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IF YOU ASK US . ..

There is an old adage which som-
berly declares: “All work and no play
mikes Jack a doll boy.” Here at St
Anthony's our Jacks and Bills and
Joes are not permanently installed in
chapel wearing the gloss off their ro-
sarv beads nor are they smothered
snugly in the verbal labyrinth of the
Latin Fathers.

OFf course, virile piety and a frm
weasp of the intricacies of the Latin
language are essential to any candi-
date for the priesthood. But good
elean fun also has its role to play in
purturing the padres ‘of lomorrow.

The main source of this recreation
is vur rapidly maturing sports system,
It is mapped oul to give each student
i chance to try his hand at our three
major sports: baseball, football, and
baskethall. And with hilarious results
at times, too. For example, heres a
clasic neatly tucked away in the sem-
inary file labeled “Sports Boners of
1946 The story goes this way. A
timid freshman, playing second base,
was thrown a swift peg from the first
sacker. Overwhelmed by the power-
ful urge of self-preservation, he duck-

RECREATIONAL REVIEW

ed the gminous missile, Alterwards,
explaining his plight to an enraged
team, he said, catmiy, “Well, what did
you want me to do? The ball was
coming right gf me.” Since this is not
intended to be u true confession col-
umn, we will, with subtle diplomacy,
omit the u._a::m.mnm._..m name.

As an example of the evervbody-
play scheme, take basketball. There
are  twenty-fonr different  seminary
quintets which ballet on our courts
twice weekly, exhibiting all the stages
in basketball development — from the
starts and glesful stumbles of the tiny
tots on the Atoms to the poise and
precision of our varsity net men.

Of course, we don't turn out a bump-
er crop of George Mikans every year,
but we have fun trying. Since there
always seems to be an abundance of
unskilled players, our games have an
added dash of verve and vitality.

On Wednesday and Saturday after-
noons, many outdoor enthusiasts am-
ble off to some inviting spot in the
foothills. There was a day when
these youthful mountain  climbers
would bring back to St. Anthony's



anything from snakes’ eggs to petrified
wood, This year they bring baek only
a pair of hlistered feet and. occasion-
ally, a ease of poison oik.

When it comes to spending their
allowance on these free afternoons,
the seminarians often skip down to
Hollister’s. A typical shopping center,
it boasts of a drupg store, a Safewiy, a
few grocery stores, a bakery and a
Foster's Freeze unit. Some of the
freshimen are still marveling over the
size of the giant ffteen-cent “frosties.”

Then, too, whenever a fres day rolls
around, the seminarians get a deep
whiff either of mountain air or of the
seashore combination of salt water
and seaweed. They picnic at such cap-
tivating spots as Arroyo Burro Beach,
Manning’s Park, and Tucker's Grove,
the last a nook swarming with oak
worms and  leafy vegetation. They
also visit the Tunnel, officially. known
us Camping Site No. 12, a bugs’ para-
dise frequented by a large variety of
lizards, Hoks, and an occasional rat-
tesnake,

Speaking of hikes. we have heard
that Dan MeCarthy and Bob Wood
were trying to discover the carrying
power of sound in the vicinity of

Stony Peak, Dan whipped out his
T ES0Tne harmonica and blew a
quaint ftune, hoping his lilking air
would reverberate down the moun-
tuin slope. Not to be outdone, Bob
beilowed forth his immortal line From
Los Pastores, ©I shall see him, but not
now.” Incidentally, we noticed last
W nesday that the Old Mission tow-
ers, seriously threatened by several
fssures, were being encased in seaf-
folding. Could there he any connec
honT

Another glimpse of our last picnie
sheyvws Herman Deitering, Art Baldon-
ado. and Ray Cronin planting, Iwa
Jima style, a flag {which beats a pe-
culiar resemblanee to Ray's shirt) high
k. What some people
won't do for attention!

OF course, we conld rave on like
Ihis for pages. but this column has to
some Hme. Besides, the unre-

lentine deadline lurks stealthily vnder
the next turn of our date phd; so,
leaving the memory of thrilling bas-
kethall games and jubilant hikes tingl-
in# in your veins, we remain yours
ymtil the advent of a no-class carricu-
hym,

—The Editors

FEATURE ARTICLE

A PAGAN’S PARADOX

During his last illness, Lenin, one
of the creators of the impregnable
Iron Curtain, said; "1 have been mis-
taken, It was, | suppose, necessary to
liberate a multitude of oppressed peo-
ple; but our method has provoked
other oppressions, frightful massacres.
To save our Russia what we needed
(but it is too late now | was ten Fran-
cises of Assisi. Ten Francises of As-
sisi and Hussia would have been
saved!”

Gt. Francis, beyond all doubt, is the
most talked of saint in the long litany
of holy men and women who have
pressed themselves into the mold of
Christ. Everywhere you travel in Eu-
rope or in Americq, you behold pla-
ues and statues, streets and bridges,
monuments and churches, even cities
_ves, and bird baths, too, dedicated
to the Little Poor Man of Assisi.

Truly St. Francis is everybody's
aint a saint admired by Catholic,
Protestant, Jew and Mason alike. Ne-
vertheless, among all who revere him,
comparatively few understand the real
Francis — the Francis burning with an

BY WILLIAM ABRAMS, "50

unguenchable love for his God and
his fellow men —the Franeis wha
would dance gaily along an Umbrian
road singing his praises to God and
playing on an imaginary fiddle.

