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‘““ Look out !’ screamed Church madly. i .
Buf Handforth was too late. He failed to find foothold on the edge aof the

treatherous, snow-covered cliff, and the next second he staggered and pitched
headlong over the chasm. - ' -

J—




In a few days Christmas will be
with us. Everyone is busy pre-
paring for the joyous festival.
People throng the weli-laden
shops to make their purchases of
the many good things that bring
gladness to their family and
friends, There is in the atmos-
phere a feeling of good fellowship
which, like a magic spell, compels
us to forget our troubles in the
prevailing infectious happiness
around us, In keeping with this

‘spirit is this week’s vei'j; special Christmas story of St. Frank’s, It
_breathes of Christmas, of revelry and good cheer, and I hope that all who
‘read it will derive as much fun and pleasure during this season of fes-

tivity as do the Boys of St. Frank’s in the story.

The Narrative Related

| THE EDITOR.
Throughout -by Nipper.

CHAPTER 1.
NEARLY A TRAGEDY'!

b LOLOK out!’ screamed Church madly.

But Mandforth was too late. He
failed to find foothold on the edge
of the treacherous, snow-covered

cliff, and the next second he staggered and
pitched headlong over the chasm.

“Oh! Ile—-he’s gone!” shouted McClure
hoarsely., '

The three chums of Study D, in the
Ancient House at St. Frank’s, had been out
for a walk on the last day of term—within
an hour, in fact, of ecatching the train
which would take them home for the
Christmas holidays.

And, passing along the edge of the cliils
which overlooked Bannington Moor, Hand-
forth had approached the edge. With his

usual recklessness, he had faiicd to bako

into account the lcoose, wind-driven anow.

The cliff-edge looked solid, but it was uok.
lle was over in a second.

In tragic moments it- 15 generally thea
cas¢ that the crisis comes abruptly, unex-
pectedly-—dramatically.  Handforth had been
scoffing at his chums for grumbling at this
eleventh-hour stroll. And then, all in a
nmoment, Handforth had vanished into the
depths.

Church and MeClure, wild with alarm and
fear, rushed to the edge of the cliff, They
nearly pitched over, themselves, in their
dreadful apxiety. They knew that the pre.
cipice wasn’t absolutely sheer, btut it was
a considerable drop to the level of the
moor. And there were rocks, too--ugly,
jagged rocks.



They arrived just in time to see their
study Jeader rolling over and 'over down
the steeply sloping cliff, and fthey were
thankful for the fact that the night’s fall
of snow had been unusually heavy.

lHandforth rolled down amid the soft,
fleecy snow—until, indeed, he 1o Ionge:
looked like a human being. The two juniors
stared down upon a great mass cf rolling,
ev er-increasing snow. :

In . short, ]Iaudfurth had tarted
avalanche

And the ]eader of Study D was the centre
of that avalanche. Down, down he went—
iintil at last all movement ceased. Church
and McClure stared down in horrible fascina-
tion at that great pile of disturbed snow.
They knew that Edward Oswald ilandforth
was buried beneath.

“Quick! We’ve got to get down!’’ gasped
Church, ‘““He may be only slightly hurt,
vou know! Olh, the ass—the reckless 1d10t"’

““Come ont” panted McClure. -

‘They hurried to a point, furtler along
the cliff, where the descent was not so
steep. '[‘hey rushed down ab such a speed
tliat they were in constant peril of starting
a second avalanche, on their cwn account.

And, all the tnne, they kept their gaze
fixed upon that ominous pile of wnow. They
saw no sign of movement—no upheaval of
the feathery mass which would denote that

an

Handforth was conscious, and struggling to

get free. |

Breathless, smothered with snow, and
bruised from more_ than one tumble, Church
and McCure arrived at -the c¢liff bottom, and
ran pell-mell towards the great snow Leap
But even now there was no sign ¢f nove-
ment.

“ Quick—chuck the snow aside!” said
Church hoarsely. “ We’ve got to dig him
out! If we doun’t, he’ll die of suffocation

within ten minutes.”

They worked like madmen. 1Tsing their
hands as scoops, they tore up tlie srow,
sending it flying behind them in ¢.ne ron-
tinnous sinother. And at length, cyv:ing to

the very intemsity of their toil, they were
compelled to pause. .
“Q0Oh, he's dead—he’s dead!’ moaned

- Church, almost too exhausted by his eciforts
to hpeal\ ‘¢« Handy—Handy !’

¢ Handy!” shcuted McClure, in a chokmﬂ'

. voice,
 They stared at the snow pile. tragically.
But there was. no movement—no sign.
They caught one another’s glances, but
darecd not look into one another’s eyes
directly—for both were beginning to fear
the worst,
* ¢0h, it’s no good—we can’t do it!'" whis-
pered Church. in horror. “We want spades
-—shtovels! He's Jying under here—in all
this snow !’ he burst out, in a sudden sform

of panic, “Dou’t you understand? He’s
huried—he’s dying! Obh, heavens, what can
we do?”?

“I—~1 don’t krow!’ panted MecClure,

husky with alarm.,
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For just two seconds they stood perfectly
still, gazing down at that mass of beautiful
“lute snow. They expected to =ee soine
movement—they expected to - hear some
feeble voice from amid the great pile.

But neither movement nor -sound came.

““ We can’t stand bere like this!’’ screamed
Church, rearly mad wmh autlety. ¢ 1’1l
rush off for help—--? 2 .

““No, I'll go!” gasped McClure.

““ All right—better go straight to the

-school, and get some chaps!” said Church,

ta,king hold of himself, and- speéaking- mth
forced calmmess. “Brmg shovels and brooms
—anything! Even then )ou’ll be too late!l”

and Church,
continued " his efforts single-
handed. His task -was, indeed, a hopeless
one, For that pile of snow was: over btwelve
feet high, and of enormous bhreadth. The
avalanche had disturbed an almost ineredible
amount of the loose, ficecy snow, and it had
swept down in one vast smother—Iandforth
being at the very bottom.

But, although he was persplrm" from
every pore, and well nigh exhausted Church
pluckily maintained his- effort. - And his
thoughts werc bifter and tragic a5 he
worked.

