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O Mary Immaculate, Patroness of the Americag and Queen of the Order of
Friars Minor . . . Inspire, form, and nurture with the care of a mother, many
vocations to the Order of Friars Minor, so that seraphic love, labor, and sacri-
fice will ever continue to flourish in this land of thine. Amen,
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IF YOUASK US ...

We came across the word “semin-
ary” in the dictionary today, and, even
though old Dan Webster was a pio-
neer in the genteel art of scooping a
language of words into an alphabeti-
cal form, we must soberly declare that
he didn’t do the noun justice.

“A seminary is an institution for the
training of candidates for the priest-
hood or ministry,” This is very vague
and confusing. What picture does a
reader draw from such a definition?

We have always thought, smugly,
that a4 seminary is more than what the
Merriam-Webster editions elaim it to
be. To prove our point, we dusted
off the Catholic Encyclopedia to find
its version, This amazing book not
only defined the term in full, but also,
as we had expected, gave an idea of
seminary life in general

The phrase “in general” was the
citeh in the whole thing. We were
still not satisfed. We'd like a defini-
tion of our seminary, so. not wishing
to slight Mr. Webster, and with due
apologies to the Catholic Encyclope-
dia. we feel recklessly capable of mak-
ing up our own definition, which

WHAT’S IN A NAME

would probably run like this:

St. Anthony’s Seminary is a body
which consists of members: priests
and seminarians. Though our body
externally resembles any other of its
kind, it is normal that there should be
a dissimilarity in blood here, a differ-
ence which we feel is Frankly unique.
For our blood, which energizes our
life, claims a rarity which traces its
only origin to a heavenly source
whence all imperishable and preserv-
ing life Aows. This tenacious stream
of vivifying blood is the same surging
and dynamic foree which has swirled
like sparkling sun-reflecting ripples of
a fresh mountain cascade for TOO
years. Someone termed it Francis-
canism, and the name has lasted. And
just as comradeship exists but can be
spoken of omly abstractly, so, too, is
this Franciscan spirit a reality which
the dimsighted materialist declares an
erroneous fraud and which the God-
minded call an aid to perfection. This
unparalleled blood cannot be procur-
ed from a blood bank; it is. like the
glistening rays of the sun, too noble
and majestic to be tangible, Francis-
canfsm 15 a gift whose donor saw in



the son of Pietro Bernadone His im-
aee and whe fortified Francis' follow-
ers with an ever-pulsating spirit which
would be purer than early morning
dew, fresher than a hundred orange
hlossoms, and more powerful than any
irom will. Without this precions Fran-
viscan blood, seminary life would be a
pitiful comedy; faculty and stodents
would be so many animated puppets,
the buildings and grounds mocking
5iace props.

With the idea of the theatre in mind,
we can call 5t. Anthony's a setting in
which a corriculom of studies, sports,
yer is portrayved. The audience
ions visitors, Iviends, and tour-
v can view this panorama from a
distance. but can neither share intim-

ately in it nor rearrange the program,
But because a true drama radiates an
atmosphere which clings to the audi
ence, the visitors take with them from
5t. Anthony's more than a bit of Fran-
ciscin spirit,

This is our definition, It is fairly
aeeurate, we think, even though
lenathy, and eaptures the spirit of our
institution.

Permil us, then, to close onr diction-
ary, haul the Encyclopedia back to its
cob-wehbed shelf, and wipe our glass-
es to glimpse briefly, this month, the
mirth and merriment, the trials and
tribulations of seminarvions’ life — as
vou like it}

The Editors

Down at The Swimming Hole

Opportunity Intrudes

The morning was cool and crisp.
The odor of pine needles and mould-
ing leaves intermingled in the air and
left o fresh, pleasant smell. High above
the world an eagle or hawk swam aim-
lessly in an azure sea.

1 put the last of the tin dishes away
with u elang and glanced around the
-amp to see if one of the sundry jobs
left for me was still unfinished. Ev-
erything appeared to be in order.

