


2 St. Joseph’s Recorder

Seminarian?

"Wherefore rejoice? What conquest brings thee home?"

Do these lines from Shakespeare's Julius Caesar ex-
oress the thoughts of our families as we triumphantly
come home for a vacation from the seminary? Do we re-
turn like conquering heroes to our homes? We certainly
hope not; but as we all know, a vacatloning seminarilan
is subjected to a lot of pampering during his visits
home. Qur canonical fingers must not be subjected to
dishwater, Heaven forbid the carrying of any garbage!
We shouldn't be expected to run to the store or do er-
rands: after all, we are only home for a short time
and must enjoy ourselves.

Is this a familiar picture? This is a brief look at
our famous "King Seminarian" of Salt Sheker fame. This
attitude of awe and reverence 1s common to most of us
and 1t takes strong will power to let our families
know we are not that speclal. Our last vacation at
Thanksgiving has given us a quick taste of the pedis-
tal treatment, and now at Christmas we will have two
week'!s worth, unless we work —at it. Work it i1g too!

Such exalted tribute 1is hard to say no to, but if we
are to imitete our Model, that's what we must do. It
would seem rather incongruous to be home celebrating

Jegus', our Model's, birthday, ané expect to play the
role of Mr. Big when Qur Lord reminds us how He lived.
Try to picture Our Lord home from the seminary and
letting Himself be treated like that. We can't even
form a picture of 1it.

What do we do then, while we're home — hide in our
room? No. Of course we don't do that; and we will un-
avoidably tread over some of the '"red carpet" spread
by friends and relatives. But we must do our share of
the normal family activity. Washing dishes, burning
the papers, running errands for Mom are all ways we
can share in the true spirit of our vocation and cele-
brate Christ's birthday.

Have a happy and holy Christmas!

Otto Rambles Around Campus

I bear thee sweet tidings and joyous good will.
thy days shine with Christmas
happy spirit cast its rays
endeared, Whew! Well,
let's get down to work,

The other day I took a walk during recreation to see
what everyone was doing. I stopped for a while near
the inclinerator to0 warm myself and chat with George
while he burned some cans. Later, I wandered to the
senior smoking path and there on the step sat Paul
Thiefels all alone. On second thought not all alone,
because one could tell by the excited flush in his
face that he was really enjoying the company of his
physics book. I heard angry voices at the other end of
the path and turned to see Ron Belanger and Ron Kess-
ler heatedly arguing whether a spade or a shovel is
better adapted for uprooting trees. (Brother!) while
walking around the front drive, I had the queerest
sensation of someone watching me. It took a few miln-
utes but I finally spied Mitch peering at me through
his artillary telescope sight. About this time I heard
a raised voice with an Irish accent as strong as

May
good cheer and may thy
upon all to whom thou art
so much for Christmas - now,

garlic coming from the vicinity of the stage. Of
course, I haven't the least idea who this may be, but
he sure has a strong accent - probably one of the Lit-
tle People. Speaking of the stage, the other day dur-
ing play practice Paul Kramer dashed out from one of
the wings and was supposed to have sung some line. He
stopped and paused with arm uplifted while his face
showed the look of a blank mind. Fr. Fay looked at him
and then sang "Happy Birthday to You®., At this point,
I ended my walk and headed for my cozy room only to

encounter Fr. Thome swinging down the hall happily
humming to himself. Ah, this wonderful holiday atmos-
phere!

Again I must go. I'm sure there will be more to tell
you in the next 1stae. So once again, as a parting
salutation, may I wish you a happy and holy Christmas.

Christ I3
C oming aigain

Many thousands of years ago man sinned against God
for the first time. Sin had been born into the world.
And God punished this first sin. Man lost his original
state of happiness and was suffered to bear a fallen
nature.

Man, however, did not amend his evil ways. Rather he
continued answering his own whims and rejected God.
Sin filled the world. A universal apostasy from,the
true God entered the hearts of men. And God punished
sin again. The great deluge covered and all but blot-
ted out men, the author of sin.