But what was the good of t'hmklng in
this way now? Lhurch and McClure had
started upon that walk against their own
inclinations. For Handforth’s sake they had
accompanied him. It secemed an absurd
thing to them, more especially as they knew
Handforth's reason.

It was the Iast, day of term, and already
a great many juniors had gone bustling off,
laughing, cheerful, glad enough to be away
for the year’s most fesftive holiday. For
Christmas was at hand, and even tlhe
weather itself had done its . very best to
clothe the countryside in a Yuletide mantle.

The snow had commenced in the previcus
eveuning, aad a regular blizzard had swept
down over the whole of Bussex—to say
nothing of many-0f the other couuties. And
even now, although no snow was falling,
the clouds were heavy and thick—promising
a further heavy fall ere Iong. The weather
glass was dropping, too, and the wind had
a tendency-to hecome boisterous.

The train which was to have carrlcd Hand-
forth & Co. to London was ‘due before so
very long. Yet Edward Oswald had firmly
made up his mind to go for this -stroll.
And it took him, by a roundabout route, in
the vicinity of the WIOGr View School for
Young Ladies.

Handforth Iladnt mentioned ihis fact to
his'chums, but they were well aware of-it.
They knew that his whole objéct in going
was to catch a glimpse, if possible, of the
fair, bobbed haired Irene Manners. Hand-
forth wouldn’t admit it for worlds, but he
was rather keen on Miss Irene.

His great hope was that he might be able
to sec Miss Irene, in order 'to  say good-bye.
But before the Moor View School cculd be

_he added dully.

McClure was oﬁ‘ like the wind,
left alone,



this awiul

cven reacheq,
. pened.

Iortune favourcd MeClure.

Y'or before he reached the z:chool, he
caught sight of a number of St. Frank’s
. fellows in the lane ahead of him. Pitt was
there, and De Valerie, and Tommy and
. Tlcgelha West and mysclf., We saw McClure
coming, and paused to stare at him in
astonishiment.

For he was well-nigh exhausted.

He camc up, reeling, and so breathless
that for the first two or three moments no
. words would come. . Although wet vith per-
spiration, he was deathlv pale. We lnew at
oncee that something serious was wiong.

¢“Hold up, old man?” I said quickly.
*“What's the matter with you? What's
. happened? Take your time——"’

¢“ Handforth!” gaeped Mc¢Clure faintly.
“ He-—he's buried!™

““* Buried!" yelled the juniors.

- Y Avalanche—fell over cliff—buried!” mut
tered MceClure disjointedly.

1t “'dS some moments before we got the
full story out of him. And then, staring at
~.one another in consternation, we were
gavanised inte activity.

‘Three of you dash to the tonlshed nad
get spades and shovels!” ‘I said crisply.
““The rest of wus will whizz back with
“McClure, and do all we can. Every second
may be of value.,”

‘“Even if we do drag the poor chap out,
he’ll be frozen stiff!’’ said Reginald Pitt,
with concern,

- “My hat! And we were going home with

Harndy for the holidays!” said Watson.

«“ Never mind that now—we shall be
. thankful il he's alive!’ I broke in.

. We separated, and half of us sped down
tiie lane at the double, outstripping MecClure,
who was still half-exhausted from his pre-
vious run. We drew near to our destina-
~tion, hoping against hope. that we should
i‘m]d 'that Church’s efforts had been success-
u

But tlus was not the case.

YWhen we arrived, Church was on his knees,
half buried in snow, burrowing madly and
almost mechanically, The poor chap was
well-nigh f"ﬂlﬂﬂ:tﬂd and his eycs were full
of horror,

“Tlg’s here——down in the middle of this
snow !’ he choked. *¢I ean’'t get_at him—I
can't get any answyer! Oh, it’s awful!”

“We'll soon get him out"' I said briskly.
“Geb a hustle on, you chaps!”

affair lhad- hap-

Maay hands make light work, and the way

in which the snow flew was 1emarkable.
I'oot by foot the great pile diminished.
Dceper and deeper we got, but still there
was Do sign of the missing junior. And by
“this time we were all beginming to share

Church’s unspoken fcar. .
After all this time, Handforth could
never emerge alive. Even if, by some

miracle, he still breathed, the dreadful cold-
ness wouid have chilled him to the marrow

—until pneumonia was on almoat (.EI“LE!.'H
complication. -
And then came a loud hal from the *OD
of the cliff, .
“Hi, you chaps‘” roared somebhody.

“(}h thank goodness!"” panted Church.
“They've brought the shovels!'
T looked up, and a well known
on the cliff edge, gazing down. I

violently, and stared harder..

“What the dickens are you wasting tlme
for down there?” demanded the hfrurc in-
dignantly. * We've lost our gidd} train
now !

We stood there, and our jaws dropped.

I'or the figure was none other than Edward
Oswald Handforth himself—as large as lile,
and apparently unhurt! '

CHAPTED . I1.
HANDIORTH’S LUCKY DAY!

HURCH nearly fainted.
‘ “It's—it’'s Handy!”

ﬁ"ure stood
started

L SR he blurted cut

. L ’t blankly.
W, i ¢You spoofing bounder!™
1Y -ﬂ/.t il roared De Valerie. ¢ So you
did this on <urpose, ¢h?

We'll jolly well—-"

‘“Don’'t he an ass,” I mtcrrupted **Church
thought Handy was really bllI‘lLd o

Chureh waslooking dazed.

“I—I can’t understand!” he said, Iis
joy and relief acting as a wonderful stimu-
lant. “ Handy went right down—-"’

¢“ Ass!"” roared Handforth, from the clLill
top. ‘I was out of that snow heap in two
ticks! I rolled clear of it all, and went
round the other side of the clilff to meet
you chaps—but you must have come the
other way.”"

““We dida’t see you!” shouted Church.

¢#X can't help it if you're blind, can 17”7

demanded }Iandforth who seemed rather
ungracious. ¢ All this delay has’/madc us
loose the afternoon train now'! We can’t

go until "after tea!”

“Well, thank goodness you're safe!” said
Church fervently. .

