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« A World at War” Commences Next Week.

Tell Your Friends.

" he’s dangerous.’

The Ist Chapter:
Micky Flynn Takes up Golf.

L OOK out!”
“Hallo!”
H.d “ Faith, and I tell ye, look out 4

“ Byt what—""

Poindexter and Neville had just come out
into the Close at Cliveden, and were walking
down tewards the cricket field, when Micky
Tlynn’s excited voice fell upon their ears.

They stopped immediately, and stared at
their Irish chum.

‘“Faith, and will ye look out?” shouted
Micky Flynn.

“1 guess he’s off his rocker!” e:xclaimed
Poindexter, staring at ¥lynn. “What’s he
doing with that walking-stick?’

“Somo new sort of gymnastic exercise,’”’ sug-
gested Neville. :
There was indeed something rather surpris-
ing in Flynn's attitude. He had hold of a
walking-stick with a deadly grip. and appeared
to be brandishing it in the air for no especial

purpose.
“Will ye get out of the way?”’ roared Flynn.
“What for?” demanded Poindexter. “We
are a dozen feet from you,.and you can go on

wit'!'n that Indian club exercise without hurting

“Indian club, ye ass! It's golfing I am!”
“ Whatting "’

“Golfing "

“Off his rocker,” said Poindexter, with con-

viction. < -

Dick Neville chuckled. z :

He perceived a fives ball lying on the ground
at the Irish junior’s feet, and guessed that the
walkmf-atxck was to be used as a golf-club.

“Will ye get out of the way?”

“ But I guess we're not in the way!”

“Ye're blocking up the hole!”

““Oh, I see!”

“ Faith, and sure a golfer was never bothered
H such a pair of silly spalpeens!” exclaimed

icky Flynn.

“ Do you call that golf?”

__““Faith, and I do intirely ! Sure, it’s some
illicant shots I've made; and when I get a
golfing set, I'll surprise ye all. Bure, I'm going
to make my shot now; so if ye don’t clear,
there will be trouble!”’

‘‘Oh, better get out of the way, I guess!”
said Poindexter. “Flynn isn’t any too safe at
close quarters at the best of times; and when
he starts play ng golf with a walking-stick,

*“Faith, and I'll—""
“Come on, Dick!”
The chums of the Fourth hurried out of the

~ way. The walking-stick whirled in the air, and

swept down, and tho fives ball was sent flying;
but it was far from flying in the direction
intended by the amateur golfist. Poindexter
would have been safer if he had remained
where he was.

“Sure, and where’s the ball?”” gasped Micky
Flynn, looking round.

"l‘here was a yell from Lincoln G, Poindexter.

‘ Here it is, you ass, in my eye!”

The American chum was rubbing his eye
ruefully.

y.xckg Flynn looked at him in amazement.

“‘ Faith, and do ye mean to say that the

ity e >

: “i'gu‘en 80, yot’dﬁﬂggromalmfmv"’ e

“But, sure, ye were not in the line of fire 1

I should have been safer there, I guess!” .

Micky Flynn shook his head obstinately.

Faith, and it’s mistaken ye are, Punt-
dodger! The ball couldn’t possibly have hit
you in the eye, where you are standing I’

“Jt came right in—="

“71 tell ye it's impossible. I made
stroke, and the ball must have gone &ffm
towards the house.” -

““Ha, ha, ha!” roared Dick Neville. *“What
was it came into Punty’s eye, then, Micky?”

““Bure, and how should I know, intirely?
I'm pretty sure it wasn’t my ball. Perhaps it
was a wasp "

“T'll wasp you!” howled Poindexter. And
he made a rush at the Irish junior.

Micky Flynn dodged.

“Fa:th, and keep yer temper, Pinplungerl
Don’t be ratty, Puntpainter! Accidents will
happen in the best regulated golf-links—""

-

ball hit ye in the eye, Puntpusher?”’

. :zl it ‘went into Z

NN

Written by

CHARLES HAMILTON.

You'll Laugh a Hundred Times Over
the Adventures of Jovial Micky-

— 2R ——

“I'll knock you—-""

¢ Faith, and it's excited ye look, Puntdodger.
Sure—— Ow!"”

Poindexter kiad the amateur golfist round the
neck now, and was proceeding to administer
severe corporal punishment to him.

Two red-headed youths came out of the
schoolhouse, and stopped to look on with great
interest.

* Hallo, Pricey!” exclaimed Pankhurst of
the Fourth. *“ Here’s a row in the home circle
—the Combine have fallen out at last!”

“ Quite s0,” said Price. “ Let’s watch ‘om."”’

“ Rather!” ;

The 2nd Chapter.

The Golfist in Trouble.

ICK NEVILLE grasped Poindexter by
the hair, and Micky Flynn by the left
ear, and exerted his strength to

separate them.
Whether it was his strength, or the pain
caused by his well-meaning efforts, the excited
oombatants came apart at last.

“ Lemmegerratim !" gasped Micky Flynn.

“ Whatcherholdinmefor?’ panted Poindexter.

