Leo at the Bat

By the Rev. Martin W. Zlatic

Before Bishop Frade rose to give his annual address to convention, Fr. Marty Zlatic, outgoing chair of the diocesan Standing Committee, introduced the bishop with this poem.

The outlook wasn't brilliant for the diocese that day:
Two bishops now had gone before, with a new one on the way
Some candidates gave their names at first, and others did the same,
As an uncertain silence fell upon the faithful of the game.

A straggling few got up to go in deep despair. The rest
Clung to that hope which springs eternal in the human breast;
They thought, if only Leo could get but a whack at that--
We'd put up even money, now, with Leo at the bat.

But Schofield preceded this one, and Bishop Duncan had been admired ,
But the former had retired and the latter now expired;
So upon that shepherdless multitude grim melancholy sat,
For there seemed some consternation over who’d be next at bat.

But a draft choice then was mentioned to the wonderment of all,
Who down in the Honduras league, was tearing the cover off the ball;
So when the votes were counted and all saw what had occurred

The public address announcer proclaimed the bishop who would be our third.

Oh, for a 1000 tongues to sing, for from them rose a lusty yell;
It rumbled down to Key West, it rattled in cathedral bells;
It knocked upon Jensen Beaches, recoiled upon the Everglades flat,
For Leo, Leo Frade, was advancing to the bat!

There was ease in Leo's manner as he stepped into his place;
There was pride in Leo's bearing (and a smile on Diana's face.)
And when, responding to the cheers, he lightly doffed his bishop’s mitre

No stranger in the crowd could doubt that Leo was a fighter.

Ten thousand eyes were on him as he raised his hands in blessing;
Five thousand tongues applauded, he led us through some times distressing.
Through storms without and storms within he’s never lost his grip;
Hope always gleams in Leo's eye, a smile curls Leo's lip.

For when the Frances hurricane came hurtling through the air,
And we all stood a-watching it in haughty grandeur there,
Close by this entire diocese the storm unheeded sped.
"Don’t cramp our style," said Leo. "Strike one," the storm was widespread.

With a smile of Christian charity great Leo’s visage shone;
He stilled the rising tumult; he bade the church go on;
He signaled to the leaders, but then Wilma tore on through;
Leo helped us to get through it, and we survived through our "Strike two."

Then dissension in other dioceses, with churches moving out

But no scornful looks from Leo, there’s room for all here, without a doubt.
No matter what your outlook is, we all would have to agree

He’s kept us all together, no storm within will be our “strike three.”

For all across this diocese the light is shining bright;
Contemporary bands are playing somewhere, more mission outreach is in sight,
And somewhere youth are laughing, and somewhere children shout;
For there’s great joy here in Southeast Florida--mighty Leo has stuck it out!

Ladies and gentlemen,

It is not the seventh inning stretch, but to paraphrase what the radio announcer might say,

In a national league where many are in turmoil, we go into the bottom of his eighth year--No runs, no hits, no errors, and everybody still left.

Please rise and greet our clean-up hitter, OUR bishop,

The Right Reverend Leo Frade.

