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The 
Superior 

Ones 
by D o i G L A s L . R E I L L Y 

Orange tongues ot l lanie f r o m a b r i g h t , crackHng f i re danced 
errat icahy above the b u r n i n g w o o d . T h r e e men, b u n d l e d i n blankets to 
protect themselves f r o m the pierc ingly cold n i g h t air , sat a r o u n d this 
campfire for w a r m t h . B e h i n d them, the t a l l , d a r k out l ines of w o o d l a n d 
evergreens rose u p f r o m the g r o u n d to stick the sky w i t h the i r p o i n t e d 
peaks. T h e trees were si lent, impassive listeners to the low, hushed 
conversation a r o u n d the f i r e — h a r d l y the conversation of men o n a 
cam pin g t r i p . 

" W e lost Pete yesterday," one was saying. T h e speaker was a huge, 
b u r l y man w i t h a face that , f o r a l l its naturalness, co idd have been 
borrowed f r o m a m a n n e q u i n . " H e was w i t h me w h e n i t happened . " 

" D i d he go q u i c k l y , Wal l i s ? " asked another m a n who, shrouded by 
a heavy w o o l e n b lanket , was busy s i p p i n g coffee. 

"Yes, he d i d n ' t k n o w w h a t h i t h i m , " was the reply . 

" W e l l , as n u i c h as he was a dear f r i e n d , I nuist say that we w o n ' t 
get anywhere m o u r n i n g h i m , " re tor ted the t h i r d . I t was a small m a n 
w i t h a rugged, weather-beaten lace that h a d spoken last. " T h e p lan 
s t i l l goes o f f t o m o r r o w , " he c o n t i n u e d . " T h e o n l y hope for this w h o l e 
dis tr ic t lies i n us and our success. We'\ got to free the people ." 

"Just t h i n k , " began the coffee-drinker, " f o u r months ago, we were 
three h u n d r e d strong — three h u n d r e d f r o m a l l over Chicago or 
what's le f t of i t . A n d n o w we're d o w n to three. We 're probably the only 
free men i n the w h o l e of A m e r i c a , the way things are g o i n g . " 

" I t 's about that bad. M a t t , " a d m i t t e d W a l l i s . "L i s ten to th is , " he 
said, w i t h d r a w i n g a piece of long, w h i t e , p r i n t e d paper f r o m his shir t 
pocket. " I t ' s a r e p o r t to the peoj^le. '̂ \"e — the superior ones — have 
now conquered eastern, western seaboard, N o r t h .American cont inent . 
Have c o m p u t e d South A m e r i c a to be defeated i n eighty-seven hours, 
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forty- three minutes . W e — the superioi ' — are vic tor ious . ' Europe and 
Asia are f a r i n g a l i t t l e better than th i s , " W a l l i s said, f l i p p i n g the paper 
i n t o the f i re . " I t h i n k there are one or two thousand unaccounted l o r 
there. B u t H o w a r d ' s r i g h t , we've got to p i d l o i l the p l a n t o m o r r o w . " 

' R i g h t ! " ch imed i n H o w a r d . " N o w , let's get d o w n to brass tacks. W e 
k n o w that they have the i r center here i n this b u i l d i n g , " he stated, 
scratching an X iir the d i r t . " I t has two floors, the f i rs t is \vhere the 
people w o r k . We ' re no t w o r r i e d about t h e m jus t yet; we've got to 
knock o u t the enemy w h o are on tl ie second f loor . Once they've been 
destroyed, the people w i l l no longer be under the i r push-but ton , hyp
n o t i c c o n t r o l , a n d t h e y ' l l r e t u r n to n o r m a l again . " 

" N o w , jus t to refresh y o u r memories, the p l a n is this. T o m o r r o w 
m o r n i n g , at 8:00 sharp, A l a t t and 1 w i l l enter the b u i l d i n g o n the 
f i rs t f l o o r a n d ascend the stainvay to the second f loor . Once there, w e ' l l 
destroy the machine that controls the workers . AVal, give us two minutes 
after we enter the b u i l d i n g . T h e n , you r u s h i n and organize the people. 
A r m t h e m w i t h steel rods a n d have t h e m f o l l o w y o u u p the stairs to 
h e l p us destroy the enemy. A n y questions?" 

A f t e r a br ie f pause. M a t t answered, " N o n e here." 

" I t h i n k perhaps now, since we've got every th in g straight , we 
should spl i t u p i n i t i l m o r n i n g . A f t e r a l l , a groiqa at n i g h t is a b i g 
target . " 

" G o o d idea, W a l , " said H o w a r d . " W e meet here t o m o r r o w m o r n n i g 
at 7:30." 

W i t h that , he doused the l i r e w i t h his coffee and kicked d i r t i n t o 
the s p u t t e r i n g flames l u i l i l they were dead. W a l l i s was the f i rs t to go, 
sett ing off o n the p a t h that w o u l d b r i n g h i m near to the enemy center. 

W h i l e f o l d i n g his b lanket . M a t t gazed i n the d i r e c t i o n of W a l l i s ' 
r e t r e a t i n g footsteps. "Say H o w , " he began, "have you not iced h o w 
W a l l i s always likes to sleep near the enemy b u i l d i n g . H e sine is brave, 
don ' t y o u t h i n k ? " 

"Yea, he is. There's no d o u b t about i t . 1 t h i n k he sleeps that close 
to t h e m o u t of mere spite, sort of l i k e l a u g h i n g i n the i r faces. F u n n y 
t h o u g h , he ne\er likes anybody to go w i t h h i m . " 

" W e l l , I ' m done. See y o u t o m o r r o w . C ioodnight ! " 

T h e two m e n departed, each to his own sleeping g r o u n d . Over
head, a f u l l m o o n crept o u t f r o m b e h i n d the corner ot a c loud to 
shine its l i g h t d o w n u p o n the earth, d o w n u p o n the woods, d o w n 
u p o n the g l o w i n g embers of a dead campf i re , d o w n u p o n a p a r t i a l l y 
b u r n e d piece of w h i t e paper, h a l f b u i i e d under blackened twigs a n d 
ashes. 