We all know how the history of man continued. 1In
splte of these chastisements, man in his obstinacy re-
fused again and agaln to accept the true God., The
Roman Empire evolved through sin into a huge realm of
gross materialism.

Not only the pagan world, but even God's own chosen
people time and time again preferred thelr own comfort
to God. At times they even rejected Him whose religion
they were to preserve, and set before themselves the
idols of the pagan.

The world was certainly deserving
tisement from God.

But God did not chastise the world.
something for the fallen human race
greater than any chastisement
hardly have deserved.

God's son became man.

Christ came down to earth to show man how to rise
above his fallen nature, to rise above sin, to rise to
God. Sin had not been chastised, 1t had Dbeen con-
quered.

So we solemnly celebrate Christ's birth this Christ-
mas. But let us not stop the story here. Again we know
how the history of man continued.

Man has not followed the guidance of God's Son. He
has not risen above sin. Temporal prosperity, itself a
gift from God, has only led to such materialism as the
Roman Empire never thought of seeing. Only eighteen
percent of the men in the world belong to His Church.
And 1like the Jews, how many members of Christ's own
flock have gone astray today. Sin is again filling the
world.

The world 1is certainly deserving
tisement frcm God.

But Chrlst is coming again. He will renew within us
the grace gained by His birth which we have so often
rejected. Again He will show us how to rise above our
fallen nature, to rise above sin, to rise to God.

Come, Jesus, come. Come to us again on this Christ-
mas. We need You. The whole world needs You. We will
not reject Your graces this time. We will use them to
conquer sin and to turn away from every path that does
not lead to You. We will use them to finally change
the sad course of the history of man. Come, Jesus,
come!

of another chas-

Rather He did
which was far
and which man could

of another chas-






STAR OF DAVID

A chilling cold met the
young architect as he left
his office late on Christ-
mas Eve. But the thought
of Christmas was far from
his mind, for Jacob Hol-
stein was a Jew in the
Germany of 1945. The war
has brought ruin to Ger-
nany.
chitecte and other young
men were desperately need-
ed to bulld and repailr.
Jacob Holstein filled this
requlrement well.

His hand clutched a Ha-
nukkah gift for his moth-
er, but did he still want
to go to the party? It was
late. He would be called a
“Scrooge," and all would
laugh gally. The realiza-
tion that it was also
Christmasgs Eve fleeted a-
cross his mind. Christmas.
Hanukkah. What were they?
A time for people to re-
Jolce who had nothing to
be glad about, a time for
people to love when they
should be hating! Ridicu-
lous people!

His thoughts 8o crowded
his mind that he almost
walked into a blind man in
his path. The name of his
father escaped from his
lips. The resemblance was
astonlshing. But not a
thousand Hanukkahs, nor a
thousand Christmasses could
bring back a father tor-
tured to death by Nazi
butchers. Jacob himgelf
had been ‘"practical mind-
ed" toward the rising pow-
er of Hitler. What had
really killed his father?

Now in 1ts wake ar-

Oh, how he had loved his
father 1in spite of his
old-fashioned, 1idealistic
beliefs.

The man spoke.
A Catholic Church. Would
you lead me there? 1It's
Christmas Eve and,...."

If the blind man had not
reminded him so of his fa-
ther, Jacob would have
laughed 1n hls face. But
there was something pres-
ent drawing them both to-
gether., Of course, the
least he could do was show
him the church. It was not
far.

As they walked Jacob saw
the abject desolatlon of
all Germany written in the
appearance of the man. He
saw hunger, worry, doubt,
In the threadbareness of
hlsg coat he saw the tram-
pled soll made wuselesgs by
the soldiery of many na-
tions. Had there ever been
such a threadbare plece of
cloth? The tears in it re-
minded him of the divi-
slons which the conquerors
had made 1in his native
Germany. Jacob pulled his
own fine coat closer about
his neck as he felt the
cold more 1intensely than
before.