“I'm safe, but I'm iolly well btruised!”
shouted Handforth. *¢‘How would you like
to roll down a giddy clif? I'm going back
:;]r_l tth:e school to chaunge—I'm all torn and
irty !” ) '

Handforth turned away and vanished.
And we looked at one another, grinned, and
then roared with laughter. The very relief
at finding handforth safe and sound was
enough to make us hilarious in itself.

But at the time we didn't know that
Handforth was really making lightt of a
pretty cerious affair. His assurance that he
lmdxll’t been hurt was hardly the exact
truth

As a matter of fact, he had staggercd out
of the snow, unseen by Church and McClure
in their wild scrambie down the cliff, and
he had gomne off in an absolute doze—
wracked with agony.
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He had bruised his head, he had gashed)

an elbow;, and his ankle was painfully
strained, e didn’t cxactly know where he
went, but must have wandered round to a
little sheltered spot, where he sank down.
Although he never admitted it, it is possible
that he swooned for a few minutes.

Anyliow, he was horribly groggy when he
picked :himself up again, and- laboriously
climbed to the top .of the ecliff, bent on
making " his way back to the cchool. The
sound of- voices beélow -had pulled him up,
and he bhad seen what was: happening. It
had cost Handforth a great. eﬂort to appear
so robust ‘and unconcerned. e rever, liked
to admit himself beaten. '

The bruise on his head was considerable,
and it was fortunate that he had such a
thick skull, or it might have been fractured.
IInder theqe circumstances, he gave up all
hope of secing Miss Irene now.- Besides, in
his present state, he didn’t vaant to meet
her, ;

And, naturally he dld ;

That's just the way of things. When you
want something, vou can't find i1t—when
you don't want it there’s no trouble at all.

Handforth had ouly just reached the lane
when he paused dedd im his trachs, and
forgot all about his aches and pains, A
hot feeling surged into his neck, and he had
a wild desire to flee. For he was painfully
aware of the fact that hlb appeamnce was
most unpresentable.

Walking briskly down the: lane was a shm
airlish ﬁrrure——a very dainty young Ia,dy
.lttlred in a warm tweed costume, high
winter boots, and a  bright woollen ‘tm-o-
shanter, and scarf to match AltOgcther
she was a very delichtful picture in that
setting of fresh]y fallen snow.

She -waved her -hand as she approached,
and then the $m'1e of greeting faded from
her face, and she’ looked concerned.

““Why, Ted, whatever l"as happened?’” she
asked qmck]v _

1t That' js—— You—— Nothing!”’
stammered Flandforth, tremendously con-

fused because she had called him _Ted.
¢ Nothing at dll Miss Irene! I'm all right,
thanks!”

“Don’t tell stories!” she said firmly.

“You've had an accident, or something.
Why don’t you tell me?” |

Well—er—as a matter of faet, I—I
shpped"’ replied Handforth, someahat con-
fused. “1lad a bit of a tumble, you know
—feli down a bit of a slope in the snow.
Nothing to hurt, Miss Irene. I—I thought
perhaps you’d “left for the holidays, but
I'm glad you haven’t.”

«“You mustn’t stop talking to me here,”
said the girl. ““You've got to get bhack
to the school, and patch yourself up. Why,
vou're in a dreadful state! 1It's a shame
thatl some of the other boys don’t help
you!?”

Handforth shuffied his feet.

““Well, as a matter of fact, they—they
thought I was buried in the snow, or some
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silly  thing like that!”® Te ddmitted.

““They've been pretty anxious about me,
too. And now we’'ve lost our train.”
““Well, that’s not a tragedy,” smiled
Irene. “There are other trains:;¥ _
““Oh, rather!”’ agreed: Handforth. . .““In
fact, I'm glad we did lose it. - Otherwise,
I shouldn’t have met—— I mean, we
should have been a long way from here———
What train are you fromg by, Mlss Irene?’?
he added carelessly. - ; o
The 0111 shook her head

“Not any tmm ?? she 1eplied.:

#0h, },ou re luckyf . said- Handfﬂrth
“Your pater’s car, 1 supposc‘?” _

“No, not even that,” said the girl,

- YOu see, I'm bﬁ’l},mg at school for
Christmas, hecause my people——"’

“&tannrr at schooll!” echoed Handiorth,
aghast.

1] qu 33

“Down here, all alone?"? |

¢ Well, not exactly alone,” laughed the
girl, “DOI‘IS Berkeley and tm:r or three othel
girls are staying, too. They're bricks!
Two of them didn’t need to - stay behind,
at all, but they’'re just doing it so that wo
shall have a nice little party "You see, my
people are in Malta, and I wouldn’t think
of going t0 stay with my aunt. I’'d rather

stay at school.” : :
Handforth was rather staggered. 1e
had had hopes of seeing Miss Irene in

London—Iie had even braced himself up for
the task of inviting her over to his pater’s
place for Boxing night.

¢“0Oh, well, that’s rotten!” he said dis-
consolately. “You’]l have a ghastly time
down here, in this dead hole. It’s mnot o
bad when evernbody about, but during
the holidays it’s a,bsulute]’y staﬂna.ut
I—I'm awfully sorry.”

Irene laughed.

“You can Kkeep your sOrrow for some-
thing more deserving,” she said, smiliag.
“To tell you the truth, I'm rather looking
forward to it—it’'ll be quite a novelty. Bué
*3b'ou ’Eeally must be going now, ‘Ted. Good-
ye. 3o

Siite held out her hand, and Edward
Oswald took it. Once, weeks earlier, he had
carelessly mentioned that his name was
Ted, and it delichted him to know that she
stili remembered.

“ Oh—er—rather!'?* he said .awkwardly.
““Yes, I suppose I'd better get a move on.
Well, goodbye, Miss Irene, Hope yvou have
a pret-ty decent time over the vac. Of
course, you’ll be here when we get back?”

“I hope so!*? said Irene. ‘“Good- hyc——-
have plenty of fuua!®’

“Yes, of co11rqe-tllﬂnks' 2 sald Handﬁ,

“ Merly Christmas!”