By Dave Pollard, ‘52

“Why don't vou go down and go
swimming in that pool down the
mountain?” said a little voice within
me. This was agreed to by-a major-
ity vote, and picking up my gun (for
vou can never tell what you will meet
in the mountains ) 1 started off for the
pool

As 1 sat, taking off my shoes and
socks, on @ damp, cold rock wom
smooth and round by the passing of

timie, 1 inspected the surroundings of
the pool carefully, 1 could barely dis-
tinguish the purple mountaing through
thé - dense evergreen trees  which
erowded out onto the very brink of
the pool. At several places they had
been pushed too close, and rotting old
trees were lying on the steep bank.
like undecided old men, half in and
half out of the water, Little vari-col-
ored bhirds flitted through the sun-
drenched trees, waging their endless
wil on Inseels zig-zageing about. The
pool itself was clear, blue anid with-
out-a ripple. Except for the little
splashes and gurgling made by the
stream runming into it, it might have
been a lLuge mirror, in which God
looking out of the heavens could see
himself.

Then the thick silence was sliced
by a sharp snap coming from’ across
the pool. Automatically T looked over,
and there 1 saw a buck deer. his beau-
tiful head sand antlers erect. one foot
deliberately yet gracefully off the
ground.

He too was scrutinizing the pool’s
surroundings, looking for enemies.
Haoping he bad not noticed me, 1 sat
perfectly still.

After a minute o so of this panto-
mime duel he stepped up to the water
and began to drink. Inch by inch 1
edged my hand toward the gun be-
hind me. 1 felt the cold wooden stock
as my fingers closed around it. T lifted
it up and brought it towards me.

Suddenly the buck's head shot up.
He held it high.

“0oh! T must have made some noise,”
1 thought. “Did he hear me?” After a

fow seconds, as though in answer 1o
my guestion, he went back to his
drinking and 1 could breathe some-
what easier.

1 slowly brought the gun to my
shoulder. 1 drew a bead on his neck,
and squeezed the trigger.

The buck Hew backwards and hit
the ground, flaying the air with his
hooves in his effort to rise. He man-
aged to get clumsily to his feet and
dashed towards the dense under-
growth. Just as he was clearing one
of the dead logs, 1 fired the second
time. He kicked spasmodically in the
air and erashed heavily to the ground
on his shoulder, rolling over and over
as he did.

When he stopped moving he was
out of sight behind a log.

Bunning quickly around the poal 1
was soon standing over my beautiful
gight-point deer: it was lying on o
crimson-spattered  bed of leaves,
twitching faintly, but mine for sure.

OUR COVER

Though class may be over. the age-
old curiosity to know “what makes it
tick™ seems to have a few first class-
men under its spell. And the semin-
ary's three-speed phonograph hasa't
had an idle moment. It is used in the
classroom to play symphonies, in
study hall to entertain the students
with the Hour of St. Francis, and in
Public Speaking sessions to give us
practice in spenking pver a micio-
phone. Now, at last, a student can
learn the history of a composer and
enjoy the music, too.



FEATURE ARTICLE

ROAD MAP TO THE FRANCISCANS

[ am writing this to you from Saint
Anthony's Seraphic Seminary in San-
ta Barbara, California. 1 am here
through the workings of Cod's grace.
[ am here to begin my studies and
spiritual preparation for the priest-
hoad; the priesthood in a religious or-
der, the priesthood in the Franciscan
Order. This is by no means phenom-
enal, for [ am just one of 170 average
young men aspiring to this worthy
goal. Perhaps it did take me a little
longer than normal to decide that this
was where 1 belonged, but what real-
:_, matters now is the present, and the
beckoning future,

The first inkling of a desire for the
priesthood came to me when 1 was
an eighth grader. A Maryknoll Father
dramatized, for the benefit of the class,
a spine-tingling account of the adven-
tures of a missionary in China. He
completely wafted me into another
world, a world in which 1 gloried for
all af five or six hours. As soon as the
dismissal bell sounded that afternoon,
[ charged for my hike and churned
homeward with my secrets as fast as
I was able. 1 guess [ startled Mom as

