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"The only reward of virtue is virtue;


the only way to have a friend is to be one."





(Ralph Waldo Emerson)


________________________________________








	Who is considered a friend?  Is a friend a companion, an acquain�tance, a sympa�thizer, an empathizer, a confidant, comrade, colleague, partner?  Is a friend all of these, or more?  Are friends two personalities, two spirits acting as one, such as Achilles and Patroclus, Castor and Pol�lux, Damon and Pythias, Hercules and Iolaus, David and Jonathan, Epaminondas and Pelopidas, Nisus and Eurylaus, Pylades and Orestes, The�seus and Pirithous, Christ and His beloved disciple?  Who among us can, in our sophisti�cated economic self-interest culture, truly have a friend that is more than just a person we know, someone who is more than a social acquaintance, more than a fellow worker, more than a business as�sociate, more than a recreational companion, more than a com�mon-cause adventurer?





	Again, who among us can deny the need for a friend?  What mean�ing do we comprehend in the old English proverb, "A friend in need is a friend indeed."  Is a friend in need a friend who needs help?  If so, what sort of help: physical, spiritual, or financial?  Is the meaning of help the same as to aid?  Is there a significant difference  between help and aid?  I believe there is, for the term help expresses a much greater dependence and a deeper need than aid.  In an extremity one usually cries out God help me! rather than God aid me!  In time of danger we cry help! help! rather than aid! aid! The meaning of that old English proverb is, apparently, the obligatory duty that we stand by someone in trouble, to be ready and will�ing to be of help by disregarding personal inconvenience and/or con�se�quence. To me a friend is one who inspires another to do what human nature and sloth hinders or often prevents.  Such a friend I have, and I hope I am also  such a friend.





*        *        *





	Frank  and I have been friends since we were tots, we attended the same schools, then the same university.  We separated in our freshman year when Frank left to become a seminarian and eventually a priest.  I remained on campus to become, in time, an associate professor of his�tory.  World War II brought us together again, but by accident, when I was seriously wounded and an army chaplain administered the last rites.  Frank was that chaplain.  I miraculously recovered.  Perhaps Father Frank had more influence with his Boss than anyone was aware of. After my recov�ery we managed to see each another whenever opportunity  presented it�self.  On one of these occasions  -- our last, near the end of the war -- both of us were nearly killed when the burst of a mortar shell caused me a mi�nor injury, but to Father Frank slightly more, which to this day causes him much discomfort but no pain -- so he says.





	That narrow escape mustered the two of us out of the war and the service.  At home I returned to the university and full professorship, and Father Frank was assigned to organize and act as executive director of a regional home for orphaned children awaiting adoption.  We would try to spend at least one evening a week together at the home, and because I wasn't married I could spend the remainder of the evenings in my study working on my too-lengthy tome, Universe Without End.  It was a miserable late Novem�ber night, about eight thirty, when the telephone rang.  It was Father Frank.  He sounded excited -- too much, not at all like Frank -- and plead�ing that I must come to the shelter immediately -- about eight miles away -- because he needed my help.





	I attempted to see through the rain splattered glass of the study window into the cold, windy, stormy November night, pausing but a mo�ment to see if the weather would prevent my going to my friend in need.  During the excitement of the call, I was unable to understand the nature of Frank's trouble, for suddenly the telephone went dead; evi�dently the storm had downed the line.  Despite the raging storm, my hesitation was, as I said, but a moment, for quickly donning heavy rain gear, I dashed out of my study and into the storm.  I was nearly blown down by the wind as I ran to my car, managed to get inside, attempted to start the engine, which finally turned over after several futile and quite impatient attempts.  I turned on the defroster, the windshield wiper, and the head�lights.  I saw nothing through the windshield, owing to inside frost and the outer thin layer of ice.





	Getting out to scrape the glass I fell face down into a muddy pool.  After wiping myself off as best I could and scraping the windshield, I reentered the car.  While waiting for the windshield to clear I fretted about my friend, imagining all sorts of trouble.  I was quite puzzled, because I knew Frank was not one to get too excited by anything; that is, unless it was a life and death situation.  But even then he never lost control -- I was a living witness to that virtue of his during the war. Becoming more and more concerned as I  pondered this last thought, and quite annoyed at the waste of time waiting for the wind�shield to clear, I decided to make up the time by taking a shortcut to the shelter.