T w o m e n i n overalls a n d jackets crept close to a huge, m o d e r n , 
stone b u i l d i n g . T h e y entered t h r o u g h two glass doors, t u r n e d to the i r 
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lef t , a n d w a l k e d past rows of h imdreds of workers , workers w h o labored 
methodica l ly , obedient ly , s i lently on huge mechanical creations. T h e y 
d i d n o t even take notice of M a t t a n d H o w a r d as the lat ter began to 
c l i m b a stairway. T h e c l a t t e r i n g noise of construct ion and drone of 
machinery faded as these t w o neared the top f loor . N o w instead, they 
began to perceive soft, w h i r r i n g soiuids and short, q u i c k beeping noises 
m i x e d i n the a ir w i t h the g a t l i n g g u n sound of typewriters , constantly 
i n opera t ion . 

Four more steps and they w o u l d be o n the second f l o o r . T h e y 
lowered the i r heads and crept f o r w a r d ; every muscle, every ref lex , every 
sense was a ler ted and readied for act ion. W i t h each passing step the 
noise grew louder , and the i r hearts beat faster — one, two, three steps. 
T h e y took one more step — the last one, and suddenly they were face 
to face w i t h r o w u p o n r o w of conqjuters, teletypes, radar and a i r de
fense machines, and others, more advanced and p o w e r f u l , products of 
man's genius, a l l w o r k i n g together, s imultaneously. T h e y n o w stood 
before the enemy that h a d conquered m a n ; they stood before the super
ior ones. M a t t and H o w a i ' d saw a l l this i n f o u r seconds — the last f o u r 
seconds of the i r l i f e . T h e n , there was a h i g h - p i t c h e d w h i n e , a flash, a n d 
they were gone. 

W a l l i s w a l k e d t h r o u g h the m a i n entrance, past lunidreds of w o r k 
ers on his le f t and ascended the stairway. H e emerged o n t o the second 
f loor to meet hundreds of electronic machines — a l l o p e r a t i n g fever
ishly. H e took several steps f o r w a r d w h i c h b r o u g h t h i m before a large 
panel of l ights and dials. W i t h a clear, deep voice he spoke: 

" P a t r o l G u a r d R89 r e p o r t i n g . Miss ion accomplished. Ready for 
p r o g r a m m i n g for new assignment." 

by A N T H O N Y L . F I S H E R 

A f t e r his debt was p a i d — 
H e was no longer a f r a i d . 

T h e f inger of G o d u p o n h i m crept, 
and then he slept. 
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T H O U G H T 
by K E N N E T H K . M C N U L T Y 

T h o u g h t . . . T o me, it's at least as amazing as the mystery of l i f e 
itself. A l t h o u g h i t may sound o d d at f i rs t , I ' m t a l k i n g about us ing the 
m i n d •— re f lec t ion . 

T h o u g h t . . . Y o u w o u l d p r o b a b l y be surprised at the noticeable 
disuse of "grey m a t t e r " i n o u r dai ly lives. I w o n d e r h o w many people 
not iced that they p u t the fluorescent l ights u p twice o n the scaf fo lding 
a r o u n d a construct ion site d o w n t o w n . One week I watched a team of 
men p u t t i n g the l i g h t f ix tures u p para l le l to the sidewalk, a n d I 
t h o u g h t to myself, " N o w someone's t h i n k i n g . " T h e f o l l o w i n g week, to 
m y h o r r o r , I watched the same team of m e n take d o w n the l ights , w h i c h 
seemed to be w o r k i n g very M'el l the n i g h t before, and p u t t h e m back u p 
perpendicu lar to the s idewalk. M a y b e someone has money to b u r n , b u t 
i n m y m i n d , d o i n g a j o b twice w i t h o u t any noticeable i m p r o v e m e n t i n 
the result leaves me w o n d e r i n g . 

T h o u g h t . . . H o w many times have y o u been h u r t by w h a t someone 
has said to you? O r , for that matter , h o w of ten have y o u made off-the-
cuf f remarks that may have had effects y o u can't see? A m o n g the lost 
arts somewhere, is a s k i l l that used to be called tact . . . o r is i t prudence? 
Y o u r m o t h e r plans a fabidous, steak d i n n e r , but , i n the p r e p a r a t i o n , she 
over-seasons the meat or burns the vegetables. W h a t do v o u do? Y o u r 
b u d d y is w e a r i n g a new sports coat, and you say something l i k e , " W h e r e ' d 
y o u get that rag?" O . K . , so y o u were on ly j o k i n g . . . A r e y o u sure he 
knows that? I f people w o u l d jus t stop a n d l isten to themselves . . . 
Someone once said, " T h i n k twice before you speak, especially i f y o u 
i n t e n d to say w h a t y o u t h i n k . " 

T h o u g h t . . . O f a l l the teachers I've ever had, one he lped me 
most of a l l — t h o u g h t . A h u m a n being's a b i l i t y to come i n t o a situa
t i o n , ask a few t h o u g l i t f i d questions, and then come up w i t h credible 
conclusions is real ly q u i t e astonishing. I t h i n k K i p l i n g says i t best: ' I 
have six, honest, serving m e n ; they've taught me a l l I k n o w . T h e i r 
names are w h a t , and where, and w h e n , a n d how, and ^vhy, and w h o . " 

T h o u g h t . . . T - H - A - N - K - S . W h e n was the last t i m e you used tha t 
word? It 's a one syllable w o r d , a n d sO' easy to say. H o w 'bout that guy 
w h o gave y o u a r i d e i n t o t o w n last week? H e d i d n ' t have to, y o u k n o w . 
O . K . , so y o u f o r g o t to t h a n k h i m . . . H o w 'bout that Fe l low who's keep
i n g y o u i n existence? T h e r e is a Creator and Sustainer, y o u k n o w . 
Suppose Fie forgets . . . ? H o w d i d y o u become the b r a i n or beauty y o u 
are? D o y o u t h i n k y o u earned y o u r qual i t ies a n d abilities? Y o u d i d n ' t . 
H e gave t h e m to y o u . . . F R E E . " L o r d , thank-you f o r a l l the gifts I 
d i d n ' t deserve . . . and for m a k i n g me the m a n I am, and not the one I 
m i g h t have been." 