“Shut up, you Pait of silly asses——""

*“ Sure, and——""

‘" Rﬂts !H

Neville.
selves, both of you!"
““Faith, and—'——"

“1 guess—'

"

Dick Neville—
in chancery, Dick Neville—
 Oh, shut up!”’

are the giddy peace-makers. What

let *em fight it out?”
“ Quite so!” said Price.
watch.” :
* Qo it, Poindexter
"C:g it, Tipper- :

1"

¢ There's Pankhurst and Price standing there
grinning like a couple of Cheshire cats, while
you're playing the giddy ox!” exclaimed Dick
“ You ought to be ashamed of your-

“ghuck it! You're a pair of silly cuckoos
““If you had a fives bgll bunged in your eye,
“I1f you had a Chicago lunaﬁi‘c get your head
“Ha, ha, ha!” roarea Pankhurst. *‘ Blessed

ers. do you
want to interfere for, Neville? Why can't you

It was amusing to

eye, it can’t have stopped there, so it must be
gomewhere about. Help me find it, like a
snt boy!"

d%?&hel‘e'it is,”” said Pankhurst, kicking the
fives ball towards the Irish junior. ‘' Let’s see
if you can land it in Puntdodger’s other eye!”
& Faith, and it's bholin’ it I'm thryin’ to do

”"”
«1 think I'll get a little further off,” said
Pankhurst. ‘ That walking-stick looks dan-
gerous. There he goes!”

Micky Flynn made a stroke. :

Unfortunately there was a slight miscalcula-
tion, and, instead of hitting the ball, the stick
crashed on the ground with such a shock that
it was smashed in two, and Micky Flynn’s
hands tingled as if he had been electrified.

““Ha, ha, ha!" roared Pankhurst. “ Good
old golfist!”

Micky Flynn stared at the fragments of the
walking-stick in dismay.

“ Waith, and it’s broken intirely.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

«“And sure, there’s the ball. It hasn’t
moved !

“VYou'll want a new cleek,” grinned Poin-
dexter. - “ By the way, was that a cleek or a
brassey?”

% Faith, and it was neither! It was

Grahame's walking-stick, the one he uses on
Sundays, and this will annoy him.”

Poindexter whistled.

Grahame was the worst-tempered prefect at
Cliveden, and he would certainly have been an-
noyed if he had known that Micky Flynn had
borrowed his stick to play golf with. The fact
could hardly be concealed from him now. It
was an accident, of course, but that would
make no difference to Grahame.  When his
stick was returned in pieces, there would be a
record row, that was certain.

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Pankhurst. *I think
he is almost certain to be annoyed, Flynn, but
be won't feel so bad as you will when he's
finished with you.”

“ Waith, and it was an accident!”

““Ha, ba, bal”

“When you play golf with a walkin’-stick,
sure, you mnever know what is going to
happen !” said the Irish junior.

“You're right there; but perhaps Grabame

won’t think that his stick was the proper one to
select for the purpose,” grinn _ Pankhurst.
“I say, can't anything be done to it? It can't

be a very good stick to smash like that, any-
way. Perhaps we could stick it together with
a little glue.”’

Micky Flynn brightened up.

“ Faith, and of course we can, Panky! It
won't be so strong as it was before, but if we
stick it carefully, sure it will look just the
same.”

“I guess that’s a good idea,” said Poin-
dexter. “Ii (Grahame were a decent chap,
we'd show it to him, and offer to pay for the
damage. But the beastly bully would seize on
it as an excuse for going for us

“That's it!"’ said Neville.
the thing!"”

“Sure, and where are ye goin’ to get any
glue, though?”’

“ 1’1l borrow Stumpy’s gluepot,” said Pank-
hurst. “He'll lend it to me if I tip him three-
pence. You take the stick to your study,
and I'll bring the gluepot there as soon as
can get it from Stumpy.”

“ Faith, and it’s a janius ye are, Panky!”

“ And it’s a silly ass you are, Flynn. Come
on, Pricey!”

And Pankhurst and Price walked off towards
the porter’s lodge. They were not on the best
of terms with Stump, the porter, but Stump
was always amenable to a tip.

Micky Flynn picked up the two halves of the
walking-stick, and put them under his arm.

“The gluepot’s

and I
think——"" -

“QOb, chuck shit
growled = Poindex-
ter. “You two
copper merchants
can go and eat coke.
What price ginger
to-day ?”

“What price
tinned rats?” said
Pankhurst cheer-
fully, *Ihearthat
your popperissend-
ing you _some
special
from Chicago for a
study feed, Punt-
pusher. Youwon's
ask us, will you?”

“(Oh, don’t stop
here talking to
these stupid kids !”
said oindexter
loftily.

_ “Faith, and it's
interruptin’ my golf
ye are, and sure
I've lost my ball {”
. “Oh, you’re play-
mf golf, are you?”
said  Pankhurst.
“Where has your {

ball ?
: "mt dodger

7. 1w Nl A
A P

MuFr oy
eye; but he s
must have been
mistaken, as I sent

tion. Anyway, if had
it went o

ot ""?’..la',/
Instead of hi ORI
ns of hitting the ball, the stick crashed on the ground with such
it in another direc- Shock that it was smashed in two, ¥ fled a5 If he
:m Ao ot oo “., and Micky Flynn's hands tingled as if he
into his golfist! Sure, there's the ball! It hasn't moved!”