Puntheistic nature lovers term him a
worshipper of trees and birds; but he
was not. He saw in nature the image,
the reflection of God — not God Him-
self.

Lyric bards extol him bs a master
of simplicity and sincerity of style;
and vet they fail to note the source,
the spring of his natural vigor — &
deep-rooted trust and a firmly embed-
ded belief in God.

Gome Protestants with egual temer-
ity land the: bumble Francis as the
farerunner of the Protestant Revolt,
the predecessor of Luther and Calvin:
He did desire a reform; he wanted to
revivify, to rejuvanate the Catholic
norms of brotherly love and compas-
sion. But he would have no part ina
revolt against the just authority of

1od invested in the Holy Pontiff.

Humanitarians have enshrined him
ag o model of charity and kindness:



they praise Francis for his ministra
tions to lepers, to beggars, to the pua.
Yet they cannot see his one salient
motive —the love of his Cod who took
up our human frailty to free us from
the bondage of Satan. He saw in the
sore-infested  leper and  dirt-stained
beggar the likeness of Christ.

By now, vou may be asking your-
selves just what this: humble Italian
possessed that filled him with a holy
joy and peace of soul every day of his
life; that compelled him to minister to
Christ's poor — the outeasts of society.
Perhaps vou are trying to understand
why thousands flocked to this gay
Herald of the Great King .H.__:.:ﬂ._..mm
life. and countless millions since his
death.

It is becanse he possessed the most
conspicnons secret — the secret of a
Saint Augustine, of a Saint Thomas
More, of a Saint Philip Neéri — he
possessed the secret of Christ.

It is related in the Little Flowers
that when Francis desired to know

how God wanted him aud his fisst lew
companions to live, he asked a priest
to open the book of gospels three
times at random. When the priest
first opened the gospels, he chanced
upon these words: “If thou wilt be
perfect, go and sell what thou hast
and give to the poor, and come follow
me." He then opened the book to an-
other page and found these words:
“Pravide neither gold, nor silver, nor
brass in your purses, nor scrip for your
journey, neither two coats. neither
shoes nor staves!” The next passage
of Secripture which confronted the
small gronp was: “If any man will
come after Me, let him deny himself,
and take up his cross and follow Mel”

That was the Poverello’s secret:
leaving the world to understand it
fully; selling his temporal possessions
to gain a spiritual treasure; distribut-
ing alms ta the poor, to become truly
poor himself; bestowing love on the
lepers to secure Ghrist's love; be-
friending the homeless to be hefriend-
ed by Christ,

You can talk about the worthy ideals
and sterling aspirations of Abraham
Linealn to a friend who has not heard
of the famous rail-splitter; and’ yet if
vou neglect to mention his "Gettys-
burz Address.” your efforts to con-
wvince your friend of Lincoln's sinceri-
tv and noble spirit would be in vain,
So it is with Saint Francis. 'We discoy-
er the hest proof of Francis' lofty
ideals in his Praver for Peace. “Lord.
make me an instrument of Thy peace;
where there is hatred, let me sow love;
where there is injury, pardon; where
there i doubt, faith; where there i3
despair, hope; where there is darkness,
lizht: and where there is sadness, joy.
() Divine Master, grant that 1 may
not so much seek to be consoled as to
consale: te be understood, as te un-

derstand, to be loved as to love; for it
is in giving that we receive; it is in
pardoning that we are pardoned, and
it is in dying that we are born to eter-

il hife”

That praver was his way of lite, his
philosophy of love, It is also the rea-
son for hiz immense popularity, his
attraction to people in all walks of
life: kings and commoners, bishops
and beggars, poets and farmers, doe-
tors and lawyers and clerks and the
rest. It explains his firm grip on the
imagination of all races, colors and
ereeds, This Praver for Peace explains
why people of every age since the
thirteenth century have chased after
Saint Francis as a hive of bees swarms
after its queen.

A TALE OF POISON OAK

As we lie here, itching and seratch-
ing, bandaged and leprous, pondering
over the joys of poison oak. I readily
vecall that dreadful trek into the can-
von behind the seminary chapel last
Saturday. And all for the seminary
gardens! You see, we sought some
Ferns for our grounds but we did not
count on bringing back poison oak.

We tramped naively into the wilds
of blossoming acacias, blooming daffo-
dils—and glossy poison ocak. We in-
dustriously peered about for ferns of
anv kind. Suddenly Morales spied =
cluster of lacy maiden-hair, so Dam-
berger and I scurried over to see, with
our own eves the plants we had so

diligently been seaching for. Immedi-
ately, we began to dig and pull until
finally we had as many ferns as we
could carry.

We then trudged back to the sem-
inary to begin the arduous task of
planting the numerous ferns. Several
days later my comrades and T began
to feel the unanticipated effects of our
labarsome jaunt. A hideous substance,
to our dismay, began to spread over
us like vines encasing a rocky wall

Now, here we are in bed, regretting
every step of our trip, promising that
in the future we will never venture
forth on perilous excursions into the
wilds of our canyon.

—Hugh Phillips '53






