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ef fort - qual i t ies w h i c h were so characteristic of the 1966 senior 
staff members. 

T h e i r desire to establish an outs tanding l i te rary magazine 
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Editorial. . . 

THE SEASON FOR CHRIST 

by F R A N K J . D I L E O 

Once again, the Christmas season, a t ime of joy and happiness, has 
made its way t h r o u g h the months of the calendar. As the season comes 
to its long-awaited peak, i t brings an atmosphere of f r iendship and heart
w a r m i n g love w h i c h are b o t h reflected i n the decorated homes. Flicker
i n g l ights , l u m i n a t i n g l i fe-l ike scenery, l ive ly , green Christmas trees, 
pa in ted w i t h spark l ing bulbs and g l i t t e r i n g angel ha ir , and r i c h l y colored 
center pieces a l l seem to cast the spell of expectat ion for Santa Glaus 
and his b u n d l e of Christmas j o y . 

Inside the homes, Christmas trees are heaped w i t h mounta inous piles 
of b r i g h t l y wra p p ed boxes, and the crack l ing chimnies are topped w i t h 
r e d stockings, anxiously w a i t i n g to be f i l l e d . Each n i g h t of this gay 
season, joyous musical tones, accompanied by the clangs of silver bells, 
f i l l the a i r w i t h a sp i r i t of f r a terna l love. T h e sp i r i t o f generosity is 
greatly revived d u r i n g this, the happiest season of the year. 

B u t , i f one takes a close look at the b i r t h of Chris t , he sees n o t h i n g 
of the g lamourous t idings of m o d e r n day Christmas. H e reads that 
Chr i s t was b o r n i n a d ingy and shabby stable. T h e Prince of the w o r l d 
had no royal robes or a stately bedroom suite, b u t wra p p ed i n swaddl ing 
clothes. H e lay i n a manger where only the hay and breath of animals 
kept H i s body w a r m . Yet, the shepherds and wise m e n honored H i m as 
a k i n g w i t h songs of praise and valuable gifts of go ld , frankincense, and 
m y r r h , and f r o m this story we can f i n d the answer to b r i n g i n g Christmas 
to a l l the people on the earth. " D o u n t o others as you w o u l d have them 
do u n t o y o u . " T h i s famous law of love has led men to answer the plea 
of the needy, poor, sick, and homeless. T h r o u g h the Salvation A r m y 
Christmas D r i v e , T h e Ozanam Center, and Bishop W r i g h t ' s Christmas 
Co l lec t ion for the orphans we have a means of serving o u r b r e t h r e n . 
T h i s is our way of b r i n g i n g and sharing our Christmas joy w i t h the less-
for tunate c h i l d r e n of Chris t ; "For whatever you do to the least of M y 
bre thren , you do u n t o M e . " 
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T h e Salvat ion A r m y is dedicated to the be t terment of the poor and 
h u n g r y Christs w h o r oam about the slums of P i t t s b u r g h and other 
m a j o r cities. D u r i n g the m o n t h of December, members of this organiza
t i o n are seen standing at many busy street corners, h u m b l y asking for 
cont r ibut ions . W i t h a silver be l l , they call o n o u r hearts for c o n t r i b u 
tions on behal f of the poor. Once the money has been collected, 
food and c l o t h i n g are bought and d i s t r i b u t e d d u r i n g the Christmas 
holidays. O n Christmas Day, t h r o u g h o u t the many centers, thousands 
of meals are served to the poor. T h e w a r m food gives their body a rest 
f r o m the g n a w i n g pains of hunger w h i l e the clothes protect them f r o m 
the deep cold of the w i n t e r w i n d . 

A second organizat ion is the Ozanam Center. Dedicated to Fred
eric Ozanam, the founder of the St. V i n c e n t DePaul Society, this center 
provides free meals to the s lum r i d d e n inhab i tant s of the H i l l D i s t r i c t 
T h r o u g h pr ivate c ont r ibu t ions and organized food drives, the Ozanam 
Center is able to successfully feed these h u n g r y people on Christmas and 
other days of the year. Some day the poor w i l no longer need food to 
keep t h e m alive, b u t the l i f e of G o d w i l l free these people f r o m this 
miserable way of l i f e . 

Bishop W r i g h t conducts an a n n u a l dr ive sponsored for the benef i t 
of the orphans i n the city of P i t t sburgh . T h r o u g h pr ivate cont r ibut ions , 
the Bishop tries to f i l l the hearts of these u n f o r t u n a t e c h i l d r e n w i t h as 
m u c h Christmas joy as possible. A huge d i n n e r and Christmas par ty f i l l 
the i r hearts w i t h complete happiness. T h i s is o u r way of h e l p i n g those 
w h o can't he lp themselves. T h e c o l o r f u l gifts give the i r depressed spir
its a new surge of confidence i n God's love. I t makes them feel w a n t e d 
and needed ra ther than rejected and useless. 

As the f u t u r e makes its way i n t o the present, there w i l l cont inue to 
be glorious and happy Christmases as there are today. C o l o r f u l decora
tions w i l l l i v e n the sp i r i t of love and joy . S t i l l , there w i l l be more 
Christs b o r n i n slums, h u n g r y , naked, and homeless, b u t as l o n g as m a n 
sees his responsibi l i ty towards these brothers and acts o n t h e m t h r o u g h 
such organizations as the Salvation A r m y , Ozanam Center, and collec
t i o n for orphans, the less fo r tuna te c h i l d r e n of Chr i s t can have some 
hope that m e n w i l l b r i n g u p o n t h e m a sp i r i t of j o y and love. 

I n this issue of T h e Miter, we present a special section on 
the life of Frederic Ozanam, whose cause for beatification is 
now being fostered throughout the world. 