4
t]

. IT'S GRAHAME’S
- STICK !

ha!” roared Pankhurst, * Good old

¥

““ Sure, and itm‘s\‘.

claimed. “I don't “{\fortu,me, kids
make a stroke like tﬂ:;t'? Sy ho':dil hw‘
Porhvup§ it's bccause. o’ { b
gostc:i Neville. Fou're a il
4 {Ruxkh, and [-—"
. ““We'd better com
i’ng, Poindexter re:‘l::‘lge(};elq'you o the gy
s}? easy to mend that stigk gy S itm‘
- ow. And if Grahame ev 10 that i
here will be a bust-up,” . eam"nitm
“Sure, that’s Gr l. § : .
He shouldn’t have :ulcahmg,sbebuemmv it jy
ing-stick, anyway, when g chas“y.°h“1) Wil
bo‘x"row 1t to use as a brassey WP Might
grinned Neville: <y Housilne of ool
1 Neville. ““Let's go mm‘ o higp
study before anybody sees theme %mhﬁ |
ot looking at us, and held o hre py ¢
Grahame as soon as look at uf €, apyp g, |
in the passage when we came | Enhumn
fragments under your jacket, Ot Shor g,
]?‘mth, and it’s right ye ire'"
Micky Flynn thrust the tw<; ha
stick under his jacket. Miol s o ty

Yy

|
1
1

|
]
]
|
1
1

plump in his person, and ky wag ity
tightly enough, so that the ool,:lc:a

fiig
the stick bulgbd out aad m"“
sence to the most casual glf:;r;yed ﬂ"i.'l'l ’
entered the school house, i :
quickly, with the idea of getting fo gl
as soon as possible, and getting rid of tho%
a,'nd as his luck would haye it he ran right !
Grahame, who was coming out 0 i
The prefect gripped hi ;
shook him, vy th“houldmw
“You clumsy young ass!” he

““ ‘v 1 g
that}?l’z’w do you mean by running iuto g Jj, f

:/IFuki‘h' and I—"

Micky’s teeth chattered as

him. ~He had to keep his ﬂ:ﬁp%ﬁ( ol

sides, in case the shaking should moye . |

stick from under his jacket. Huml,:‘: y
]
A\
1

4

tude was not likely t

eye. ¥ to-esours (5 pa
“What are you hidin s

you young rotter?” ¢ under you e
‘“ Faith, and sure [—"
“Tell me what it is at once!”
:I“lBub, sure—""

e prefect, whose curiosity was exl
grasped Micky's jacket to tea:yit d
dexier laid a hand on his wrist mﬂ b
off.

‘““I guess you're too curious, G "
drawled. * You've no right t:)' inqm'-,
The prefect turned upon him savagely,
“ You young rascals are up to somon
aa usual!” he snarled. ““TlI show you
a prefect has a right to inquire—
back, Flynn!” 4
But Micky, taking advaatage of Grahus
attention being dJiverted by Poindeste, ¥
bolting up the stairs at top speed.
*‘ Coms back, gou young rascall”
Micky Flynn did not heed. i1
Ho might get into a “row"” for % 3
prefect, but nothing like what he woud i
into if Grahame discovered the fragmekt @
the stick hidden under his jacket. g
Grahame ran up the stairs in pursuit B
Micky Fiynn had a good start, and bt
along the oorridor towards Study No
apartment shared by the Cliveden
The enraged prefect pursued him
lessly, deeply incensed at the open dist
his authority before a dozen grinning
Micky Flynn dashed into the s
hurled the two fragments of the broke
behind the bookcase, and then
of buns from the cupboal
under his jacket. It was 0
of seconds, but Micky bac
Grahame came bursting into the
“Now I've got you, Yyou
scoundrel I
““ Faith, and g :
Grahame seized Micky by the
shook him violently:
“Why didn’t you stop when I
“Sure, it was beoause I
D manped. st mhat??
¢ Annoyed at what!" .
“Faitb? at what I had under oW J
“What have you got there,
lain? Show me at once!
“Will ye promise nob to
“ Any what?”’ >
““ What I've got here.
“What do you mean v
unpowder, Or SOme dwqf?:x“c’r-
gringin.g‘ into the school?” ex
fuct.” “'You rascals in this study
to some impish trick
what it is.”

]
1
1
i

t

P 3

{

I‘_‘_”

sli out from
%gzdpaper burst,
the carpet. The preiect
“ Faith, and it’s busted
tirely !” exclaimi Micky-
“Vou confounded young
have been affaid to let
said Grahame angrily,
bring buns into youx;t, y
“Yes; but Bﬂl'z);l"_
s 700 T o
hen I My et
l';una," zgid Gtm‘g:pw
among the juniors for SUP¥ e rions
hisovgvnta o by AL

“ Pick them
Micky Flynn
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v “Hallo, amother row!” : S ; ; o o
s, and Grahame put } : : o excl,u‘m'cd Pank- | happen, as the youn golfist had already dis- | stooping to pick up the glue-pot. We shall

) od round i v?:m a grin. 2 hlf-h‘ri _(ly“”:]])”gA ihto the shudy. - *“Go” it, ye | covered. > A 4 Jna,veI togst.aud old Stumpy another threepence—
‘ "‘ppnnder hig arm takin’ them' all,. ye are, cjf”‘,,“-\,' ' f', ;x:ln()l Y g R Flynn had chosen a mat outside a study door | ow!”
& ‘hf,'%a“h, and is it . Qui ;“‘ 307 .w‘:nwl.rrmo. We've got plenty | as the teeing ground, careless of the fact that He had caught hold of the wire handle of
; B hame!” Jesson to you to Tespect a | of glue here, If there’s any breakages.” the study was probably occupied, and that the | the glue-pot, and he found it hot. He let the