T h o u g h t . . . A r e you H v i n g more n o w a n d e n j o y i n g i t less? T r y 
re f l ec t ion by the makers of hajspiness a n d contentment . A c t u a l l y , we 
t rudge t h r o u g h l i f e l i k e robots . O f t e n , a person can t e l l y o u very l i t t l e 
about w h a t he d i d last week because most of i t was done o u t of h a b i t 
a n d " i n s t i n c t . " I f y o u t h o u g h t about the things g o i n g o n a r o u n d y o u 
a n d just became "aware ," l i f e c o u l d be so m u c h f u l l e r . I ' m n o t t e l l i n g 
anyone to become a daydreamer or self-conscious. I ' m asking you to use 
your m i n d constructively, more o f t e n . Y o u ' l l be h a p p i e r for i t . I ' m t o l d 
that a y o u n g fe l low by the name of L i n c o l n once said, " M o s t people are 
about as h a p p y as they make u p the i r minds to be." 

T h o u g h t . . . 

T h o u g h t . . . 

J* 

To a Rock Which Befell the Poet 
by D A N I E L F . RODGERS 

" I l l e et nefasto te posuit die, 
q u i c u m q u e p r i m u m , — " 

Horace Bk . I I Ode X I X 

Curse the day that t h o u w e r t f o r m e d . 
L e t that day be ever m o u r n e d ; 
W h e n the L o r d u n t o nothingness said. 
Be a rock i n thy stead. 
F r o m h i g h above let p u n i s h m e n t be just . 
A n d i n clue t i m e be u n t o dust. 
For w h a t y o u d i d that f a t e f u l day. 
W h e n u p o n a h i l l s ide I d i d stray. 
I n my w o r k emersed and lost, 
A d r e a d f u l price i t d i d cost. 
S tanding i n weed knee-high deep. 
W i t h f e a r f u l sickle d i d I sweep. 
A backward step my eye d i d miss. 
T h e h a n d w h i c h f l u n g me i n t o the abyss 
O f weed and sky and rocky l a n d 
U n t i l the b o t t o m 1 d i d stand. 
W i t h cuts and bruises and p a i n f u l woes. 
W h i c h cost me one day's doles. 
L e t the h a n d of vengeance swing. 
U n t i l you r destruct ion i t d o t h b r i n g . 
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by D A N I E L R . H O L T Z 

T h e o l d church b e l l echoed once. 
She sat, alone, on Cobble's H i l l . 
W i t h anxious heart and y e a r n i n g yet, 
She sat there w a i t i n g , w a i t i n g s t i l l . 

T h e o l d c h u r c h clock echoed twice. 
She stood a n d l o o k e d a r o u n d at i t . 
A tree swayed softly i n the breeze. 
She stared ahead i g n o r i n g i t . 

T h e o l d church b e l l echoed thr ice . 
W i t h o u t another h u m a n near, 
L i k e Penelope, she w a i t e d l o n g . 
H e r m i n d reflected, alone, one care. 

T h e o l d church b e l l f o u r times d i d t o l l . 
She yawned w h i l e eyes pierced the deep. 
S t i l l nO' shadow m o v i n g i n . 
She then gave i n to blessed sleep. 

by D A N I E L R . H O L T Z 

I w o n d e r of jus t w h a t w i l l come. 
H o w w i l l m a n save f r u i t f u l lands? 
W i l l some nuclear war break out . 
A n d t u r n o u r Carthage to desert sands? 

W i l l t ime , the healer, b r i n g us wisdom? 
Shall m a n become, s t i l l , more wise? 
W i l l computers , n o w so ever h e l p f u l . 
Be, yet, more h a r m f u l t h a n they surmise? 

Suppose science cures o u r g o i n g hearts. 
A n d cancer becomes some rare disease. 
W i l l some unheard-of plague p r e v a i l . 
A n d h a r m m a n more t h a n he foresees? 

T h e f u t u r e holds a l l shut u p t i g h t . 
God , on ly , knows what's yet to come. 
Yet, numerous worries adhere to us. 
A n d stay they w i l l ' t i l futures clone. 
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J o h n Davis h a d been orda ined jus t twenty years ago. Previously, 
he h a d been a chapla in i n the N a v y and at several Cathol ic hospitals. 
For the past e ight years he had been here. H e r e was St. Stephen's a 
parish o n the edge o i the d o w n t o w n section o l the ci ty. For a few 
months , due to the onslaught of redevelopment , St. Stephen's h a d grad
u a l l y decreased f r o m f i f t e e n h u n d r e d to a mere two h u n d r e d parish
ioners. T h e n Father J o h n was betrayed. T h e Bishop h a d sold St. Ste
phen's to a construct ion company. J n fact, w o r k h a d already begun o n 
the a d j o i n i n g lo t . T h e f rame of the huge b u i l d i n g outside his w i n d o w 
made h i m even more b i t t e r . H e loved St. Stephen's. P a r t i n g f r o m i t 
was p a i n f u l enough. B u t , that the church h a d to be destroyed was u n 
bearable. H e was leav ing t o m o r r o w . 