THE FOURTEENTH APOSTLE 
by GREGORY W . R E N Z 

"Jesus said to h i m , ' T h o u shalt love the L o r d thy G o d w i t h thy 
whole heart, and w i t h thy whole soul, and w i t h thy whole m i n d . T h i s is 
the greatest and f irst commandment . A n d the second is l ike i t : T h o u 
shalt love thy neighbor as thyself. O n these t w o commandments depend 
the whole L a w and the Prophets. ' " O n these t w o commandments 
Frederic Ozanam based his l i fe . H e is the " F o u r t e e n t h Apos t le , " the 
"Apost le of o u r t i m e . " 

Frederic Ozanam learned i n his earliest years how i m p o r t a n t i t 
was to love his ne ighbor and to manifest this love i n some way. H i s 
father and m o t h e r spent the i r lives w o r k i n g for Chr i s t i n the slums 
of Lyons, i n southern France. T h e y devoted themselves to assisting the 
poor and weak w h o were unable to improve the i r o w n e n v i r o n m e n t . T h i s 
is love of ne ighbor i n act ion, and Ozanam captured the sp i r i t o f this 
love f r o m his parents. 

W h i l e he was a t t end ing the univers i ty i n Paris, a quest ion was 
thrust to h i m w h i c h he mediated u p o n and, f i n a l l y , acted on . A student 
asked h i m , " A n d you, w h o pr ide yourself on be ing a Cathol ic , w h a t 
are you d o i n g for the poor?" T h i s quest ion set the stage for the 
Society of St. V i n c e n t de Paul . Ozanam medi ta ted and prayed about 
this quest ion. H e looked back and saw his parents' react ion to the 
second great c o m m a n d m e n t of God . H e knew t rat love of ne ighbor and 
the expression o f that love w o u l d lead to love of G o d , a Catholic 's 
p r i m a r y objective i n l i fe . H e f i n a l l y decided w i t h seven compatr iots to 
start a society based o n chari ty , the Society of Saint V i n c e n t de Paul . 

T h e society started o u t as a small u n i t o f e ight members. Since 
its f o u n d i n g i n May , 1833, the membership has exploded, and there are 
n o w un i t s of the society spread a l l over the w o r l d — Europe, Asia, the 
Americas, A f r i c a and Aust ra l i a . H u n d r e d s u p o n thousands of people, 
Door and needy, receive h e l p f r o m the society every day. I t is one of the 
argest organizations i n the C h u r c h today. 

Frederic Ozanam started this movement . H e insp ired i t i n its 
early d i f f icul t ies and inspires i t now as i t faces new obstacles. H e 
is t r u l y another apostle of Chr i s t . T h a t makes fourteen. 
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THE CONQUEROR 
by J E F F R E Y J . C R U M B A K E R 

H i s f irst f i e l d of batt le was the Paris of 1833. H i s enemy had rav
aged the city. I t r a n t h r o u g h the streets, alleys, and canals. I t spread 
i n t o the three a n d l o u r story b u i l d i n g s that made u p Paris. U p the steps 
of the dark , n a r r o w halls, i t echoed and, then, savagely fe l l u p o n each 
fami ly . T h e fires d i d n o t b u r n i n the hearths. T h e food was eaten, and 
none took its place. Clothes became scarce, as d i d money. T o take its 
place, disease was unleashed. General Poverty was the r a m p a n t foe 
w h i c h Frederic Ozanam challenged. 

H e and his army of six strode i n t o the Parisian slums. Fhey fed 
the emaciated poor. T h e y r e k i n d l e d the fires i n the hearts of these dis
couraged peoples. T h e y h u n t e d d o w n the i r enemy and ha l ted its steady 
advance. Yet, for a l l of this , he w o u l d not be famous. H e had to do 
something tha t n o t h i n g before or since has been or is t a n t a m o u n t to. 
Frederic Ozanam's sp i r i t of love was so great that i t sparked hundreds 
over the city o f Paris to a i d the poor. T h i s spark f l amed and grew, dr iv
en on , and g iven s trength and urgency by the beat ing of Ozanam's gra
cious heart . T h e n , the heart stopped i n 1853 at the age of f o r t y — b u t 
n o t before his life's w o r k was splashed over the w o r l d . 

W o u l d this army, w h i c h he enlisted to spare the p i t i f u l poor of his 
day, collapse as d i d the armies before h i m H a r d l y . I n i t i a t e d by that 
one b r i l l i a n t flash of love and p i t y that began w i t h Frederic Ozanam, 
this army of love exploded over the ent ire w o r l d . H i s love sp i l led i n t o 
the w o r l d and blossomed i n t o the Society of Saint V i n c e n t de Paul . 

I n these few words, I can t e l l you of the l i f e of Frederic Ozanam, 
for his l i fe was short and simple. However , I can never beg in to t e l l 
you of the grandiose residts of these forty years of Frederic Ozanam. 

A m i d a roar of shouts and the clash of a thousand weapons, a vast 
army swept f o r w a r d l i k e a t i d a l ^vave e n g u l f i n g a l l . A t the fore of this 
pu l sa t ing b lanket of men rode Alexander of Greece, and at his feet lay 
ent ire Asia M i n o r . 
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T h r e e - h u n d r e d years later, the Gal l ic l ields were blazing w i t h the 
red b lood of its warr iors , and over a l l re igned Caesar of R o m e and his 
legions, w h o carved the i r fame w i t h f lashing swords. 

One thousand years passed, and m i g h t y England's gray beaches and 
emerald fields were s trewn w i t h the bodies of the is land kingdom's youth 
f u l f ighters. T h e y f e l l v i c t i m to the broadswords of the knight s of W i l -
l iam-the-Conqueror. 

B u t i n the l i g h t of a new hero, these demigods were dwarfed . Alex
ander, Caesar, and W i l l i a m have passed over the hazy br idge of faded 
m i l l e n n i u m s . A new w a r r i o r , h a v i n g begun w i t h six fol lowers, has spread 
an int r ica te a rmy of m i l l i o n s over the ent ire w o r l d . I n every ci ty , there 
is at least one bastion for his army. Hi s kn ight s w o r k ceaselessly. 

H e and his soldiers d i d n o t w i e l d swords, rather , theiy wie lded the 
weapon of love. T h e i r ramparts were not constructed of boulders and 
logs, bu t , rather , o f love. T h e legacy they left and w h i c h is s t i l l carr ied 
on today is n o t one of m u t i l a t e d bodies, b u t one of love. T h e leader of 
this a rmy of love was Frederic Ozanam. H i s allegiance was not t o Greece 
n o r R o m e nor France, b u t rather , to G o d and to God's people. 

