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Horrible Horace, Lousy Linda and Miss Battle-Scars’ School Chair
One day, on his way to school, Horrible Horace grumbled, “I’m fed up with school. It’s so boring. I want to do something interesting with my life—like fishing, or sailing, or exploring! Not sums, reading, geometry, and all the other boring old stuff Miss Battle-Scars tries to drum into us.”

Despite his strong feelings, he trundled along the same tired path he’d used since he was five. When he reached the school gates, he paused and muttered, “There must be more to life than going to school. There must!”

Just then, the school bell rang, calling all children to line up. Dragging his feet, Horrible Horace slipped reluctantly through the gate and joined his friends, Barmy Bernard and Tinkering Tommy.

“Watcha, Horace,” said Barmy Bernard. “Want to see what I’ve got in my satchel?” His eyes gleamed with excitement.

“No, not really,” Horace replied gloomily.

“What’s up with you?” asked Tinkering Tommy. “Anyone would think you’d lost your marbles—or worse—your conkers.”

“Conkers bonkers!” they chortled.

But Horrible Horace didn’t hear them. His thoughts—and his eyes—were fixed on the ground.

Nudging him, Barmy Bernard repeated, “Come on, don’t you want to see?”

“Let me have a look,” said Tinkering Tommy. “If it’s what I think it is, I’ll show him.”

Barmy Bernard opened his satchel and showed Tommy the mysterious item inside. Tommy reached in, then recoiled with a yelp. “No! Get it away! I thought it was a frog—but it’s a tarantula! A big, fat, hairy tarantula! I could’ve been bitten to death!”

Laughing, Bernard said, “It won’t bite—it’s my pet.”

Tommy checked his fingers for bite marks, unconvinced. “Why on earth did you bring a tarantula to school?”

Bernard grinned. “Because I’m a little bit barmy, maybe?”

“A little bit barmy?” Tommy snapped. “More like a whole lot—and then some!”

“Stop talking and get in line!” Miss Battle-Scars barked as she marched over.

“But we are in line!” Tommy protested, still wiping his hands on his blazer.

“Then make it a neater line,” she snapped. “And you, Horrible Horace—you look like someone heading to a funeral.”

She rang her bell again and waved the first line of children into the building. Horace cast her a sideways glance as he passed but said nothing—a rare event indeed.

Inside, sitting at his desk, Horace opened his study book. Geography. The only subject he liked. He loved reading about exotic places like Ecuador (where the best coffee comes from), Ceylon (for tea), and Africa (home of man-eating lions). Geography made him feel like a traveller, even if he was stuck in school.

After the lesson, his mood had lifted slightly. He leaned over to Barmy Bernard. “Well?”

“Well what?”

“What was in your satchel that had Tommy in such a flap?”

Grinning, Bernard bent down and opened the bag. “This!”

“Wow!” Horace gasped. “A tarantula! I never would’ve guessed!”

“Wait until you hear what I’m going to do with it,” Bernard whispered. He leaned in and outlined his daring plan.

“You’re seriously going to do that?” Horace asked. “And you want me to help?”

“Yes—unless you’d rather I ask Lousy Linda instead?”

Horace paled. “No! Don’t ask her!” He shuddered at the memory of last Christmas when, during the nativity play, Lousy Linda—playing Mary—had sneakily kissed him while he was playing Joseph. Ever since, he’d avoided her like the plague.

“So, you’ll help me?” Bernard asked.

“Yes, on one condition—you tell no one.”

“But how will anyone know it was us?”

“We’ll know,” said Horace. “That’s how spies do business. If it’s good enough for spies, it’s good enough for us.”
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At lunchtime, Bernard stood guard at the classroom door while Horace crouched by Miss Battle-Scars’ desk.

“What’s taking so long?” Bernard hissed.

“Almost done,” Horace replied. He carefully pushed her chair back under the desk. “There. It’s done.”

“Someone’s coming!” Bernard warned.

Without hesitation, they opened a window and bailed out.

Lousy Linda spotted them. “What are you two up to?”

“Don’t answer her,” said Horace. “Like spies, remember?”

“Spies it is,” said Bernard.