I t started to r a i n . T h e bulldozers and cranes w o u l d have to stop. 
T h e n , he heard i t . T h e r e was a p i e r c i n g snap f o l l o w e d by a thunderous 
roar . H e bofted f r o m his r o o m , t h r o u g h the h a l l and o u t the rectory 
door. H e saw the w o r k m e n r u n n i n g t o w a r d the c l i f f w h i c h descended 
i n t o the b u i l d i n g f o u n d a t i o n . A corner of the girders and beams were 
no longer s tanding. H e reached the c rowd, a n d fe l t the h o r r o r hanoino-
o n the faces of t l ie w o r k m e n . ^ ^ 

Father J o h n rushed d o w n the p a t h to the b o t t o m of the p i t . T h e r e , 
he f o u n d the answer. One of the m e n had been d r i l l i n g a t u n n e l i n t o 
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a side of the d i r t cage. H e h a d b o r e d for twenty feet when the t u n n e l 
collapsed. T h e y h a d heard his scream. 

T h e r e was a h a l f - f i l l e d gap for about twelve feet, then an earthen 
w a l l . Father John d i v e d i n t o the hole. T h e y called h i m to come back. 
H e continuecl to w a l l o w t h r o u g h the soggy clay u n t i l he reached the 
barr ie r . T h e d a m p air c louded his eyes a n d soaked the strength f r o m 
h i m . C l a w i n g at the g r o u n d , his hands caked w i t h m u d . T h e n , there 
was the noise. A f a i n t scratch c o u ld be heard. I t grew lo u d er and 
louder . H i s f ingers d u g i n f u r t h e r . T h e surface gave way and his h a n d 
shot t h r o u g h . Someone seized his wr i s t . 

" I t ' s Father Davis , " he whispered, " H o l d o n . " T h e g r i p hesitated. 

T h e n , there was a groan, "Father . . . a priest?" "Yes," was the 
reply , " G r a b m y h a n d . " B u t , his wr i s t was set free. 

Father began to w i d e n the space w h e n the plea was moaned, 
"Father , . . . Bless me. Father, for I have s inned. " 

Father J o h n w a n t e d to scream to the m a n to grasp his a r m . Instead, 
he said, "Yes, go o n . " 

T h e next second, the rest of the f o u n d a t i o n gave way. T h e w o r k 
m e n t r i e d w i l d l y to remove the d i r t f r o m the grave of one of the i r 
fr iends and Father Davis. 

P A T I E N C E 
by J E F F R E Y J . C R U M B A K E R 

F r o m o u r earliest c h i l d h o o d , one v i r t u e is i n v a r i a b l y stressed, 
namely, patience. Even i n the h i g h chair we see o u r mothers exercise 
patience, as we h u r l o u r baby f o o d to the f lo o r . N e x t fo l lows o u r 
schooling, w h e n we are urged to self-discipline i n o u r w o r k . F i n a l l y , i n 
a career we employ perseverence i n our labor and w a i t i n g for the next 
pay check. One w o u l d t h i n k that after a l l this self-discipline, we w o u l d 
have perfected ourselves. 

However , one f i e l d threatens destruct ion to tha t facet of our 
natures. T h i s i m p e n d i n g danger is the sport of f i sh ing . 

I am n o t r e f e r r i n g to the child's bamboo r o d , rusty hooks a n d 
j u i c y worms, b u t , rather , to the advanced science of a d u l t a n g l i n g . T h e 
moclern f i sherman today must be e q u i p p e d w i t h an a b u n d a n t supply of 
b o t h money and t i m e . H e is assailed by thousands of f i s h i n g devices 
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besides the r o d , w h i c h can cost i r o m ten dollars to one-hundred dollars , 
and the reel, r u n n i n g I r o m seven to t w o - h u n d r e d dollars . H e can be 
t e m p t e d by sonar devices to attract l ish, by various lines, a l l o l w h i c h 
guarantee strength, d u r a b i l i t y and lack o l v i s i b i l i t y to the h u m a n eye 
(no n r e n t i o n o l the fish's eye), or by an i n f i n i t e a m o u n t of m u l t i 
colored lines, w h i c h promise a t w e n t y - p o u n d bass f o r even the novice. 
Besides these, he is under attack by many other invent ions such as a 
crafty t o o l w h i c h an amazed M a r i a Z i n p l e t t i attests w i l l extract t l ie 
h o o k f r o m any denizen of the deep. 

T h e next choice an angler must make is where to fis.h. Since every 
t o w n , p a r k and c lub brandishes a roadside poster d e p i c t i n g the b a t t l i n g 
f ish l eap ing f u r i o u s l y f r o m a nearby lake or stream, 1 dare no t delve 
i n t o this vast f i e l d . Nevertheless, i t is w o r t h y of m e n t i o n that some 
credible lists are available o n this sulj ject. 

I f after a l l these decisions, the f i sherman can s t i l l f i n d t i m e for 
f i sh ing , he is ready to p u l l i n the b i g one. 

N o w , the devotee scrambles t h r o u g h the u n d e r b r u s h to the place 
of his choice, probably su f fe r ing n o t h i n g more t h a n m i n o r cuts f r o m 
the eternal brambles, or bruises f r o m a h i d d e n log. I f by this t i m e he 
is not soaked by moist bushes, he has a good chance of s l i p p i n g i n the 
m u c k a n d f a l l i n g i n the lake. I have m e n t i o n e d an obviously rugged 
t e r r a i n since the t rue angler feels a v i r g i n area is a necessary factor. 

A t last, he can e x p e r i m e n t w i t h his costly new e q u i p m e n t . W i t l i a 
graceful f l i c k of his wr is t , he sends the t a n t a l i z i n g l i n e o f f to the f ish-
f i l l e d waters, o n l y to experience the t e r r i b l e rea l izat ion of f i n d i n g i t 
decorat ing the highest b o u g h of a nearby tree. I f he can free i t by sun
d o w n , he w i l l have the pleasure of h i t t i n g several i m d e r w a t e r snags and 
cleaning the m u d o u t of his seventy-doflar reel. 