The Apostle of 
Our Times 

by R O B E R T F . D E B S K I 

T h e year was 1833. I t was w i n t e r i n Paris, an usually co ld and 
ruthless w i n t e r . T h e w i n d was p i l i n g the snow i n t o a deep d r i f t out
side the door of the decrepit b u i l d i n g , one constructed i n the late 
Renaissance Per iod and, gradual ly , c r u m b l i n g to the g r o u n d . Inside, 
h u d d l e d a r o u n d the b laz ing fireplace, were seven men, six q u i t e young, 
students i n fact, and the seventh about middle-aged. One was appar
ent ly saying something of importance , for a l l were qu i t e at tent ive 
and l istened carefully to the speaker's every w o r d . The word charity 
c o u l d be heard often. 
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T h e year is 1966. I t is Christmas Eve as a frost-covered car stops 
i n f r o n t of a feeble shack i n the local Negro ghetto. T w o m e n step out . 
One has a f i r m l y - t i e d b u n d l e under his a rm, qu i t e large b u t l i g h t . T h e 
o ther is ba lanc ing a squat cardboard box o n his shoulder. T h e y kn oc k 
o n the door, and a you n g colored w o m a n appears w i t h two small 
c h i l d r e n c l i n g i n g to her ragged dress. T h e t w o m e n enter and place the 
the packages o n the f loor inside. One slides an envelope f r o m his pocket, 
push ing i t i n t o the woman's hand . B o t h m e n p o l i t e ly say good-by, r e t u r n 
to the car, and dr ive on . 

T h e Society of St. V i n c e n t de Pau l operates i n almost every parish. 
Most Catholics are acquainted w i t h its purpose. S imply, i t is sworn 
to chari ty , the g i v i n g of something to another. I t specializes i n a i d i n g 
the poor. T h e two m e n w h o f o u n d themselves i n the s lum dis t r ic t 
o n Christmas Eve, a day w h e n society dictates that they should be home 
w i t h the i r families , are members of this organizat ion. T h e y sacrificed 
the i r t ime and energy for others. Jesus Chr i s t preached that this is good. 

W h a t is the s t imulus b e h i n d this benevolent group? W h o was the 
m o t i v a t i n g force, the gear w h i c h set the machinery i n mot ion? T h e 
answer lies i n that snow-covered b u i l d i n g i n 1833 w i t h the m a n speaking 
gentle phrases of love and kindness. H i s name was Frederic Ozanam. 
H e and his companions decided tha t they were go ing to move the w o r l d . 
T h e y weren't angels disguised i n the clothes of m e n and endowed by G o d 
w i t h the power to p e r f o r m miracles. T h e y were men, p l a i n , every-day 
m e n w i t h one exception, each n o t o n l y sincerely believed i n the Chris
t i a n doctr ine of love, b u t was also t i r e d of passively s i t t i n g by. T h e y 
were prepared to stand u p and do something. Chr i s t l i v e d i n every m a n . 
Chr i s t even l i v e d i n the wretched poor w h o i n h a b i t e d the slums. So, 
they resolved that they w o u l d give and give u n t i l a l l France h a d been 
i n f i l t r a t e d , then, the remainder of Europe, Amer ica , and the w o r l d . 
Chri s t preached that this is good. 

Pope Leo X I I I called the n ine teenth and t w e n t i e t h centuries " T h e 
Age of the L a y Apos t le . " Frederic Ozanam f u l f i l l s this role . H e was 
convinced Chri s t had chosen h i m to become the roots of a great move
ment . H e loved Chris t . H e d i d n o t refuse this ca l l . H e w o u l d go f o r t h 
and teach a l l nations the law of love. W h a t better m e t h o d t h a n by 
self-example? Char i ty h a d been forgot ten . Here was the challenge. 
T h e result was the creat ion of a society w h i c h breathed his breath , 
w a l k e d i n his steps, and loved his ne ighbor as he himsel f d i d . Chri s t 
preached that this is good. 

Soon, Ozanam d ied ; rather, his body died. A l l tha t was t r u l y 
Frederic Ozanam l i v e d o n and is s t i l l l i v i n g . H e lives i n the society 
w h i c h he had founded . Chr i s t preached that this is good. 
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RUNNING IN THE 
RIGHT DIRECTION 

by R A Y M O N D M . N I E D E N B E R G E R 

T h e days were q u i c k l y g r o w i n g shorter and colder. T h e dry, m u l t i 
colored leaves were abandoning the i r l i f e l ine and were f l o a t i n g careless
ly to the frozen g r o u n d below. T h e t ime had come again for M o t h e r 
N a t u r e to d i p i n t o her vast storehouse of beauty and to cast her spell over 
h u m a n i t y w i t h a seasonal change. 

As Pete w a l k e d t h r o u g h H a m i l t o n Park, located i n a suburb of Lar
imer , several excruc ia t ing thoughts r a n t h r o u g h his head, ch i l l ed by the 
n i g h t air . H e recalled the tragic events of that m o r n i n g w h e n he had 
backed off f r o m a f i gh t w i t h the class athlete, J i m Dearsi. H e had been 
h u m i l i a t e d i n f r o n t of a l l his classmates and Cathy, the only person w h o 
meant a n y t h i n g to h i m . N o w his l i f e was worthless! Even Cathy had 
t u r n e d her back on h i m as he r a n d o w n the n a r r o w , t i l e co r r idor at 
L i n g l e y H i g h . H e could not forget the tears p o u r i n g d o w n across her 
rosy, delicate cheeks. She wanted to be his f r i e n d , b u t t ime and again 
he had fa i l ed her. 

Suddenly, he started to r u n d o w n the cobblestone road w h i c h curved 
t h r o u g h the forestry, s t r ipped of its summer magnificence. H i s t h i n 
legs s tumbled t h r o u g h the b r o w n bushes w h i c h had once supported 
fresh, green l i f e . H e wanted to escape. W h o cared for h i m or w o u l d 
miss his b o r i n g presence? Perhaps Cathy had cared, b u t he even let her 
d o w n . H e gradua l ly came to a stop after a few minutes because he was a 
weak l ing : physically, socially, menta l ly , and probab ly sp i r i tua l ly . H e 
w o u l d n ' t dare face the sneers and persecution of society ever again. 
H e t r i e d to f igure a way out . 

