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T0 KISS THE CROSS

(Continued from last week)
[ Mary watched Timmy squirm un-| washed tpem, Mary hemmed a song

white face and startled eyes seeraed
to stare at her through the window-
shield as she drove back to the farm.
Home once more, she began o
scald the separatos and the miik
pails with more energy than usual
ag if determined not tc worry. She
found herself fairly racing upstzirs

easily and wondered if this blunt, | which she had not sung for years.|to make the beds and mop the floers.

Strangs how a tune could pop up
from nowhere and run through one’s
head almost endlessly. Half forgot-
ten words began to fit into the tune,
a3 it flonded and surged through her
mind:

man-to-man approach wasn’t golng
to backfire in Jim's face. She want-
ed to cry out that the matter had
gone far epough. Instead she bant-
ered gaily, “You old braggart!I bet
you were scared stiff the first time
the teacher made you stay iun after
school.”

“Listen to that!” Jim teased, “She
calls me & sissy. Whatever you do,”
he continued, “don’t be-a sissy. Fight
vour own battles from the start.
Don’t back dewn even if you come
home with two black eyes and a nose
bleed.
you know how to use them.”

ed tears.

school ?

“Oh memories that bless and burn
Of anguish, pain, and bitter loss.
I count them o’er and try at last to
learn
To kiss the cross, sweetheart, to
kiss the cross.”

: : What sort of memories
You've got two fists, and|Timmy have from this first day of
A , Of course, they would be

Gee whiz, Daddy, I don’t want t0 | mixed. Her own school days stream-
fight anybody,” whimpered Timmy,|eq in kaleidoscopic fragments be-
his blue eyes clounding with repress-| fore her, hut she couvld recall noth-

would

Work seemed to be done in record
time. “I'M have to find more things
to do,” she said, half aloud, half to
herself. Jobs were not lacking.
There was mending to do until it was
time to put the vegetables on for
dinner. She turned on the radio for
distraction. A mournful voice was
listing all the ills to which the flesh
is heir. When this diabolical cate-
logue was completed, another voice
screamed in exublance to illustrate
the results obtained by using Slopp’s
Kidney Pills. Then Sister Sally
came on. This woebegoane individ-
ual was moaning and sobbing over
the fact that her current lover had
been seen with another woman. She
had finally resolved to use desper-

"This'_has gone far enough, Jim|years before when she had entered |roving attention. What wonld she
0'Shea,” Mary snapped, “you ought | the village school for the first time.|do? 'The next drametic episode of
tc know hetter thau to frighten a|was that the day sbe learned to|Sister Sally woulé unfold the plot.
poor little huy who doesn’'t Know |gpej] CAT? She could not remem-| Meanwhile, were the listeners bored

what it’s all ahout!”

of mine is a coward!” Jim roared.

foolishly?” she said mildly,
ably nothing will happen at all,” she
added, “and by tonignt we'll both be

Mary was ahout to make a caustic | 511 ready for school!” she called
remark but she checked it. L A5 g e

laughing at ourselves.”

replied grinning.

had come.

of a smile. The meal was finished

Even Timmy managed a shadow | g hool equipraent. On ihe way dowa
the road, Timmy sat whitefaced and | went inside, then—I—I don't like it

in peace.

“Don,t

“Prob- | 5 ruler and a pencil.

ing about that day,

dreaming.

“Where is8 your evager, dear?” chiidren at recess.

“Ch, I forgot.” :

houge. This *ime, ho had al! big|happened.”

As she stacked the dishes and|yig¢ or to the electric chair. Surely |that way?”

the crowd of talk#tive boys and girls

Visit Qur Luncheonette
Fountain

KENNETH STAPLES DRUG
COMPANY

who were spilling excitement all|what happened.”
over the yard would cheer him up
and make him feel at home.

prompted her to stay in the seat. In |1t in her book, they all laughed.”
a flash ske realized that no matter

children must not

away.

over Mary's mind, too. Timmy’s (Continued on Page Six)

twenty-three | ate strategy in order to reclaim his

CROSSED NIBS

Essay by D. GREENBANK
(Continued From Last Week.)

It was on the long junior table last winter. The week’s
essay was “My Hobby”. My faith in T. D. was sinking lower
and lower, my opinion of yet another English Master was going
down with it, both far from gloriously. You see I had no hobby
and the Gothie T. D. nc ideas. The blowing of bird’s eggs had
never intrigued me, the nationality of stamps never unjustified
me, and ali the other lasting interests had somehow not inter-
ested me. I came of a musical
family, 36 it was only natural for the piano to be set before me.
Then there were model aeroplanes, railways, mechano sets, their
roots never took hold. Uncles, for reasons best known to them-
selves, however, showed a great concern in this side of my life.
But whenever they visited I was always without. I had just
sold my chemistry set, or the day before exchanged all my bus-
tickets for a water pistol, a far more useful thing tc help clutter

Oh yes! There were crazes.