A t sundown , he stomps back to his car, freed of the b u r d e n of 
r o d and tackle w h i c h , i n a complete b r e a k d o w n of patience, he has 
h u r l e d i n t o the m u r k y depths of the lake. 
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Frederic Ozanam 
by R O B E R T P. M I L T E N B E R G E R 

Frederic Ozanam was b o r n i n 1813 i n M i l a n , I t a l y , of French 
jaarentage. H e was one of four teen c h i l d r e n w h o m D r . and M a d a m 
Ozanam b r o u g h t i n t o this w o r l d . H e grew u p w i t h sorrow — eleven of 
his brothers and sisters d i e d . H e knew poverty — his father w o r k e d a 
great deal w i t h the poor. H e experienced fear of G o d and love of G o d 
by the way his mother k n e l t a n d by her expressions w h i l e at the bed 
of her husband's d y i n g patients. W i t h such a b a c k g r o u n d , is there any 
wonder that he t u r n e d o u t to be the m a n he was? 

A l l the l i teratiu-e concerned w i t h Frederic Ozanam seems to exto l 
his p i t y for the poor and love for G o d . T h e r e is no d o u b t t lrat Frederic 
Ozanam had these cjualities; however, I believe that he h a d two other 
at tr ibutes f o r e i g n to the t w e n t i e t h century person. These dis t inct ive 
features are i n d i v i d u a l i s m and i n i t i a t i v e . 

I n d i v i d u a l i s m seems to be the greater of these two qual i t ies . Fred
eric Ozanam w a n t e d to be d i l l e r e n t . H e w a n t e d to do something that 
wasn't b e i n g done. H e w a n t e d to be himsel f n o t J o h n , J i m or someone 
else. T h i s , coupled w i t h his love for G o d a n d P i ty f o r the poor a l l of 
w h i c h were f o r e i g n ideas n o t o n l y to his generat ion b u t also to the 
assembly-line hiunans of today, made h i m a b o r n leader of Christ ians. 
T h e only t h i n g he needed was the i n i t i a t i v e to start a moveinent i n the 
name of G o d . 

T h i s q u a l i t y , a l t h o u g h t n o t q u i t e as rare n o w as i t was i n the 
1830's, is f o u n d i n re la t ive ly few men. Frederic Ozanam had such a rare 
a t t r i b u t e . U n l i k e many of his counterparts w h o later j o i n e d his p r o g r a m , 
he h a d a l i f e - long desire to h e l p . 

I n 1833, he organized the Society of Saint V i n c e n t de Paul . W i t h i n 
the next twenty years, Frederic Ozanam's s ingular conference had 
blossomed i n t o a w o r l d - w i d e organizat ion h e l p i n g the people w h o need 
h e l p the most, the poor. T o d a y , there is a sector of his organiza t ion i n 
every Cathol ic par ish and diocese. 

T o such a m a n , the greatest thanks should be awarded. Frederic 
Ozanam possessed f o u r great characteristics: love for G o d , p i t y for the 
poor, i n i t i a t i v e a n d i n d i v i d u a l i s m . A t the present t ime , the C h u r c h has 
bestowed no h o n o r of g l o r i f i c a t i o n i q x ) n this m a n . W h o knows, i f the 
C h u r c h feels as 1, maybe Frederic Ozanam w i l l soon be beat i f i ed and 
then made a saint so that we may look u p o n h i m as a t rue C h r i s t i a n 
of today. 
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; Different Perspectives 
by D A N I E L R . H O L T Z 

L e a d i n g t l ie good l i f e i n a perfect l and 
O f unreal is t ic love and sorrow w i t h 
Peace, kindness and g o o d w i l l f o l l o w i n g i n 
Suit to vice, uncurable , v i l e and such, 
I loved abstinence f r o m a l l unpleas ing to 
M e , good, bad, a l l o n l y half-sought. Alas. 

N o n e was real enough to seek i f my heart 
D i d n o t desire such a t h i n g , then , b u t then . 
Variance is of essence they d i d say — 
N o t necessary, real ly , i f n o t f o u n d 
I n complete categories. I f so, l i f e 
W o u l d be l i k e a hal f - read book or poem. 

N o t on ly must our a t t e n t i o n be set 
I n w r i t i n g , t h i n k i n g and i n other things . 
B u t a t t e n t i o n must be complete, n o t jus t 
P a r t i a l . T h e h a l f - f o r m e d idea or deed is 
A br idge to nowhere , wast ing o u r t i m e a n d 
B u t i t br ings need for a somewhere. 

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

A n o l d man's enemy, 
A y o u n g man's need. 

A f l ee t ing f i g u r e , 
A c r a w l i n g f o r m . 

A n unseen stranger. 
W i t h seen effects. 

A measur ing r u l e . 
A l o n g w h i c h we tread. 

T i m e ' s u p . 
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Death 
by M I C H A E L X . Z E L E N A K 

H e races t h r o u g h a c h i l l y n i g h t 
A f t e r he is b o r n anew. 
T o steal away a y o u n g child's l i f e 
W h o w i t h h i m holds no grudge. 

Or , q u i c k l y r u s h i n g to e n d i t soon, 
A desperate person asks h i m to come — 
B u t he cannot refuse, come he must . 
For his d u t y is d e f i n i t e •— clear and precise, 

I n battles, he f ights everywhere. 
M o u n t i n g and scaling the walls of men, 
He strips the body of the l i f e w i t h i n . 
For he is father a n d m o t h e r of wars. 

Sometimes, they say, he even dares 
T o grapple w i t h p o w e r f u l Psyche — 
H e fears n o one. 
B u t , possibly, himsel f . 

A l t h o u g h a famous m a n i n t o w n . 
H i s patronage is shunned, 
A n d o n l y M o r t i s I c i a n cares 
T o under take this task. 

