
ENTERTAINERS, AND A SHOCK ,7

an old man who wid for , p<.„„y magr.i/yine
gl««.. with which on sunny days he would li^hThlf

But these were ordinary people, fairly easily passed
by without even a second tug at Sarah", hand. Don
Patos and the terrible negro were different. They
compelled attention.

'^

But were they landmarks? I hear you ask
Surely the life of no boy is worth writ^.g to whom
a mggcr and a one-legged Spanish pirouetting
gentleman had the dignity of landmarks? Quite
so. And the landmark follows: these were merely
an mgredient of it; for one day all this mile of funand mterest lost its savour.

f

\°" ""'* ""''^"'^nd that Rudd knew what it was
to be ducked beneath the surface even of the placidwa ers. Foolish bathing women, too stupM o
realize that this alien and hostile element mSst be
allowed to woc>-that the approval of sea and childmust be mutual-had too often forced him under in a

rZ"uTy''^ """* ''*"' °I«" '" Protest, andlanded him half choked and infuriated.
It happened that during breakfast Mr. Sergison

read out an account of a tidal wave which had en-
SLt-d a large part of an island in the Pacific. The
natives, all unsuspecting, had been pursuing their lifem the usual manner, when suddenly a mighty andd eadful sound was he.rd, growing louder and nearer,

•ng top to It was seen advancing steadily on the shore.


