














THE THIRD CHAPTER
Awful 1
DEAR Thomas Dodd came in ten minutes
later. He looked at me in a certain
way.

“ Dummy ! ” he said.

I jumped.

“What was that, my dear Thomas ? ”

“ Dummy ! ” bawled Thomas Dodd. “ Why
couldn’t you have let us know you had
finished the job ? We’'ve been hanging out
the fight to give you plenty of time, and all
the while you have finished the job and are
roosting in the study. B-r-r-r-r!”

“ Mum-my dearest Thomas i

“Rats!”

It was a time to speak firmly, my dear
readers. You will understand that. Thomas
Dodd had been fighting; his temper had
suffered. He had done things he ought not
to have done, and left undone things he should
have done.

I began to give him a mild, but disapproving
lecture. I pointed out how pained I had
been to witness that pitched battle between
juniors who should have been friends. 1
admonished him on the treatment he had
meted out to dear Reginald.

While I was still speaking, dear Thomas
Cook and dear Doyle advanced upon me like
a couple of tigers. They laid rough and violent
hands upon my person. Dear Thomas Dodd
opened the door. T felt myself lifted off my
fect, and then ensued a peculiar sensation, as
though I was flying through the air.

The next second I had hit the linoleum in
the passage.

* Oooooooop ! * T observed.

“ Now talk sense or shut up!” howled
Thomas.

They applied themselves to their tea, while
1 nursed my injuries. I say nothing of their
black ingratitude. I was wounded to the
depths of my soul, but I have chosen to forget
it, and to put it down to their sinful tempers.

For a few moments there was peace.

Then dear Thomas suddenly rose to his feet,
dropped the cup of tea he was drinking, and
clasping his two hands upon his waistcoat, he

jumped into the air and said :
¢ Qoooovoosh !

I stared at him. But before I could make
any remark, dear Thomas Cook and Doyle
were similarly affected. Thomas Cook fell
over backwards and broke his chair, and
Thomas Doyle dived head-first under the
table.

“Yow!
Cook.

Dear Doyle moaned fitfully like a demented
cow,

“ My dear fellows,” I managed to cry,
“ whatever is the matter 2

“Yoooop! Moooooh !
screamed Thomas Dodd.
Qoooop !

1 turned pale.

“ Mum-my dear boys,” I muttered, tremb-
ling. *“You are ill. I shall fetch a doctor.”

** Qoooch ! ™" yelled Thomas Cook. ** You—
you—you burbler! Have you put anything
into our tea, you howling maniac 2 ”

“ Only a dose of the tonic, dear Thomas,” 1
replied.

Never shall 1 forget the expression that
dawned upon Thomas Dodd’s face. e
caught up the bread-knife, and for one
dreadful second, my dear fellows, my life was
in danger. Then, fortunately for me, another
severe pain shot through his interior, and he
clasped his hands upon his middle and howled.

*““Holy mother av Moses!” moaned
Thomas Doyle from under the table. ** I'mn
kilt, intirely. If I doie, bhoys, kill that
spalpeen Cufly for me. 1f I don’t, begorrah,
T'll do ut meself ! Qoooop !

My head was absolutely swimming round.

“1 don’t understand,” I cried. * Why
should that strengthening tonic give you
pain ? Is it not tasteless ¢’

“You— you— you——" yelled Thomus
Cook. ‘It was a joke, you shricking dummy.
Towle made the stuff to give to the Classicsls.
Ow-ow-ow ! Yerroooch ! 1t gives the fellow
who takes it a severe pain in the tummy for
a few minutes. Ooooop ! Otherwise it’s quite
harmless, of course. Ow!”

I saw it all.

Nobody will ever be able to understand
the disgust and horror that overwhelmed
me. I was sickened with dismay. All the
time I thought dear Thomas Dodd wuas

Whooooop ! shrieked Thomas

Cler-rooooch !
“T'm poisoned !