G{?Cerminl}'! -y You are lucky to get off I}Ht ’onr'df“xv.('xj and I'x}'rlu“cmclocll down at | door might be opened’ at any moment. pot fall again more quickly than he had picked
Ry fct's wmmsn",’-s,-' the sight of the Old Firm. They might punch He had whirled up his club, and it was | jt up, and there was a fresh spurt of glue on

pﬁheap,v, Flynn ! itted the study. 0"1('_ :ufo.tlmr s heads in private, but before swinging round his head, when the door sud- the carpet, 3
i ”cnd the prefect: q“_( bheir rivals they were ever chume; but there denly opened, and Greens of the Fourth came * Ow—wow 1"
M‘; ky Flynn grlnnl(lckv too!” he murmured, | was not much rivalry displayed by the Old | out.” _ “ You utter ass!” exclaimed Neville wither-
o i Taith, and 1 ”}? dl Jknown about the busted | Firm just now. > 2 The riext instant there was a terrific vell | ingly. “Do you think that tinned-beef duffer
ol o <1t the spalpeen h" Jidn’t have got off for a They ragged the Combine at every oppor- | from Greene, The descending club caught | hadn't spilt enough?”
i olking-stick, 1s 01“ ye omadhauns, it’s all | tunity, and the Combine ragged them; but in | him across the shoulder, and to judge from the “Ow! Why didn’t you tell me the handle
A ¥ penny buns. Hallo, 3 a moment of difficulty the rivals of Cliveden vell he gave, it hurt him, was hot, Puntpusher, you beast?”
i f‘?'n!” 1sined to Poindexter and were always ready to stand shoulder to “Hallo!” gasped Micky. ““I'm sorry; but “What do'you think I dropped it for, then?'?
a And Micky exp 2’ in, and the Combine sh?‘n.rder; P = faith, what do ye mean by gettin’ in the way?” howled Poindexter, ; :
Wy - Neville as they ca.meoverr the way the prefect You've got the glue-pot?” asked Poin- “Ow!  You beast, you've broken my ** I thought you wers 2 clumsy ass!*
i led with laughter > dexter. : : shoxllderibone! ? roared Greene; and he fairly Hot is it?’ said Micky Flynn, putting the
it T3 been taken in. buse,” said Neville. Pankhurst held it up to view. hurled himself upon the amateur golfist. end of his stump through the handle of the
il O “icpat he's got our du.rx n't matter intirely. | ‘‘Rather! Here it is, kid. I had to argue [ ' Faith, and——" glue-pot and lifting it. *“Sure, and therd’s a
By, - «Pgith, and ltthe gs;board for some days | with Stumpy. He wanted a tanner for lend- g wipe up the ground with you!” roared TR Rl

en 1N .

y = ; hess things. kidst T¢! :
hoy' retty stale, and I thought | Ing it to me, and then he was suspicious that | Greene, T'll teach you to waif for me out- | v to,handle these things, kids! 1It's a piky
and they're

; : - : - ) 0 ¥ ; I wasn’t first in the study when the glue boiled
- I wanted it to pl . , : - ot tudy when the glue boil
e S el S v | promih o G 5 | i,y ady and oo s wi’s Sl |4 3oy Bt g Vher o e b
¥ Pmtdodger sw“e 'Grahame will enjoy | bounders a penny each. Price has paid the . Faith, and it's playin’ golf I was after.” XS the Irish junior spoke the glue-pot slipped
them. 1 don’t SUppOs ; odd penny. You'll have to melt this glue,” “I'll golf you!” off the smooth stump and bumped down ubon’
e mucI". - “lHo 9 : it over the gasburner, Panky, : “Help! He’s off his onion! Come and bt toot P i po
WHa, ha, ha stick, that’s the | darling!’ : drag hui off, ye spalpeens!” roared Micky St :
a 'b‘usn't seen }shﬁ }i)?t:glghfi, glue it up | . ““Yes,” said Pankhurst sarcastically, “I'm | Flynn. e 5 ﬂog{_‘d‘} gave a yell and ‘hopped clear of th‘e_
great thing. We !}:1, study, and he won’t be | likely to hold a glue-pot over a gas-burner But the juniors in the doorway of Study O G ow I’
m}uﬁgit.back.toh‘sleans 1Y weight on it | while the water boils and the glue melts! I | No. 4 were doubled up with laughter, and they “Ha ha, ha!” ared Neville, Yot oould
any the wiser till g 2 think T can see myself doing it. Get some | did mnot come, Micky Flynn rolled on the B AT o Sl -
: n he’ll know. . e s have done it like that, could you? Well, I
In“; m,od,i. 'lll'h?” woo%, .ais, &ng light tl’ig fire ! ; {i_ooxl', and Greene bumped his head on the don’t see that that would have been much of
Y Ha, ha, ha “Faith, and it would save time i ye put | linoleum. d TR
st e S ve're head under it!” “Help, ye omadhauns!” b St L R :
iy . . “T'll put your head in chancery if vou don’t “Ha, ha, ha !> Ow! Tare an’ ‘ounds! Howly mother av
The 3r apt ¥ty St. Patrick! Ow!
; » cheese it on that topic! Nice way to talk to Greene gave Flynn another bump, and then Tiadlaasa.
If op y ] y Ha, ha, ha!
: A Lesson 1n Golf- a chap who's wasting time doing you a good | rose to his feet. : 2 “Sa’ ‘;’h 85 I i b
‘ICKY FLYNN picked up the frag- | turn1” “You won’t swipe me with a cricket-stump ure, vhere's some glue spilt on e t,
| g ing-stick from the “Faith, and "I apologise, Panky. Ye again in a hurry!” he said, with a satisfied | 2nd it's comin through the bootlaces!”” yelled
alking-stic p S f
; ments of the w g el 5 21 2 tai Micky Flynn.
iy b he had thrown them. ; Beéedn’t put ye're head under it. look, as he went downstairs. < E : "
epob Wwhere G “Have you got some wood for the fire? The Micky Flynn staggered up, looking very ,]-)'Ck- Neville sprang to the rescue ot
The stick was ot & valuable one, but it sooner this job is done the better. It will take | dusty and dishevelled. twinkling. He ripped the bootlaces open wi
ot silver head, and the prefect was | some time for the glue to dry on the stick.” “Ye spalpeens—"’ his pocket-knife, and jerked the boot off. It
Wil ® shovs ,t alue upon it. Flynn “Pll soon find was done with wonderful quickness and great
iy know to place a great v S ke s & 068 wood.” said & - T energy, and the shock made the Irish jumior
vl examined it critically. The breakage was a Neville; and he: left R ETH I”‘m”{” ' ” l“ . | | : sit down suddenly. He sat down in the midst
5 ki ragged one,l::]lt t}lie t‘zg Ple(’eseﬁ;tl’:‘g dtog;fl‘;’e; the study, and came | = - l ] | i ds o l\j “ i1 ;] ‘ ] ‘}‘. of the melted glue. Fortunately, it had cooled
very wel, and when they wer back in & few § - g LREE A RE
mark would show the joining. :