H i s desperate thoughts were i n t e r r u p t e d by a s h r i l l , p ie rc ing scream 
w h i c h penetrated his heart and soul and broke the a u t u m n a l stillness. 
H i s s tr ingy muscles tensed, and an immedia te sweat of fear t r i c k l e d d o w n 
his n a r r o w forehead smudged w i t h d i r t . T h e n the forest's on ly sound 
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was his o w n ma gn i f i ed heart beat, j j u m p i n g l i f e i n t o his l imbs w h i c h 
seemingly served no purpose. Rega in ing a l i t t l e courage, he hesitantly 
crawled t h r o u g h the b r o w n , dead brush piles and snapping twigs i n the 
d i r e c t i o n of the b l o o d c u r d l i n g shouts. 

Over a l i t t l e k n o l l , constructed of leaves, topsoil , and small bushy 
evergreens, he observed several dark , i m i d e n t i f i a b l e shapes about f i f t y 
feet f r o m his h i d i n g place. H e slowly wigg led t h r o u g h the reddish-
b r o w n leaves and porcupine- l ike evergreens, d r i v e n on by an unusual 
curiosi ty. I n c h by i n c h , he edged his way towards the black, ominous 
figures. A f t e r a p e r i o d of t ime w h i c h seemed l i k e centiu'ies, he was now 
able to see clearly w h a t was happening . 

T h e repeated thuds of brass knuckles and the muf f led , agonizing 
cries of some u n f o r t u n a t e t u r n e d Pete aghast w i t h horroar . H e unbe
l i ev ing ly stared at the hate-f i l led faces w h i c h grew ug l ie r and crueler w i t h 
every k i ck and p u n c h del ivered. H i s l imbs t r i e d to move. T h e r e was 
no response. H e was frozen to the cold, h a r d g r o u n d w h i c h was envel
oped i n the darkness of m i d n i g h t . 

H e wanted to r u n . W h y should he play the hero? H e wasn't the 
only one w h o knew that he d i d n ' t have any guts. H e could call the "cops" 
at the "Sneak a Snack" on the outskirts of the city. T h e y probab ly w o u l d 
arr ive i n twenty minutes or so. These possibilities darted t h r o u g h his 
m i n d i n a m a t t e r of seconds, and they were c on f i rmed by a q u i c k reversal 
of his ch i l l ed body f r o m the ghastly scene. H i s j o in t s responded. W i t h 
the palms of his hands pressed against the c lammy earth, he began to re
trace his previous route . 

H i s senses became ultra-sensitive as a f i n a l plea for he lp pierced 
the coldness of the n i g h t . T h i s second cry b r o u g h t Pete back to the 
rea l i ty of the s i tua t ion . T h e on ly t h i n g that he cou ld see was Cathy's 
face, red f r o m sobbing, and her back t u r n e d to h i m as he hastened d o w n 
the corr idor . W i t h o u t any f u r t h e r m e d i t a t i o n , he j u m p e d u p and dashed 
towards the gang m u r d e r . H e swept the f irst c u l p r i t off his feet w i t h an 
incred ib le b lock tackle. W i l d l y , w i t h every ounce of s trength sum
m o n e d to his small , bony hands and his lean arms, he swung his fists at 
another f o r m , covered i n a stiff, black-leather jacket. A n o t h e r j aw 
crunched under the i r o n fist of justice. For a br ie f m o m e n t , he came 
face to face w i t h the v i c t i m , bat tered f r o m the merciless attacks. En
raged at the sight of this cruel massacre, he started to wheel a r o u n d to 
face another attacker, b u t he was q u i c k l y stopped i n his tracks. 

T h e sudden, sharp p a i n of a switchblade caused Pete to s tumble and 
f a l l alongside the lifeless corpse. As the w a r m t h of death gradual ly 
overcame h i m , he heard the disorganized retreat of his assailants. H e ex-
jer ienced a pleasant feel ing as his l i f e oozed out the n a r r o w slit i n his 
jack. A w a r m smile spread over his face as his last minutes o n earth 

slowly t r i c k l e d away. H e had done something for his " b r o t h e r . " T h i s 
was the satisfaction for w h i c h his soul craved. 

T h e papers the next day related the story of how two L i n g l e y H i g h 
School students, J i m Dearsi and Pete Filos, had been j u m p e d and stabbed 
i n H a m i l t o n Park by an u n k n o w n gang. T h e pub l i c , i n c l u d i n g Cathy, 
never d i d uncover the t r u t h , b u t i t d i d n ' t mat ter . Pete had proved h i m 
self to Cathy even i f she wasn't aware of i t . 

13 



c:/J-utumn 

H e r echoing voice resounds t h r o u g h the leas 

by G I L B E R T Z . P U Z N A K O S K I A n d her flowers t u r n dry f r o m the i r search, 

B u t seeks she the l ips o f a m o u t h tha t is cold 

A n d the love of a m a n g r o w i n g w h i t e . 

M y leaves of f lame f l o u r i s h and f l i t to the g r o u n d 

U n d e r m y b r i g h t b lue sky. 63; DAvm H . C A U E Y 

Everything's b r i l l i a n t and color abounds. 

B u t yet I am cold and I die. 
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a m n 

T h e season has betrayed its godly maker . 

Its logic has been stayed. 

T h a t Nature's death-time have such a taker. 

I n b r i l l i a n t bursts its g lory arrayed. 

by J O H N A . Y U R K O 

by D A V I D H . C A R E Y 

L o r d , make me l i k e the a u t u m n w i n d , 
W h o sings and dances gaily w i t h y o u r every leaf. 
W h o lends a m i g h t y h a n d to t u r n a m i l l or sail a fleet. 
W h o comes and goes w i t h o u t restra int , to suit Y o u r every pleasure 
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THE PARTHENON 

by R O B E R T F . D E B S K I 

T h e r e exists b u t one edifice o n the face of the earth w h i c h cou ld be 
t i t l e d " T h e Perfect B u i l d i n g . " I t is so graceful, so majestic, that the 
t e r m "man-made" w o u l d be an insu l t . T h i s masterpiece is the Par thenon 
or T e m p l e of Athe na . 

