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Ta Pirates by Brian Cahill

T'm supnosad to write an articla on tha Christimas team. 1
rmass I was pick~d to write the articls bacsus= I'm the coach.
W2ll, that's not much of a2 reason, bacausa 2ll I do ispump
up ths balls and look for Dan Holland on Tursday afternoous.
Hevartheless, I1'11 try to giva you = Sports Illustratad-type
covarage of our 1959 club. : "

Some o you may bz wondaring: MWho's thatzuy in “he gym
avery Sundav afternoon?® His namels Gene Gonsalez and h=2 is
more or less our unofficlal coach. Hals down here strictly
on a voluntary basis, and if we have any success this year,

a largs partwill ba Adus to him. ‘ . .

Tha J.V.'s ecoachad by Den 0'Brien hawva plenty of inlividual
talant, andll thay learn to work togsther, thay should do pretiy
well. Jack Connelly leads astrong conting=nt of guards followed
by Jim Hayes and Gerry Gutierrez. Hewcomers ara Dud Coneely
and Bill Isettz. Taaforward posts are manned by Fiech Gor—ince,
Cluek Welch, andano‘har nawcomer, Charley Connelly. T2 loss
of John Drosssr leavas a hig gap in the Tront line. At center
Panl Laveroni is a tremenious Aafensive ballplayer but still
1aclks an adeguate shootinsz eye. HReplacing Dresser is blg Gil
Loeschar, a Sixth-Latiner, who goes wiln 2ither hand and shovs

1antvy of »romise for fu-ure yearss Well, that's tha club.
[ Conneelly, Gor-ines and Welsh score often snough, and
Lewerons ecaacontrol the boards, the Plrate J.V.'s should have
a succe=ssful seagon.

I think the Varsity is the best it's been in the last
couple of years. The puard position 1s wery strong. Phil
Avellar, from St, Vinecent's in Vallajo i1s a tremandcus play-
maker and sdeally shooter. Mike MeNamara is the Bob Cousy
p” tha team and ean hit from anywhere on the court. Jim
Purcell, an S.I. boy, and Jim Mshlfisld araeboth hustlers and
vary good shots., Af forward we have atramendous scorer in
Joe Harrington, a fivs year veferan on this club. Dennis
N'Brien, subing for Phil Brady is 1eveloping into a very rood

bounder. Mike McLoughlin is a great hustlzr and g=ats his
- .are of rebounds. Keep yvour =2ye on fthis kid, Cahill, He's
oing to go a long(?) way. At canter we have the mainstay
,f the club, Dan Holland. Dan has always bean a terrific re-
bounder and an adequate scorer, but this yzar he has developed
into s deadly shoot»r, Bshind him is John Egenhoff, a product
of Serra High and 2 rurzed board man. ‘That's the club.
We have good shooters and we work the ball well, Cur rebounding
is adequate but we lack depth. If we don't fire or foul, we
should do well.
In thapast yoarstharse has always baan a good turnout at
amzs. I hopa the same can be said for this year. It halps
a 1ot %o “av~ spnisonz velling for you instead o &t you. We
vlay Serra, St. Elizahbeth's, and Bishop 0'Dowd, and we scrimmage
Sallarmine., Let's have agreat iturnout.
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From Left to right: Dan Helland; Fhil Brady, Joe Harrinpton. Miks WcNemara,
Jim Furcell, Fhil Avellar. Jim Welhfeld. Mike MolougBlin, Brisn Cahill,
Jehn Bpenolf (Missing: Den C'Brien)

From Left to Right: Faul Laveroni, Dick Gorringe, Chuch Uonezly, Ger Guiterres,
Dud Coneely, Bill 1setta, Jack Conesly. Jim Hayes, Chuck Walsh, J. Collins
(Mizsing: Gil Losescher)
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LR NOON

JOHN RILEY

It was a4 drab, humid day in the 1ittle town of Showdown. he two horses in
ol Melbuiret's Blacksmith Show basited larily in the bright sun., The day wez dust
lixe &1 the other days in Showdown, a little out of the way town in the middle
gif Arizonma. Yes, it wes & very ordinary day antil the calm, sleepy d
disturbed Ly the slow trotiing of four horses. It was obvicus that &

horses had been on a long journsy because of thelr tired and sty avcoear-
ance. The men Loo were very worn and dusty from their long ride.
© Cn the far left rode a tall, thin, stearn-faced man with sharp pointed
features, He was elothed all in bluck except for his two iveory-handled runs.
He wzs g danperous looking fellow and thers secmed to be an air of rourhness
about him which zaid "3eware". This was Bat Gorringe.

Next to Bim wos a short blonde-haired character, His festures wors vory
flat. His mose seemod to be much, much too small for his very larsge face;
and his mouth seemed much, mach too large., He looked as if he was somewhat
wise and that his large mouth had potten him into a lot of scrapes. This was

Black iack Connclly.

Mext to him was a verv voung bow, Except for his mastache, his features
wers vary immature znd bthin, He looked as if he was trvine to act older than
he really was., But locking ab the handle of his run anyonc could tell this
was mo joke. On il wers carved twslve notches. This was Folliard the Kid.