( 236



doing a good
turn, he was
merelymaking
usc of me to
give pain to
the other dear
fellows in the
Classical
House. How
can I describe
my feelings ?
I won’t try.
You can
imagine them
better than I
can portray
them.

My face was
pale.

“I under-
s t a n d
everything,
Thomas,” 1
said  sternly.
*“1 shall now
try to undo
the wrong I
have done
through you. I shall go over
to the Classical House immedi-
ately, and warn every fellow not
to taste his tea.”

“Come back, imbecile!”
howled Thomas ('ook.

[ paid no heed. My duty
was clear. I had done a great
wrong unintentionally, and that was the
only way to right it.

But as I sped hot foot to the Classical
House, 1 knew I was too late.

From every part of the building furious
yells and demoniacal howls were ascending
to the sky. I rushed into the hall. The
first object that met my eye was Mr. Greely,
rolling downstairs. Every time he hit the
stairs he gave forth a booming roar.

Bump! Roar! Bump! Roar!

He rolled into the hall and lay there,
moaning indecently at frequent intervals.

“Ahl I am poisoned! Oh, I am a dead

man!”

I ran forward to assist him to rise.

The Fourth.-Form
passage was a sham-
bles. A struggling,
writhing, moaning,
howling group of
juniors were worm-
ing about on the
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*“ Mr. Greely—"
“ Let me die, boy ! ”” he groaned, waving

me away. “I have been foully murdered,
like Hamlet’s father. Cut off in the prime of
life, boy | Sent to my final reckoning with
all my imperfections on my head. Gerrroooch
—fetch a doctor ! Stay! It is too late!
Fetch an undertaker at once | Wooooooh ! ”

I ran upstairs. The Fourth-Form passage
was a shambles. A struggling, writhing,
moaning, howling group of juniors were
worming about on the floor.

‘“ Ooooooooooch |’ yelled Lovell, *I've

- swallowed prussic acid | ”

I bent over him.
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* No, you have not, my dear Arthur,” I
said soothingly. “ You have merely—"

His fist caught me on the nose. With a
dreadful yell I added myself to the writhing
group. In a moment daylight was blotted
from my gaze by a struggling heap of
bodies. :

More dead than alive, I regained my feet.
I was obviously too late to save the Fourth.
Perhaps Mr. Dalton or one of the other
masters had not yet partaken of the venom.

~Mr. Dalton was not in his study. At

least I thought not for the moment. Then
I perceived him under the table. He was
jerking his legs about spasmodically, and
trying to bury his head in the wastepaper
basket.

“ My dear sir——"" I gasped.

He gave me five thousand lines.

I retired, hurt, and went to Mr. Bohun’s
study.

Mr. Bohun was hanging so far out of
his window that for a moment I thought he
was trying to commit suicide. I tapped him
on the shoulder.

“ Mr. Bohun! My dear sir!” I gasped.
“ You will fall out.”

“ Push me out, boy ! 7 he roared fiercely.
¢ Push me out this minute ! Better a quick
death than lingering agony ! Moooooooh ! ”

I hesitated. I am not a boy to disobey the
commands of my kind masters, yet surely it
is a trifle awkward to be told to push a
gentleman out of a second-floor window ?

However, such were my orders and, stifling
a groan, I caught hold of Mr. Bohun’s ankles
and commenced to tip him out of the
window.

It was at this moment that he changed his
mind. He said that he would rather drown
himself in the river, as that was a more
comfortable death. I was thankful to hear
him say so, and I hauled him in and left
him.

Mr. Manders was in a really wicked frame
of mind. No sooner had I opened the door
of his study than he clutched his cane and
made such a terrible swipe at me that he
would certainly have cut me in halves if I

had not fallen backwards into the passage.
As it was he pursued me down the corridor,

cutting at my legs, and I was thankful to
reach the quadrangle alive.

I saw Dr. Draycott, the medical man,
racing to the school in his car. He went
straight to the Head’s study, and through
the window I observed Dr. Chisholm leaning
on his shoulder, weeping.

“1 have been poisoned, my dear sir,”
wept the Head. “I have been cruelly
poisoned by some wicked miscreant who—""

““ No doubt, no doubt!” said the doctor
soothingly.

“Some evil and base-hearted reprobate
has placed a dreadful toxicant in my tea.”

I waited to hear no more. Too dispirited to
heed what I was doing I wandered back to
my own House, and the first thing I found out
was that every fellow in the House was
secking my blood.

I dodged into the boot-room, quaking.

There was a key in the door of the boot-
room. I turned it. Then, squatting down
among the old boots, brushes and blacking,
I waited for three hours, palpitating.

Ah, what a terrible fracas there was,
afterwards, my dear fellows! The Head
sent for me, and said he would be merciful,
and merely sentence me to be flogged within
an inch of my life and expelled from the
school. I dread to think of what would have
happened to me if he hadn’t decided to be
merciful.

Fortunately Thomas Dodd, Cook, Towle
and the others came to my rescue, and after
the matter had been explained, we were all
sentenced to a severe caning. Dear Thomas
Dodd, however, point-blank refused to hear
of me being caned—saying that I was under
the impression all the time that I was doing a
kindly action. So well did he put the case to
the Head that, to my surprise, I was dis-
missed without being caned or even detained.

I am grateful to dear Thomas for that—
but, ah! the burden of sorrow upon my
heart when I think of his deception. My
faith in him is shaken. Never again can I
consider him the spotless youth of former
years.

But it’s a sad and sinful world, and the
longer I live the more I find it out.
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BEHIND THE
COUNTER!

Our Special Reporter, TOM
BROWN, chats with DAME

MIMBLE, of tuckshop fame.

ERCHED on one of the high stools at the
Plu('l:shop counter, with my notebook
on my knee, and a dish of jam tarts at
my elbow, 1 chatted with the plump and
matronly Dame Mimble.

1t must be great fun running a tuckshop,”
I suggested. * Nothing to do all day but
dispense jam tarts to those that hunger, and
ginger-pop to those that thirst. Why, it’s the
life of a lady of leisure.”

Dame Mimble gave me a reproachful glare.

“ Nothing to do, indeed ! ”” she exclaimed.
“You know nothing about running a tuck-
shop, Master Brown. Why, I'm as busy as the
day’s long.”

Even as she spoke, the worthy dame was
vigorously churning ice cream in a barrel.

*“In that case, ma’am,” said I, “ you want
an assistant. I shall be pleased to act in that
capacity for a salary of six doughnuts per day,
and a strawberry ice whenever I happen to
fancy one.”

Dame Mimble shook her head.

“1've had enough of assistants,” she said.
“ Once, in a moment of weakness, I agreed to
let Master Bunter help in the shop. I told
him he could help himself to an occasional
tart, or a glass of ginger-beer, but he helped
himself too fast and frequent for my liking.
Why, the fat rascal ate me out of house and
home.”

“ Ha, ha, ha! Just like Bunter ! ”

It was no laughing matter, Master Brown.
As fast as I made cakes Master Bunter tucked
em away. I had to exhibit the ‘SOLD
OUT !’ notice long before closing time came,
and my customers were wild. I got rid of
Master Bunter, and I'll never take on an

"assistant again—never !

And Dame Mimble churned the ice cream

quite viciously.

(

“Who is your best customer, ma’am 2 I
inquired.

** Lord Mauleverer,” was the prompt reply.
“ His lordship spends pounds where others
spend pence. He thinks nothing of spending
a five-pound note on a study celebration.
And once, on a very special occasion, he
bought up my entire stock.”

