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E0itorial

At a recent school assembly, Fr. Peter Hughes, a Holy Ghost
father who has spent over five years in Biafra, spoke about the acute
problems of this small secessionist state. Following his talk a short
film was shown before the student body. When the brief documentary
was finished, a deep silence filled the auditorium. The silence pre-
vailed throughout the school for the next twenty minutes during
which time those who had watched the film began to ask themselves
questions. Such questions as “How could such bitterness take place
in our world?” or “Couldn’t we or our government do something to
stop the hosilities?”

The questions above were answered in part by an energetic drive
of the Student Council. The drive focused its attention on two main
areas. One was a plea to the schools to join with us in a letter cam-
paign to Congress. The other was a fund raising drive. The response
to the drive by all who were approached was enthusiastic- and proved

Dear Mr. Marks,

I recently came upon a magazine
article in which I found the answer
to a question that has often puzzled
me. That question was, What is a
Seminarian? I felt that this article
might aid others who have asked
themselves this same question and
have come up with no answer, or
that it might relieve some of the
discouragements which sometimes
burden a minor seminarian. [t
reads:

“Seminarians are young people.

Sometimes ago a group of high
school boys and girls came to a
seminary and said they expected to
find “a bunch of stuffed shirts” but
they found “real ... human . ..
refreshing-to-be-with . . . deep-think-
ing young men.”

They found that seminarians are

voung Americans of today’s genera-
tion with all its anxieties, pains and
interests. They are asking the same
questions and doing real hard think-
ing. Seminarians like the songs you
do, the TV programs you do, and
are eager for sports and perhaps
not so anxious for Math.

Yet, they have a big driving am-
bition to give inspiration and help
to the world. To this they are di-
recting their whole world high
school education and personal de-
velopment.

They are outgoing and generous.
They want to help. They are not
selfish, not wanting things like a
big bright car with gleaming chrome
and tire-spinning-power! Oh, they
enjoy such but would not put their
life on them.”

MicsHAEL CONNOLLY

ST. GREGORY’S

WHERE DO WE GO FROM HERE

Practice what you preach. Sound nice? A few months ago a large

number of students from Cathedral thought it did. They volunteered
to go over to nearby St. Gregory’s grammar school and help the
“underprivileged” children there. They would show Christian love
in action; they would practice what they preached — Cathedral
spirit and all that.

Most of the tutors saw themselves as missionaries, going to help
the poor through teachings and through good example. Yet despite
the good intentions of the Cathedral students and the apparent eager-
ness of the Saint Gregory students, the tutoring project, so far, is
not coming off as smoothly and beneficially as was hoped. Why?

Th d ith a
greatear;ucfﬁgst i)tgrfnthl(;:igsxzt but CATECHETICS:
SOMETHING NEW

after the first couple of tutoring
Of the many varied experiences

sessions, this enthusiasm has been

the concern for Biafra universal.

The drive must not end here. We cannot be complacent when
others around us are dying of starvation. We must continue to im-
press upon our government and the U.N. our concern.

STUDENTS SPEAK

Dear Mr. Marks,

Concerning the letter written
by one Mr. Joseph Collins of 2A,
and to use his own words, “I was
really astonished by the article that
appeared in the last Cathedralite
concerning the Sophomore-Junior
game”; let me take Mr. Collins’
points one by one.

First, Mr Collins says that the
Sophomore running backs were
thrown for only one loss. This may
be true, I didn’t count. But let us
not get the impression that these
same backs were responsible for
gains. The fact is, their running
game did not account for one sub-
stantial drive, not one.

This brings me to his second
point. He said that the Sophomores’
lone drive was a skillfully planned
series of penalties “to force the
Juniors into committing disastrous
mistakes.” This may well be, but
the fact remain that the Sophmores
could not mount a running attack,
and that they gained their yardage
by penalties. When a team has to
resort to this it should give up the
game. And neither were these pen-
alties “disastrous.” No great calam-

ities arose from this. The world did
not stop; Van Courtlandt was not
swollowed up; nor did Mr. Scotti
swallow his whistle. They were
merely able to retain possession of
the ball for a few plays.

