To Follow Francis

Fhe Life of Smnd Francis 5 4y fresh
and nsfereng togey as ot was an the
apes of chivalry, Today, st as seven
cenfuries ago, his lovable, humble,
callont champron of Christ calls ouwl
fe the vouth of the world to follou
fim din the glortous service of God.
And rust as it did the 1, yverdf rises |l'||IJ
in amswer to the call. From east and
west, jfriom north and  south, come
VL by derey Lo I.'r.'r'_,l'nrlr' themselies
for the Priesthood i the Francisean
Crdder, Lo bk i the Little Poor Man
af Asvist's way of life, to l.'.'."'n ¢ their lives
and their work under his blessing, to
learn the same song of peace and high
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If wou feel yourself drawon o Hiis
rdeal, you will want to kuow how o FELE)
ahant entering the Seminary. Ta obfain
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Padres of Tomorrow

YT

Centuries ago, a rich young man dreamed of
the day when he would be a great knight-errant,
roaming the world with his men-atarms, 1o
champion the poor and the oppressed, 1o fight
against all evil and injustice. Then one day he
saw what God really intended him to do. He
pave up all his wealth, dressed like a poor work-
mian, and started out o win the world for Christ
the King. He did it the hard way. He walked the
‘pad that Christ had walked, the road of poverty,
of humilistion, of sacrifice.

But before long this knight of Christ had his
men-at-arms, loval and fearless, ready to follow
him to the world's end. And they had their uni-
form—a simple brown robe with a hood, a white
tope for a kel and sandals on their feet. Disiead
of & sword, they carried a cross.

Their leader gave them a simple rule of life,
and sent them out w conquer the world by
prayer, by teaching, by example. No moun-
tains were too high for them, no ocean was oo
wide for them, no opposition was too strong for
them. They swept across wide Catholic Europe
and made the ancient faith more vivid, mere
In-able. They plunged into the jungles of Af-
tica, the unknown depths of Asia. And when
the New World was discovered, they hurried to
start work in this vast held of conquest for the
King of Kings. Some of them reached Cali-
fornia, and converted the Indians by the thou-
sands,

By that time their leader—the whole world
knows St, Francis of Assisi—was dead and gone

for centuries And yet he wasn't dead. Because
his kindly sympathy for suffering, his eagerness
to sacrifice himself for the good of others, his
fearless loyalty to Christ the King,—his whole
spirit lived on in his followers. That spirit
swept down the centuries like a wave. And still
today the Franciscan priest in Los Angeles, in
Madrid, in Shanghai, in Buenos Aires,—in ev-
ery section of the globe, remembers Frands of
Assisi, and strives to measure up to so glorious
a leader.

The old Spanish Padres who brought the
Faith and civilization to California, are dead
and gone, oo, But their successors are carry-
ing on, all over the west coast, In cities and
towns, in mountains and deserts, the Franciscan
Padres are at work: From Canada to Mexico
they are busy in parish work, in giving retreats
and missions, in teaching, in missionary labors
among the Indians of Arizona. There is a for-
cign mission field, 1o, in China, for those who
volunteer for that service. The headquarters
for the coast is at Oakland, California, but
the modern Padres of the West are all gradu-
ates of Saint Anthony's Seminary in Santa Bar-
hara.

Saint Francis loved nature, He would have
heen delighted with this beautiful city that lies
at the [oot of the mountains on the shore of the
Pacific. And up on the hills stands the Sem-
inary, its slender white tower visible for miles
around.

You approach the Seminary through the
charming residential district, and take the wind-
ing drive that leads up the hill. At first all you
see is the extensive gardens. Then you reach
the top, and look across the athletic field at the
Spanish buildings, hall hidden by tall palm
trees, There will probably be some game going




on, whatever the season calls for, and you'll
notice how completely the students throw them-
selves into their sports.

Go up 1o the Administration building and
ask for the Father Rector. He'll want to meet
your parents, for at Saint Anthony's the fac-
ulty keeps in friendly touch with the students’
home-life. While your parents talk to the Rector,
you'll sit there just itching to look around
the place, and finally they’ll show you the whole
layout. Maybe one of the studenis will be you
guide. Chances are, he'll be about vour own
age. The students here are all in high school
or junior college work—Where are you from?
San Diego? Spokane? Phoenix? There are stu-
dents here from all over the West, and even
from Hawaii.

Your frst visit here will be pretty confusing.
It 15 a big place. You'll see the big auditorium
—used as a studyhall until a play 1s (o be pre-
sented—the long refectory, the classrooms, the
library, the recreation rooms with punching:
bags, pool tables, shuffichoard and all that, the
comfortable, ultra-modern dermitories, the in-
firmary with a trained nurse in charge. The
whole place will appeal to you,—all white walls
and tile roofs—the Spanish style fits in with the
traditions of the Padres here in early California,
But most of all, you'll like the chapel. There's
no use falking about that. It's something you
just have to visit, day after day, before you come
to grasp all the beauty it contains.