But Linda wasn’t letting them off that easily. “I’ll tell Miss Battle-Scars!”

The boys froze.

“That got your attention,” she smirked.
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“What do you want to keep quiet?” Bernard asked.

Linda placed her hands on her hips. “A kiss. I want a kiss from each of you!”

“A kiss?” they groaned. “Anything but that!”

“It’s a kiss or I go to the teacher,” she said firmly.

Defeated, the boys looked glumly at the ground.

“Well?” she asked. “Are you going to kiss me?”

Horace sighed. “Okay. I’ll do it.”

“What? Are you stark raving mad?” Bernard cried.

“Hush,” said Horace. “We have a fair damsel to kiss.”

“What’s gotten into you?”

Ignoring him, Horace stepped forward, held his breath, and kissed Linda on the cheek. Then he fled, wiping his lips furiously.

“Your turn,” he told Bernard. “Good luck.”

With a similar grimace, Bernard followed suit, kissed her other cheek, and retreated to a safe distance.

Linda stood beaming. One kiss would’ve been wonderful—but two? She was in heaven.
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Later, as they returned to class, Bernard whispered, “So, what now?”

“We wait until Miss Battle-Scars rings her bell,” said Horace.

“Then we sit quietly and wait for the fireworks,” Bernard added.

From her place nearby, Linda seemed to be paying no attention—but Horace wasn’t so sure.

“She’s watching,” he muttered. “Scanning for clues. She’ll rat us out.”

“And then?”

“I’ve planned for that.”

Just then, Miss Battle-Scars rang the bell. “Dinner break is over! Everyone into line. That means you too, Tommy Tilbert!”

Once everyone was inside, Miss Battle-Scars began the arithmetic lesson.

“Psst, Horace,” whispered Bernard. “She’s not going to sit down!”

“Shh!” Horace hissed. “Do you want the whole class to hear?”

“Sorry, got carried away.”

“I heard that!” came Linda’s voice from behind.

“Then why ask?” Bernard snapped. “You know what’s on her chair!”

“Aha!” Linda cried triumphantly. “So that’s it! You’ve done something to her chair!”

Miss Battle-Scars turned. “What’s going on?”

All eyes turned to Linda.

“Well?” the teacher demanded.

“I... I was just...” Linda faltered.

“No excuses,” said Miss Battle-Scars. “Come sit in my chair so we can all keep an eye on you.”

Linda froze.

“Well?” said the teacher. “Sit down and start arithmeticking!”

Linda cautiously approached the chair. She expected a frog, or a stink bomb—but saw nothing. Relieved, she sat.

KAPOW! BLAM! PHYZZT!
The chair, with Linda still on it, shot into the air. She hit the ceiling, clinging to the light fixture.

“What are you doing up there?” Miss Battle-Scars called. “Get down and finish your sums!”

“I can’t!” Linda wailed.

“Of course you can. Let go—I’ll catch you.”

“Go on! Jump!” the children chanted. “Jump, jump, jump!”
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On the way home, Bernard asked, “Horace, I still don’t get it. How did her chair shoot up like that? My tarantula couldn’t do that—and where is it, anyway?”

“There was a change of plan,” Horace said slyly.

“A change of plan?”

“After Linda made us kiss her, I needed revenge.”

“And?”

“I found Tinkering Tommy.”

“What about him?”

“I asked for his help. He’s great at making things. We swapped the tarantula for a powerful spring.”

“A spring? Where from?”

“From his dad’s motorbike and sidecar. Tommy says he never uses it. He won’t even notice.”

Bernard grinned. “With days like this, school might not be so boring after all.”

“So,” said Horace, “what shall we do tomorrow?”
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As the story ends, Lousy Linda’s had her comeuppance, and Horace and Bernard are happily planning their next escapade.

Meanwhile, a middle-aged man dons his helmet, ready to take his motorbike and sidecar for a countryside spin… when—

CRASH! BANG! WALLOP!
It collapses beneath him.

Oh—and what happened to the tarantula?

Horace hid it in Miss Battle-Scars’ desk. For later.

School will never be boring again.

THE END
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