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How PILLINGSHOT SCORED!

THE FIRST CHAPTER
The Blow Falls!

PILLINGSHOT was annoyed. He was dis-
gusted, mortified ; . no other word for
it. He had no objection, of course, to Mr.
Mellish saying that his work during the
term, and especially his Livy, had beendis-
graceful. A master has the right to say that
sort of thing if lic likes. It'is one of the per-
quisites of the position, But when he went
on to observe without a touch of shame that
there would be an examination in the Livy
as far as they had gone in it on the following
Saturday; Pillingshot felt that he exceeded.

It was not playing the game.
There were the examinations at the end of

term. Those-were fair enough. You knew "

exactly when they were coming, and could
make your arrangements accordingly. But
to spring an examination on you in the middle

of the term out of a blue sky, as it were, was -
underhand and unsportsmanlike, and would -

not do at all. Pillingshot wished .that he
could put his foot down. He would have
lil-ed to have stalked up to Mr. Mellish’s desk,
fixed him with a blazing eye, and remarked,
““Sir, withdraw that remark. Cancel that
statement instantly, or——!" or words to
that effect. ’ I

What he did say was: “ Qo, si-i-r!!”

““Yes,” said Mr. Mellish, not troubling to

py P G.Wodehouse

Mr. Mellish thought that he had
Pillingshot nicely caught—but
he hadn’t!

conceal his triumph at Pillingshot’s
reception of the mnews, “ there will be a
Livy  examination next Saturday.
And "—(he almost intoned this last
observation)—" anybody -who does not
get fifty per cent., Pillingshot, fifty per
cent., will be severely punished. Very.
severely punished, Pillingshot.”

After which the lesson had proceeded.

“Yes, it is rather low, isn’t it ?” said
Pillingshot’s friend, Parker, as poor Pilling-
shot came to the end of a stirring dissertation
on therights of the citizen, with special refer-
ence to mid-term Livy éxaminations, that's
the worst of Mellish. He always has you
somehow.”

“But what am I to do ? > raved Pilling-
shot.

“ T should advise you to swot it up before
Saturday,” said Parker.

“0Oh, don’t be an ass,” said Pillingshot
irritably.

What was the good of friends if they could
only make idiotic suggestions like that ?

He retired brooding to his house.

The day - was Wednesday. There were
only two-more days, therefore, in which to
preparc a quarter of a book of Livy. It
couldn’t be done. The thing was not possible.

In the house he met Smythe.

_ “What are you going to do about it 2 ” he
inquired. Smythe was top of the form, and
if he didn’t know how to grapple with a
crisis of this sort, who could know 2

“1f you'll kindly explain,” said Smythe,
“ what the dickens you are talking about, I
might be able to tell you.”

Pillingshot explained, with unwonted
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politeness , that “it” meant the Livy
examination.
*“ Ob,” said Smythe airily, “that! T'm

just going to skim through it in case I've
forgotten any of it.  Then T shall read up the
notes carefully. And then, if I have time, I
shall have a Jook at the history of the period.
I should advise you to do that, too.”

 Oh, don’t be a goat,” said Pillingshot.

And he retired, broodlng as hcfure

That afternoon he spent industriously
copying out the fourth book of the Aneid. At
the b('"mmn" of the week he had had a slight
<l|~mrocmcub with M. Gerard, the I rcmh
master.

Pillingshot’s views on behaviour and de-
portment during French lessons did not
coincide with those of M. Gerard. Pilling-
shot’s idea of a French lesson was something
between a pantomime rally and a scrum at
football, To him there was &umuhm" won-
derfully entertaining in the
process of ** b‘lr"m""’ the end
man oft the cdge of the form,
and upsetting his hooks over
him. M. Gerard, however,
had a poor sense of humour.
He had warned the humorist
iwice, and on the thing
happening a  third time
suggested that he should go
into extra lesson on the
ensuing Wednesday.

So Pillingshot went,
copied out Virgil.

He emerged from the room
of detention at a quarter past-
four. As he came out imnto
the grounds he espied in the
middle distance - somebody
being carried on a stretcher in
the direction of the School °
House. At the same moment
Parker loomed in sight, walk-
ing swiftly towards the school
shop, his mobile features
shining with the rapt expres-
sion of one who secs much
ginger beer in the near future.

* Hullo, Parker,” said Pil-
lingshot, ““ who's the corpse ¢

and
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“for taking pains.

Scarcely was he outside
the promised ice when another misfortune
came upon him. Scott, of the first eleven,
entered the shop. Pillingshot liked Scott,
but he was not blind to certain flaws in the
Jatter’s character. For one thing, he was too
energetic. For another, he could not. keep
his energy to himself. He was always making
Pillingshot do things. And Pillingshot’s

“ notion of the ideal life was complete dolce far

niente.

““Ginger beer, please,” said Scott, with
parched lips, He had been bowling at- the
nets, and the day was: hot. * Hallo!
Pillingshot, you young slacker, why aren’t
you changed ? * Been bunking half-holiday
games ? You'd better reform, young man.”’

