anti-Colonialism


“Anti-colonialism” is a doctrine that argues that because of the transatlantic slave trade (generally upheld as the worst crime in human history and requiring infinite redress), the conquest of Native American tribes, and European imperialism, present-day descendants of Europeans are morally obligated to make reparations for presumed past injustices. In Britain and America, this has become the excuse for the iconoclastic frenzy of statue toppling and building renaming to remove any honor given to anyone who was in any way connected to territorial conquest or the slave trade or who is imputed with ever uttering anything even vaguely associable with “white racism.” By the way, the latter constitutes a category so obscenely expansive that it includes everyone from Christopher Columbus and Thomas Jefferson to Robert E. Lee, Mark Twain, Cecil Rhodes, Paula Deen, and Morgan Wallen. Similarly, on American, Canadian, Australian, and New Zealand campuses it is now commonplace for administrators to acknowledge that their campuses are built on so-called “stolen land.” It is routine for university literature, history, and social-science programs to “de-colonize the curriculum” by throwing out or deemphasizing much of what a truly educated person should know solely because it is “European,” or was written by a white man, or highlights European accomplishments that might date anywhere from ancient Greece through the Roman Empire to British colonialism and subsequent American history. And, of course, students and graduates who can claim African or “indigenous” ancestry are often rewarded with special rules, sinecures, and privileges on account of their “minority” status.
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“Don’t let schooling interfere with your education.”
—Mark Twain

BEN'T GO TO

Unllege

A Case for Revolution

Michael J. Robillard Timothy J. Gordon
M.A., M.A., Ph.D. M.A., Ph.L., J.D.

Foreword by
Michael Knowles, B.A,, Yale

Afterword by
John Henry Cardinal Newman, B.A., D.D.

Regnery Publishing

WASHINGTON . p.C.