I f one were to see this m o n u m e n t today, t h e d i sappo intment w o u l d 
be great. A l l tha t r e m a i n are some scattered ru ins , smashed by a shell 
d u r i n g the Greek-Venetian W a r w h i c h destroyed the ent ire m i d d l e 
section. T o observe this marve l at its c l imax , one must travel back i n 
t ime to the f o u r t h century B.C. 

T h e Par thenon (about the same size as the L i n c o l n M e m o r i a l ) 
stands o n the sacred Acropol i s , h i g h over the c i ty of Athens . T h e b u i l d i n g 
itself is constructed i n Pentelic marble , a f ine-grained w h i t e stone. 
T h e per imeter consists of stately D o r i c columns, s imple vert ica l p i l lars , 
tapered i n a s l ight degree and capped by p l a i n , b u t geometric, slabs. 
Based on the post-and-lintel p r i n c i p l e , these p i l lar s serve as a support 
for the tremendous roo f ing , w h i t e rectangular slices of l imestone 
topped by g i an t triangles. T h e f r o n t of these triangles depicts i n en
gaged po lychromat ic statuary the m y t h i c a l tale of A t h e n a spr ing ing 
f r o m the head of her father, Zeus, w h o had jus t eaten his wi fe . Met i s . 
A t the peak is a small f igure of A t h e n a f l anked by two legendary sph inx 
w i t h outstretched wings. 

T h e i n t e r i o r holds the center of a t t rac t ion . Here is another structure 
enclosed by t w o feet th ick , sol id walls . T h e on ly entrance is a doorway 
w h i c h leads to the treasure, a second statue of A t h e n a . T h i s one is m u c h 
larger and more l i fe- l ike . T h e Greek goddess is shown clasping a 
slender spear t i p p e d w i t h silver and wear ing a r a d i a n t go ld breast
plate adorned w i t h the snake-head of Medusa. 

T h e Par thenon is t r u l y one of the most spectacular works ever 
constructed by man . I ts s impl ic i ty , beauty, and archi tectura l designs 
have yet to be equal led. 
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ove . . . . ? 
by J A M E S R . B E D I L L I O N 

Fr iendship was m i n e , 

u n t i l the t ime 

N o one spoke; 

my heart broke . 

T i m e q u i c k l y t u r n e d . 

M y heart b u r n e d 

T o speak again, 

jus t once again. 

Dea th soon came; 

I was b lamed. 

T h e n they spoke, 

m y heart broke. 



w m ^ i * Mm 

by G I L B E R T Z . P U Z N A K O S K I 

T h e m o r n i n g mists h u n g l o w over the puddles of Jane Street as 
H a p p y t u r n e d the corner. 

" H e y ! Petey-boy, h o w ya ben, man?" 

H e was addressing a shabby boy of s imi lar age. 

" A w , no t too bad. H a p . H o w you?" 

" O . K . , I guess." T h a t was w h a t he said, b u t n o t w h a t he meant. 
A c t u a l l y , he wasn't 'O .K . ' H e was lonely, and r i g h t now, a l l that he 
cou ld boast over was his need to t a lk w i t h one of his o l d friends. 

" Y o u remember the way i t used to be?" 

"Yeah H a p , things was good then. N o t rouble , n o t h i n ' . " 

H o u r s c o u l d have been spent there, b u t the boy kept shu f f l ing 
feet as i f he were i n a h u r r y . 

" H e y H a p , I gotta go now, man . M y girl ' s w a i n t i n for me u p at 
K&K's . I ' l l see ya ' r o u n d , h u h ? " 

"Yeah, sure, k i d . See ya ' r o u n d . " 

H a p p y began feel ing l i k e the fog, dank and listless. H i s o ld-t ime 
pa l d i d n ' t even have t ime to ta lk w i t h h i m . Yes, things had changed. 
I t was the Redevelopment A u t h o r i t y that H a p p y b lamed ; after a l l , they 
were the ones w h o tore u p the o l d ne ighborhood . T h e y were go ing to 
b u i l d a m o d e r n complex there. So, some families moved away; others 
moved i n t o the low-cost apartments o n the other side of t o w n . 

" N o t o u r place, m a n , " th ou gh t H a p p y , " T h e y d i d n ' t take o u r 
place. Dat's s t i l l there . " 

18 

I t was dr i zz l ing s l ight ly , and H a p p y was confused. T o m Hicks , 
w h o was a l i t t l e crazy a n d w h o never l i k e d H a p p y , came by. H a p p y 
th ou gh t of h o w he cou ld get to t a lk w i t h h i m . 

" M a y b e i f I offer h i m a weed, " he said. 

So, he p u l l e d out his pack, and got one ready. I t was his last one, 
b u t i f i t w o r k e d , i t w o u l d be w o r t h i t . 

" H i , T o m , w a n t a cig'ret?" I t was a b i t obvious, b u t H a p p y hoped 
T o m w o u l d n ' t notice. 

"S-s-s-ure, m-m-ma-a-n-n," he got o u t w i t h considerable twi s t ing 
and gr imac ing . 

" W h e r ya goin '?" H a p p y asked. 

"S-s-s-ee d-da b-b-bird-s i n d-da f-f-five a-an' t - ten . " 

" O h yeah? M i n d i f I come along?" 
T h e answer came back a f f i rmat ive : he'd scare the birds away. 

H a p p y stopped and let the boy go on . B u t , go ing i n t o some store seemed 
l ike a good idea. I t was r a i n i n g ; at least, a store was dry . 

H a p p y cut across o l d M r s . Hanna's garden—or w h a t used to be 
her garden. N o w , i t was only a b u n c h of stones w a i t i n g to be b u r i e d 
by a p a r k i n g l o t . H e cut over and went i n t o Enr iet t i ' s , a small magazine 
store. Y o u weren' t a l lowed to lo i ter , b u t you cou ld look at a l l the books 
and then buy one for a d ime, and everything was f ine. M r . E n r i e t t i 
d i d n ' t especially l i k e that , b u t y o u weren' t l o i t e r i n g . H e began to look 
a r o u n d the shelves w h e n he saw Jenny. She was the on ly g i r l he treated 
as a lady, n o t tha t she looked l ike one, b u t because he real ly l i k e d her. 
H e r f ami ly was one that had moved o u t altogether. N o w they l ived i n a 
small place o u t near the edge of nowhere. 