Irene waved her hand, and passed on.
And Handforth trudged on his  way
through the snow to St. Frank’s, feeling

strangely heavy-hearted. He pulled  himself
together with an eftort. Of course, he was
an ass—a silly fathead! Why the dickens

should he feel heavy-hearted just because
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a blessed scheol girl was going to stop
in this dull hole over Christmas?

He shook himself, and laughed scornfully.
“As if he cared a toss about girls! Irene

wasn't so bad—a very decent sorbt, in fact— |

"but as for being especially interested in her,
the idea was dotty. . :

. Assuring himself that he didn’t care a
job one way or the other, Handforth
reached the school gates, marched in, and
lost no time in entering the Ancient House.
And twenty minutes later he came down-
stairs, looking more like his normal self,
He wouldn't have admitted, for worlds, that
~he was still feeling a bit shaky. .

" Church and MecClure- had- turned up by
this time. . And now that their .anxicety had

been gquelled by the knowledge of Hand-
forth’s safefy, they were inclined to be
indignant. | =% .

But after seeing Handforth, they decided
to let the matter drop. He was obviously
olf-colour, owing to.the effects of his fall.
He pretended to be all right, but he
couldn't disguise the paleness of his
.cheeks, and the general air of listlessness.

In the lobby a number of other juniors
were talking, and their voices seemed to
ring hollow—for they were practically the
‘only fellows left ia the great building. It
was afternoon now. and the vast majority
of the ‘boys had already taken their
departure. - . :

“This is wiaat coines of allowing Iand-
forth to get out of our sight!’ declared
Reggie Pitt. _ ‘¢ We've lost our train, and
tir:mw”we shall have to stick here until after
ca.” 7

““This train leaves at three-fifty,” said
Tommy Watson.

““Yes, but what's the good of it?” asked
Pitt. “It's only a local to Banmington,
and then we've got to change, and wait
half an hour, and get in a rotten slow
train to London. But the six o’clock train
is an express—and that’ll land us n
Victoria -at just about the same time.”

“That's right,” I agreed. -**We'll go
by the six o'clock—slow trains are awful.
It doesn’t matter much—no need to ecry
over spilt milk. It'’s nearly Christmas-time,
.and we’ve got to be cheerful ‘and merry.”’

It may be wondercd why the accident. to
Handforth should have delayed so many of
us. But the explanation is quite simple.

‘A few “days earlier Handforth had re-
eiyed word from his pater that he couid
Invite a dozen of his school chums to the
Handforth mansion for the Christmas holi-
days.. And Handforth, full of importance,
had selected his guests with great care and
trouble, . :

And he did not fail to impress the
favoured ones with a fuli and adequate
realisation of the honour. It seemed that
Sir Edward TYlandforth was preparing an
extras special party, mainly composed of
young people. ; :
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And then came a loud hail from |
the top of the cliff. \ ‘
- %" Hi, you chaps ! roared some-
body. ;
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as - fol-

complete, was J
Montie

Handforth’s -list,
*lews:-- - Church, McClure, .- Sir |
- Fregellis-West,© Tommy .Watscm, Archie
Glenthorne, Reggie Pitt, Jack Grey, De
Valerie, Alf ‘Brent, Fatty Little, Ulysses

Spencer Adams and myself.

Naturally, we had all planned to go up

by the same tram. ‘Handforth’s people bad
not mrade any -~ special - preparatmns——we
cculd arrive just when we liked.. So losing
tha afternoon train was not a mtastrophe
At least, it dzdn’t seem 1:0 be - 50 at the
time, -

A small junior ca.me bustlmg m from the
- Triangle, shaking many ‘whité flakes- from
his shoulders. He was Willy' Handforbh of

the Third.

“Snowing like the dickens agam"’ he
anhnounced. ¢ Regular bllzzard blowing up,
you mark my words!?”? =

Edward Oswald,

glared at his minor.

‘““Are you still here?” he demanded
ominously. - |

“No!” said W:lly “I'm a ghost"’ '

‘“ You—you cheeky ' young - sweep!”

snorted Handforth.
gon2 by the earlier train.

‘“] wds hoping you'd

time.”

“I’'m lhieky!” msaid’ Wllly-—“ lucky: to you
chaps, I mean.”

“ What do you mean??

¢ Why, without me, ‘you’d Just make up
thirteen,” said Handforth minor. * And
thirteen’s a rotten number to start out on
‘a_snowy night byrtrain!
shall be fourteen, and so everything will
go fine.”

Handforth snorted.

«“I don't believe in superstitions!”? he
snapped. “But. it’s no good grumbling,
I suppose—you're just a necessary evil,
Blessed if 9 know why you weren't left on
the doorstep of an orphan asylum!?’

¢“Well, we don’t want any family argu-
nients,” said “Reggie Pitt diplomatically.

“ Absolutely not!’? agreed Archie .Glen-
thorne. 1 mean to say, it’s dashed bad
form to wrind out the old family washing
in public! What about it, laddies? The
good old cup that cheers, what? Phipps i3
st:'l available, and at the word of command,
he’ll rally round - with large supplies of
tea juice!?”

- % Good! Lead the way to Phipps!? 1
said promptly.

And Archie led the way.

Upon the whole, we were nolt very sorry
to have lost the train. . Phipps supplied
excellent tea, and we had quite an enjoy-
able hour, And it was a novelty, too—for
everything was so quiet and peaceful.

Scarcely anybody was left. in the school
except our own party, a few of the servants,
~and about two masters.

And as the afterncon prOgressed

the
. weather grew wilder. :

who had ]ust come in,

We don’t want. briskly.

t2 be bothered with - you all the giddy

you

‘doesn’t go till six.”

But with me we.

CHAPTER III..
OhE on TWO SHOCKS'

"HEW! It’s an abso-

lute bhzzard'” ..
Tom,m;y Watson
| gasped "' out - - “the
"words as he strove.to cluse
the front - door ‘of ‘the

Ancient 'House.® Myriads of

snowflakes were driven in by the high wind,

and unless Tregellis-West "liad “gone to
Ton'my’s assistance, the door Would nob

have been closed.

“ It's—it’s about the’ worst stormi I ‘can
remember!” . gasped Watson.' ¢ The
Triangle’s a foot deep in snmow already—
ifmd lltS Lommg down by the glddy cart-
ocad!”?

