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said about her. She was

too old to teach . . . too set
in her ways. Hadn't she over-
heard that mother last week
saying, "I just can't imagine
Miss Dilly ever being a child!™
What sentimental bosh.
Some of those mothers ought
to try handling a roomful of
second graders. Especially
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with a child like Robert.

Robert evaded her, some-
how, with his ready laughter,
his inattention. And, if laid
end to end, the bottles of milk
he spilled would reach clear
to the assembly room. Only
this time it wasn't milk.

She looked down again at
the shattered fragments of the
crystal vase on the floor. Re-
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turning to the room after
lunch, she had found Robert
bending over them, picking
up the few flowers. Anger and
futility filled her. Her lovely
vase. It had been her mother's,
one of the few really nice
things she had left. One room
in a home that didn't belong
to you . . . people who were
not your own . . . no wonder
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By Lila Lennon
a little thing like a crystal
vase meant so much. And

there it was, ruined forever.

“Robert! What have you
done? You've broken my
crystal vase!”

His blue eves were fright-
ened. "l didn't break it. Miss
Dilly. 1 was just picking up
the flowers. . . ." His voice
trailed off, uncertainly.
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Her voice was sharp. “I
expect the truth, Robert.”

He planted his feet solidly
apart, and looked at her defi-
antly, “I didn’t break the
vase, Miss Dilly.”

He'd say that, anyway, she
thought wearily.

She rapped on her desk
with the ruler. “Children, one
of you has broken my vase.
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Will the child who did it
please stand up?”

Miss Dilly waited. She
looked out at the leaden sky,
the dripping trees. No one
stood up. It was Robert, she
was sure of it

“You will stay after school,
Robert,” she said suddenly.

He ducked his head. The
redness in his face reached
his blond hair. He had broken
her vase. He would have to
admit it After all it was a

matter of principle. He might
as well learn that now.

T sz o'clock, Miss Dilly

led her orderly group into
the hall. The clang of the bell
meant liberation, and the
children knew it. She kept
them in line to the outside
door and watched them break
formation to race home.

Back in her room, Miss
Dilly closed the door firmly
and went to her desk.

“Robert, come up here.”

He came, slowly, shuffling.

“Robert,” she said severely.
“l insist on the truth. Did you
break my vase?”

He looked as if he might
cry, and his voice was un-
steady. “No, Miss Dilly.”

“Why don’t you tell the
truth?” she persisted.

“I didn't do it,” he protested
sturdily, but she saw the sud-
den trembling of his lower lip,
the brightness of his eyes.

“Do you know who did
break it?” she questioned.

He was looking down at his
shoes. “No, ma'am.”

Miss Dilly sighed. Sudden-
ly, a feeling of utter failure
swepl over her. She could not
reach this stubborn child.

“All right, Robert, you may
go home now."

He raised his head and
stared silently at her for a
long moment. Then his words
jumped at her, in a childish,
jerky treble.

“You don't believe me, do
you, Miss Dilly?”

He turned and ran out of
the room, and Miss Dilly
watched him go. The slam-
ming of the door echoed loud-
ly in the deserted hall. Anger
bubbled up in her, and yet
there was another, stranger
feeling. The words hadn't
mattered so much, it was the
accusing tone, the deep look
of injustice on his face. She
kept seeing it

Miss Dilly stood up, then
wearily leaned down and
picked up the shining crystal
pieces and put them in the
basket. She walked to the
closet to get her coat. It was
still wet, and she sniffed the
damp wool distastefully.

She sat down abruptly on
the first small desk, still hold-
ing her coat. How long ago
had it been? She hadn't been
any older than Robert. Sud-
denly, in one brief moment,
the years sped backwards.
The whole scene, the old feel-
ing, leaped alive for her.

How proud and self-con-
scious she had been when the
fourth-grade teacher had
“borrowed” her from the sec-
ond grade. She stood straight-
shouldered and tense against
the blackboard in a spelldown
with the older children, and
she had won. Back again in
her own room, she looked
eagerly to her own teacher,
Miss Bates, for approval. But

Miss Bates had her back
turned and didn't see her.
She slipped into her seat and
opened her book.