Finally, the reason Mr. Collins
gives for conceding the game was
because of lack of men (?) and
equipment. It is commmon knowledge
that football is played with 11 men
and not 10, and any sane person
plays with equipment. If the Sopho-
mores are stupid enough to show
up without equipment, then that’s
their problem, not mine. As athletic
director of 3B, I was assured by
Mr. Keenan of second year that
there would be both enough men
and equipment at the game. I think
that when a team challenges an-
other team, it should be prepared
to piay the game.

I'm sure Mr. Collins was only
trying to do his job by writing the
letter, but piease look into these
letters and see that they do not
show a distorted truth.

Sincerely,
MICHAEL MORONEY, 3B

spiraling downward. One of the
main reasons for this has been the
blatant lack of organization — there
was no real leader. When the nuns
at St. Gregory’s wanted to get
things started, they wanted to speak
to the head of the tutors — most
of the time there was none. The
result was confusion. Each tutor had
been assigned a pupil, yet some
never saw their pupils again after
their first session. Sessions were can-
celled. Some sessions were announc-
ed at the last minute. Sometimes
when all the tutors showed up,
there were only a couple of pupils.
Sometimes only a couple of tutors
showed up when there seemed to be
a million pupils.

The biggest reason the tutoring
is failing however, is because the
students were not trained for what
they encountered. While teaching is
one of the most rewarding things
in life, it is also one of the most
difficult. Many of the tutors, if not
most, were unprepared. They could
not really communicate with their
pupil, and not only because of the
language barrier. Many felt their
teaching efforts were futile, for they
didn’t think they were really getting
through to their students. They be-
came frustrated and gave up tutor-
ing.

Whatever the reason, the project
is failing. An act of love has been
transformed into a tedious chore.

Some may defend the tutoring
(Continued on Page Three)

that a Junior passes through here
at Cathedral, his newest is Cate-
chetics. After being fully informed
of the upcoming new subject by the
administration, (we happened to
see it on the new schedule), we
marched expectantly up to the lec-
ture room awaiting our doom.
There our new teacher, Sister Ger-
aldine, (a nun !?!), started her first
class and established herself on a
par with the high standards of our
faculty by being twenty-minutes
late. After getting over the initial
shock, we settled down into our
usual chaotic condition and pro-
ceeded to act like deaf-mutes as
she tried to introduce us to the
course.

Although many Juniors resented
the idea of being taught by a nun
and were indignant at the course,
Catechetics does have definite ad-
vantages. As Sister Geraldine ex-
plained, far too many Christians
only learn their religion and become
tangled in trivial matters, clearly
missing the truth of the message.
This course is designed not only to
help us understand the “kerygma”
of the word, but if ever the situa-
tion arises, to be able to instruct
small chiidren in learning and pre-
paring for First Communion.

Catechetics, although difficult, is
a much needed course here at
Cathedral if we are to obtain an
understanding of our religion and
to prepare as future Christians.

—THOMAS MARSHALL
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BISHOP COOKE
(Continued from Page One)

matter of minutes traffic both in front and in back of the bus was
backed up as far as the eye could see. This was our first stop and we
stayed in this spot on God-knows-what road for about 45 minutes.
Eventually we began moving — at about 5 mph. We had been on the
road for about an hour and a half now and gone about 20 miles.
Slowly we crept along. To make things more exciting, the rear half
of the bus soon found itself being used as a mini post office as the
windows were opened and messages thrown out to travellers next
to the bus. After sitting around for seemingly endless hours, the bus,
along with the rest of the traffic, was detoured off the road. It had
been closed on account of snow (really?). Also about this time
growls from hungry stomachs began to permeat the bus. Stopping
to eat was not scheduled on the return trip but then neither was this
blizzard. Trying to keep to the schedule, Fr. Murphy at first said
there would be no stopping to eat. But after a half hour of listening
to Fred Berardi tell of wonderful Italian dishes and after being sub-
jected to Fred’s imaginative “feeling” of spaghetti and mashed pota-
toes, Father at last gave in. Now the problem was to find a place
to eat.