On the farthest side was a2 tall two-hundred and seventy~five pound
weakling, He was a rather awkward figure in his heavy sheepskin coat. fis
stark, stolid face showed no expression whatscever except lor a very slosht
sparkls o! life in his deep sunken cyes., This was Ox Laveroni.

They rode slowly down Lhe street, their searching syes looking into asvery

corner,of the town. As they rode, people began to come to bthe windows o1 their

homes of business establishments wondering just who these men were. Lher rode

past Beltrano's Fruit Markei, Panzica's Butcher Shop, and the Gold Mine Saloon.
Each person in the little town began to watch these stranegers. Isciha, the
grocery mzn watched them ride by. Clo, the old Negro slave,watchsd them with
his big white eyes. Lwven today, old lady Hingrose, long suspected of being a
bit touched, watched them ride by. Finally they reached their destination,
the sheriff's office.

"Shepriff, are vou in there,” Bat Gorringe said sarecastically. "Sheriff,
are vou home," he shouted again.

“iope, there ain't nobody in here but us chickens," a voice from insdde
replied,

"Come on out here wvou," the Kid said harshly. The door of the office
orened and out limped a dumb looking character with sleepy eyes.

WHi, mv name's Chester," the character said. "Chester Uresser. The
sheriff =in't in just now. He's done gone out o! town. Is there somethin 1
can do-for yal!i"
2 "o ," the blonds headed, bipgmouthed, wise guy said indignantly. '"Just
tell him that Blackijack, Bat, the Kid, and Ox are waiting for him over at the
Gold Mines Saleen. Tell him the guys he thought he sent cut for life are out
to get him, Understand?!

"Yes sir, I sure will tell him right away.!
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About an hour later ths sheriff of Showlown came riding in, He
sat Fgll in the sa2i1le., His faceo wng ruldy and freckled by the sun.
He wore a blgek suit, a white sifirt, anl a WBlack string fie. He
wasn't oo preliy a =ighi becauss of his hroken and batfered nose,
wnich locked like i% h=1 motten in a revolving door. This was the
sheriff of Showilowm., This wes the man wihio had eleaned up the lawles:
tovm of Showlovm. This was the man who had driven out all the tinho:

fou

zamblers, all the robbers and theives, In othar words this was the
man who 1ad made Shovwrlown into a clean, honest, upstandling, respect-
able, dead, lousy, rotien littls hole in the middle of nowhere. Yes
this -r2c the man the couldn't %ill., This was Broken lose Wyatt
I‘"C‘. Cpl_ '_ g ':‘- (3

Ja rode straight %o his office but bafore he had a chance to ge
off his horse Chester came ruaning out.

"lister Broken loses, tha» -ras some nen here a askin' for you,
They looked like nreity tough uombres. They sald to tell you that L
Ox, the II'd and Blacljack would be a waitin' in the Gold Mine 8aloen.

"Well, Chestar," sail the sheriff in his deep, nasculine, cour-

s TR o R

ageous voice, "They finally cans back, Tou'd better pglve me my guns
I'1l be needin' 'en."
™e tall man ranoved his coat from his shonlders and strapped o
is zuns. Slowly he bsgan to walk toward the Gold Mine Saloon.
Moanwhile the four men were in the Gold Mine Saloon, Blackiack
stood ot the har Arinking whiskey. Bat sat at the tabls trying to

teach Ox Laveroni ow to nlay solitalre. Folliard the Kid walked al
lessly shout tha rcom splnning the barrel of his gun. These four sa
walting fer s=2venge or dsath,

Suddsnly they "eard the heavy boots hit sidewalk on the strest
outside. "Clod~-Clod-Clod" went the boots as they approached the
saloon, M"Secink-Scinlk-Scink" went the rhymatic beat of the spurs. T
i1 atonned moving and listened to ths spurs. Tie two men at the
%ﬁgle s;di“ug¢a%ﬁ beggan to cheeclk thelr gmuns, Blackjack rﬁmainei in

5 po5ition 9t the bar nof phased by the sudden events. "Clod-Clod
Clod"™ z2s he cane ecloser. "Seink-8cink-Scink® as he anproached the
door. Conuld 1% be that this was dsath approaching them? "Clod-Sein
Clod-Scink." He had finally reached the door.

T T

i, Kid, Blaclkjacl," Brolien Hose said a nuffled voice.
O

4
t to do my

o

? 1
m a1 . -
I've com2 to talte you in. You're wanted men and I've g

"Olzay, MeClura," 32 said, "Sunpose you come through that door
and talte us in." -

:Duh, reah, MeClure come on in," the big oaf naumel Ox laughed.

‘A1 rzgatg then" MeClure shou%ed, "You're gonna' force me to
come in shootin'h,
:Dkay, cone in, "Blackjack said somberly.

Are vou surs you guys don't want to give up?" MeClure asked a
1little less boldly.

"We're sure", the Kid replies.

"Listen, I'm really gonna have to come in then.™

"Come =2fead," Ox mittered,
B Suddenly courageous Brolken Nose Wyatt MeClure came erashing
tirough the Jdoor with two guns and a shotgun in his hand ani a small
postol lockel between his teeth all shooting a2t the samz tine.