rapidly on exposure to the air, and Micky only.
felt a warmth through the seat of his trousers,
which he hardly noticed at the time. Pt
The sudden bump on the floor had jarred him
from head to foot, and he sat glaring at Dick
Neville wrathfully. = g

“ Ye howlin’ spalpeen, phwat on earth did
ye do that for?”

*1 had to get your boot off quick, old chap.”

* Ye spalpeen, and for why 1 5 s

“The glue was burning  you through the
bootlaces, wasn’t it?” 3

* No, it wasn’t, ye gossoon, I felt that it was
just goin’ to——"" A
“ Well, you must be an ass!” said Neville. :
If you yell out before you’re hurt, you must =
expect to be misunderstood. I thought you ~
were being burnt.” e 5
i h‘—‘ Sgn, and ye've spoiled me illigant boot-

ce!

!

“Syre, and it will be a success,” said the m}‘&s :i'ith fu:;‘
Trish ;'u;nior. “You can do wonders with a reidedt - Tacis e
little work and a glue-pot. . I ehall have to be Sbdier an ek Adcen
more careful next time, though, in the walk- the assl; . S
ingsticks I borrow to practise golf with.” e g e .
he&dﬂz" }m!”‘yhax’s put the idea into your into the grate -and

“Sure, and it's & good idea, and I’ve been hlgg;t?d, ‘ 39§m§:3
thinkin' of it for some time,” said Flynn. “1I ]%no tﬁg mJiddle ot
thought it was about time I started some new

3 ; it.
:%’” 13’3 fello’v;s have made such howl- “That won’s take
mﬁgb“mi; el long,” said Pank-
§ : : hurst.
“Well, you made thie study the joke of the g 5
| over the gardening idea,” said Flynm. _e,riurf"[a?gg “hIl‘XS
“You can't deny that, Puntdodger.” ¥ = & A
“You were in it as much as I was.” g“{? };-0 z;,jkesfon_xg
“Then there was the cycling club, and sure e R
: » Micky Flynn.
there was the Jaugh agin us. “Will you $ ™ said
“More your fault than mine.” ¥

“"

. i e “hCa,n’t be’zlelped. Your own fault, for béing
“Faith, and I don’t see how you make that | T 01ndexter. such an ass. 5 i > v
T v uess there's going * And faith, I believe ye've ri ped open the
oa&-.Pgntbps!rsn You said— = b}e notgglf played skin onhme foot 12 ! i
 “You said——r in this study !” “ Bosh 1”?
"%:eu it!” “No, there isn’(;; 4 : / N \ :‘%ure, ,z’md it’s bleeding intirely 1”*
“But qure ye know ye're a silly ass intirely, | ro ot 28TOO 3 7 e ‘ g » B _— : af“ . =
per, 80 1 won't pursue the point. It's a“f,:f“gafs‘z’;‘é‘ e v Y N N _— = wﬁf‘%‘};ﬁﬁ“*°‘q‘~ﬁ’f.’éé‘k’°&it§‘ia?§ lf::getfg::
. _’mﬁhld in this 5tu§y, I thin‘k, and | noke  an ik ant o / ripped dowxf ‘as well as the bootlaces, but the
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“ Right-ho!”

The juniors gripped hold of the unlucky
Irish junior.

““ Now, then, all together!"”

*Go bl

“ Faith, and I—"

With a tremendous jerk and an ominous tear-
ing sound, the Irish boy came up from the |
carpet. The juniors yelled with laughter at
the result. Micky Flynn was wearing a pair |
of light trousers, and a considerable portion of |
the seat of them had been left sticking to the |
carpet.

¢ Faith, and there's a cowld draught in this
study !” gasped Micky.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Bedad! Sure, and there’s a patch gone
from me illigant trousers! Ye clumsy spal-
peens, some of you will have to pay for them

intirely !”
“Ha, ha, ha! You shouldn’t sit down in the
glue, you duffer !’

“You'd better go and get them changed,”
chuckled Pankhurst, ““while we clear up this
foarful mess. This carpet will never be the
same again!”

“Faith, and I—" :

“PIl stick the stick together for you while
youw're gone, and you can put it back in
Grahame's study, and he’ll be none the wiser,”
said Pankhurst.

“Sure, and me illigant trousers are ruined
intirely!”’