vy

Another héur or so and 10 miles Scoiti recognized them. This, how-
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later, the Red Apple Rest loomed
ahead. We pulled off the road and
as we entered the parking lot, we
could see about 12 other buses.
Rushing inside, we could not weave
in and out through the cafeteria
line — mainly because there was no
line. There was chaos! Ordering the
rest of our bus load back into the
bus, Fr. Murphy sanctioned 5 brave
souls to reenter the inn and pur-
chase the necessary foodstuffs. Ob-
taining 30 hamburgers, cokes, and
a few other things, the 5 merchants
brought the food back to the bus
where it was quickly devoured.

Getling back on the road, we
were soon again caught up in a
traffic jam. However it was now
about 10:30 P.M. and some of the
people on the bus were sleeping, or
trying to. The rear of the bus was
“where the action was” and with
the two side back windows wide
open, a “stereo blizzard” was keep-
ing spirits up. Whenever someone
became thirsty (more and more fre-
quently now), courageous Bob
Hyndman would reach out the
window and bring in “moisture.”
“Moisture” was in the form of
frozen ice and snow, and even
though it didn’t last long in the
heated bus, it was appreciated. It
was still snowing out as we passed
the Spring Valley exit of the park-
way, and Joe Collins had to be re-
strained as he desperately called out
for help to his mommy and daddy
who were only a mile or so away
in their warm home. The bus con-
tinued on!

As everyone knows, trying to
keep up a conversation for 7
straight hours is very difficult and
so by this time jokes were really
flying. Also around this time, the
Frank Seery Choral began their
concert. Lead by Frank and backed
up by anyone eise who knew the
words, songs were soon bombarding
the bus, songs so old that only Mr.

ever, was great fun. Strangely, many
students were asleep by this time
(circa 11:15) but they were rudely
awakened as the bus, leaving the
main road onto a steep curving exit,
skidded and slid into the curb. Cries
of “abandon ship” were raised and
everyone began to pile out of the
tilting bus. Not everyone “‘chicken-
ed out” however, as about 7 stu-
dents, led by that hardy Scandi-
navian sea-farer Hugh Lund re-
mained behind. Chomping his cigar,
Hugh held on, and in a few min-
utes, the bus driver skillfully backed
the bus onto the parkway once
more and took a slight 45 minutes
detour. With everyone back on
board, three cheers (and a few
jeers) were given to the bus driver,
to those who stayed on, and to the
general health of all. Once mo:e
many students went to sleep, and as
we continued south we passed
through some town that had a
building exactly like the Capitoi
Building. The white dome was all
lit up, and it looked so much like
the real one, that one sleepy stu-
dent, on waking up at this point,
saw the building and cried out, “On
my God! We're in Washington!”
Nice move kid.

After another hour or so, we
crossed the bridge and as the clock
chimed thrice we arrived at the
Ford House. Waiting for us there
was Fr. Kavanagh and Fr. Thomp-
son who somehow managed to find
room for 35 people to sleep. Where
was (he guardian of the Ford
House, Fr. Lynch? He was in his
room, peacefully snoring away.
Finally, everyone was settled for
the night, and with warnings to
watch out for sleeping bodies on
the floor, Fr. Kavanagh, Fr. Mur-
phy, and Mr. Scotti left for the
Facuity Residence to get some sleep
for themselves. So ended the 10
hour bus trip, but remember, there’s
always next year!

—CnBRis NEHRBAUER
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SPRING COMES ALIVE

As we struggled valiantly over mountains of snow to reach our
school which never closes, the season of life and growth called spring
seemed dead forever. Yet here it is again, and once more those
destined to suffer in academic purgatory yearn to return to nature.
Mother Nature has cornered the market when it comes to longevity,
and each year she returns to taunt the innocent schoolboy as he
wrestles with periodic structure. She always wins, of course, and this
explains the evident lack of interest that greets each determined
teacher in his struggle for attention. Those who sit by the windows
are especially difficult to reach. A student in a spring trance is even
unaware of the killing glare faultlessly aimed from the front of the
room. He will respond only after his name is bellowed with particular
force, and then he is capable of one bewildered look and little else.

But the season of spring has its good effects. Although students
drift into the occasional lapse mentioned above, their lucid moments
also increase, and the depression caused by snow and cold vanishes.
Classroom antics become more involved, and the open windows invite
those with imagination to fill the air with flying objects. Physically,
students feel a new vitality, and are spurred by the call of after-
school freedom. Yes, spring is undoubtedly a period of regeneration
and renewal; an amazingly live warrior that has slain the winter
dragon. Nature is forever achieving a grand comeback. She is unable
to be put down and invincible in her fidelity to the victims of winter.
Each year these victims wait fearfully, wondering if new life is pos-
sible, and each year they are rescued.

How do we compare with the
power of spring? Are we as real or
as able to recover from defeat? It
may seem odd to suggest such an
idea, but we are called upon daily
to show our strength and ability to
back up our promises, whether we
are aware of the situation or not.
We are not challenged by a savage
pagan or active heretic. We do not
have to defend the faith against in-
vaders. What we are required to do
is apparently simple: we must make
what we believe is our blueprint for
life. Even so, we don’t walk the
streets proclaiming our creed. The
only ones we can affect are those
close to us and often overlooked in
favor of far-away crusades. Are we
a negative force in the lives of our
relatives, friends, and nodding ac-
quaintances? The question seems
too obvious to need an answer, but
maybe that is the problem. No bush
or shrub, no matter how dwarfed
by its neighbors, is overlooked when
Nature returns after exile. No single
person, no matter how casual an
acquaintance, should be overlooked
by us as we strive to improve our
relations with others. We cannot
convert a faceless enemy if we have
failed to convert our next-door
neighbor. We cannot save the world
for God if we have not saved
enough love for our own class-
mates.

But love itself, just like beauty,
is meaningless as an abstraction. We
can talk about spring when the tem-
perature is low, but we cannot know
spring until it comes. We can talk
about our love for God, our love for
the starving, our love for the needy
—but talk is nothing. God is far away
—we know He won’t appear and
ask us for anything concrete: at
Jeast we hope He won’t. But our
classmate who asks us a favor, the
teacher who expects attention, the
woman in the subway who is stand-

ing as we sit—these are close, so
close that we escape their demands
only by ignoring them. Evil is not
a wandering spirit that inspires cer-
tain men to become demons. It is
a refusai, a withdrawal, and it hides
behind innocence. Can an unkind
word from our justified mouths be
evil, and can rudeness from a be-
liever be reproachable? If we are
sure that God would answer both
questions as we ourselves would,
then we know where we stand. On
the other hand, to be on the losing
side in the eternity game would be
very disagreeable. Of course, we
know the rules and the danger of
breaking them, so we can’t claim
ignorance if we lose the game.
Spring is here, bright, cheerful,
and ever-faithful. As it has risen
from winter, we too should rise to
a new awareness and use of our in-
fluence over others.
—DENts CROTTY

ISAAC SPEAKS

Just back from a rather extended
vacation to Florida, Texas, and in-
cidently Cuba, when his plane was
hijacked, our ace reporter Isaac
Brickerstaff was most anxious to get
back to work the Cathedralite. His
latest assignment proved to be his
most difficult.

Dateline: Miamr

Upon returning from my vaca-
tion, I conducted a poll of the facul-
ty members asking them to give us
their favorite songs of all time.
With most of the votes counted,
they are:

Fr. Lynch—Paperback Writer (his

students-—Daydream Believer)

Fr. Nieobrzydowseki—Supercali-

fragilisticexpialadocious song
from Mary Poppins.

Mr. Scotti—I Get Around, and

around and around.

Mr. Byrnes—tie score. During

basketball practice, In the
(Continued on Page Six)
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SKI TRIP °69

Typical Cathedral skier.

With light spirits and not-to-be-used school books, 35 students
left 87th Street and West End Ave. at 4:00 P.M. on Friday, Feb. 7.
Their destination — Camp St. Joseph in Monticello, N. Y. Leaving
the city in the hands of the Mayor, this garish group departed under
ideal road conditions. With Fr. Thompson and Fr. Kavanagh travel-
ing right behind, or so they were supposed to be, the bus, under
the watchful eyes of Fr. Murphy and Mr. Scotti made its way to the
Hot Shoppe Rest where the novice skiers showed the other people
present their true abilities —they expertly slalomed in and out through
the cafeteria line soon consuming their supper. Finally, arriving at
St. Joseph’s the entourage was broken up and shown to its quarters.
With the Juniors and Sophomores staying in one house, the Seniors
took the Freshmen under their wing and encamped in another pala-
tial establishment. There was the usual mad scramble to pick out the
good beds and the Seniors, well, a few —two Seniors having thought
of this annual rush, again showed their ingenuity — merely evicted
any Freshmen who had a better bed than they and took it over.
This may not have been Christian but the Seniors did sleep well
that night. Shortly after, the outdoor activities began and loud
clamorings filled the still night air. Shouts of anticipation rose as
Fr. “Worsley” Thompson brought up the puck in a hockey game on
the lake; shouts of joy as ourly Tom Bonhag bodychecked Fr. Thomp-
son; shouts of pain as “Thompson’s tutu” hit the ice. On the sledding
path, Jim Hargrove got set for a quick run down. By the tree off
the sledding path, Hargrove reset his teeth after unexpectedly meet-
ing the tree. All was not painful, though, seeing that these misfor-
tunes were few and not serious. A head check in the houses shortly
afterwards showed that everyone still had theirs. It was now around
11:00 and over in the Junior’s pad the 1st Annual Junior-Sophomore
Wrestling Match was taking place. Mike Moroney and Pat Keenan
proved their talent as they both emerged unbloody and in one piece.
Surprisingly the Seniors and Freshmen actually went to sleep, although
it was only for a few hours.

Saturday dawned bright and
clear, and after a tasty breakfast,
everyone boarded the shuttle bus to
journey to the Big Vanilla. Events
are difficult to relate here because
it is a big place and when you arc
waiting on lift lines you don’t see
much. However, word of mouth has
it that many first time skiers were
doing quite well. Jack Goin and
Carmine Lisotta picked up the sport
very quickly, and of what I saw the
next day, they were really bombing
those siopes. After a crowded, yet
fun-filled day, everyone again re-
turned to the camp after we attend-
ed an early evening Mass and ate
a hearty supper, we again took part
in outdoor activities. This time,
anyone who wanted could ride on
a ski mobile over the placid lake.
Returning to the houses around
10:15, many students went right to
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sleep. Some students however were
not yet ready for sleep. In the Sen-
ior section, a group of six assem-
bled in Kenny Mark’s room and
over the protests of his tired room-
mate Jim Kinlan, held a lengthy
bull session. Around 11:30, while
the rest of the house slept, a white
precipitate began to fall from the
ethereal regions. By the next morn-
ing, seven inches of snow had fal-
len and the skies still showed no
signs of relenting. Nevertheless, we
ate a quick breakfast and immedi-
ately departed for another day of
skiing at Holiday Mt.