A l l places are his p l a y g r o u n d . 
A l l havens are his h e l l , 
Since the boat across the Stygian 
Is always b r i m l y f i l l e d . 

I shall someday v is i t his k i n g d o m . 
For I too must make the j o u r n e y . 
" H e cannot be a v o i d e d " says E. T u r n i t y , 
Eras ing the i - m f r o m i m m o r t a l i t y . 

15 



The 

Causes 

by T H O M A S F . S C A N L O N 

I t was 1777. 

C o r p o r a l James H e n r y Stark lay f l a t o n his back o n the V i r g i n i a 
h i l l s ide . A l l his thoughts t u r n e d t o his dearest w i f e , Lisa, a n d the i r 
meager R i c h m o n d homestead. H e h a d been w i t h the Cont inenta ls for 
t w o years, ever since he enlisted back i n N o v e m b e r of '75. H e h a d seen 
ne i ther his w i f e nor his home since that t i m e . 

T h e reason for his r e t u r n i n g home w o u l d p r o b a b l y take those two 
years to e x p l a i n , since i t took that l o n g to b u i l d u p . B u t , i t is suf f ic ient 
to k n o w that the war has been h a r d o n h i m . I t has demanded his 
courage, and he has responded i n suclr a way that he is d r a i n e d of a l l 
s p i r i t . W h a t he is d o i n g n o w m i g h t , i n some instances, be called de
sertion. H i s enl is tment isn't u p , b u t his endurance is. 

As he stood u p f r o m his rest, he t u r n e d and looked for the search
i n g party . A l l he cou l d see was the ye l low V i r g i n i a m o o n and a spatter
i n g of w h i t e stars. H e was too far f r o m camp to see the g l o w i n g camp-
fires or to hear the a n n o y i n g sniper f i r e . 

T h e C o r p o r a l t u r n e d away and started d o w n the h i l l s ide . Over and 
over, his m i n d recounted the day's hectic events. T h e q u i e t m o r n i n g , 
the imexpected Hessian attack, his close brush w i t h the enemy and 
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death, and the a r g u m e n t w i t h M a j o r A n d r e were a l l so b i t ter to h i m 
now. T h e sooner he c o u l d forget soldiers and war, the sooner his m i n d 
w o u l d be at peace. I f he were f o u n d he w o u l d be k i l l e d o n the spot. 
B u t he was w i l l i n g to r isk his l i f e to leave i t a l l b e h i n d . 

H e h a d r isked his l i f e for another cause f o r the past two- years. N o w 
he realized that that cause, f reedom f r o m oppression, was unreachable 
and not w o r t h d y i n g for. H i s present cause, a safe and peaceful f a m i l y 
l i f e , made more sense to h i m . A w i f e he loved was strong enough cause 
to lead h i m home. 

I f a searching par ty h a d been sent after h i m , they should be closing 
i n about now, he t h o u g h t . H e should reach home by d a w n i f he con
t i n u e d at this steady pace a l l n i g h t . U p o n reaching a rise, he stopped 
to catch his brea th a n d survey the s i tua t ion . H e c l i m b e d a tree and 
looked back. H e strained his eyes to penetrate the complete blackness. 
T h e moonbeams f e l l l i g h t l y o n a d i r t r o a d u p ahead. I t l o o k e d f a m i l i a r . 
Sure, n o w he recal led. H e was about seven miles f r o m home. H e h a d 
made good t i m e u p t o now, and w i t h that incent ive he w o u l d move 
even faster. H e j u m p e d d o w n f r o m the tree. 

O n the r o a d the j o u r n e y looked l o n g w i t h the h i l l s a n d streams 
ahead. B e h i n d , i t looked . . . I n back! T h e r e they were, over o n that 
bend i n the r o a d heading this way. T h e par ty was too far o f f to spot h i m . 

" F i l t h y rats, every one," he t h o u g h t , " T h e y should have enough 
sense to forget the w a r and go home. L i k e me. Go home. T u r n your 
horses back home. I k n o w what's best. D o n ' t y o u fellas have no sense?" 

H i s emotions stacked u p . H e had feared once, b u t he feared no 
more. H i s fears h a d been of war, death, searching parties, and soldiers. 
B u t n o w his fears m e l t e d as a candle melts w h e n the f lame grows hot . 
T h e fear dissappeared w h e n the heat of anger was added. 

H e t h o u g h t , " W h a t sense they got? T h e m and the i r wais and k i l l 
i n g . D o n ' t they k n o w of love and a cause of t h e i r o w n . Fools!" 

T h e searchers drew nearer. H e sung out , " Q u i t y o u r war ! Get 
home, y o u spineless murderers ! " T h e y responded i n a vol ley of r i f l e 
f i r e . 

T h e causes met , and b o t h had the i r say. 

17 



T H E 
T R A I N 

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

I must go, no longer can I w a i t . 
Hasten to the t r a i n . Soon i t departs. 

T h e people c r o w d aboard, too many. 
W i l l they a l l reach the end, l ike me? 

A l o n e , alone i t must be done alone. 
Everyone is cold. Yes, we w i l l make i t . 

M a n is man's worst enemy. 
T h e o n l y hope is sol i tude. 

T h e isolat ion mounts , the laces begin to show 
Signs of confidence, indi f ference a n d . . . despair. 

N o , no t despair. T h i s is the on ly way. 
D o n ' t give u p . Y o u must do i t . T h e n , he j u m p s . 

H e was too weak, p o o r fe l low, b u t then 
A l o n e , alone, i t must be done alone. 

M o r e are leaving now. Foofs, d o n ' t they k n o w 
W e , the apathetic, we w i l l complete the j o u r n e y . 

T h e brakes shreik a n d t remble . W e cannot stop. 
T h e c l i f f comes near. W e are lost. 