Miss Bates swooped down
the aisle behind her, her voice
loud with scorn.

“Ann Dilly! For shame!
Cheating during a test!"

Little Ann Dilly had pro-
tested. “But . . . I just ., .”

“Leave your seat and go to
the cloak room,” Miss Bates
interrupted firmly. “We do
not like children who cheat.”

It had been raining that
day, too, and Ann Dilly
pressed her face against the
wet wool coats to muffle the

sound of her crying . . . to
soothe her hot face . . . to
quiet the deep, angry feeling
of injustice.

Miss Bates had not seen her
come back into the room, and
had never let her explain she
had not known a test was in
progress. Against Miss Bates'
anger, little Ann Dilly had
never been able to find the
words to make her believe
she had not cheated.

“Robert."” Miss Dilly moved
her lips soundlessly. “Robert!”

Quickly, she put on: her
coat and ran down the hall,
out into the rain. Ahead, she
saw a small blue-clad figure
trudging slowly. She hurried
after him, through the rain.

She caught up with him
and laid her hand gently on
his shoulder. Robert looked
up at her, his tear-streaked
face startled. She saw the
frightened defiance begin
again in his eyes.

“Robert,” Miss Dilly said
softly, “I just wanted to tell
you . . . I believe you."
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Learn The Truth About
THE CATHOLIC CHURCH
By Mail...At No Cost!

You can easily investigate Catholic
faith and worship in the privacy
of your home.

Just send us your name and ad-
dress and advise that you want to
know what the Catholic Church
really teaches . . . whar Cacholics
really believe. We will send you
an interesting course of instruc-
tion which is short, yet complete.

We will send you a book ex-
plaining Catholic faith and wor-
ship . . . written in an easy-to-
understand form. There are six
test sheets which you can mark
and we will check and rerurn o
you. This will enable you ro deter-
mine how well you understand the
book. It will give you quick and
authentic answers on any point
you do not understand.

There is no writing to do . . .
and nobody calls on you unless
you request it. Nobody knows, in
fact, that you are inquiring into
Catholic teaching. Thousands of
people are aking the course and
learning for the first time wonder-
ful truths abour the Church estab-
lished by Christ Himself,

cost or obligation . ..and in the
privacy of your own home,

As Carholic laymen, who treas-
ure our Faith, we invite you w
understand it and, we hope, o
share it

Write today, giving your name
and address and staring that you
want the course of Catholic in-
struction by mail. The book and
simple test sheets will be mailed
to you immediately in a plain
wrapper. Nobody will call on you
or urge you to join the Catholic
Church. If you wish ... while k-
ing the course . . . to ask any ques-
tions which puzzle you, we will
answer them prompdy without

We know that many people any cost or obligation o you. Send
would like to learn all aybout the postcardorletter now—TODAY!
Catholic Church—but hesitate 1o ASK FOR INSTRUCTION

make personal inquiries. This offer COURSE—FM. Bur— please —ap-
is made so they may get authentic  Ply only for yourself.

Catholic information and study it

in the privacy of their own homes.

You will find in this course
answers to the questions which
confuse non-Catholics. You will
discover that Catholic belief and
practice are not what chey are so
often misrepresented to be.

And if it is true that the Catho-
lic Church is Christ's Church . . .

as we maintain . . . you owe it o | NAME

yourself to get the facts. This you

can readily do through this short | o

course of instruction . . . without | ciry STATE
SUPREME COUNCIL

KNIGHTS oFr COLUMBUS
RELIGIOUS INFORMATION BUREAU

§422 LINDELL BLVD. $1. LOViIs 8, missovml
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BACKACHE getting you down?

—why put up with sluggish kidneys...when
relief is often so swift and easy teo obtain?

of the kidneyy; 2) increases circulation
deep and Often chis is  of blood the ares; 3) reduces
chnnd by Shnggioh kiduoys mdamillly frvitation of Eldeeye sod hisddes:




