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Oh, I have taken youall in nicely. Here is “Old Aunt Sally,” rather battered 

about by the sticks that were thrown at her at our last summer féte, still as large 

as life. She is to be Queen of Love and Beauty. She cannot talk, which is a 

good thing, and makes her sufficiently unlike the rest of her charming sex. © 

She will keep very quiet, and will be perfectly comfortable if we put one of 

these short clay pipes in her mouth. She will preside over our Tournament, sur- 

rounded by her Maids of Honour. Now all of you girls go off, and in an hour's time 

we shall meet at the banqueting hall, and then, headed by our drum and penny- 

whistle band, we shall march in ot state to the tithe barn, where we are going 
to hold our revels. ‘ 

_ Sir Hercules, Sir Braggadocio, Sir Dauntless, and Sir Bantam, will please 

come along with me. 

Hilda and Ethel, I leave you in charge of the Queen of Love and Beauty. 
You are her Maids of Honour, you know. - 

Yes, you may smarten her up a little if you like. She has been lying, poor 
soul, up in the tower all these winter months, and she wants her toilette attended 
to. While you are about it, you might get Susan to blacklead her face. 

Now, you youngsters, off you go. Come along, boys. 

By my halidom, beshrew me, grammercy, brave knights and noble 
gentlemen, fair and gentle dames, by the ancient crest of my father, 
we have had a memorable tourney. We will endeavour hereafter to 
digest our banquet as best we may, graced by the presence of our 
redoubtable Champion and our peerless Queen of Love and Beauty, who will 
honour us with their presence. 

There’s dictionary talk, boys! That’s the way they used to hold forth 
in those days ; no wonder they found it necessary occasionally to thin the popu- 
lation. ; 

' That Tournament was great fun, wasn’t it? So Sir Hercules Catchemaliveo 
has come out the champion. How he banged the other knights about, especially 
Sir Bantam Cockothewalk, of whom we may say, parodying Killaloe— 

“So nothing more was said, 
Sir Bantam went to bed, 

And mixed no more in Tournament affairs, 
And the papers of the place 
Said that poor young Tommy’s face 

Was closed for alterations and repairs.” 

He'll turn up to-morrow all smiling, perhaps he may come to the banquet,