Dea th , hate a n d p a i n l ie i n the wreckage. 
A l o n e , alone i t cannot be done alone. 
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by D O U G L A S L . R E I L L Y 

T h e r e is a r u m o r i n c i r c u l a t i o n today that l i f e has been standard
ized. Each m a n n o w lives to f i l l his o w n ins ign i f i cant niche i n society 
f o r w h i c h he was predestined. H e must c o n f o r m and accommodate his 
space as neatly as jDossible. H i s l i f e can be reduced to an equat ion , to 
a regular p a t t e r n of chronologica l development . H e is b o r n , educated 
and takes his place i n the w o r l d . H e marries, raises a f a m i l y a n d w i t h 
draws f r o m a l l to awai t the end. So, this is l i f e : b i r t h , t r a i n i n g , w o r k , 
death — q u i t e a s tandard procedure. 

For the people whose lives f i t the equat ion , l i f e is n o t l i v i n g . For 
these, i t is a process that must be mechanical ly a n d u n q u e s t i o n i n g l y 
p e r f o r m e d , m u c h l i k e c o m p u ter p r o g r a m m i n g and assembly l i n e pro
d u c t i o n . M a n y deny that they f i t the f o r m u l a , t h o u g h unconsciously, 
they do. T h e i r goals are f i n a n c i a l security and social status. Yet, w h a t 
are these, i f n o t f i t t i n g i n t o one's economic and social niche, i f n o t 
s u r r o u n d i n g l i f e w i t h the walls of the world? These people are t rapped. 

B u t , somewhere, h a u n t i n g me is a voice that seems to whisper , 
" T h e r e is m o r e ! " L i f e should n o t be a f o r m u l a i c existence. I f i t were, 
then there w o u l d be n o t h i n g l o r w h i c h to look f o r w a r d ; e v e r y t h i n g 
w o u l d be p a r t of the p a t te r n . A t the present, a l l o u r goals must be 
temporary . Perhaps, many of us feel depressed because we are t r y i n g 
to elevate these temporary , m i n o r goals to the h e i g h t of m a j o r ones. 
T h e t r u t h is, t h o u g h , they s imply do n o t l u l f i l l the requirements of o u r 
a n t i c i p a t i o n . As a residt , we feel lost and dejected. C o u l d i t be possible 
tha t p l u g g i n g neat ly i n t o o u r respective .social sockets may n o t be the 
key to a happy l i f e , to a l i v i n g life? 

T h e n , i f there is more to l i f e , w h a t is it? I t , whatever i t is, is 
obviously n o t to be f o u n d i n w o r l d l y possessions or security. I t fo l lows 
then , tha t i t is n o t of this w o r l d , b u t o f some other ; yet, i t can and must 
be sought o n this terra f i r m a . Is i t one t h i n g , or a g r o u p of things? 
W h a t e v e r i t is, i t has certa inly been i g n o r e d and excluded f r o m the 
f o r n u d a . Is i t the same for everyone, or d i f f e r e n t for each person? I f 
i t exists, i t must complement l i f e w i t h a meaning and a purpose. I t 
must remove l i f e f r o m the conve)or bel t . Once y o u f i n d i t , y o u can 
cease to be the b o l t i n the machine, the cog i n the gear, the par t 
neat ly i n its place. 

T h e " i t " i n quest ion is God's love. T h i s is the one and o n l y answer 
to the p r o b l e m . God's love is the missing t e r m i n the eq u at io n . I f i t 
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is l e f t o u t of l i f e , l i f e turns i n t o a monotonous , purposeless existence. 
O n the other h a n d , the person w h o has f o u n d G o d a n d H i s love is 
l i v i n g l i f e to the f u l l . H e can see the pleasures and goals of this l i f e i n 
the i r p r o p e r perspective and value t h e m accordingly. B u t a l l the w h i l e , 
he can look beyond the obvious a n d the tangible towards that w h i c h 
gives t h e m meaning , towards that w h i c h puts t h e m i n the i r deserved 
places. H i s ant i c ipat ions are f u l f i l l e d by seeking the goal of l o v i n g G o d 
i n r e t u r n and c o m i n g i n t o closer contact w i t h H i m . H e is free f r o m the 
conveyor be l t ; he has ascended to a h igher level. T h e one-time prisoner 
of the w o r l d has f o u n d G o d and been freed. 

He Who 
by D A N I E L F . I^ODGERS 

H e w h o h a t l i the s p i r i t sought. 
Knows i f he's been r i g h t l y taught . 
T h a t goodness lies i n w o r k and deed 
I n t e n d i n g to m a n k i n d ' s need; 
T o forsake one's o w n selfish wants, 
A i m over desire; that's w h a t counts. 
For i n the struggle ' t w i x t l i l e and death, 
O b l i v i o n takes no precedent. 
Riches are l o u n d i n the a i m . 
N o t i n gathered w e a l t h and fame. 
For i f a l l things are r i g h t l y sought. 
T h e n e v i l h a t h the seeker naught . 
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by R o i s E R T F. D E B S K I 

D r a p e d w i t h eagle feathers and cackl ing beads, the war lances 
bent s tubborn ly to the gentle breeze that now swept the P l a i n of Death . 
T h e y were s t i l l wedgecl f i r m l y i n the backs and chests of copper-red 
corpses. T h i s had been the clay of the Test. T h e Mauche had just 
defeated the A t r o p o i s i n a bloody slaughter of b o t h tribes. 

Nonetheless, the Mauche had w o n , led by the fearless w a r r i o r S inu. 
H e h a d been content p l o w i n g his f a r m and ra is ing his c h i l d r e n . B u t , 
the A t r o p o i s h a d o v e r r u n the l a n d of the L a n o u , the Mauche's neigl i -
bors, a n d threatened his o w n t e r r i t o r y . I ' h e A t r o p o i s of fered an a l l i 
ance. However , S inu knew this meant slavery, and he w a n t e d to be 
free. So, he led his t r i b e to v ic tory . N o w , he was chief, and others were 
seeking his p r o t e c t i o n . M a n y tribes smoked the p ipe of U n i o n , and i t 
seemed the days ahead w o i d d be good. T h e crops were p l e n t i f u l . T h e 
forests f u l l of game. T l i e people were happy. Sinn's sons were becoming 
men, and his heart -(vas w a r m . 

