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" I’ll never, never do it any more,” cried Mrs. 
McMucker, clasping her hands in mock humility.

" Another piece of cake, Harry,” said the Com­
mandant suddenly.

" Another cup of tea, Harry ? Do ! ” said Mrs. 
McMucker. " Why, where are you going ? ”

But Ethel and her uncle had appeared at the gate, 
and Harry was already walking rapidly towards them.

THE END


