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CHRONICLES 0F JOYOUS JANE

She Sees Greeîi Manies and Blue Lightning

Iv Dorotlzv L. ïVarnc

M\iv li:uîuis aiid litinb) ;ire ti bhng; 1 arn onlv able to play mîth
a l ittl notirislllinlt. wait and 1'11 tell von the reason.

Last Saturdav Private Niccboy told mne he*d be charmed if I'd
accept blis invitation to a tishi and chip supper. Nowv if there's oie
lhinii 1 love it is fisli and chips, consequently I beamed, and
acceptetl \vith unmaidenly alacrity. Not haif an 'hour afterwards
sorneone broughit me a note whiclh read as follows

'Are yot game for thenmovies to-niglit? If tlhe aswor sle h longed
for -Yes,- then Wear ablue rilbon in y'our hair this afternoon, îf otlierwlse., t ien
a carrot above your ear shall be the sig n, and 1 shall suffer in silence.

Yours exerne atingly, CUTHBERT.

This effusion carne froin Sergeant lai it. Directly 1 got it I
flew clown to borrow two cents f romi Private Niceboy to buy the
carrot. Now~, to reach the office where he hangs out one has to
pass along a corridor studdcd with doors, beind wvhichi the Gran-
ville miracles takce place. I had got half-way along when 1 saw a
form looming up. Coniscientious Cuthbert ! Whiat on earth coul(l
I say ? Seeîng that the corridor was deserted, he was sure to ini-
quire about his wretched niote. Ali, salvatior-in the forni of a
haîf-open dooir-appeared, and 1 slipped in, feeling exultingly safe
iii the (larkness, as the lock caught with a vicions snap.

i2bapter Il.-IN THE DENON'S CAVE

1 waitedi several minutes, then feeling that the amorous Sergeant
must be well out of the road, ventured to grope for the door. 1
stepped gingerlv and made passes in the air. Joy ! my fingers came
in contact with a knobbly bit of brass. I clntched it-Ye gods
Two lamnes a yard long shot ont. Whal had happened? Had mrv
weird hand paisses awakenied some dormant Granvillian geniii ?

Something began to whiz, and whizzed ont awfnl green and blue
lights. My knees quivered ; 1 conldn't scream ;these terrifying
lightnings came froîn everywhere, A tbought struck me. Was
Cuthbert a practiser of things occult, and was hie frightening me ?
And now bnzzing was 'increasing; if grew ini fury tilI it became a
deafenmng roar, and lames shot ont everywhere from nothingness.
Dante's Inferno %vas child's play to this. With a screech of agony.
1 fainted.

1 awoke with Pte. Niceboy pillowing my head, and it wvas so nice
that I fainted again. They told me'afterwards, when I was able
to bear it, that 1 had been found in the High Frequency Room
with the apparatus going at full speed.

Conscientious Cuthbert still wonders why it was Ieft to P rivate
Niceboy ta rescue me.