“Dear old boy, we shall have some
trouble in gettin’ "t6  the [ “station, I'm
afraid,”” said Sir Montie, with concern.
‘“Begad! The night’s " frlghtfully wild—
it is, really! Pity we haven’t got a car
handy!”

Handforth sniffed.

‘““ Who cares for a bit of snow"” he asked
“In opinion, this makes the
joutney all the more interesting. It’s tho
right thing to have snow.at Christmas-time.
Buck up, you chaps. It’s half- past five,

know.”?
“Plenty of time,”” said Church. ¢Train
added

“And _it's bound to Dbe Ilate!”
Reggic Pitt.

*“Trains are only late when you get to
the station in heaps of time!’? said Hand-
forth, < If you turnel up a minute .late,
the train's gone! Blessed if I know why
things should be that way, but they are!®

The lobby was fairly = crowded with
juniors. We were just on the point of
departing, and the howling of the wind

outside- made us fully realise that our waik
to the station would not be an-easy one.
So it was better to give oursehes plenty
of time.

“T say, dear old souls!” exclalmed Archie
Glenthorne, lounging in. ¢“ What about it?
That is, do we go, or not? The old
weather, you kpnow—bally rough, and all
that sort of thing. How about staying on
at the old homestead until morning,
what??’

“You ean stay if you lnke—we re going!”?
declared Handforth.

‘¢ 0h, absolutely not!” sa,ld Archie firmly.
1 mean, we must rally rourd one another,
and stick together, and cling -like the- old
ivy. 1 mean, it’s no good carving our-
selves up into secticns, and all that rot.
But it just struck the: old hean thato it
might be a frightfully priceless 'scheme to
dodge the storm,. Snow. of eourse is ra.ther
pr*celes.s, but——7 -

“I think we’d better go Archte,” I in-
terrupted. *‘“A storm- always-sounds worse
ingside than it actually is. Omnce we’re
trudgmg down the labe, we’ll be all” rlght

But we’'d better start at once,-or we shan't
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leave ourselves comfortable time. Every-
body ready?” -
After- a brief spell or hustling round,

-Handforth had all his guestg on the spot.
We were well wrapped up in overcoats,
mufflers, and thick boots. Our luggage had
gonc oun a short time carlier—to catch the
same train. We only had two or three
handbags among the whole crowd of us
. Dow, -

The big door was flung wide open, and
two or three juniors were nearly swept
off their feet. The gale roared in with
terrific velocity, bringing a perfect deluge

of snow, It made us gasp.
- ““Great Scott!” I panted. ¢ It’'s worse
~than I thought!"”

“Come oun!” roared Handforth. ¢ We

can’t waste any time!”

Bending our heads to the wind, we forced
our way out into the night. The Ancient
House steps had vanished. We could sce
nothing but a piled up mass of snow. It
was soft, crisp and feathery. With every
step we kicked up masses of powdery white-
ness—which the wind ecaught wup, and

whirled about wus in thick elouds. And
the air itself was so thick with driving
flakes that it was mnearly a matter or

1mpossibility to op2n our eyes.

“0Oh, boy! Some storm, I'm telling
you!"” said Ulysses Spencer Adams. It
sure reminds me of my home town. Gee!

This is the kind of dope we get around
N'York City! Let's go, boys!” |

We literally pushed our way across the
Triangle to the gates, and emerged into
the lane. Here the full force of the blizzard
passed over the tops of the high hedges,
and we were able to breathe more freely.
But the snow-flakes were still whirling
round us in countless millions.

“Come on,” said Handforth breathlessly.
““ Who cares for snow!”

“ Attaboy!"” remarked Ulysses.

¢ Absolutely!” gasped Archie, “I mean,
here we all are, and with scveral slabs
of luck we sbtiall reach the station. The
chappies on thie outskiris had -better look
after themselves, tnough. It’s bally easy
to get lost in this sort of stuff.”

The lane contained more snow than we
‘ha:d ever seen on that road before. On one
side it was fairly clear, but on the other
the drifts were piled up until they formed
great sloping banks, half as high as the
licdges. Ine many places the drifts were
four 2nd five feet deep.

In Bellton High Strzet, trade was prac-
tically at a standstill: Although it was
not yeb six o'clock, and the shops were all
- open, they could hardly be seen. The fine
snow-flakes. driven along by the high wind,
~filled the atmosphers so much that it was
aimost like a fog.

We didn't see a soual all the way down
the High Street. And by the time we got
to the station, practically all the breath
had been knocked out of our bhodies. But

%3\l _THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

figures—at five minutes tc six. And in the
little booking-office, we stamped about and
shook ourselves, and collected round the

blazing fire. '

“Brrrr!” sald Reggie Pitt,
to be out of that smother!”

“We shall be all right now,’” .said De
Valerie., < The train goes straight through
to London, and by the time we get there
the storm will be over, I expect. Anyhow,
we’'ll hope for- the best.”

Handforth took the tickets—arrangzements
had been made beforehand with regard to
this. And, armed with the tickets, Hand-
forth planted himself in  front of old
Wigegins, the colitary porter. _

«“Just in time, eh?” said Handforth, put-
ting half-a-crown into the old chap’s hand.
““ Here’s a Christmas box for you, Wiggins.
When the train comes in, you’ve got to
finld us an empty compartment!”

““ Right ve are, -wir!” said Wiggins, de-

“I'm glad

lighted. ¢ I'll have one ready for ye. I
don’t reckon there’ll be -many {folis
travellin® on a wild night like this ‘ere.

But the train’s liable to he late.”

¢ Late!” said Handforth indignantly.

¢ Mebhe twenty minutes—mebbe half an
hour, young gent.” - :
. “Half an hour late!” snorted Handforth.
“1 never heard of such a nerve! Yhat do
they cull this—a railway?”’

‘“ Be reasonable, old man,” said Church.
“Think of the spow!”

