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E V E N I N G  C L A S S  U  " W I T H  A  P U N C H "  

BOXING SCHOOL OPENED IN PARIS. 

xioture. 

Evening classes for boxing. Bad boys of the family 
who won*t swot at reading,— 

—writing and arithmetic, may work off their surplus energy 
in a muoh more pj>easant job of sloshing their friends# No 
spoil sport policeman here I They oan just slosh and slosh 
without meddling mothers,— 

--or fussy fathers butting--

—in. Take that, Bill Binks* and tell my sister— 

—she squints. The youthful scrappers scrap 
before a large audience, of admirers, and with a referee 
to see fair play, if possible. Later on they will be 
matched with real ring fighters to-_ 

discover a Carpentier, and read out the 1washbuts1. 
Bill Binks is tiring. His knees are wobbly, and with a 
push to the proboscis, rolls him over. The referee 
waits to see if Bill wants more. Bill doesn't. He s 
taking classes in knitting after this. The gong goes I 
Eight o'clock. Time for bed you bold, bad, bruisers. 