T h e shelf was long , b u t H a p p y crept d o w n the aisle very slowly 
t r y i n g not to catch her a t t e n t i o n just yet. H e wai ted u n t i l he was r i g h t 
i n back of her before he spoke. 

" H i , Jenny. " 

H a l f start led came the reply . " O h ! H i , H a p ; you sorta scared me 
there . " 

" H o w ' v e you been?" 

"F ine , ju s t f ine . Y o u s t i l l go o u t l ike we used to?" 

" N a w , a in ' t nobody ' r o u n d any more. A l l gone." 
T i m e passed, and they said l i t t l e . T h o u g h t s , however, raced 

t h r o u g h the i r m i n d s : the times w h e n they 'd skip classes a n d go to 
M r . Henry ' s back yard, or w h e n they'd go out after school, and the 
whole gang w o u l d c l i m b u p the f i re escape o n the p a i n t store and 
t h r o w rocks d o w n o n the cars. T h e n they remembered the times w h e n 
just the t w o of them w o u l d sit and ta lk . 

" 'Member how we'd used to ta lk , Jenny?" 

"Yeah, tha t was f u n . But , a l l that's gone now, Happy . I can see 
that. W e a in ' t never gonna have that again. " 
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T h e words pa ined h i m , b u t H a p p y consoled himsel f w i t h the 
n o t i o n that somehow he cou ld be w i t h her again. 

" W h y ya i n town?" 

Came d o w n w i t h some friends. D o n ' t get too m u c h of a chance 
to come i n any m o r e . " 

H a p p y t h o u g h t for a w h i l e , then b l u r t e d out . "Ya s t i l l l i k e me 
though , don ' t ya?" 

"Yeah H a p p y , I s t i l l l i k e you. D e m things never change." 

Outs ide a h o r n sounded. Jenny h u r r i e d l y took the book over t o the 
counter and p a i d for i t . 

" I gotta go now. H a p . Y o u wanna come and meet my boyfr iend?" 

Happy's heart felt a co ld shiver. " N o . " 

"Come u p and vis i t some t ime. I got a lota nice f r iends . " W i t h 
that she closed the door and got i n the car. 

H a p p y t u r n e d to the shelves; he c o u l d not look o u t and see his 
one hope fade. 

"Yeah m a n , everything's gone ! " he mu t t e r ed to a book. 

Later , as he stepped o u t the doorway, he t h o u g h t he c o u l d see 
the sun c o m i n g o u t f r o m b e h i n d the clouds that covered the hi l l s . For a 
m o m e n t the golden l i g h t t r i c k l e d d o w n t h r o u g h the fog and c lothed 
the trees w i t h w a r m hues. T h e n , the clouds enshrouded the i r b r i l l i a n t 
toy again or he began to cry; the birds were silent for a second. Silent. 
O n l y the sound of shoes o n the rubb le as a dark f igure was swallowed 
u p i n the mist . 

Somebody t o l d h i m once, and now he recal led: 
W h a t l i f e so waked w o u l d dare not sleep. 

A TASTE OF HELL 
r 

by R A Y M O N D M . N I E D E N B E R G E R 

W h a t taste of H e l l do the damned digest? 

Perhaps loneliness' b i t t e r f lavor rests 

A m o n g , l i k e the island-stars i n the vast sea. 
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by J O H N A . Y U R K O 

Over the pasture frocked w i t h yel low. 
A m o n g the scented pines, green on h i g h . 
Across the gnar led brook , soon to m e l l o w . 
As summer senses the onslaught of A u t u m n . 

T h e blue sky reels i n fervent an t i c ipa t ion 
O f the r e t u r n of his grey comrade. 
T h e w o r k e r i n the f i e l d f inds the end of his occupat ion 
A m o n g the b o u n t y p r o v i d e d for a l l . 

W e stand o n the hi l l s ide , surveying a l l , 
As the y o u n g wisps of huts below summon the evening. 
A n d the d a r k e n i n g valley imvei l s its soundless cal l , 
Prepar ing for the n i g h t t ime stillness. 

by G I L B E R T Z . P U Z N A K O S K I 

A poet can ne'er be made 
N o r e'er stops his breath : 

A n ent i ty of eternal m o l d 
L i k e a p h o e n i x never far f r o a r death. 
B u t replete of l i f e u n t o l d . 
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Decision 

At Dawn 

by D O U G L A S L . R E I L L Y 

" E i t h e r you give u p t l i i s m a d belief, or you w i l l d i e . " T h e words 
s t i l l r ang i n Father Drake's ears as he crouched i n his cell s tar ing at 
the earthen f loor . 

Father Drake was prisoner 113, and his cell was o n the south side 
of the pr i son camp. As near as he cou ld guess, he had been a prisoner 
about a m o n t h now, h a v i n g been captured i n late November . A l ready 
this once handsome y ou ng m a n i n his late th ir t ie s was gray-haired. H e 
had lost nearly for ty pounds i n that m o n t h because of the insuf f ic ient 
food that was (and often was not) g iven h i m . H i s weakened frame ached 
relentlessly f r o m the beatings he had received. H e spent most of his 
t i m e i n a cell w h i c h a d m i t t e d no sunl ight ; consequently, his eyesight 
had fa i led considerably. Father's stooped body bore silent test imony 
to the nar row confines of his cell . 
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Father Drake had been given his u l t i m a t u m that af ternoon. T h e 
Communists , h a v i n g t i r e d of t o r m e n t i n g h i m , had g iven h i m his 
choice—deny his f a i t h and go free or else, die the next m o r n i n g . A l l 
b u t one of his fore ign colleagues h a d denied the i r f a i t h and left . T h e 
one stalwart w h o persisted had been swi f t ly executed. Father knew how 
m u c h the peasant priests feared death at the hands of the Reds. H e 
feared i t too. Nevertheless, he t r i ed n o t to let his fear get the better 
of h i m . 

