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—— = myself. Sister Pawl rubs it in to us:
d » every day—morning, noon and after- 3
noon. E
It's stiff at school. No play. I'm
sick of being kept in every arvo, to
work sums. I feel I'm not a boy
at all—just one of those masheens
they have in offices—a Kom-Tom-
Itter, Only I don't give the corect
anser. 1 wish Father Dale would
get us off. If I have 1o do another
week of this Tl go into unconshisnus
and have to be taken to Hospitil.

Friday.

The classes went out to games ab
3 o'clock. We three poor retches
Had to stay and work sums, Father
Dale came alomg. He must have
forgotten the Greek epersoad,

vwell—what are you fellows do-
__and made it look like a little boy's  ing in here? ~Working out your in-
face, for & minute. “He did not  come tacks?”
chase me round the shop. The door “Kept in, Father," sald Dacey.
was open. He vorlted over the “Doing sums, Father,” said Fred-
epunter—he was yung and nimbil— die.
nise it. T'll introduce you to it—" and chased me down the mane street. T sald nothing.

«gBut T've gob to stay in every A perleeceman saved my life.” “All the others at sport and you
afternoon for a fortnight to do sums. wrell’s more about it," T coaxed.  poor fellows In durinse vile! What
That Sister Pawl—" «p]l tell you this, young man— for?” "

“Ton't H-pEﬂk in that ﬂiﬂmﬂpEBulﬂ my fﬂ-t_!'.l.ﬂ' took his belt off to me. “yau  know, F“thgr,_thg Gtﬂﬂkk
tone of Sister Pawl. You must have well T remember how he nsed it!  shop”
her nearly in her grave. Only that '{T:;‘E ?’“f‘“.'; I should do to you—il "Em }inven‘ls you worked that
1 promised your mother, I'd take e. sentinse out yet?”
in to the Brothers in the mmﬁ?&’. Tr glad my father does not wear  “No, Father, There's another week
and Td tell them to make a man of & helt. He wears braces. Braces Lo B‘u_"" 2
you—you big lolly! That's all you are better. My grandiather must wHum. Sister Pawl does not
are. The nuns are too soft with have used one hand only with the leive in tempuring justis with merey
you, So am I. So is your mother. belt: he'd need the other to hang on Well for us all that she has noft to
We all treat you as if you were & to his trowsers. judge us on the Last Day. T see
baby. It's your mother's forlt. TTl My mother was very dissapointed what 1 can do for you, But you'll
take a hand from this out. Home with me. She did not think I could have to watch yourselves well if T
you come EVEry afternoon as s0on nehave so badly, My father looked speak up for you and tell her yo
as Sister Pawl is finished with you— resined; but not my mother. She are going to try to glve no mol
poor woman, she has my simpathy— could not get over it for a long time. trouble—until the nexb time."

She did not seem surprized at Dacey lines of his face all went up as

w1t was at lunch time.”

ngilence, sir.  You will have no
time for this racketing about the
town. There's work always in the
garden, but you never Seem to recog-

and youwll work like a—like a—" y

My father paused for breath. and Freddie doing such fhings, and smiled and left us.

“Like o nigger,” I said, only & little bit surprized at Dickie. *Ret she won't leb us off,* I zald
' But she seemed unable to beleive that «get she will" :

“Ng, Like a Greek slave. I'm

glad Sister Pawl is going to give you 1 would do it. My poor maother ughe wouldn't if the Bishop a5k

thinks that because I am her boy I “woh! come off, Dalyl”

sums every afternoon for & fortnight.

T wish she had made it & vear. Keep am better t_,hnn other boys, You s0e, sghe wouldn't if the Pope aak

you out of mischiff!  You young re- my dear diery. I am not. I youst “Pan't be silly, Daly."” :

probait.” think I was. But not now. 1 know I am glad to say I lost the
better. Father Dale came back to

When he was finished and had
i L I hope the “Far East” that has gsentinse had been led and
folded the bill and put Itin i et this acount of the Greek epersoad  were free—but thm we

ket, T sald very softly: P ;
“Didn't it ever happen to you?” will get lost on the way to Kien- prought before Sister Pawl of
«what?" he growled. changlu, 50 that the Right Rev. DI.  charge whatever during the
wou know—twenty-five years Ao Patrick {Jleiiry, Perfect Apostolic, Wil week, we would have to work .
* never see db. : 1 ne
is p i old sentinge as well as 8 DS
vou said histry repeats jtself in th That is pride. we all promised to watch ©

family, and that all the things that 1 do not want him to know of m
¥ N walklng thro Siste
happen to me now happened to ¥0U g deeds. I should want every f;n&itziin;

then.” pne to know of them if I were really ;

i " ¥ o t'l Fﬂ Y

Mo growled my father. in good disposishins. As we were going ou

warel” I sald in a volee of dissa- called me back.

pointment 1  have solumly p{'um‘-s.ed my wyau don't look yourself,
“Ig wasﬁ't . Greek; it was an mnttuer not to go into oister gerloons  ave you sick?”

Italian. And it wuan‘l; a fish shop; gnmng Tlllﬁkm Eﬁg any shops anoy= “No, Father."

it was a fruit shop, And I didn’t g people ltxe THAL . «The sums have thteigg_

ring & gong; I merely asked him for out of you. Is tha £25
g Thursday. wyes. Father. But thal

a yard of tripe and two dozen of sos-
sidgls,” Something flashed over my I haven't written in you all the the worst of It."

father's face—something like a light week. I've been too disgussted with “Mo?"
(80}
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Mishiner, I'll have to know how to
spell properly. How can 1 write to
the Bishop and the Pope? You can't
cart a Dickshiniry all over China.
That Webstir one that Dad has is an
orful size, and Dad says there’s a
new one being made called the Oxfid
Dickshinery, and it is so big that
they can't get it finished. Men have
worked at it for years and years, and
now they are dead and it's not

finished. Dad said there are 16 pages .

in it about “and” Now, that’s silly,
«and” has no meaning, so what could
they write about it? Everyone' can
spell “and ” Dad says new words are
being made, and they have to be ex-
plaine¢ and put in the new book, and

their histry and derrivashin. I didn't

know that words have histry.

I think those Oxford Dickshinily
men are wasting their time. A
better  plan” would be to burn all
known dickshinerys and just
people spell the way the words sound,
now, and for all fewcher generashins.
T'm glad I'm not on that Oxford job,
T wouldn’t be the Office Boy for them
for five pounds a week, A marn would
go mad amongst all those words.

But Iy opihyin is mot asked, and
not wanted,. Péople: think that a

boy of 10 knows nothing. . .

Well, since they W
with mad spelling, I must lean to
spell it, so that when 1 am ‘AWRY
over in China, perhaps 100 miles from
Han Yang. I won't be puzzled about
any words, There'd be no one to ask
‘away over there, and, as I sald, &
Mishin priest has no room for a dick-

shinery in his kit. He has t¢ cafry

let

on't’ do. away -
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all nolidge in his head where it-does
not take up any room: Heads are
wunderfull. I would not like to dis-
grace the Mishin by bad spelling; so
I must pack all the words into my
head. R e .

1 resolved: to get to my spelling, to
take: off- my coat and -bang Into it,
and beat it. So I spelt words® over
and over, and I wrote them on pieces
of paper, my pockets were full of
pieces of paper with words.: Not- at
school, of course, Sister Pawl makes
me emptea my pockets every morn-
ing, I wrote:the words, ‘over.and
over, because Sistér Pawl said the eye
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remembers the word for you. My eye
does not. Perhaps my eyes alre a bit -
weak. I ust tell Dad they were, and
ask him to get me off home work. !
But Dad ust just wink at me when
my mother wasn't looking, and he -
ust advize me to do my homework °
erly by daylight, and to go to bed
erly to rest my eyes. So that felk
thru, But my eyes have not a good -
memory. They do not remember the
way the words look. My mother
wundered what all the bits of paper
with words on meant, My father said;
in that strange langwidge he uses
sometimes: “Marmaduke is trying to
conker the vageries of English spell:
ing. Alas, poor Yorick!” But Sister
Pawl was amazed-at the impro
ment in my spelling; altho I still ha
lats of mistakes, I had-some word
right. :

: (To be continued.)

PRIZE-WINNERS IN NOREEN'S
MAY CONTEST, -

1. Sidney Blatchford, N.Z:. -
2. Teresa Carr, N.Z. R
3. Geoffrey Goldsmith, N.S.W

MceNamara,

Murray Aherns, Evelyn Ostini; Jii
Buttfield, Mary Windsor, : T
Brown, Betty Fahy, Margaret Hom
Patty Phelan, Michael Fasol :
Cowburn.’ )

) .

A new subscriber for th
East™! There is nothing W
gives Maureen such happine
a look around your friend
that they take it.
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