“Be thankful you've got another pair,” said
Poindexter. ‘'I guess you'd feel the draught
going about in those after this!”

‘ Faith, and I—"

¢ Go and change 'em, ass, while we clear this !
up! The carpet’s ruined. It's all through
'your taking up golf. You see the effects of
playing golf now, I hope, and you’d better give
i*up in time!”

“Faith, and I think—"

““Oh, go and change -your things, and give
us a rest!”

And Micky Flynn thought he might as well.

The 5th Chapter.
Caught !

o~ LYNN!”
Micky Flynn gave a jump.
He had left Study No. 4 to hurry

upstairs to get on a fresh pair of nether gar-
ments, and in the passage an awe-inspiring
figure in cap and &wn bore down upon him.
It was Dr. Rayne, Head of Cliveden, on his

way to Mr. Lanyon’s study. He stopped at
the sight of the junior.
L 6 Flynn G

“Yes, sir!” said Micky, stopping obediently,
ﬁnddtaking care to keep directly facing the
ead.

Biliousness
et

When your liver is out of order |
your whole system suffers. Your
food ferments in your stomach
and intestines, causing windy
spasms, and the impurities that
result enter your blood and are
carried to every part of your
system. The results are nausea,
sickness, headache, blurred sight,
ins  between the shoulders,
rred tongue, languar and general
depression of spirits.  Mother
Seige!’s Syrup overcomes all that,
because it puts your liver right
and keeps it ht—and  your
stomach too. Mr. J. Hainsworth,
27, Sheteliffe Lane, Waggon |
House, Tong St., Bradford, in a
statement dated Jan. 7th, 1908,
says :—‘ Whatever I ate lay on
my chest for hours. Sometimes
I a nasty sick feeling, and I
was much troubled with wind and
dizziness. But when I got Mother
" Beigel’'s Syrup my suffering
ceased ; I could eat and enjoy
soon I was all right
again,” :

eating, and

"~ Mother Seigel’s Syrup is now also ; repared
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. and sold under the name of Mother Seigel’s Syrup
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“ What do you mean by going about in such
a dishevelled state? Your collar is unfastened
at the back, your necktie is hanging out, your
waistcoat i3 rumpled up, and your trousers are
covered with dust.”

Micky groaned inwardly.

He had been left in a dishevelled state by the
scrimmage with Greene, after the abortive

| lesson in golfing, and he had not yet had time

to put himself to rights. It was cruel luck to
meet the Head at that particular moment.

“Jdf you plaze, sir——"’

“You are looking dirty and untidy and
slovenly,” said the Head sternly. ‘ Why, even
one of your boots is tied up with fragments of
lace! Flynn, I am surprised at you! I never
expected to see even the most careless junior
in the school in such an absolutely disgraceful
state !’

“If you plaze, sir——""

“Well, if I please, what?"”

#J—J—— It was an accident——""

“ What was an accident?”

“You see, sir, I was playing golf—=""

The Head stared.

“You were playing what?”

“ Golf, sir. I was usin’ Green's doormat as
a tee, and he came out, and my club swiped
him, and then he went for me.”

“That is no excuse for your appearing in
this state in the corridor. I can do no less than
report. you to your Form master. I shall not
deal with the matter myself,”” said thé Head.
“Mr. Lanyon can use his discretion about the
matter, but certainly it is necessary to bring so
discreditable an incident to his notice.”

Micky Flynn brightened up. Mr. Lanyon,
the master of the Fourth Form at Cliveden,
was a good-natured little man. Micky would
rather have had ten lickings from him than
one from the doctor.

“ Yes, sir.”’

“] am now going to Mr. Lanyon's study,”
said' the Head grimly. ‘You will precede me
there”’

Micky did not move.

“Do you hear me, Flynn?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Then go at once!”

“Ye-e-es, sir.”

But still Micky Flynn did not move. He
dared not turn his back to the doctor. What
would happen if the Head saw him in such a
state he dared not imagine.

“Flynn! Are you disobeying me deliber-
ately, or do you not understand?”’

“Ye-o-e3, sir. You want me to follow you
to Mr Lanyon’s study——""

“1 want you to precede me there.”

“Sure, and it wouldn't be respectful, sir,”
said Micky eagerly. “I'd rather follow you,
sir, if ye don’t mind.”

“You will do as I tell you, Flynn.”

“ Plaze, sir——""

“Walk before me at once!” exclaimed the
Head, “Do you hear me,

lynn?

 Yes, sir,” said Micky reluctantl And he
began to sidle down the passage in front of the
amazed and incensed doctor. But he was
speedily called to order. <

“Flynn, what do u{ou mean by walking side-
ways in that ridiculous fashion? Is this in-
tended for deliberate impertinence?” :

“Oh, no, sir! Not at all, sir!”

‘““Then why are you walking in that absurd
f‘%?i(im?-; o A Eh

: —if you plaze, sir, I've got a pain in m
other leg, sir!” stammered Lﬁ?;ky. 2 3

“Flynn! How_ dare you trifle with me in
this manner? = I shall see that Mr. Lanyon
you severely. Now walk along before
me to your Form master’s study, or I shall lose
patience with you.”

“If you plaze, sir——"'

““Obey me instantly!”

Micky groaned, and obeyed.

“Dear me!” murmured the doctor. “ What
is the matter with—with your garments,
Flynn?”’ :

““Sure, and I'm sorry, sir——"" :

‘- The—the seat of the garment appears to be
missing! How dare you apgear in publio in
such a state? So that is why you wished to
follow me, Flynn! Well, you shall follow me
now—to my study, where you will receive a
ﬂoggmg!" =

““Oh, if you plaze, sir, it wasn’t my fault!
Sure, and I sat down in some glue that had
been upspilt—I mean upset—and it stuck me to
the carpet, sir——""

“Then you should not have appeared——""

¢ Sure, and I was only goin’ up to change
my trucks—I mean garments, sir.”

The Head tried not to smile.

“Ahem! If you assure me that this was an
accident, Flynn, and that you were now going
up to change your—er—garments——"

“ Faith, and it’s the truth, sir!” said Micky
Flynn eagerly.

“Very well. Under the circumstances I will
give you an imposition of fifty lines from
Virgil, and—and you may go and change your

losing patience.
»

—er—garments.”’

And the Head rustled on. .

Micky drew a breath of relief.

“Bure, and that was a narrow escape! Faith;‘
there’s more trouble than I expected in takin'
up golf as a pastime intirely!"”

The 6th Chapter.

‘A Little Joke on Grahame—More Golf:

ANKHURST looked up with a grin of
" satisfaction as ~ Micky Flynn re-
~ entered Study No. 4 ten minutes later,

| Iooking a little more clean and respectable.
chief of the Old ¢

“It’'s done!” annouriced the
Firm. * Jolly, well, too, T take it!”
“Quite so!” said Price.

You Ought to Join Our Hobby Club and Make More Money.

“T guess it’s all right,” Poindexter agreed.
“ Y00k at it, Micky.” : ;

Micky looked at the walking-stick.  Pank-
hurst had glued the broken ends, and fitted
them together carefully. The exuding glue had
been wiped off, and the mend was perfect, only
a faint mark on the wood showing where the
joining occurred. Micky nodded. =

“Jolly good!” he said. * Faith, and it's a
janius ye are, Panky. I couldn’t have done it
better myself ’’ : !

“You couldn’t have done it so well,” said
Pankhurst.

“ Quite so."’ x -

“] guess it will do,” said Poindexter.
“You've got to dodge it back into Grahame’s
study now. The sooner the guicker, before he
misses it."”’ S

“ Faith, and I'll take it now,” said Micky.

“ Ass!” howled Pankhurst, as the Irish junior
laid hold of the stick. ‘If you lift it now it
will fall in half; the glue’s not set yet.”

“ Faith, and I forgot that intirely!"”

“We'll have tea first,”” said Poindexter.
¢ After tea it will be set hard enough to take
away. Will you two copper merchants have tea
with us? We've got a good supply.”

“ Certainly,” said Pankhurst. * Very pleased,
on the understanding, of course, that there is
no Chicago tinned stuff in the spread.”

“PDon’t you be so funny, Panky, or you will
go out of this study on your neck!” said Poin-
dexter. “ Let the tinned beef alone.”

“ My dear chap, I wouldn’t touch it with a
barge-pole.”’

““If you want a thick ear, Panky——

“QOh, pace in the family!” exclaimed Micky
Flynn. *‘ Why can’t ye all be quiet and paceful
like myself? Let’s have tay, and after tay i
show ye some wrinkles in playing golf—"

“You'll give us wrinkles if you keep on as
you've started "’

“ Of course, there are always little difficulties
at first. But I'm getting on, and, sure, I can
show ye how to putt a ball——"

“In a fellow’s eye?”

“Faith, I've already explained to ye that
ye're mistaken about the ball coming in your
eye, Pointpusher; but if ye won’t be convinced,
sure there's no arguin’ with ye!”

And Micky Flynn changed the subject, and
made the tea. The five juniors had a very
cheerful tea together, supplies being, as Poin-
dexter said, in good ieatEer in Study No. 4.
Over tea Micky Flynn entertained them with
the result of his studies of the royal and ancient
game of golf. His remarks bristled with links
and bunkers and hazards, cleeks and brassies
and drivers, baffies and mashies and niblicks.
He did not get off the subject till Poindexter
took up the teapot and solemnly vowed to pour
the contents over him if he mentioned a single
word in connection with golf again. Then the
juniors had a little rest, and were ablé to talk
cricket.

After tea, the stick was examined, and the
glue was found to be set. Micky Flynn put
the stick under his arm, and took it to
Grahame’s study. He listened for a moment
outside the study door, and as there was no
sound within he concluded that Grahame was
absent, and entered, to put the stick in its

place.

¢ Who's that? Flynn!” .

. Micky gave a gasp of dismay. Grahame was
sitting at his table, with something that looked
suspiciously like a betting-book in his hand.
He had been intent upon it, and that was the
reason of the silence which had deceived the
junior, :

‘' What do you want, Flynn? What are you
doing with my walking-stick? Do you mean to
say that you had the cheek to borrow that stick
from my study?’ exclaimed the prefect, rising
to his feet in angry amazement.

*“Faith, and ye see—" 3

;{Gnlze Irgxle that si:ic.k!”l

icky Flynn was simple in some things, but
he had a shrewd suspicion that if he ga?é the
stick to Grahame he would feel it across his
shoulders the next moment. So he dropped it
‘upon the carpet and bolted. Grahame sprang
forward. In a second he had caught up the
stick from the floor ; another second, and he was
on the track of the Fourth-Former.

_“My hat, sure and he’s after me!” panted
Micky Flynn. “ Ow—begorra—"

A form loomed up before him in the passage,
growing dusk now. He stopped as he recog-
nised Trevelyan, the captain of Cliveden. A
moment more, and the pursuer had overtaken
}pm. Grahame did not see Trevelyan coming
along; he was thinking only of vengeance. He
nearly ran into Micky as the latter unex-
pectedly stopped. e had the stick in the
air, and he brought it down with a terrific
whack aorces the junior’s shoulders.