Out beyond the chapel you'll see a breath-
taking view of the valley below—we're on a hill.
top, you know—with the mountains towering
up into a bright blue sky. The boys know
every trail in those mountains, and they make
a few of their own now and then. Or in hot
weather they hike down to the beach on free
days for a swim and a wiener-bake,

There's plenty 1o see and to do outside here,
And inside? You mean the studies? Well, they
keep you busy, of course. Sometimes it's quite
hard.  You cover several languages and srience?‘
with history and a few other things. But don't
let it worry you. You have six years here to
do the wmk. Anyway, Ynu'w: always made
pretty good marks in school before, haven't you?
Then you'll make it all vight What about the
]':rulc.'is'nn." They're all Franciscan priests, all
sradiates of this very school. They've been
through the mill.  They're nearly all young
men, and the older ones have been teaching
boys so long that they'll understand you through
and through.

There's something else you want to ask about,
jsn’t thered The food? Well, there aren’t any
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dainty banguets here.  The Franciscan brothers
do the cooking, and they give you good solid,
hiealthful” foed, the k.imiy that you need for a
touchdown play or a wssle with a Latin verb.
You'll put on pounds and inches your very first
year here,—maybe you'll outgrow your clothes,
And as for clothes, all vour laundry and mend-
ng are done right here every week.

Everything a seminarian could ask for, is
here, all the comforts of home, all the compan-
ionship and the sports that a boy requires, and
all the guidance in the development of your
mind nnﬁ your character that you need to fit you
for entering the Franciscan Order. You see,
after six years here, you enter the monastery at
ald Mission San Luis Rey, down near San Diego.
After a year of trying out the life, you make
simple vows, binding yourself for three years.
For two years you continue to study at San
Luis Rey, philosophy and such things, Then
you retarn to. Santa Barbara, but this time
vau live at the famous Old Mission, which ad-
joins the Seminary. When your three vears of
sitnple vows are up, vou make vows for life, and
after you've been three years ai the Old Mission,
you are ondained a priest. One more year of
studly, and then you are ready to start out,
fighting for Christ in the army of Saint Francis,
Yes, its thirteen years—high school, college, and
live years' post-graduate work is what is amounts
to. That's no more than a lawyer or a doctor
lis v go through, And isn't it worth thir
teen years, to have the power of teaching the
law of God, and the power of healing the souls
of men? You know it is.

About Saint Francis

Ao

It happened seven hundred years ago.

One might of stars and summer weather and
the yellow light of lamps in houses, a group of
young men strolled through a twisting, nar-
row street of Assisi, their vibrant voices lifted
in song. They were singing the songs of the
troubadours—songs of romance and chivalry.
The strumming of a lute linked verse to verse
and kept their feet moving in rhythm. Between
ballads, laughter and hi% spirits bubbled u
in the street. Faces at high windows lo-olr.eg
down and smiled in understanding at the laugh-
ter or moved in time to the music.

Time for another song. What should it be?
Voices in joking argument. Then:

“"Where's Francis? Let's leave it to him."

Their eyes turned to search. Then they no-
ticed that their leader was some paces behind,
standing motionless in the middle of the street,
his instrument dangling unheeded from one
wrist, his gaze lifted above the street, above
the houses, A puzzled quiet came upon the
crowd,

What was the matter with Francis? Since
his_return from the ill-fated attempt to be a
great knight in the wars, he had been given to
these su fits of dreaming,

It was hard to understand the change in him
when th; remembered the old Francis—the
Francis who had been the life of every party,
who had kept things humming with his wit
and ability to entertain, who had been the
chosen leader in all their good times and ad-
ventures.




The Seminary is located in the residential district of Santa Darbara, adjoining the Old_Mission. Its graceful

tower and imposing grounds stand out impre

His capture and imprisonment in the dun-
geons of Perugia had had something to do with
the change, and so had the long illness afterward.
His second failure at soldering—the time he had
ridden out in all the glory of his new armor
to join Knight Walter of Brienne’s expedition,
only to be siruck down again by the lance of
sickness—this had added to the gradual change
in him.

Then there was that dream he spoke of, in
which he had wandered through the rooms of

ssively against the background of mountains that come to meel
the hill on which it stands.
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a great castle, whose walls were hung with
armor and weapons all marked with a cross. A
voice had said to him: "“These are for you and
your soldiers.”

Francis' companions thought of these things
now when they saw him drawn apart and brood-
ing. Perhaps his mind was trying to work out
an answer to the strange happenings. Or per-
haps he was in love. Many a maiden’s flashing
smile and admiring glance were turned in his
direction when he walked down the street.




