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Guardian,

 Ring,
     Ring.

                   Mr. Ira Thackery…
          Oh hello dear… no, I won’t
       forget to pick up your shoes…
           yes, I will wear my hat so
                I won’t catch a cold…
                  yes, goodbye dear.

   Grrr.

    Tuesday

Guardian,

THE GUARD
NOW INVOLVED

    IN HUNT FOR
    RAILWAY
    STRANGLER.

                   Wow!
The Guard’s

          on the case.  The
strangler doesn’t

            stand a chance,
            Mr. Thackery.

                     Less
       reading of newspaper
        headlines and more
     dealing with passenger’s
             ticket requests
                  Reginald.

Single
    to
  London

Three
 pounds, four
     shillings
       please.

Aah
  daylight
   robbery.

Old
  cross
  patch.

Morning
   Albert. A new

ticket roll? Heard
  any gossip about
      the murders? Heard

         naught* Mr.
    Thackery.  Police
       will catch him
            I’m sure.

    Thanks
     for the
       new
       roll.

   * naught - a yorkshire word meaning nothing.   Editor.