Micky gavs a fiendish yell. There was a
crack, “and the stick flew into two pieces.
Grahame simply staggered back. He had
meant the whack to bo a severe one, but he
had never dreamed of breaking a walking-stick
upon the junior’s shoulders,

‘Grahame”—Trevelyan shouted out the
name as he ran up—‘‘ are you mad? How dare
yog»lg_tr}ﬁf a b;y li]ﬁy tﬁat‘i)r You coward!”

“Faith, and me back’s broken intirely!” ex-
claimed Micky Flynn. 2 :

It had been a cruel blow, and he was hurt;
but not, of course, so much as if the stick had

"

really been broken across his shoulders. Th
walkingstick had parted where it h.aﬁ

een glued - together, and a much lighter
blow would have sufficed to snap it; but of that
fact neither Grahame nor Trevelyan had the

htest suspicion.

; I—I didn’t mean to hit so hard!” panted
Gx"ftha.me. “ I—I never thought——"
_ ,My‘ba.ck"h« broken! Ow—ow! Sure, and
my backbone’s broke into three pieces!”

“The boy mus

p Y
be terribly hurt!” exclaimed

broken across his shoulde.1£h0 Stick

F]_\'n‘n, my poor lad—"
bol?’[l‘lcky wollllcl have kept up the
being seriously inju - Protengy ¢
but he could not Jberac:‘ (-(t)o (;‘e"-liy Griﬁ?ﬁ q
}}1(_*111'!0(1 ('up(tlz\_in of Cliveden 3%9;;: dthe kil
1is supposed injury w o't istr b
fad's Heast: jury went; straight g th:n[ﬂg'
““Sure, and I'm not
exclaimed impulsivel;. ‘}‘“ﬂt',rrmvexy“l"
was intirely.” Wes only Toltiy
‘ But the stick was brok ; E B
« '1‘}’1,0 young sooundrzcl’l\l?:daf;ﬁss your hag#
study,” growled Grahame, “I dqn 1t fron ny
bit him so hard, but—_ u't gy g
“Youv can explain : 4
Trevelyan. ¥ all that to the Head” g
Grahame started,
“ }Vhat do Jou mean?” :
mean that this is goin ‘
Dr. Rayne,” said the gapti;o;’fe reported ty
g,t.em!ﬂ. “fThat Is my duty, A p?;?e“ s
is guilty of such brutality o '
rer‘mfin a pmfeot~—-—~”a B allowed
‘ _I___!Y

‘“ Faith,

A thick staﬁ,t"ﬂll 2

¥
¥
£

and it's

all

exoclaimed Flynn. *Sure zrxlrﬁihti’drrmm’m
make a fuss; and I really dig borro?ﬁr o

without askin’ permission, I -
more was said about the matt;ecxl- ”l‘&ther Roth
‘I“revelyan hesitated for a moxﬁmt

Very well. As Flynn does not, -se
much ht,u't I will pass over the matz:m o
request,” he said, at lagt, “Byt ol;ﬂ :
z»p'(lzl}?gxee ;o Flynn, Grahame.” e
e prefect ground his teeth. Bu ho knes
that Trevelyan was not to be tri i o ek
he dared mot refuse. e G sn!
most hised,

‘I am sorry, Flynn,” he al
Micky waved his hand loftily.
¢ Sure, and I pardon ye, Grahame,” by
“ But please think over the error of 'your

‘I cannot help thinking there is il
here,” he said. Grahanfe acted lil:::’1 p
but how did the stick break, Flynn?"
.Mécky grin;;e:ii. y
““Sure, it had already been brok 0
playin’ golf, and Panky stuck it togetg't i
with glue.” ’
The captain of Cliveden laughed heartil
“ You young scamp! Ha, ha, ba!"
He laughed again as he walked away. Hi
could imagine what Grahame’s feeli
be when he discovered that the stick
glued together, as he would when he look
it. Micky was chucklin% 00, as he rel
the study, and the Combine and the Old
roared over the story.
“ Faith, and now I'll give ye that de
tion of the art of playin’ golf,” said }
Flynn, pushing back the tea-table into
“Will you?” said Pankhurst. *Thes
I've got another engagement just
Pricey?”
“Quite s0,” said Price promptl
And the Old Firm quitted the st
““Loook here, the thing’s as simp|
said Flynn, taking up a hockey st
corner, and dropping a golf in
of the room. ‘D'l putt that golf
corner of the fender, to show y

“Look here—" e
“ Sure, it's you that's to look i
then, watch!”
Micky Flynn swung the h
his head. Poindexter jumped
just in time.
“You howling ass, you nearly
“ Faith, and if ye had any bra
get too near me when I'm
Micky. ‘ Now, here goes!”
The club swept down and mi
and crashed against the table.
or as it went over,
mixed up in a heap on the
than could ever be counted.
“ Begorra, that was a slip!
“There’s not going to be any
guess " roared Poindexter, jerking
stick away, and pxtphu‘.:g it info &
he took hold of Micky's ears. .
“PIl twist 'em off,” ssid i
““ unless you promise, i
golf, and never attempt to play II ¢
“i won’t—ow, oW |—no—yes—
—yes, I will! T—ow |—promise, ¥8!
honour bright! Ow e
‘And that essay at golf, which ha )
study, was the last .demonstraxm o
and ancient game given by I
THE END-
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