One of his comrades, to relieve the embar-
rassment, said jokingly:

“In love, Francist What's her name?"
His answer ook them off guard,

“Yes,” he said, with a faraway look on his
face, "1 am going to marry a most beautiful
lady.”

Francis was not talking of an actual person,
as they lound out later. He was talking of an
ideal—a romantic ideal. He was going to be
the knight of Lady Poverty, the beloved daugh-
ter of God. He was being led to the thought
of having nothing so that he could serve Christ
freely and fully, without the hindrance of earth-
ly entanglements.

At this moment he himself was thinking back
on the events of the past two years, Their
meaning was beginning faintly to take shape
in the mists of the future. He would be a sol-
dier, yes, and a lover, but not as his [riends
imagined. The stars looking down on Assisi
that night were like the mysterious letters of a
tremendous message. The meaning was not
clear yet, but he knew that sometime, some-
how, his heart would find the key.

After that night his fellows saw less of him.
He thought. He prayed.

At home his changed manner was looked
upon with mixed feelings. An affectionate,
but sensible mother saw in the lad's grupirtnﬁ'u
the promise of great things to come. Not so the
father. You see, Pietro Bernadone was a cloth
merchant and a good one. He prided himself
on his practical business head. But that prac
tical head had no room in it for his son's dreams.
He expected the boy to settle down after his
fling, and to carry on the fourishing business
so carefully built up.

Francis was fast becoming a failure in his fa-
ther's eyes, There was no complaint about the
way the yvoung man spent money: that helped to
huild up his reputation as a leader in town. But
he was not seuling down.  In the few times he
had tried his hand ar business, the results were
disappointing. He was just as apt as not to give
away all the profit o some unfortunate fellow
he mel on the street

Hiy soldier experience, his imprisonment and
sickness should have taken the foolishness out
of him. Instead, he grew worse. He wasted
his time with day-dreaming and solitary wan-
derings, Trouble was brewing in the Berna-
done houosehold.

Even at this time, the young man knew that
Gad was calling him, but to what, he was not
sure. It was in the litile crumbling chapel of
San Damiano sometime later that he got his
first real clue, He had dropped in to pray. As
he knelt there, a voice came from the crucifix
over the altar:

"

“Go, Francs,” it said, “and repair my house
which, as vou see, is falling to ruin”

Taking the ¢command at face value, he hur-
ried liome, loaded a horse with fine fabrics from
his father's store, sold them to the first buyer he
conrld find, and returning to the chapel, handed
a purse full of gold to the priest in charge that
he might vestore the place. The priest refused
the money, suspecting that rouble would come
nf it. He was right.

This was the last straw for Pietro Bernadone.
When the news ol his son's rash action reached
nim, he went into a towering rage. Francis haa
10 sneak into the hills to hide from his father's
wrath. There he remained thinking, praying,
fasting, trying to find his way.




\ month later, a gaunt, ragged hgure, hardly
recognizable as Francis, entered the streets of
his home town, One look into his clear, bum-
ing eves would have told anyone that at least this
young man had found himself. But people dic
not trouble to look into his eyes. They sav
his ragged, unkempt appearance, his  hall
stanved features, and the whisper went around:
“Francis Bernadone has gone out of his head”
Small boys pelted him with rocks and mud.

When word got 1o his father that Francis was
wandering the streets like @ madman, Pietro, in
a race, had him called belore the civil court
disinherit him.  Francis asked that the proceed-
ings take place in the bishop's court. So 1t was
done,

Then ensued one of the strangest trials in his-
tory, If the angry father expected a fight, he
wis mistaken,

Francs entered the court dressed as belitred
he son of a rich merchant. The bishop, the
ourt dignitaries, his father and witnesses were
cre,  But there was no trial, 'With the knack

alwavs had of going straight to the point,
Francs quietly took off his rlrh clothes piece
by pu;u_ until he sood there sin]}pul CxLepl
for an old hair shirt he had |}1LL¢LI up some
where. He laid the garments in a pile at his
father's feet and sand without bitterness; “Until
now, | have called you my {ather; from now on,
1 want to say only 'Our Father, who art in
heaven.”

When Francs alcp[ned out into the waorld
that day, he had nothing he could call his own;
and that was the way he wanted to be. He wis
poor like his Master; and he was happy. A
rough tunic was given to him by a farmer. Mark-
ing a cross on it with chalk, he put it on and
tied a piece of rope around his waist for a belt.

SANTA BARBARA, QUEEN OF THE
MISSIONS

Then he went forth through the countryside
singing songs ol gratitude to God.

In 2 wood, some rohbers fell upon him and
asked him hercely who he was. He answered
joviully: “I am a herald of the Great King”
They attacked him and, inding nothing of value
on him, threw him with dispust inte a ditch
filled with snow. Not in the least Hustered, he
climbed our and went on his way singing louder
than before of the goodness of God.

At first, pearly everyone thought he was crazy.
He dressed like the poorest peasant; he owned