	Turning off the highway onto a side road skirting the highway and coursing di�agonally to another, which I knew returned to the road that led to the shelter.  After travel�ing on it for about fifteen minutes -- I had used this side road only twice before but during clear days and in the day�light -- I began feeling pangs of regret for having made a hasty decision to take the shortcut, especially because of the foul weather and the very poor condition of the roadway.  I had no choice, however, but to continue, but ever slowly for the storm seemed to have worsened -- which in fact it had -- and visibility practically zero.  Noticing that the road was extremely nar�row, just wide enough for my car, and that I was literally surrounded by darkness and a dreadful gloom, more than I expected, I had no choice but to continue.





	It was impossible to turn because of the heavy brush lining each side of the road.  I heard the brush scraping and swishing the sides of the car, which added to my tense�ness and concern.  And even if I wanted to back out, I could not for the simple reason that the rear window was opaque with ice, and even if was clear of ice there was nothing to see but utter blackness.  Furthermore, the storm had definitely worsened.  Driving -- that's an overstatement, it was more like a snail crawling -- for about ten minutes on the bumpy and winding  road in the wind-swept rain inky black�ness, except for the headlights  which made the road surface barely vis�ible, my eyes began to adjust to the darkness.  The headlights didn't help.  I turned them down to the so-called parking mode.  I felt my anxiety easing it�self a bit.  This was encouraging.  And in that slightly eased state of mind I began to believe that I was almost at the end of the trip.  That further lifted my spirit.





	Nevertheless, I was never more anxious to be somewhere other than on that road -- except, of course, for three horrible times during com�bat.  Straining my eyes to watch for the clearing at the end of the road -- Frank's shelter was an old farmhouse that he had purchased and rehabili�tated (though no great amount of sowing and harvesting had been done on the farm for ten years or more, a large enough area was farmed by the orphans and Frank for their own consumption) -- where a sharp turn to the right at the end of the road came onto a clearing and a short drive that led to the shelter.  A few more of those precious minutes of driving and I would be at the end.  But I saw no end and no clearing.  It was at that very moment that my hair stood on end.





	I saw ahead of me two bright headlights which appeared to be ap�proaching at an incredible speed.  Jamming on the brakes I was nearly thrown through the windshield; the shoulder seat belt prevented another episode of that night.  Fear began its effects, my throat became parched, my scalp itched, my eyes watered, and my hands became rigid and practically frozen to the wheel as though I was clutching the earth again, as I did so many times in combat.  A cold sweat fell in drops from my fore�head down onto my cheeks and nose and trickled under my chin.  My eyes blurred my vision which was now almost zero.





	I have no idea how much time elapsed before I became calm enough to think, even for a second, although it seemed an hour.  Rushing out of my car, I ran onto the edge of the brush that lined the sides of the road to wait for what I knew would be a hor�rible crash, thinking with horror about  the  inevitable  fate  of that other driver!  I began to tremble as I thought there may be more than one or more in the car?  My God! what can I do?  I wanted to get to the front of my car to wave the oncoming car to a stop, but was too paralyzed with fear, too frightened to step onto the road because I though I would not be  seen.  Much like an animal I crouched and waited for what was inevitable.





	Again I do not know how long I was on the edge of the road -- maybe a second or two -- but I was feeling calmer, perhaps because I knew I was safely out of the way of the onrushing car.  After a second or two -- I honestly don't know -- I again peeked, but this time I stood in the road at the front of the car and began waving with frantic gestures my bright yellow rainhood.  The headlights ahead were still there, bright as ever, but with one difference: they were not moving!  I stopped waving and stood dumb struck, but quite relieved.  There would  be no horrible crash, the other driver must have seen me waving my arms frantically before my car and had, of course, stopped. I stood limply staring at those lights, bewildered, perplexed, wondering, relieved, and quite soaked through to my skin.  Suddenly I hear a cry.  Yes, it is someone shouting!





	"Joe is that you?  It's Frank!"





*        *        *





	You see, my friend Frank had set two bright propane gas lanterns -- better known as Coleman lamps -- one at each side of the road, at the end, to help me see and identify the end of the road and to light the clear�ing.  The light from the two lanterns would permit me to see the narrow drive that turned sharply to the right, leading directly to the shelter.





	The emergency call?  Well, as it turned out, it was about a party that was being held at the shelter with all the youngsters to celebrate something.  I did not discover what the party celebration was about until I entered, led by Father Frank, the recreation room where all the youngsters were gathered.





	Well, it was to celebrate my birthday!








____________________________________________________________________





Amedeo  J.  Ianniccari
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