“ T’ve been in extra,” said Pillingshot with
dignity. )

“ How many times does that make this
term ? You're going for the record, aren’t
you? Jolly sporting of you. °Bit slow in
there, wasn’t it? ‘Nother ginger beer,
please.”  ° 1

“ Just a bit,” said Pillingshot.

“T.thought so. And now you're dying for
some excitement. Of course you are. Well,
cut over to the house and change, and then
come back and field at the nets. Yorke is
going to bowl me some of his celebrated slow
tosh, and I'm going to show him exactly how
Hobbs does it .when he’s in form:” .

Scott was the biggest hitter in the.school.
Mr. Yorke was one of the masters. He howled
slow leg-breaks, mostly lxallf-\'oﬂeys and long
hops. Pillingshot had a sort of instinctive
idea that fielding out in the deep with Mr.
Yorke bowling and Scott batting would not
contribute largely to the gaiety of his after-
noon. Fielding deep at the nets meant that
you stood in the middle of the football field,
where there was no telling what a ball would
do if it came at you along the ground. If
you were lucky, you escaped without injury.
Generally, however, the ball bumped and
deprived you of wind or teeth, according
to, the height to which it rose. He began
politely, but firmly, to excuse himself.

“ Don’t talk rot,” said Scott complainingly. -

“You must have some exercise, or you'll

.80 ggttin'g fat. Think what a blow it would

be to your family, Pillingshot, if you lost
your figure. Buck up! If you're back here
in a quarter of an hour, you shall have
another ice. A large ice, Pillingshot, price
sixpence. Think of it !” -

The word “ice,” as has been remarked
before, touched chords in Pillingshot’s nature
to which he never turned a deaf ear. Within
the preseribed quarter of an hour he was
back again, changed.

THE SECOND CHAPTER
Pillingshot’s Brain-Wave
“ T_JERE’s the ice,” said Scott. “I’'ve been
keeping it warm for you. Shovel
it down. I want it be starting for the nets.
Quicker, man, quicker! Don’t roll it round
your tongue. Go for it! Finished ? That’s
right. Come on!”
Pillingshot: had not - finished, but Scott
so evidently believed he had that it would

“have been unkind to have mentioned the

fact. He followed the smiter to the nets.

If Pillingshot had passed the earlier part
of the afternoon in a sedentary fashion, he
made up for it now. ,Scott was in fine form,
and Pillingshot noticed with no small interest

- that, while he invariably hit Mr. Yorke's

deliveries a quarter of a mile or so, Le never
hit two balls in succession in the same direc-
tion. As soon as the panting fieldsman had
sprinted to one side of the foothall ground
and returned the ball, there was a beautiful
musical plonk and the ball soared to the
very opposite quarter of the field. Tt was a
fine exhibition of hitting, but Pillingshot
felt that he would have enjoyed it more if
he could have watched it from a deck-
chair. %

““ You're coming on as a decp ficld, young
Pillingshot,” said Scott, as he took off his
pads. “ You've .got a knack of stopping
them with your stomach,. which™ the best *
first-class fields never have. -You ought to
give lessons at it. Now welll go and have
some tea.” .

If Pillingshot had had a more intimate
acquaintance with the classics, .he would
have observed at this point, Timeo Danaos,”
and made a last dash for liberty in the
direction of the shop. But he was deceived
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by the specious nature of Scott's remark.
Visions rose before his eyes of sitting back
in one of Scott’s armchairs, watching a fag
toasting muflins, which he would eventually
despateh with languid enjoyment. So he
followed Scott to his study. The classical
parallel to his situation is the well-known
case of the oysters. They, too, were cager
for the treat.

They had reached the study, and Pillingshot
was about to fling himself with a sigh of
relief into the most comfortable chair, when
Scott unmasked his batteries.
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Pillingshot saw semeone being carried on a

stretcher towards the School House. ** It's voung

Brown,” Parker told him. * Got stunned or

something. [t'll keep him out of school for about

A week.  “ Wish someone would stun me!"”

exclaimed Pillingshot. ** Come and hit me on
the head, Parker.” (See Chapter I.)

“ Qh, by the way,” e said, with a coolness -

which, to Pillingshot, appeared simply brazen,
* I'm afraid my fag won’t be here to-day.
The young crock’s gone and got mumps or
the plague, or something. So would you mind
just lighting that stove? It'll be rather
warm, but that won't matter. There are
some muffins in the cupboard. You might
weigh in with them. You'll find the toasting-
fork on the wall somewhere. ‘It’s hanging up.
Got it 2 Good man. Fire away!” :
And Scott collected five cushions, two
chairs, and a tin of mixed biscuits, and made
himself comfortable. Pillingshot, with feelings
tao decp for words, did as he was requested.
There was something remarkable about the
way Scott could always get people to do

{

things for him. e seemed to take everything
for granted. If he had had occasion to hire
an assassin to make away with the Sultan of
Turkey, he would have said :

“Oh, I say, you might run over to Con-
stantinople and kill the Sultan, will you,
there’s a good chap ? Don't be long.”

And he would then have taken a seat
and waited, without the least doubt in his
mind that the thing would be carried through
as desired. E

Pillingshot had just finished. toasting " the
muffins; when the door opened, and Venables,
of Merevale’s, came in.