- : per. Well, tke dishes were done and | with life, frustrated, weighed down
I won’t have it sgid that any 5on|there was no mora time for day-|by ominous and unexplained fear?
“T{mmy lamb, are you|Mary snapped off the radic abruptly
and looked &t the clock. Twently
; “Yes, Mummy,” replied her small [ minutes past eleven. Timmy should
you think we're both acting very|son, emerging with two scrib)lers, be home any minnte, unless he stay-
ea to play with scme of the other

The door opened furtively and
> " b S0 meny things for 2 little fellow | Timmy crept in. “Mummy, they
“Sure, you're rlﬁh't, Mary,” Jint|{, remember, Mary thought az she |laughed at:me, and I don’t like school
I'm beginuing (0| walked over to the ruck and siep-|at all.” he said sadly.

foel, et:lol:hv:ll:;g:?y." he'fio;{ﬂswi‘t' ped on the starter. The roer of the! “V
P ng as quicxiy a8 motor brought Timmy from the You've been crying. Tell me what!| e,

“The bell ranz and thea—we all

“But Timmy, you haven't foid me

“They laughed at mo ... 'They on a gray background.

how she might feel about it,, these |laughed at me .. .” The words heat | saw amazing things in it. Poverty, hunger, contempt, he saw
think that|2 rough tune upon her consclous- :

Timmy was tied to her apron strings, | 1€s8, 2 sort of cerie, repetitive dance | . ; J ; s 8 5
“All r{ght., i Leavepyour boo%:s of sensation. Could anvihing be|PINg to retrieve a cigarette, already enjoyed, badly weathered,

in the schuol, and play with those |more cruel than tho . mockery of looking back hopefully, believing some nite by passed; then
boys acd girls until the bell rings.|laugter? -Not to a sky, awkward | pulling his cap even further over his eyes, turning up his collar,

‘Bye, now and good luck!” Witk a|six-year-oid boy cn his first day at |, .ccine hands even firmer down in baggy, empty pockets, and
cheery wave of the hand, she érove | School. But then, that did not help l: th tﬁ’ drizzle continuing (; his ggy, DIEEH
much. She must get Timmy cheer- | S° ! e drizzie coniinuing on His way.

A passing cloud hid the sup for a | ed up before dinner time, and some-| what's this? “Belford failed to score:”
moment. A cloud seemed to hang|how she must keep this from Jim.|came through, how could I pay attention C. J. R.?

up my play-rcom. “I haven’t a hobby” and nothing more was
said until Mother returned with tea. And when he left, whether
it be Uncle Tom or Uncle Bill, I again learnt, through my Father,
that I was shy. And so I discovered the key to praise was hob-
bies. Had mine been even deskulling, I am sure I would have
been encouraged to spout forth on such an interesting one. My
Uncles were shy, but I never checked this theory with Father.
By this time [ was really becowning worried, for ail my thoughts,
or rather those of T. D. would not make an essay. However he
did not let me down. He brought my attention to the tie I was
wearing. And here it was, my hobby. I can not say ties intri-

«Why. Timmy 'amb, who laughed? | gued me, yet the more colour they bore the more they pleased

And I did have rather a motley collection. So I wrote.
But C. J. R. are you to let me down?

A shos, C. J. R-KR. J. C. An zssay on a shoe. That quaint

siient, as if he were going to a den-| Mummy, why do they have to act artist — if I had only listened to him. But how could I? Wasn't

the school piaying St. Oiive's that very afternoen? In your day
that would have beer the big match. C. J. R. And rumours

“We sat down and the teacher ask- | Weren't they flashing from boy to boy, row to row until it seem-
ed us for our names. I got up, like ed as if he was the only one not in the know? And vet [ did

Mary brought the truck to a stop | you told me, and said, ‘Jawes Tini-|yleam a few remarks; but that was only when he looked suspic-
on the road in front of the school. |[othy O’Shea, Junior’ and sat down,
She started to get out, but something and while the teacher was writing

iously at the rear. Paintings were pinned to the black-board.
Some gay. come morbid, and one just duli, just a pair of shoes
I think he painted it. He certainly

a tramp slouching in the grimy gutter, every few shuifles stop-

He saw — but then
When reperts so drastic

De you remember your nost successful term? The crowd-

o

o
4

ing and straining, outside the common room, to see the final
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list, the relief when you heard vour name read out by that fel-
low student, lucky enough tc be pinned beside it? You were
2imost halfway up your class. You had made the improvement
your father insisted on. But were ycu responsible, or was it
some forraer genius? Was it during some exam, your eyes fas-
cinated by the clock, and all the while fear mounting within as
its hands put aside time, was it then that your pen strayed over
the desk until — click — your nib had crossed as it sunk into
{some groove, some iritial of a form genions? Or was driving
preparation that sultry summer evening, you, silently cursing
the shiffles, the little distractions, was it then you allowed your
pen to meander along the bench beside you, until it stuck in a
Gothic M, or a Roman S? Whenever it was ycu realized you

i
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had found a friend. You rushed, with a very armoury of nibs,
to that desk for all your exams. You sat beside the Gothic M or
Roman S for all your preparations that year. They were inspir-
ing.

And here am I. I know every twing, every cut, every stroke,
every slip of his knife. I krow his initials C.JLR R J.C. This
way then that, my pen up and around. 1 now know they are not
the initials of a genius.

Should you, reader, have suffered under the blows of some
new Master. should all the keeness, towards that subject of his,
be gone from yeu, should you put your faith in former students,
beware, They can not all be a genions. Above all reader, for
I am bound by tiadition to some piece of furniture, beware of
3> — Ah! There’s the beli — The end of “prep.”
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