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EXFJC FROM ADMONX!I!ION 

Ken came home dirinking that night. His maither sensed 
it the moment he came in the door, and she lost no time in 
letting him know she was aware d it. That was her greatest 
fault. His indulging was not so serious that it warranted re- 
proach bhe moment ‘he entered. After all, he did not go 
madly about the house leaviug destruction in his path. On 
the contrary, iwitrh bhe exce@tion of his sullen mood, no dif- 
ference in his behaviour was noticeable, and his mother’s 
nagging at  a t h e  like this didn’t help matters in the least. 
Her favorite comment on the dbject was: ‘Wy son, drink- 
ing. I’d rather not see you at  all than see you like this.” 

For a long (time Ken had been reminding hiimselt that 
someday he would M e  her complaining serioiusly and he 
was in that sort of mod tonight; consequently, after her 
usual comment, he pidked h i s  hat off the chair whew he 
had thrown it and .turned toward the door. As he opened it 
he lodked baok over his shoulder. “All right molther,” he 
said dowly, “if that’s What you want.” 

She stood imdbile, &isbelid on her face. Not until the 
d m  had c l o d  quietly behind hirm did she fully realize what 
had happened. m e n  then she refused to believe that he had 
actually gone. W e  won’t stay away from (home long,” she 
thought. And yet )he h.ad never gone this far before. 5n the 
past whatever rmar‘ks dhe hakl made had apparently been 
ignored. * c c c u: 

Ken drove along in %he car he had bought after ’he had 
joined the Alkmholiics Anonymous. It ww a nice, new car. 
Something he oould not afford while he had ’been squander- 
ing his money on liquor. 

As be drove through his home tm, he w’as thin- of 
that ni&t ,three years ago when he had walked out of ’his 
home. ‘‘Of course, Mother did have cause to worry,” he 
thought. It was doing no harm then, but maybe she  knew 
what h a m  it might lead ,to, for he ihimself was well aware 
of what it had led to those last few months before he h’ad re- 
fomned. “Well, at least she didn’t see me wh8e ‘I wax like 
that, and that is what &e wanted isn’t it?” $e muttered. 

‘?Should I apoloigize?” he thoug‘ht. “After all she didn’t 
have the right attitude. 1 wouldn’t want her to be glad to 
see me just because I don’t drink any more. Ho, 1 won’t tell 
her. I’ll see how she reacts first.” 

tSudt3enly &e ‘bagan to feel a \great feeling of anticipa- 
tion as ‘he drew nearer h m e .  He had not seen or heard from 
the family for three yealrs. They hadn’t even iknown where 



‘he bawl hen. 
He turned, at a ihigher speed than he had intended 

down the street where his parents lived. Pamiliar &j&s 
me his eyes. It felt good to be back after so long an absence. 

As he drew nearer, %houghts df doubt crossed his mind. 
What if they wouldn’t welcome him? What if they wouldn’t 
be h a m  to see him? 

His Uhoughts were cut short, as ‘he pulled in the drive- 
way, by tlhe sight d a purple wreath on the front door. 

“Oh, God, no,” he whispered. Water began to f o m  in 
his eyes and htk legs felt weak as he paan up the walk. He 
was; met a t  the d m  by his aged father. 

“You’re too late mn,” he said. 

-VOYAGE PRECHE- 

A la suite de graves mesententes avec la direction du CollBge, 
je fis de dhchirants adieux aux amis (es) et le train me conduisit 
A la maison oh un comit8 sous la direction de mon pbre m’attendait. 
Une breve lecture de la lettre du Rev. P&e Recteur I’avait prepare 
B mon arriv6e impr6vue. 

Entre le premier et le dernier mot du discours de mon p&re 
qui finissait ainsi: “Et si ~a ne fait pas, t u  pourras ioujours te 
trouver un emploie pour la ville” l’occasion de me justifier ne me 
fut &re accordhe. 

Inutile de dire que la premiere semaine f u t  remplie au  point 
que je ne savais plus oh mettre la tste. Ce n’6tait que diners avec 
confbrences A la suite d’un dejeuner-causerie pr6vu pour 8.15h. 
chaque matin oh mon pere (le conferencier) discutait de I’indiscipline 
et  du peu de s6rieux de la jeunesse moderne . . , La pression atmos- 
pherique ne diminua pas pendant toute la DremiBre semaine. Ce 
n’est qu’aprb dix jours, que le tout retomba 2 1’Btat normal. 

Ma famille au complet se chargea de supporter les dires 
de mon p b e  au point de g8ner meme mes moments les plus 
intimes. Le peu de temps libres que mes conferenciers m’ont 
Iaiss6, fut occuph par quelques rares sorties priv6es. 

A mon retolirs, je mkditai sur la grandeur de la sagesse de 
Saint Thomas et  je pris la ferme resolution de me soumettre aux 
directives des autorites comphtentes . . . 

Michel. 56. 