1 thought I heard you say something
about tea this afternoon, Scott,” said Venables.
“ I just looked in on the chance. Good man!

Fancy muffins at this time of year! Do you
happen to know what the thermometer is in
the shade 2

“Take a seat,” said Scott.
my entire success in life to the fact that I
never find it too hot to eat muffins. Do you

“ I attribute

know Pillingshot 2 One of the hottest
fieldsmen in the school, At least, he was
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just now. He’s probably cooled off since
then. Venables—Pillingshot, and vice-versa.
Buck up with the tea, Pillingshot ! ‘What,
ready.? Good man! Now we might almost
begin.”

“Beastly thing, that accident of young
Brown’s, wasn't it 2 said Scott. ‘ Chaps
oughtn’s to go slamming aboub like that
with the field full of fellows. I suppose he
won’t be right by next Saturday 22

“Not a chance. Why 2 O, yes, I forgot!
He was to have scored for the team at Windy-
bury, wasn’t he 2

“YWho are you going to get now ¢ ”

Venables was captain of the St. Austin’s
team, - The' matoh next Saturday was at
Windybury, on the latter’s ground.

T haven’s settled,” said Venables. “ But
it’s easy to get somebody. Scoring isn’
one of those things which only one chap in a
hundred understands.”

Then Pillingshot had an idea—a great,
Iyminous idea.

“May I score?” he asked, and waited’

trembling with apprehension lest the request
should be refused.

“ All right,” said Venables.
see any reason why ycu shouldn’t. We have
to catch the cight-fourteen at the station.
Don’t you go missing it, or anything.”

“ Rather not,” said Pillingshot. * Not
much!”

On Saturday morning, at exactly 9.15,
Mr. Mellish distributed the Livy papers.
When he arrived at Pillingshot’s seat and
found it empty, an expression passed over
his face like unto that of tlie baffled villain
in melodrama. #

“Where is Pillingshot ?” he demanded
tragically. “ Whereis he ¢ ”

“He's gone with the team to Windybury,
sir,” said Parker, struggling to conceal ‘a
large size in grins. ““ He's going to score.”

* No,” said Mr. Mellish sadly to himself;
“ he has’scored.”

' THE END
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A GIANT AIRSHIP AT REST H
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1rsHIPS have to be handled in an cntirely
A different way from aeroplanes. Until
recently, when an airship came down,
it had to be housed in a huge hangar, which
was a very expensive thing to build and to
maintain.  In addition, a small army of men
was required to hold the airship down and to
run it into its shed. .

Now, however, all this has been done away
with by the introduction of mooring masts;
an idea which is so simple in principle that it is
surprising no one ever thought of it before.
A mooring mast is nothing more than its name
implies—a mast to which an airship is moored.

Chains from the nose of the craft attach it
to the revolving top of the mast ; from this top
a covered-in gangway is run so that passengers
may step out of the airship, and descend by
lifts to the ground. ~In the same way, fucl and
cargo may be placed in the vessel.

These masts are cheap and casy to construct,
and they now make the range of an airship

.world wide, because the mooring masts may be
built on the deck of a ship just as well as on
the land. In war-time, when an airship can-
not get back to its base to undergo repairs or
to have its fuel tanks replenished, it can come
down in mid-ocean and be moored in the
fashion shown in the picture opposite.

The warship is a monitor of the “ Humber ”

‘type, and the air vessel of one of the improved
"R type. As will be seen, the mast has
simply been built on to the monitor, which
automatically becomes a floating fuel station,
carrying everything that the airship can
possibly require. /

Such masts can be installed upon almost
‘any type of ship. This means that the air

vessel is able to travel to places where it might

‘be impossible to instal mooring masts on

’laud owing to lack. of time, difliculties of
transport or other reasons. 3

Mooring masts, either on ships at sea or on
Jand, mean' that an airship need never actually
‘come down out of the air and that, despite its
enormous size, the craft becomes almost as
casy to handle as an acroplane,

— —



A British “R?” type Airship Moored at Sea.
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no struts about in pomp and pride,
Rolls like a tub from side to side,

And cuffs my head if T deride ?
My

Who always eats enough for four,
And then, like Tywist, goes up for more ?
Who samples pastries “by the score ?

Because it’s full of jest and chaft ?
Who has four fat subs. on his staff ?

" Who makes me burn the midnight oil.
Torments and taunts me while I toil,
But never lets me share the spoil ?

Who thinks himself a sportsman fine,
A hero, dashing and divine,
Yet never shows such skill as mine ?

‘Who, when he gets a postal-order,
Guards it as grimly as a warder ?
Won't even let me see the border ?

Who shows no brotherly affection,
Raises his fist for my inspection,
Then puuches me 2 (I've no protection !)

But who, though often in disgrace,
Will rise to an exalted place,
Because he’s of the Bunter race ?
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Brother !

My Brother !

Whose “ AxNuaL” makes the whole world laugh,

My Brother!

My Brother)

My’ Brother!

My Brother!

My Brother!

My Brother!