¢ Snow or no snow, the train oughin’t
to he late!" said Handforth firmly. ¢ Are
youu going to tell me that a whacking great
a few snow-flakes.

train is delaved by fe
Pooir! T’ll write to the giddy company!®.
Handforth was chipped a good deal

beecause of his views, and the time passe:d
quickly. By the time the train came 1n,
over half an nour had elapsed. And we
were quite ready to leave. -
Of course, Wiggins didn't have to trouble
to find any empty compartment. We found
one for ourselves at once, and all piled
in, The cowmpartment was only supposed
to hold ten, but that made no difference.
Handforth tried to push his minor out, but
failed. In awuy such battle of wits with
Willy, Handforth was always the loser.
The journey started, and I was prelty
certain that we should arrive in London
two hours late, at least. But it didn't
matter much. At Victoria we counld get
as many taxicabs as we liked, and it was
only a short drive to Handforth’s home.

“We seem to be sticking here a long
time!’’ remarked Pitt, as the train ro.-
mained stationary. “Taking on some lug-

gage, I cxpect.”

““And they call this a railway!™ sneered
Handforth. <1 know what's happened!
The water’s gone off the boill” -
““Ha, ha, ha!" _

“Perhaps the carbuYettor’s got a piecs
of grit in it!" suggested Pitt solemnly.

“0r, it's quite likely that the sparking-

we arrivel—fourteen white and ghostly | plug is sooty.”



“Rats!” said Grey. ¢ The engine's got
R puncture!”

““Ha. ha, ha!»”

However, as if to give the lie to these
base insinuations, the engine gave one or
two preliminary pufis, a whirring of driving
wheels -on the slippery track, and then we
slowly pulled out—the storm roaring and
blustering all round us.

“Than goodness!¥ said Handforth,
settling back in his corner seat. * Now, I
vote we tell a few stories, to pass the
time away. T'll start, and you chaps can
follow.” -

“That won’t do,” 1

said,
head.

shaking my
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trap door into the river, and swims into
Boston Harbour before he can get ashore!”’
““Gee winnikers!?”? said TUlysses. “That
guy’'s sure some swimmer!* '
““ Trackett Grim can do anything!* sgaid
Handforth carelessly, ‘“He gets on the
trail of the smugglers because he finds
footprints on the river!”

“ The river?? gasped Church.
ass——"

““The river,”
frozen over!”
4 And I suppose Trackett Grim swims
under the ice?” I asked casually, -
“@reat pip! I'd forgotten about that!”
said Handforth, with a start. < Still, it

““You—you

explained Handforth, *is
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* Why not?”
““ Because you’ll only be half way through
by the time we get to Victoria.”’
‘““Ha ha, ha!® - |
““Fathead!” said Handforth witheringly.
“I’'m going to tell you a Trackett Grim
story——"? .
- “HELP!” yelled about six juniors in one

voice,

“My hat!”? gasped Handforth, startled
by the vocal blast.- “ What the dickens
are you shouting for help for? This
Trackett Grim story is -the best 1've ever
thonght of! 1It’s all about Trackett Grim
in NMew York—prowling through Chinatown,
on the track of a gang of opium smugglers!
Trackett Grim gets chucked through a

doesn’t matter—I'll soon put that right.

Details never worry me! Now, after
getting ashore—- Hallo! We've
stopped ! .

““ Thank Heaven!” said Pitt, with a sigh
of happiness. “Oh, you mean the train?
I thought you meant the story!”

The train certainly had stopped, and it
remained stationary for about ten minutes.
These minutes seemed like hours, for Hand-
forth insisted upon continuing his thrilling
Trackett Grim yarn. But at last the
carriage gave a preliminary jelt, and
again we moved. :

“ At this rate, we shall get into Victoria
just in time for the New Year!” said

| Handforth sourly.
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“It’ll be saarvellous if we get to Victoria,
at all,” I remarked. “ We're pgoing back-
wards !’

“Backwards !*

“Yes—we'll be in Bellton again soon.”

Sure enough, after ten minutes the train
jerked to a standstill against the station
platform. And the guard came along the
train, a snowy figure, lantern in his hand,
inviting everybody to get out. '

“Look here, what's the idea?” snorted
Handforth, leaning out of the window,

*“ Line’s blocked beyoud Baunington—snow-

drifts!” said the guard shortly. < The
whole service is suspended wuntil to-
morrow.”

“ Wha-a-at!” gasped Handforth blankly.
~ We looked at one another with startled
expressions. Then we buttoned up our
coats, and piled out upon the platform.
And the guard’s statement was true
enough. Word had come through that
impassable snowdrifts on the other side of
Bannington had diserganised the whole
train service. There would be no trains
through to London—or even to Bannington
—until the morrow,.

This was shock No. 1, and it left us some-
what flabbergasted. In the waiting room,
we crowded in a corner, and held a dis-
cussion, Handforth, in the meantime, had
got, the money back for the tickets. He
flatly declared that he wasn’t going to be
swindled. '

“Weli we can stay here talking for an
hour—but{ it won’t make* any, difference,”
I said practically. ““The ¢rain service is
suspended, and we're Stranded. All we
can do is to go back to St. Frank's, and
wait until to-morrow.”

“ Absolutely!” said Archie. “A foul
piece of work, but there it is. I'd ask you
all Jt’{) sbagager along to Glenthorne Manor

That's

“My hat!
De Valerie.- |

“But what would be the bally good?”
went on Archie. ‘I dom’t want to dis-
appoint you, old companions, but it so
happens that the ancestral pile is bolted
and barred! I mean, the people are
gallivanting in London. Glenthorne Manor
is locked up, and cheer fails to abound

a goed idea!” said

there.”
‘“ Beg pardon, young gents, but is there
a Master Handforth here?” asked the

station clerk, appearing on the outskirts.
““Yes!” said Handforth major and Hand-
forth minor,
-~ “Well, there’s a telegram here—addressed
to Master Edward Handforth,” said the
clerk. 1t came through from Banning-
ton five minutes ago. It was delayed,
owing to the wires being down this after-
noon. It ought to have arrived about
half-past twelve.””’
“ Phew!?”” whistled Church.
about seven rours late!”

‘““Some service!” said Ulysses. ‘“Over in
the States we deliver telegrams g3 few

“It's only

minutes after they’re handed in.”