"A Church.

The man's name was Wil-
helm Fraunhoffer, Jacob
learned. He had been a
modest craftsman before
the war. Too o0ld to serve
Hitler on the battle front,
he had been destroyed at
home as completely as the
German army. The bombings
stole his sight and with
it his livelihood and
dwelling. Now this man was
going to rejoice Dbecause
it was Christmas Eve. Why?
How? The questions tor-
tured him. He should be
sitting at home hating in-
stead of loving. But he
remembered, Wilhelm had no
home.

The church of Saint Bo-
nifatius loomed up in
front of them as part of
the darkness. It was huge
and seemed to glow from
inside. It was in need of
much repair the quick mind
of the architect noted at
once.

Ag they entered through
the méj)estic doors even
the practical Jew was im-

pressed by the overwhelm-
ing beauty. The contrast
of the church was that of
darkness and light. Out-
side lay ruin and sorrow.
Inside there were 1light
and jJoy. The glow of can-
dles shone upon siliver and
gold among rich hues of
red and white. The treas-
ures of all Germany seemed
preserved only for the
service of the sanctuary.
Flowers announced the ar-
rival of the Everlasting
Spring. Strains of musilc
floated down from an an-
cient but tremendous or-
gan. Voices swept from
their high perch to alight
softly wupon the shoulders
of the faithful.

The old man asgked imme-
diately to be lead to the
crib. The mind of Jacob
Holstein rebelled. This 1is
ridiculous! I am a Jew, at
least in name. I don't be-
long here. Others are a-
walting me. He turned to-
ward his supplliant to ex-
plain. The 1look he re-

ceived before he began to
speak dispelled all his
doubts. He had to stay. He
was needed no matter what
his belief of lack of 1it.
Manger acenes Jacob had
encountered before. But
these carved flgures car-
ried warmth and vitality
to the age old account of
Luke and not the wusual
weakened sentiment. A hand
of a master craftsman had
created these portraits,
calling them from wood to
tell the complete story of
Christmas with all its ac-
companying flourishes. The
faces were aglow with love,
Peace spread upon all un-
der the wings of the
mighty angels. A star hung
from above in the heavens.
As the hand of blind
Wilkelm felt the contours
of the faces, Jacob no-
ticed that these portrayed
here had darkened complex-
ions as his own. These
were Jews, Mary, Joseph,
the poor sheep herders,
Jews, all 1like himself,
kneeling in the adoration
of a child. Wilhelm almost
caressed this infant. And
a tear fell from his eyes
upon hig wrinkled face.
They sat down together
to awalt what Wilhelm

called Mass. Jacob could
not leave, He had no de-
eire to leave. He had be-
come entranced with the
0ld man. He laughed at
himself as being ridicu-
lous, a young man being
attracted by an ancient.

He stared at the condi-
tion of the high vaulted
ceiling and majestic pil-
lars. The mind of an ar-
chitect was at work., Jacob
then heard again the age
old story that had pene-
trated even the Dbarriers
of the Holstein family.
Jesueg Christ, the Messlah,
was born in Bethlehem, the
city of David, of a Jewish
virgin. Shepherds from the
hills were told of the
historic event by choire
of angels surrounded with
heavenly 1light. All came
to be His first worship-
pers. And a star hung a-
bove His head. Jacob felt
it was all true.

He heard bells, he saw
tears, he felt love and
peace. The faith of his
newly found friend had
burst its bounds and
flowed from his eyes as
bells rang from the altar
and the steeple. Love and
peace surrounded all, com-
ing from above and spread-
ing as wings. They made
enemies friende and Jews
Christians. Jacob felt it
all, It was true. A tear
seared down his cheek. He
lifted his head and looked
up to see the Star of Da-
vid.













	1961 December  Page 1
	1961 December  Page 2
	1961 December  Page 3
	1961 December  Page 4-5
	1961 December  Page 6
	1961 December  Page 7
	1961 December  Page 8