Father was s t i l l s tar ing at the f loor of his cell w h e n the f u l l impact 
of the words struck h i m . H e was go ing to die the next m o r n i n g . . . . 
H e had never been this close to death before. H e t h o u g h t of facing the 
loaded barrels of ten rifles, of the i r sudden and fur ious reports, of the 
m u f f l e d t h u d of each b u l l e t as i t crashed i n t o his body, of the intense 
p a i n to f o l l o w . . . . T h e bi te of a mosqu i to b r o u g h t h i m back to rea l i ty . 
H i s forehead had b roken out i n t o a co ld sweat. H e shuddered, t h a n k f u l 
to be alive now. 

" D e n y you r f a i t h and go free," the capta in had said. T h e n i t occurred 
to Father tha t he d i d not have to die. H e cou ld merely pre tend to 
denounce his f a i t h . H e w o u l d be set free. A g a i n he cou ld resume his 
w o r k among the peasants. N o t re l i sh ing the t h o u g h t of death, he t r i e d 
to convince himsel f that he was more valuable to the C h u r c h al ive than 
dead. 

" T h o u art a priest forever." H e remembered these words too. H e 
had been consecrated another Chris t , and now he was p l a n n i n g to for
sake his duties, r u n away f r o m his responsibil it ies. W h a t w o u l d the 
prisoners, Ca tho l i c and non-Cathol ic al ike, t h i n k after they had learned 
l o w another priest had denied his f a i t h and been set free? S t i l l more 

i m p o r t a n t , was i t r ight? Or , was he obl igated to die? Overcome by his 
emotions, he c o u l d no longer t h i n k clearly. 

For the next several hours he experienced sheer m e n t a l agony. H e 
t h o u g h t of his home i n Kansas, o f his parents and relatives, o f l i f e 
itself. T h e n he t h o u g h t of the early Chr i s t i a n martyrs . S t i l l , he c o u l d not 
resolve his problem. Was he be ing selfish i n his p l a n to l ie to t h e Reds? 
Was he rea ly interested i n w o r k i n g among the people, or was this p l a n 
conceived for the sole purpose of saving himself? H i s m i n d was indeed 
t r o u b l e d that n i g h t . H e prayed for strength. G o d seemed far away f r o m 
h i m i n this hour . 

T h e n he made his decision—his forehead stopped sweating, his 
me nt a l t o r m e n t ceased. H i s m i n d was resolved; n o t h i n g w o u l d shake 
h i m f r o m his p l a n of act ion; he stood f i r m . Peacefully, he lay d o w n to 
sleep, for death waits for no m a n . 
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3^he JCove of i3Han 
by A L B E R T J . S H A N N O N 

T h e love of m a n 
Is a personal p r ide ; 
Be i t G o d , or nature . 
O r a g i r l , as his br ide . 

H e respects a l l he has— 
T i l l death do they par t ; 
Be i t G o d or nature . 
O r a g i r l i n his heart. 

A m a n keeps his love— 
T i l l the very end ; 
Be i t God , or nature . 
O r a g i r l , as a f r i e n d . 

Be i t God , or nature . 
O r a g i r l . . . As a g i r l ; 
T h e love of m a n 
Has a place i n this w o r l d . 

Olive ^^anck 
by G I L B E R T Z . P U Z N A K O S K I 

Move o n to grave those 
T h a t can of l i f e be f i l l e d 
A n d l ive w i t h t h e m w h o 
Stand afar the shroud. For 

T h e n , our M o u r n i n g stars to 
M o r n i n g stars w i l l change. 
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The Life That Bore Death 

by F R A N K J . D I L E O 

"Co lone l Yovmg, you aren't twenty years o l d anymore. Y o u r m e n t a l 
and physical capacities are no longer as responsive as they were five 
years ago. Y o u haven't f u l l y recovered f r o m your recent accident, and, 
unless you drastically slow down your pace, you could suffer a break
d o w n . " 

A l t h o u g h these severe words of w a r n i n g were always r i n g i n g i n Colo
nel Young's ears, he never p a i d m u c h a t t e n t i o n to them. Fie seemed to 
t h i n k that he was an i r o n m a n w i t h an inexhaust ib le supply or resources. 
A break-down was the farthest t h i n g f r o m his m i n d . 

M o m e n t a r i l y , he was s tar ing at his dust-covered m i r r o r , earnestly 
t r y i n g to r e b u i l d his shattered composure. Since he had been recently 
t h r o w n i n t o a state of u t te r shock and confusion, everything surround
i n g h i m seemed so strange a l t h o u g h this had been his on ly home for the 
past f ive years. Even the tarnished desk w h i c h bore every scrape, cut and 
n ick of his once sturdy hand seemed so repulsive. H i s memory was so 
b l a n k that he c o u l d n ' t even k i n d l e a spark of the black puffs of f l ak nor 
the treacherous f ighters w h i c h caused h i m many heart-aches d u r i n g da i ly 
b o m b i n g raids. 

W i t h a deep sigh, he took a l o n g look i n t o his agonized face, w h i c h 
was robbed of a 1 its v i t a l i t y . A l l the pressure of his pos i t ion was deeply 
carved i n t o his face. H i s h a i r was b e g i n n i n g to show gray streaks, and his 
drab eyes reflected the ashen color of his face. H i s whole body yearned 
for a l o n g rest w h i c h w o u l d l iberate h i m f r o m this destructive war. 
A m i d s t a l l this nothingness, his memory began to focus the foggy events 
w h i c h led to his unexpected break-down. 
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M a r c h 23, 1942 proved to be one of the worst days i n the 312th 
squadron records. O n l y seven planes had survived the p o u n d i n g of the 
f lak, and three of these B-17's were badly damaged. Y o u n g circled 
a r o u n d the base as he signaled the tower for an emergency l and ing . H i s 
co-pilot was severely i n j u r e d . T h e l a n d i n g gear was j a m m e d , and t w o 
of the engines were completely inoperat ive . H e slowly approached the 
r u n w a y and set d o w n the battered fortress. I t struck the g r o u n d w i t h a 
r u m b l i n g crash as the left w i n g was t o r n f r o m the fuselage. T h e impact 
h u r l e d the colonel t h r o u g h the w i n d s h i e l d . Immedia te ly , emergency 
vehicles crowded a r o u n d the B-17. Inside a few moments they rushed 
a l l the i n j u r e d m e n to the base hospi ta l . For eight months Colonel Y o u n g 
was g r o u n d e d w i t h a s k u l l and leg fracture. 

