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Here is Aalidoolah pie. Jack, pass those slices round. 

Here is oonooboonoo, a savoury curry, made of the hind legs and brains of 

bats and owls. Oh, it is delicious! Ethel, don’t up-tilt your ghostly nose in 

that manner. ae 

Perhaps you would like this curdle-wurdle better. You must take some 

moonbeam-syrup with it to get the full flavour. 

Bob, just pour out in these glasses a little—no, that’s too much—a very 

little of this psocholate. It is very invigorating, but it’s satisfying—very satis- 

fying. I never find any one ever asks for more. It lingers on the palate. | 

Ah, it curls up your tongues, does it? Curl them down again, 

Oh, how stupid of me, I forgot the sick-a-sicks. These are cigarettes. 

Boys only, on this occasion. The girls may have some of these plugar-shums, a 

species of bon-bon. 

The trumpets. are now sounding out the call to arms, and the soldiers are 

falling into their ranks, and are already on their march to the battle- 

field. The knights, as you see, are mounting their horses. What is 

the matter with William? Why, he has put his armour on wrong side before ! 

What a silly mistake. He does not seem to mind much, for he is saying, “ Oh, 

this is indeed a stroke of luck, for to-day the Duke shall be turned into a 

King.” 

And now, leaving the Normans, and marching along, we will make our way 

to a spot where we can see the whole battle. And as we go, we will sing a 

little song. 

We are ghosts, we are ghosts, 

Of mesmeric kind ; 

We dance like the sunbeams, 

We fly as the wind. 

We are ghosts, we are ghosts, 

As light as the air, 

We flit here, we flit there, 

We're just ev’rywhere. 

There is nothing can daunt us, 

Or stop us at all ; 

We glide o’er a housetop, 

We slip through a wall. 

We're at home in the depths, 

As well as the heights ; 

We love the bright sunshine, 

We're partial to nights.