BY GILBERT WRIGHT, ‘50

I lunged into the front room shouting:

“Hey, Mom! Hey, Mom! I'm gein
to Chinal” Rapidly she took control
of the situation and, greeting my  en-
thusiasm with an understanding smile,
she lavished a few words of elegant
approval. I was stunned. She didn’t
gasp, nor was she startled. In fact,
she made the Orient sound like our
neighbor's backyard, Within the houy
all thought of rice, rickshaws, and
sumpans had vanished from my mind,
and my attention turned to baseball
and my rapidly approaching high
school career,

Throuwghout my prep years my vo-
eation lay dormant within me. Occa-
sonally it stirred slightly in the form
of curiositv or admiration. Omnce or
twice it even flickered before my men-
tal eve as a real, though remote, pos-
sibility. Never did it remain visible
for anv length of time, however, nor
did my outlock change during my
brief service in the U. S. Army. Only
after the war and after my discharge
had been granted did 1 begin to con-
sider seriously my life’s work. Ewen
then the priesthood glowed only faint-

-]

Iy as it lay smothered, beneath an
enormous heap of “other possibilities,”
I enrolled at the University of Santa
Clara. It was after my first year here
that Ged intervened. Under the ex-
cellent guidance of the Jesuit Fathers,
the cobwebs and dust were slowly
swept from the surface of my voca-
cation, and [ was able to see the crys-
tal pure beanty of this priceless burn-
ing gem. Slowly the Hames rose and
soon their light revealed the gold plat-
ed shadows of emptiness which had
been my former ambitions. 1 realized
I must become a priest if | possibly
could. Of this, if nothing else, 1 was
certain. As to where I would go or
how 1 would begin 1 was temporarily
mystified.

The guestion of suiting my life to a
definite order or congregation was,
for o while, a confusing one. | exam-
ined the pages of my past but found
little satisfaction. My hrst real contact
with the priestly life had been through
the secular Fathers. My best friend in
grammar school had entered their
seminary, and how well [ remembered
my dynamic pastor with his talent for
accomplishment. Yet, the secular life
was primarily an individoal life. |
thirsted for the Family life woven by
individual men thriving spiritually as
a single organism, with each member
depending on the other and assisting
the other in his growth to personal
perfection.  Alsa, the secular life did
not reguire the vow of poverty. 1
thirsted for poverty of spirit, and I saw
that the purifying vow of poverty was
for me the most direct means to this
goal. I realized immediately that my

search was not to end yet. The pages
of my memory continued to turn, and,
as they did, 1 saw my high school and
the Christian Brothers 1 had as teach-
ers. As much ps | admired theése
saintly and learned men, 1 was cer-
tain I would never be one of them. 1
knew my voeation swas to the priest-
hood, for the very thought of offering
God's Sacred Blood and Body with my
own hands was the foundation and
cornerstone for all my hopes. It was
the realization of this that charged mae
with the enthusiasm 1 was then be-
ginming to experience. Thus the pages
continued to turn, and T continued to
search.

When my memory conducted me
through my college years; 1 stopped
to consider the Jesuits. 1 had knowm
them for four vears and it was throngh
them that | was awakened to my vo-
cation. | read the life of St. Ignatius
and knew his character and the spirit
of his snciety. He had adopted a rule
of militaristic discipline as the basis
for his Howering in perfection. His
spirit was that of a soldier, his per-
sonality was that of a warrior. In the
Society of Jesus 1 found a small por-
tion of what I was looking for, vet
something big, something important
was absent. 1 had to find a vet undis-
covered road to Christ. My npature
longed for a yet unknown model. For
this reason I turmed to St. Dominie. 1
was beginning to realize the value of
a life that was contemplative, not in
practice. but in spirit. This contem-
plative spirit appeared as an ever-
growing foundation for the active life,
as a spiritual well from which coald