LEE LIBHARY |

¢““Except when Yyou have blizzards, like
this one!” 1 reminded him, |

Handforth tore open the telegram, and
read it. First he went red, then he went
pale, and finally he stared at us open
mouthed. He gave one or two gasps, bub
words failed to come. _
. “What does it say?” demanded Willy
impatiently. “Don't stand there like 2
giddy fish! My hat! Look at him! He's
going to have a fit!*

“ Yes, am!” roared Hand{orth,
sudden explosion, *It's off!”

“Dff 7’ echoed Church. “What's off t»

«“The party!” :

““The party!” yelled all the guests.

“Yes —the mater Iiad & fire —the
Christmas decorations blazed up, and every-

in a -

thing was ruined!” said Handforth.
“Nothing very serious, but the ' whole
Christmas party is coshed on tne head!”
‘“Well, that,” gaid Archie Glenthorne,
f“is thatl”
CHAPTER 1V. N
STRANDED AT SCHOOL!
LK NDOUBTEDLY, the
e S\ situation was about
W as ghastly as it couid
: be. Archie’s further
remark, to the effect that
the whole thing was

) poisonous, was correct. One
thing after another had cropped up, - untii
this telegram provided a fitting climax to
a day of misfortunes,

First Handforth had nearly killed him-
self, and then we had lost our original
train, and then we found that the whole
service was  cancelled — and now e
Christmas party was wiped off the map,
in any case!

Handforth was mnearly at his wits’ end.
His distresz was touching.

““I say—this is awiul!” he said blankly.
“The fire must have happened early this
morning, and the mater wired at aonce
thinking I should get the news before every-
body left. She ends up hy suggesting that
all you chaps should make other arrange-
ments.”

“Well, we can't make any other arrange-
ments to-night,”” I pointed out. < In fact,
it's too late to think of any Christmas
party now. We can’t wire to ‘Somerton,
for instance, saying that we're going to
plant ourselves on his people! As far as
I can see, we shall have to spend Christmas
at St. Frank's!”

sald Pitt.

““Not likely!»
“Not all of us” 1

2 ik “We can all
go home!
said, shaking my

head. ¢ Adams can’t—Glenthorne can’t,
and one or two others are left tem-
porary homeless, too. But it’s no - good

discussing these things here—let's get back
to the school.” -
** Absolutely,”” said Archie. A wave of
cheerfulness is oozing through the old
frame, you know. T've just remembered
that Phipps i5 at St. Frank's—staying on



until the end of the week.  How absolutely

tophole! I mean to say, he’ll rally round,
and whizz hither and thither, and make
life worth living!”

We hung about the station for another
quarter-of-an-hour, although it wouldn’t
have made any difference, now, even if
the train did go. - |

As I pointed out, talking was useless,
snd we at least had a refuge in St.
Frank’s. We had beds—food—and plenty
o! other comforts, Under the circum-
stances, the llead wouldn’t object to our
remaining. -

And so we ventured ont into the night
again, and hraved the elements. The storm
was thicker than ever, and seemed to be
increasing in violence. By the time we
got to St. Frank's after a Dbig struggle
against the wind, we were very nearly
breathless with the battle. -

Handforth -had - beem- strangely silent
during the walk up. He never acted as
cverybody . assumed he “would act. They
had taken it for granted that he would
ave wildly "about the train service, about
hiz -mater's carelessness in allowing a. fire,
and -all sorts of other unreasonable things.

Instead of -this, Handforih scarcely said
A word. -

And, finally, we all.  marched_ into the
Ancient House and found the school as
good as empty. The majority of the
household staff had gone, we were- the
only boys in the whole place, and even the
masters had cleared out. XNelson Lee was
in London, and I was rather sorry that I
hadn’t gone with him.

But it was no good ecrying over spilt
milk. Here we were—stranded at school.
The Headmaster remained, it is true, and
it wasn't . long before he appeared on the
scene to inquire why we had come back.

He listened gravely while we told him
the news.

‘““ Dear me!’* he said, at length. ¢ This
is bad. I am deeply sorry, my boys, that
you should be so disappointed. I under-
stand that this party is now completely
abandoned?”’ | .

‘““Yes, sir.” |

“ And what do you intend doing, boys?”
asked the Head. ’

“We don’t know, sir.”

“H'm! The situation is certainly some-
what awkward,” agreed Dr. Stafford, look-
ing at us with - kindly concern. “ Of
ccurse, boys, we're on equal terms now,
eh? I don’t want.you to regard me as
your Headmaster, for we are now enjoying
our holidays. And sin¢e you must remain
at school for one night, at least, there is
no reason why you should sleep in your
dormitory.”

““Thank you, sir.” : :

“I will give instructions at once, and
have some ¢f my own private bed-rooms
prepared,” s=aid the Head genially. S |
want you to be guite at home, hoys—make

ful

fully.

yourselves comfortable, and do just as
you please. You are perfectly at liberty
to use my house as your own.”

** Thanks awfully, sir.”

““You're a hrick, sir.”

“Not at all-not at all!” laughed Dr,
Stafiord. *‘ Indeed, if you care to, you are
at perfeet liherty to remain at St. Frank’s
for Christmas. I don’t suppose you will
do that butl it is just a mere suggestion.
Please yourselves, boys. And remember
that you are more than welcome to stay
if you want to. Just look upon yourselves
as my guests.” .

He bustled off, leaving us all in a state
of uncertainty. There was no guestion
about the Head’s decency. He had acted
like a sportsman. Giving us the run of
his own house was nothing more or less
than -handsome. s

And so, shortly alterwards, we fonnd
ourselves in Dr, Stafford’s big, ecomfort-
able breakfast-room, sitting down to a
ripping supper. The warm fire, and cheer-
electric  light, and the excellence of
the food, put us all into a good humour.
And -the Bead was sport enough to make
himself scarce.” - : :

“Y must say he’s absolutely one of the

ones!” remarked Archie. -*' Dash -it, here
we come, piling in on the old lad like a
‘comewhat energetic avalanche, I mean,
he’s - taken it bravely. There’s many a
chappte would * have heen  somewhab
staggered at the shock, and would have
wilted "perceptibly. But the Head, bhlecs

him, appears to absolutely like it!"