One day, a scouting party r e t u r n e d w i t h long faces and went 
q u i e t l y to Sinn's tepee. y\w t r ibe h a d a r r i v e d i n the valley of the 
W a t e r f a l l . T h e Mauche were aroused. W o u l d this new t r i b e be another 
Atropois? Sinu assembled the chiefs of the U n i o n . T h e y sent an em
bassy to learn the intent ions of t l ie new ones. T h e embassy r e t u r n e d 
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satisfied. T l i e new t r ibe , the Gree, meant no l i a r m . T h e y , too, wanted 
peace. Gi f t s were exclianged, a n d a l l ^ '̂ere happy. 

T h e Mauche U n i o n and the Gree became fr iends. M o r e a n d m o r e 
Gree appeared i n the Mauche villages a n d i n t e r m a r r i e d . Soon, the 
smaller Mauche tribes demanded equal por t ions of the a n n u a l h i u r t . 
B u t , the i r people were not as many, and Sinu refused. T h e y began to 
stir the others, and anger m o u n t e d . S inu w o u l d not p u n i s h his people. 

T h e r e were more banquets, a n d the w a r r i o r s neglected the i r 
duties. T h e crops and the meat supply d w i n d l e d . S inu encouraged them 
w i t h f iery speeches b u t w e n t no f u r t h e r . H e w o u l d n o t p u n i s h his o w n 
people. 

T h e annua l h u n t was neglected, and the M a u c h e grew soft. T h e y 
now traded blankets and ^veapons to the Gree for f o o d . Sinn's sons were 
staying at the vi l lage near the W a t e r f a l l . One of the larger tribes had 
b r o k e n the U n i o n and l i v e d as a dependent of the Gree. T h e Gree 
sent w a r r i o r s i n t o the M a u c h e villages to urge t h e m to revol t against 
S inu, w h o h a d become o l d a n d gray. B u t , S inu was conf ident his people 
w o u l d r e m a i n loyal . F i n a l l y , the villages became enemies, and the wheat 
and corn were b u r n e d . T h e people began to starve, b u t the Gree w o u l d 
sell no more food . 

One n i g h t , the Gree ra i de d one of the Mauche villages and butch
ered the inhabi tants . N o w , S inu gathered his people and said i t was 
t ime to f i g h t a n d i m i t e as of o fd . T h e Mauche w o u l d not l isten. T h e y 
w a n t e d peace. A n y w a y , tha t v i l lage had deserved r u i n . 

Weeks later, S inu was again t e l l i n g his people of the U n i o n tha t 
had been lost. Suddenly, a b a n d of Gree braves rode u p w i t h Sinn's 
eldest son i n the lead. H e proclaimed that the M a u c h e were weak and 
w o u l d be treated as slaves by the m i g h t y Gree. A n arrow p l u n g e d i n t o 
the chest of S inu as the people were led away. Flail ing to the g r o u n d , 
no one heard his last gasp, " U n i t e , u n i t e . " 

T h e bodies of the Mar ines lay studded w i t h bidlets on the beach 
o f I w o Jima. T h e Al l i es had jus t defeated the A x i s , l ed to v ic tory by 
the U n i t e d States. She was n o w protector of the w o r l d , b u t a new n a t i o n , 
Soviet Russia, appeared. She w a n t e d peace. 
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by D O U G L A S L . R E I L L Y 

T h e R e v ' r u n d calms; the f a m i l y burns 
As death does t u r n y o u pale. 
For n o w you make the f i n a l t u r n 
O f a long and w i n d i n g t r a i l . 

T h o u g h t s i n t o your m i n d w i l l d r i f t 
As death draws ever near. 
Y o u spy the ear th and heaven r i f t ; 
Y o u begin to f i l l w i t h fear. 

E a r t h moves f r o m y o u fast away; 
Y o u leave good times a n d fr iends. 
O n w a r d to an u n k n o w n bay. 
Y o u sail t h r o u g h t r o u b l e d winds . 

Panic plays u p o n your soul 
As darkness shades the l i g h t . 
T h e evening bells of l i f e -wil l t o l l 
As you sl ip i n t o the n i g h t . 

Seconds pass t h r o u g h time's o l d w a l l ; 
T h e present becomes the past. 
Y o u l o n g to catch t h e m as they l a l l . 
A n d h o l d t h e m i n your grasp. 

T h e t r a i n of L i f e is f l y i n g by; 
Y o u make one f i n a l leap. 
Y o u f a i l i n this, your one last t ry , 
A n d n o w forever sleep. 
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In Step 
With a Lottery 

by D A N I E L R . H O L T Z 

F r o m near and lar , a l l come l o r t r a d i t i o n . 
Done mazzolato to please the c rowd, 
T h e condennied m a n stands by the priests. 
A l l b u t lew w a i t i m p a t i e n t l y l o r t l ie t i m e . 

I ' h e condemned m a n q u i r k s w i t h nervous l iaie . 
A base m a n , i t seems, is to pay atone n o w 
W h i l e spouse looks on u n m o v e d , impassive. 
M o t h e r , alone, is pale as a ghost. 

" W h a t d i d he d o , " says one to many. 
" W h o cares. It's done , " one I r o m tl iere cries. 
" D e a t h is due. Y o u see his lace. 
I ts e v i l I t h i n k . " B u t tear i t was. 

T h e mace was raised, and death came next . 
U n m o v e d by b l o o d , the c r o w d gaped. 
T h e n i t was done. N o more to see. 
A l l went the i r -way. T h e i r w o r k was undone . 
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