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long, and we will do our best to emulate the example of our grandiloquent 
great-great-grandparents, 

We shall require, as I said before, four Champions of Christendom. I shall 
choose the four biggest boys, men stalwart in limb, gentle in courtesy, valiant 
and redoubtable in combat, chivalrous in their dealings with the frail and tender 
sex, Where can I find such, but in Jack, Bob, Charley, and Tommy ? 

It is utterly impossible that you can enter the list under such very 
‘unromantic and plebeian names, so I have four grand titles written on four 
pieces of paper, and to prevent disputes and jealousy, you are to draw them in 
turns ; whatever name you draw you must keep as your own. 

Now then, draw. 

Here is the result. 

Jack is Sir Hercules Catchemaliveo, . 

Bob is Sir Braggadocio Breakhisbones. 

Charley is Sir Dauntless Downwithem. 

Tommy is Sir. Bantam Cockothewalk. 

Why, with such grand names you are already each of you three inches 

taller. 

You four knights will have to come with me, and I shall fit you up in 

armour. 

Horses? Oh, I can manage that. Do you remember the hobby-horses 

-we had last year for the children’s pantomime of “ Beauty and the Beast.” They 

will do capitally, you will get on to them, and you can caper and prance about 

finely. I mean that you can display the wonderful control that you have 

established over your gallant steeds, as you caracole, the cynosure of all eyes 

round the lists. . 

The weapons? Well, it will not do to have lances, or swords, or battle- 

axes, because you might be hurting yourselves. I have, however, got some 

splendid tough bladders, which we will blow out, permeate, I should say, with 

the ‘circumambient atmosphere, and then fasten to some short pieces’ of stick 

with a string, and then you can knock each other finely about, until all but the 

conqueror cry, “ Hold, enough.” 

You will have to go to the ends of the lists, and then when the two heralds, 

Uncle Sam and Paddy Blake, utter the orthodox phrase, “ Laissez aller,” in plain 

English, “Go it, ye cripples,” and blow a blast on their trumpets, off you go, and 

let fly at each other. 

Two knights will be chosen by lot to contend with each other, and they wil]