“My hat! And who is your worst cus-
tomer 2 ”

‘“ Master Bunter and Master Skinner tie
for that distinction. Master Bunter is always
wanting credit. He doesn’t seem to realise
that this is a tuckshop—not a tickshop. As
for Master Skinner, he’s dreadfully mean and
artful. When I was giving away free samples
of ice cream the other day—one sample per
customer—DMaster Skinner came back at least
half a dozen times and each time he declared
it was his first appearance. And he always
waits till my cakes are stale before he buys
them, because they drop to half price.”

Iwas pondering on the meanness of Skinner
by contrast with the liberality of Lord
Mauleverer, when the tuckshop was suddenly
beseiged by an army of cricketers, and I was
swept from my perch.

There was an impatient clamour of “Ice
cream here ! ” and “* Ginger-pop here ! ”” and
“ Buck up, Mrs. Mimble ! ” And I squeezed
my way out of the shop, leaving the tuckshop
dame to her strenuous labours.
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I,

Fisu /

O H, yes |
I’'m Fisher, I guess,
An American guy
In my talk and my dress.
I’m cute and I'm early, I’ll twist you to-day ;
'Sno use being surly—it’s business, you jay.

Hi! Guy!
1 mean what I say.

Say, bo!

I’ve bargains to show ;

I sell any object,

I’m out for your dough.

I’'m a business firm, sonny—the boss and the staff.
Why, gee ! That ain’t funny—no reason to laugh.
Eh? Say! .

1 mean it—not half |

Here, you !

You’re looking quite blue !

I’'m a swindler, you say ?

Get out of it, do !

| know it’s sharp practice; you don’t need to talk.
You see, sir, the fact is, I come from New York.
Too—true !

We’re sharp in New York |

Buy, buy!

Swindling, my eye !

I have to make money—

Or, rather, I try.

Whenever I start on a scheme to make gain
Cherry and Wharton both give me great pain !
Ow-Wow !

It’s a ragging again.

Don’t care !

1 never despair !

They rag me and nag me,

But Fisher’s still there.

So roll up, my tulips—roll up to my shack !

Ari’d s]]‘Jend your spondulicks—you won’t get ’em
ack.

I’m prime !

Till I get the sack.

%e SonNG 4
2

Eyes of the Night!

HO could foresee the rapid development
that would come of the initial suc-
cessful flight of the firsi power-driven

acroplane 2 Certainly not the famous Wright
brothers who accomplished that first flight—
and very few others even so much as dreamed
of the startling strides that flying would make.

One of the directions in which acroplanes
have made the most progress is shown in the
accompanying photogravure plate, where a
flight of four night-bombers is seen in action.
These ’planes, loaded with death-dealing
bombs, are attacking an enemy objective.
The enemy has got *“ wind " of their approach,
and one of the bombers has been caught full
in the blinding glare of two searchlights.

Behind those revealing beams are anti-
aircraft guns.  And woe betide the ““ spotted ”
night-homber if the pilot thereof does not
twist and turn, and scoot into the blackness
which masked his stealthy approach !

Only by sweeping the sky in all directions is
there a chance of the night-bombers being
spotted—unless the defenders’ mechanical
“ears ” manage to pick up the sounds of the
enemy’s approach. These “ears” are the
night-bombers’ greatest danger, for they
register the direction and height of approach-
ing ‘planes for the guidance of the crew
manning the defending anti-aircraft guns.

The night-bombers, unless caught in the
blinding glare of the restless, sweeping search-
lights, are absolutely indistinguishable in the
dark sky. To render them ordinarily invisible
in such circumstances, British night-bombers
are painted dark green, and from the usual
red, white and Dblue R.A.F. identification
circles the white is omitted.

R.AF. pilots are amazingly adept at drop-
ping deadly “eggs” from thousands of feet
in the air, the pilot of the machine releasing
his bombs by pulling a lever—the deadly
bombs being slung beneath the undercarriage
of the big night-machines. Always the pilot
has in mind the possibility of a forced landing
which, if clumsily carried out, may result in
his load of bombs bumping the ground and
promptly blowing him and his machine back,
in fragments, into the night sky !
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