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The Ordeal fo r  MeGut2ky.

D’ya know what happened to  me th e  o ther day, Stooge? The Rector c a l le d  me in  and 
asked i f  I  was one o f  th e  n i tw i ts  who make sappy remarks a t the  movies every tim e a 
boy and g i r l  k i s s .

That made me p le n ty  s o re ,  I  do a l o t t a  th in g s  th a t  a in ’t  acco rd in ’ to  Hoyle and 
th a ty a  can’t  f in d  in  Emily P o s t, bu t I  g o tta  mother and s i s t e r s  a t  home and I know 
b e tte r* n  to  make f re s h  remarks every tim e ® girl shows up on the  sc reen .

The f e l l a s  who do t h a t ’re  orphans, I  to ld  th e  R ec to r. I ’ l l  j u s t  be tcha  th e y 'r e  
o rphans,

I  d o n 't  th in k  th e y ’re  orphans, he says t 'm e , 1 imagine th e y ’re  ju s t  warped somewhere 
or e ls e  th ey  th in k  th e y 'r e  t e r r i b l y  funny .

There was a tim e in  th e  p a s t ,  you know McGutzky, when i t  was thought h i la r io u s  to  
k ick  the  c ru tch es  out from under a  c r ip p le  and to  s t e a l  a b lin d  man’ s cane.

The old  L a tin  p o e ts , i f  one can judge from th e i r  p la y s , considered i t  g rea t fun to  
throw  a fe llo w  over a  c h a ir  and w allop him u n t i l  h is  nose b led .

Vie 11, I  says t 'h im , you got me wrong i f  you th in k  th a t  I  belong to  th a t  bunch. Those 
b ird s  a re  g iv in g  t h e i r  mom and pop an aw ful b lack  eye, i f  they  only knew i t .

T here’ s ano th er th in g , he s a y s . Some fe llow s gab coming out of n ig h t p rayer as i f  
th ey  were w alking through a h o te l  lobby. I  suppose i t ’s th o u g h tle sm e ss , bu t how can 
a boy ever hope to  go t an education  who i s  th o u g h tle ss  about a th in g  l ik e  th a t?

I t  w i l l  do him no good to  read  books and w rite  themes i f  he m isses fundam ental th in g s .

W ell, 1 says t ’him, t h a t ’ s an o th er th in g  I  don’t  do, and you can mark i t  down in  your 
l i t t l e  red  book.

And what I  to ld  th e  R ector i s  th e  God’ s t r u th ,  S tooge. I  sometimes sk ip  n ig h t p ra y e r | 
when I th in k  I  won’t  be m issed, bu t i f  I  go th e re  1 ju s t  don’t  t a lk  in  th e  presence } 
of th e  B lessed Sacram ent,

You never saw me do i t ,  d id ja  Stooge?

But how about te a r in g  pages out o f an encyclopedia? Stooge in q u ire d .

I s n ' t  th e re  something of th e  cave man in  th a t?  That makes a so t th a t  co st s ix ty  or 
seven ty  d o l la r s  p r a c t ic a l ly  u s e le s s .

A l l ,  r ig h t  s a id  McGutzky, i f  t h a t 's  tho  way y o u 're  gonna f e e l  about i t —because I 
le ty n  in  on something—1 put th o se  pages back t h i s  n o rn irg , see , smart guy?

But you 've destroyed  th e  volume, con tinued .S tooge . And th a t  ru ins tho  s o t ,  B e tte r  
ask your con fesso r about the  k ind  of r e s t i t u t i o n  you th i r k  you've made, next tim e you 
go to  co n fess io n ,

' P k A Y f e ; i S 7 ' '"Deceased, f a th e r  of David Crooks (D illo n ) . I l l ,  Father F ogarty ; aun t and 
co u sin  of Joe McMahon (B adin), s e r io u s ly  h u rt in  an automobile a c c id e n tj Miss Jane 
Don w an, aun t of a s tu d e n t; Mr, Frank J« H arriso n , f r ie n d  of a s tu d e n t; Joe S u lliv an  
( S t .  E d 's . ) 1 Bub Malarnoy ( S t .  Ed’s . ) ;  Paul M uollor (Lyons), Deceased, f r ie n d  o f 
C harles Hau (S t ,  Ed’ s , ) .  Four sp e c ia l in te n t io n s .