"Bang, Bang, Bang," .shots were thrown back and forth, "Bang-Bang-
Crash-Bang- Tud-3ang.™ Evarvbody was shooting., The smoke liftad on
4 gru=2son2 scanes.  ™e walls and floor looked lilte =wiss ch2eze, There
was blood all ovar the floor. As ths smoka clearsd g little mors, one
Eemi, manzled, bloody mess whiech closely resembled s body lay on the
flonr,

"Wall, that's the dast tine he will kill anyone," Black]aclt laughed
sarcasticaily. N

"Come on, let's ga% ous of here,"™ Bat said.

Tnen, alter Coneaelly took ons last drin<, they mounted their horzas
and rode out of the guist 1little towm of Showiowm leaving the man
who couldn't be killed, Brolken Nose Wyatt MeClure, d=sad on the floor
of ths GolAMine Saloon, J

THE EID -

Juotas
by Riley and Rinerose

One sixth latiner to another, "Gee that chapel door sounds sharp whan
' von slam it W
Pat Cloh=rty to DBob Fouts Jr,, "Hey Fouts. How about a free ticket?®
Onz second high to anothar, "¥ss, but avsn big whesls have to stop
rglling sometime."
Gary Galli to Dan Onorato, "Say Dan, what's a greasar?"
Stokens to Skell, "Whr do peoBle say that I have a big nose?"
-Igzy Panzeca to lick Beltrano, "I keepn trying to ie11 you, that snake
wasn't real.™
Shasit to Bheaff, "“Sheaff, got a2 match?"
Une semlnarlan to another, "Who were those great Marin boys who sanc
onn Halloween night?"
One second high to another, "When do we elect a new class president?"
One third high to anothar, "Dresser gure is a good faker, isn't he?"
One fourth high man to another, "I'm worried about Beginoff. He
dossn't ssem to be sating esnouch
lately.M
One fourth high man to J.J.F. Sullivan, "What's it like to be 2
referee, J.J.F.2"
Brian Cahill to a proff, “BanFather Poggi gald we could borrow his
Car.
A Poet to a Rhat, "The house play is going to b2 a reasl gasssr isa't
1oew



The Bnly Good Christian is & Dead Christian

The only true religion in the world todey is Judeism, The only wey to heaven is
Judelsm. The only hope of the vorld is Judaism., I firmly believe in what I have
written ghove. This may seem sirenge to you bteceuse you thirk of the Jews as being
non-religious misers who hetr the whole world. We don't hate the world, the world
obviously hates us. Everytod® s apsinst the Jews., Thig may be proven by looking
back in history. Bver sines the tepinning of the world the Jews have been oppressed.,
In the time 5 the Egyntion's dynesties the Jews wers very ruch persecuted. Even
todey Epypt tries to ruls th~ Jews, Even durimg the Second World Wer the Jews recei-
ved the worst end of thinps. Y41lions and millions of Jews were put inte cconeantra-
tion camps where they were left to steyve or die of exposure.

Judaism must be the true relicion becesuse it wes the first. So meny pecple hove
Feen led eway from Judaisr becmuse of felse prophets. Take this Christ for Instence,
Fi11ions of peonle have been led sway from Judeis becsuse of him. It is ovbious that
the 13 2 freud. Cen you Irarine the utter nerve of him, & mere cerpenter's son, say—
ing that he is the Son of the ornipotent Cod. Christ may have been & rocd man, but
he certeinly was an outstending irpester. He wes not the savieur as he seid., He was
merely a wen trying to cepitsligze on the beliefs of the Jews. It is utter raddness
for enyone to truly believe in this mere Mazarene. Why he wean't even rich.

Yo, my friends, the Vessish is yet to come. One day you will reslize this and
know whet fools you have tren, Scre day whep Israel is ruling the world and the
Messiah 48 et Is~eel's head vou will see the irroranee of your folly. Soon, very
soon, the Vessiah will erise snd compsl you to wership the only Cod. Scon, very
socon, the superior rece of the Jews will be completely dominsnt. Then you will gee;
then you will see.

by John Riley
(Jacob Wireberg)

P.5. The views expressed shove sre not necesaarily those of the suthor.

¥y Yost Embarresing Experience at Saint Joseph's College

My rost embarrasing experience came on my first mornig et Saint Joseph's Collepa

Not teing used to rettineg up st five te six in the rorning I wes pretty well
esleep when the bell rang., T was in 2 dazed mood, when abeut a helf = minute later
the excitetor came to ry door and shouted, "Benedicsrus Domino.™ Still in bed wher
he knocked, I didn't ¥now what to do, so I just laid there, When he kept knocking on
my door I decided I had better do something.

T pot out of be=d, walked to the door, opened it, end asked in & sleepy voice,
"What do you went?" He loocked at me for a couple of seconds, shook his heed in dis-
pust and walked awsay.

I didn't ¥now whst he had wented until thet afterncon when I was told to enswer
"Deo Craties.™ T bet he thought I was pretty stupid, and I don't blome him.

ty Peter Higgins



