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On Mondays, Wednerdays and Fridays I war Cowr
Hand and Sommulas Logicales, while the rest of the week it
#na the Organon, Repetition and Astrology. The governes
was slenys geiting muddled with ber astrolabe, and when
she got speciafly munddied she woold taks i st of the Wart
by repping his kouckles She did oot ap Kay's kouckles,
because when Kay grew older be would be 5o Kay, the mas-
ter of the estate. The Want waa called ihe Wart because it
more or e thymed with Art, which was short for his re=al
pame. Kay had given bim the nickname, Kay was oot talled
aoyihing but Kay, s he was too dignified 1o have » nick-
mame and would bave flown ioto & pssion if anybody had
tried Lo give bim ona, The governeas had red halr snd some
mysterions wound from which she derived & lot of prestigs
by showing it to all the women of the castle, behind closed
daors. It was believed 10 ba where she sat down, aod- 20 have
been caused by sitting on some armour ot & picnic by mis-
fake. Eventually she offered f0 show it 1o Sir Ecior, who was
Eay's father, had hysterics and was sent away, They found
ol afterwnrds that she had boen in & Junatic hospital for
three yearns.

[n the aftermoons the programme w=s; Mondays and Fri-
daya, tilting and borsemasship; Tussdsys, hawlking: Wodnes-
days, fencing: Thundays, archery; Samrdays, the theory of
ehivalry, with the proper measures to ba blown on all occa-
eong, lerminalogy of the chase and hunting etiquette. If you
&id the wrong thing o1 the mord of the wndoing, for &=
iince, you wefe bent over the body of the dead beast and
emacked with the fat side of & sword. This was called being
Bladed. I was borepley, a sort of joke like being ahaved
when croasing the line, Kay was oot blzdsd, although he
offen wenl wrong.

When they had got rid of the governess, Sic Ector said;
“After all, damn it all, wg can't have the boys Tummio®
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phout sl dey like hoollgars—eafter all, domn 1§ 117 Cught
to be havin' a frst-rate eddication, at their age, When 1 was
their pee | waa doin' all this Latin nnd shaff at five o'clock
every mornin’. Happlest time of me life. Pass the porl.”

Sir Grummore CGrumemusiem, who was staying the night
hecause he had been benighted out gueatin® after a specially
hﬂgmuidﬂimwhmhsm:hdrag:h:mswﬂut
every mornis' because be would go hawkin® Estead af
learnln®. He attributsd o this wenkness the fact thar be
eould never get beyond the Futare Simple of Utor. Tt was
a third of the way down the lefi-hand leaf, he sadd. He
thought it was leaf ninety-seven. He passad the porl

Sir Ector sald, “Had » good gquest todayT

Sir Grommore s2id, *“0h, oot 10 bad. Ranlin® good day,
in fact. Found a chap called Sir Bruce Saunce Fité choppin®
off a maiden's bead In Weedon Bushes, ran him to Mix-
bury Plaotation in the Bicester, where be goubled back,
and loat him In Wicken Wood, Must have been a good
twenty-fve mil=t 25 he ran”

“A stroight-necked 'un,” said Sir Ector.

“Rut about these boys and all this Latin and that,” added
the old gentieman. “Amo, amas, you koow, and ruasin’
aboul like hoollgons: what would you ndvisel™

“Ab ™ said Sir Grummore, kaying his finger by his nose
and winking at the botte, “that takes o deal of thinkin'
abowt, if you don't mind my sayin' so.”

*Dion’t mind nd all,"” said Sir Ector. "Very kind of you to
say anythin®. Muoch obliged, I'm sure, Help yoursell lo

“"Good port this.”

“Get il Irom a friend of mine™

"But phout thete boys,” said Sir Grummore. “How
many of them are there, do you know?"

~Twa," eid Sir Ector, “counting thern both, that B.”

“Coaldn'l send them to Bion, | suppose?” inquired Sir
Grummore cautioasly, “Long way apd all that, we Enow.”

It waa pot renlly Eion that he mentioned, for the College
of Blessed Mary was not founded watll 1440, but it was
place of the same sort. Al they were drinking Metheglyn,
pot port, but by mentioning the modern wine it ls easler
o give you the feel

“lsa't 8o much the distapce” said Sir Ector, “but that
phanl What's-"is-pame B in the way. Have (o pasa through
s country, you umderstand.”
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“Whal iy his anme™

“Can meollect it al the moment, not for the life of me,
Fellow that Hves by tha Burkly Water.®

“Cinlepas,”™ said Sir Grumesars.

“That's the very chap.”

"The ondy other thing,” sald Slr Grommears, & (o b
B o,

"Yoo mean & fellow who tenches you,™

“That's it,” said 5ir Grommore. “A tutor, yoo know, g
Fellow whe tesches you."

“Have sodne more port,”™ seid Sir Petor, Yoo pesd It
after all thiy questin’.”

“Splendid dsy,” wmld S Grummore. “Daly they oever
seemt B0 kil powsdaye. Bun twenty-flve miles angd then
mark to ground or lose him ltogether, The wort is when
you stant & freak qiaess,”

"Wa kil all our giaots cubbin',” eaid Sir Ector. “After
that they give you » fine run, bat get away.”

“FEon out of scent,”™ said Sir Grommore, “1 dare say. Ii's
slways the same with these big giaots in o big country, They
mun ot of poemt,™

"But even if you was to have o tutos,” ssid Sk Eetor, T
don't ses how you would get him.=

“Adwvertise,” said Sir Grummere,

T have advertlesd,” said Sir Ector. “Tt was crisd by the
Humheriang Newsman and Cardoile Advertiser.,”

"I'l:unﬂ:r othar way,"” sald Sir Grommore, “Is 1o stant a
quesi,

“You mean & quest for a tuter,” explained Sir Extor,

“That' it.”

*Hic, Hape, Hoe," aald Sir Esior, “Have some more of
this drink, whatever it cally itself.”

"Hune," said Slr Grummaore,

50 ft e declded. Whes Grommore Grommuorsem bad
poon home mext day, Sie Bcodor tied 5 kool in his handkes-
chisd to remember to start & quest for & totor &5 300D 24
he had and, a8 he was nod sure bow 1o scl
fold the boys what Sir Grummore hod ssg-

be boaligens meanwhile.
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It was Joly, and ewery able-bodied map and woman oa

he estate worked diring that monib io the Geld, wnder Sir

Ector’s direction. In any cate the hoyy would have been
1 then.
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The whale woeld Enows and loves thiz baask. It s the
magical epic of King Arthur and his shining Camelor: of
Merlyn and Ohwl and Guinevere: of beasts who ralk and
1T whn flyz of wizandry and war. v is the book of all
things lost and wanderful and sad. Ir is the famasy mas-
terpicce by which all athers i jridged.

“Read st and laigh. Read it and learn. Read it
and be glad you are human”
—Mriinsapolis Snar Trobang
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