                                Burke: " I'll tak the belt if Henderson gets it tae. He's been talking all


		period. 


		Henderson, come out here!" 


		Henderson: " Ach, sir!


		" O'Brien, let go of Wright's arm!" 


		O'Brien: " He winna gie me ma pen."


		Medwin: " How am I meant to get " O " Level History?" 


		Medwin, come out to the floor. Burke, leave Henderson alone." 


		Burke: " Ah'm just bringin him oot fir ye!" 


		"Burke, Henderson, Hurst, Medwin, Wright and O'Brien . . . out to the floor!" 


		Roberts: " I'm a guid wee laddie." 


		"OK. you too. Roberts."


			15 voices.


			"Henderson furst!" 


		Henderson pushed to front.    Gets belted.


			15 voices.


			"Gey him another ain!!'' 


		"Henderson, go to your seat." 


		Marlyn: " Look, he's aboot greetin'!"


	                                 Others get belted.   15 voices.


	                                 Ah! Ohh! Aghh!!'


	                Burke lies on floor.


	                McDonald: " Henderson, you got my friend Burke the belt, I'll see you


	                ootside."


	                Henderson: " Shudup."


	                McDonald: " What was that, Henderson? You've had it."


                                " McDonald, come to the floor!"


	                McDonald: " That wis you, Henderson; just you wait."


	               " Burke! Get off the floor."


	               McDonald: " Did he hurt you, Anthony!"


	               Hurst: " Margaret, can I get a loan o' yir L.P.?"


			Burke, rising quickly.


		" I'm getting it before you, Hurst!" 


		Hurst: " Can I get it after him?"


		" I will count three; any one talking after that will be belted. One, two, 


		three. Right! O'Brien! Why was there a rebellion in Ireland?"


			Medwin in whispered voice. 


		" There was a cabbage famine."


		" O'Brien: " There was a cabbage famine?"


			Sound of 15 voices laughing at the top of their lungs. 


		" O'Brien, you know nothing." 


		O'Brien: " You dinna teach us anything." 


		White: " You tell 'im, Mike!" 


		" White, you haven't been belted yet, have you. Cathy, stop talking to Marlyn!" 


		Burke: "Dinna let him talk to you like that. Tell him ye'll bring yer dad up!" 


		Cathy: " I'll bring my dad up; he's bigger'n you."


		" You can bring your uncles and cousins as well but you're not talking in my class." 		Hurst: " Sir, when you get angry your nose gets all wrinkled."


		" Hurst! ? * !" 


		The bell rings and one more enlightening history period comes to an end.





									A. Russell, Vb.