Arriving at Holiday Mt., we toox
care of getting lift tickets and ren-
tals and soon a group of skiers was
ready to take the plunge down the
mountain siopes. There were many
falis owing to the ever increasing
depth of the snow but soon all be-
came adjusted to the new terrain
and were skiing across, down, and
through the fluffy stuff. Kevin Gro-
arke was having his problems,
though, as he lay in the snow after
getting off the chairlift. He kept
pointing at Cazzie Connolly and
shouting “He pushed me! He push-
ed me!” Moe O’Donnel was play-
ing it safe as he cautiously descend-
ed the slopes. Brian Wedick, on the
other hand, was busy taking over
John Timoney’s title of chief schuss-

boomer as he went straight down
the slope time and time again.
Brian has taken over the title! (Any
other challengers?)

If one were observant, he could
also see Mr. Scotti, the able mod-
erator of the Ski Club, attempting
to become a “gelanderspringer” or
in laymen’s terms, one who jumps
from moguls. This is an improve-
ment over his feeble attempts of
last year to ski over rocks. Attain-
ing jumps of 10, 12, and 24 inches
he soon progressed to the stage of
being able to open his eyes as he
went off the jumps. All too soon
2:00 rolled around and everyone,
except Kevin Groarke, regretfully
boarded the bus for the return to
St. Joe’s and the city.' After we at-
tended Mass, the bus for New York
unexpectedly showed up, an hour
early. This was at 4:00 and at the
same time Fr. Thompson was just
arriving in snowed-in New York
after a five hour (normally two
hour) trip home.

After being given the order to
board the bus, we all entered. Alas!
Little did we know what the fatsos
had in store for us. But that is an-
other tale, an entirety in itself — the
story of the 10 hour bus trip!

—CHR1S NEHRBAUER

THE KING AND |

By STEVEN LEDDY

Recently I lost a substantial
wager to the editor of this paper
and as a result I had to journey
into “Noman’s Land” to interview
Father Kavanagh. Arriving at my
destination, I was coaxed into his
office (at gun-point) and as I stood
stiffly at attention in front of the
giant dart-board, I began the inter-
view.

Inter.: “May I ask you a few
questions Father?”

Fr.: “That’s one already Skippy.”

Inter.: “Ha Ha! You certainiy
have a sharp wit!”

Fr.: “Yes, I know.”

Inter.: “I see you’re braiding a
new bull whip. Do you really in-
tend to use that on some student?”

Fr.: “Only in self defense.”

Inter.: “Look Father, why don’t
you put down the darts and relax,
and T'll ask you a few questions
about the school.”

Fr.: “I assure you that I'm
neither uncomfortable nor hot in
my robe or crown.

Inter.: “OK. Where were you
assigned before coming to Cathe-
dral Prep.?’

Fr.: “I had the good fortune of
being the chaplain at Sing Sing
Prison and at time I can’t help but
regret leaving a nicer class of peo-
ple, but we must all make sacri-
fices.”

Inter.: “I see, now what is your

opinion of the Ford House?”

Fr.: “Oh it’s a nice place to
visit, but I wouldn’t want to live
there.”

Inter.: “I detect a small joke
there Father.”

Fr.: “It was nothing really.”

Inter.: “I know.”

Fr.: “Mind if I smoke?”

Inter.: “Why, are you on fire?
Ha Ha!”

Fr.: “I'll handle the jokes Clyde.
By the way, these are “Crowd
Pleasers” so prepare yourself for a
treat.

Inter.: “I can hardly wait. Oh,
is there any truth to the rumor that
you were called by the Anti-Pollu-
tion Commission for Clean Air?”

Fr.: “Absolutely not! They sent
me & telegram.”

Inter.: “I’d like to continue with
this interview Father, but I’'m afraid
your darts are coming too close.
ow?”

Fr.: “Practice makes perfect.”

Inter.: “It’s been a pleasure talk-
ing to you Father, OW!”

Fr.: “I imagine it has.”

I extended my hand to be shaken,
but he misinterpreted the action as
being an offer for it to be used as
an ashtray. Dropping the burning
ashes, and feeling like a porcupine,
I dashed through the doorway; thus
returning from my trip to the Twi-
light Zone.