A f t e r he was cer t i f ied to f ly again, the doctor gave h i m the severe 
w a r n i n g . Nevertheless, Y o u n g p l u n g e d i n t o his w o r k w i t h o u t any re
serve. H i s p r i m a r y task consisted of reorganiz ing the battered squadron. 
D u r i n g his absence, the countless losses of m e n and planes had real ly 
taken the i r t o l l on the mora le and b o m b i n g efficiency of the ciews. H e 
also had to begin preparat ions for b o m b i n g Leeport , an i m p o r t a n t ship
p i n g center i n northeast France, together w i t h nearby r a i l r o a d installa
tions, and fuel depots. Each m o r n i n g at the 5:30 b r i e f i n g . Y o u n g expla in
ed the tactics to the crewmen. By 6:30 the B-17's were a i rborne . As they 
approached the target area, heavy f lak and nagging fighters began i n 
f l i c t i n g numerous losses. Even the r e t u r n t r i p was very costly since pa
t r o l l i n g f ighters w o u l d p ick off stragglers and c r i p p l e d fortresses. A l 
t h o u g h the crews were f in i shed for the day. Y o u n g had to face the f i re of 
the invest igator general. H e cr ied for more p i n - p o i n t - b o m b i n g and a 
smaller n u m b e r of losses. D u r i n g the n i g h t , he started p repar ing for the 
next stage of the mission, organiz ing the crews, and searching for the best 
possible approach and p a t h of escape. H i s kerosene l a m p was s t i l l b u r n 
i n g at 2:30 i n the m o r n i n g . 

A f t e r two heavy, active weeks of b o m b i n g Leeport , the pressure and 
late w o r k i n g hours began t a k i n g an effect on Young's m i n d . Ideas were 
h a r d to cough u p , and one t ime easy m a n i p u l a t i o n s t u r n e d i n t o n i g h t 
mar i sh problems w i t h n o solutions. H i s face lost a l l color, and his body 
grew very sluggish; s t i l l , he never gave u p his f i gh t . 

A t the end of the t h i r d week of b o m b i n g Leeport , the instal lat ions 
were nearly destroyed. I f Young's estimations were correct, this mission 
w o u l d be the c l incher . A n d so, on November 19, 1942, the 312th, j o i n e d 
by t w o other squadrons, p r o u d l y took off fo r the target area. 

W i t h i n two hours they were greeted by puffs of f lak . T h e w i n d 
currents made i t d i f f i c u l t to steer the plane; yet, the colonel set the B-17 
o n auto-pi lo t as the b o m b a r d i e r peered t h r o u g h the V . P . I , to the target. 
T h e n , he joyously yel led "Bombs away." T h e bombs f r o m a l l three 
squadrons f e l l squarely on the remnants of the shabby harbor . H u g e 
o i l tanks sent t o w e r i n g flames i n t o the air. M i l e s o f r a i l r o a d track were 
t o r n apart. T h e mission was a success! Suddenly — a blast r i p p e d 
th i 'ough the cockpit . T h e impac t shattered the glass and k i l l e d the co
p i l o t . A l t h o u g h the colonel was v i s ib ly dazed, he q u i c k l y regained his 
sense of balance. H e surveyed the s i tua t ion ; t w o engines were badly 
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damaged, and the loss of c o n t r o l made i t even more d i f f i c u l t to steady 
the plane. As the f ighters converged o n the scene, they began t o d o w n 
the B-17's. B u t , w i t h the a id of some c lu tch shooting, the f l y i n g devils 
were repel led. 

A f t e r hours of to rment , the colonel l anded his fortress as ambulances 
rushed on the scene a n d took the i n j u r e d m e n to the hospi ta l . T h e n , 
the t i r e d colonel popped t h r o u g h the hatch ; bu t , something strange hap
pened. H e cou ldn ' t move. H i s hands remained g lued to the hatch 
door. H i s face grew as w h i t e as snow as streams of sweat p o u r e d f r o m 
his charred face. H e was feverishly shiver ing w h i l e his crew looked o n 
i n amazement. H i s body and m i n d lost a l l coord ina t ion . T h e inevi t
able happened; Co lone l Y o u n g had broken-down. H e had had too many 
sleepless nights , too m u c h responsibi l i ty o n his weakened shoulders, too 
many near misses of e x p l o d i n g f lak . H e had l i v e d among the h a l l of 
the dead too long . 

Suddenly, his t r a i n of t h o u g h t was i n t e r r u p t e d as he took a l o n g 
look at his lonely office. H e f i n a l l y realized that as a c o m m a n d i n g officer 
he cou ldn ' t handle the strenuous w o r k . H i s only hope now w o u l d be to 
go back to his f a r m i n Kansas and l ive his l i f e as a l ive m a n and not as 
an empty body. 

TRANSFORMED 
by GILBP:RT Z . P U Z N A K O S K I 

F r o m death to 
Always l i f e 
T h e shades 
D o sway 
A n d 

N i g h t 
So t u r n e d 

By sacred Love 
I n t o a bl issful 

Everlast ing Day. 
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A l o n e 
by G I L B E R T Z . P U Z N A K O S K I 

Just f o u r stars i n the black abyss. 
Near enough to be there; far enough to be 
Mysterious. A n d I ' m alone. 

Usual ly n i g h t br ings sleep. B u t now 
O n l y darkness comes. For the f irst t ime 
There's fear. A n d I ' m alone. 

T h e trees are s t i l l . I called, I cal led; 
W h e r e were you? O n l y the w i n d was there 
T o answer. B u t I ' m alone. 

O G o d , he lp me! T h a t touch, w a r m and free. 
L i k e one f r o m a Father. N o w the C h i l l 
Touches me. I ' m a l l alone. 

So you are gone; and I ' m s t i l l al ive. 
O n l y so alone. 
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