When you're down and out,
When you're on the street
And evening falls so hard,
I will comfert you.
IL!'1ll Gtake veur part.
When darkness comes
and pain is all around,
Like a bridge over troubled waters

I will lay me down.

-— Paul Simon

On a gray and chilly Saturday in lovember, J wept.

It was in a church on the north side of Chicago.

A memorial service took place there for a young man,
He was a bank teller by day and a stand-up comedian by
night. HNe {fived and died in Nollywood. Ilhen he was
younger our paths crossed briefly, on stage (with the
Jugglers, the theatre group at loitre dame High School
in Nliles.) John was a clever and #unny and caring man
and now he 44 dead, f#rom Aids-related disease. At the
dervice that day a friend sang the Simon & Garfunkel
song and my heart dissolved. JThere 44 a recording of
the song by Roberta Flack that touches and moves me
dike few thingsa can. HAs IJ've Listened Lo it sdince
that painful Saturday, I am reminded that there ia
much that 44 hard aend painful and dark in this wordd:
on Jdempater Street in liiles, on flotre Jame Avenue in
South Bend, on Polk Street in Phoenix and, as I've
just Learned anew, on the streels of berkeley as well,
But there 44 also Tenderness, compassion and Love and
that Lighit which «tildld shines in the darkness and which

the darkness has never managed to put out. llay you be

surrounded by that Light -- llo! liay you be engulfed by

that Light!! -- this Christmas gnd through ald The hou year!
With 4Love,

"And in my hour of darkness there is still a Light that
shines on me. Shine until Tomorwrow. Let it be!"