‘““ He’s certainly making us jolly comfort.
able,” I agreed. * Real hospitality—that's
what it is. But as {for staying at St.
Frank's over Christmas—well, I'm not to
suare about it.”

“Why not?' asked Handforth thought-
‘““ When you come to think of it, we
can have a fine time down here.”

““ A fine time?” asked De Valerie, staring.

“0Of course we can!'’ replied Handforth
with enthusiasm. '*We can have a party
on Christmas night, we can go skating, and
—and all sorts of things! Tons of things
we can do, in fact.”
- “ Il be as dead as ditchwater!” com-
plained “Jack Grey. ¢ After a ecouple of
days here we shall be fed up with our-
selves, and die of sheer stagnation. We
don't even get a change!”

“ She distinctly said she wasn’t going!™
said Handforth dreamily. |

“ What?"

Handforth
red. -

“Er—I mean—Mrs. Poulter, you know!'!®
he gasped, with a triumphant feeling that
he had covered up his awful slip. “ And
with the matron still here, we can eall on
her for anything we like.”

“No, you don’t!” said Reggie Pitt firmly.
“You're not going {o slip out of it like

star'te?ﬂ " violently, ~and wenb
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that, my lad! TI'll bet you wera talking)
‘about Irene!l”

‘“lrene?” repeated Handferth, as though
the name was new to him.

“Irene Manners!" said DPitt. ¢ So that’s
why you're se resigned”? Deceitful youth.
thou. art unmasked! . 0  traitvor! |
shouldn’t be surprized if you worked the
whole thing! Such - are the channels of

. love!”

e g

Crash!
A doughnut struck Pitt in the eye with

‘considerable foree.

“ You rotter!” howled Handforth, Lis very

~violence giving him away. <1 didn't work |

anyvthing !
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you try to explain, the plainer we see thc
lie of the land. And about Christmas.
Perhaps it would' be a decent-idea to stop.”
“Couldn't do better!” declared Hand-
forth promptly. < Look here, we're going
to Sir Montie's place after Boxing  Day,
aren’'t we?” ‘ SR ML
“Ye3,  rather!”  s=aid  Tregellis-West.
“16’3 all fixed up. An’" as everythin’ has
turned out so frightfully shockin’, I think
we'd better decide to stay here until we
start for Tregellis Castle.” : :
“Well, we'll stay until to-morrow, any-
how—and then we can finally decide,” |
said,  “It's pgood to know that we're
welcome to romain, if we want to, ‘A'he

“-_i"

s

- We literally
intc the lane.
millions.

pushed our way across the Triangle to the gates, and emerged
But the snowflakes were still whirling round us in countless

“I'm very fond of doughnuts,” said Pitt.
“But I prefer them a bit lower down iIn
the face! Under the cires.,, old man, I'll
forgive you—but don’t throw any of the
crockery about. The Head might object.”

Handforth sat down, breathing hard.

““Sorry I chucked that doughnuy at you!”
rowied. ““But you make me s0 jolly
wild! Just a3 if I know anything about
Irene Manuers! Huh! Supposing she is
atopping at school for Christmas? Think
I care? As a matter of fact, I said good-
bye to her this morning—— 1—I mean——»

““Take my advice, old man, and let the
subject drop,” I said gently, * The more

Head's a stunner!”
“ Hear, hear!” ;
There were certain alluring prospects in

the thought of staying -at St. Frank’s. . As

guests sf Dr. Stafford, we should be on
quite a new footing. 1t would be an
absolute novelty. Yor there would be no
restrictions, no bounds, and we could go

and eome just as we pleased. ;3

After supper—which had been quite an

early one—the fellows disported themselves

in their unaccustomed luxurious surround-
ings Archie went off to change his collar—
painfully conscious of the fact that a
little snow nhad made a smudge. He had



wanted to cuange his collar earlier, but
‘hadn’t been allowed to go.

Phipps met Archie in the passage,
they went upstairs -together. .

‘“Some " rather serious news. from  the
- village, sir,’’ said Phipps. -

‘“Really! Don’t tell me, Phipps, that
some poor chappi¢ has perished in the old
blizzard?’’ asked Archie, in. concern. ‘I
mean, what a frightful predlc' ~ A cove can
never be guite the same after perishing in
‘the blizzard.”’

‘“ The news ig scarcely as traﬂlc as that
- sir,”? said Phipps. “One of “the under-
'serva.';ts, just arrwed‘from,Bellton, declares
that row of small: cottages near Holt’s
Farm are so-. completely snowbound -that
the occupants are practically imprisoned.
Indeed, they are in danger of being com-
pletely enveloped by the drifting s$now.”’

Archie paused, ,a.'nd looked at Phipps
squarely. -

“ But dash it!*’ he said. ¢ This, old tulip,
is somewhat ghastly!  What I mean is, how
‘can the poor  populace exist with snow
smothering their abodes? ‘I trust something
is being done about it?’’

‘1 dcn’t exactly know, sir,’’ said Phipps.
« By what I can understand, there are very
few people who know of the peril—and no
rescue-party has yet set out' to assist the
+ unfortunate cottagers”
~ ‘“And is it really serious, laddie?’’

] 1imagine soO, sir,”> replied Phipps
- gravely. ¢¢ “The snow is drifting so rapidly
that  these small cottages,” lymg in a very
exposed position, are becoming completely
buried beneath the snow. The occupants,
‘being in". bed and asleep, ~ are probably
unaware of the danger.’?-

“ What-ho!”> said' Archie firmly. ¢ This,
- Phipps, is a time for action. I mean, it's
no good talking, what? "How long ago did
you hear the broadcast?”

““Only just now, sir—a mmute before I
- saw you.»?

“Then, old - fruit, I must away,”
Archie. ““*It’s a ﬂcod thing “you told me.
Cheerio! The };can.mfr ma‘ster will see you
anon!’’ "
~ “But your eollar, sir—-—??

"~ ¢ Collars, Phipps, are of less 1mportance
than snowbqund cottages,”” interrupted
- Archie curtly. ¢ There is Work to be done!’’

He hurried bhack to the other juniors and
quickly related the news. We all gathered
together and discussed the matter.

« Pretty rough on the ‘smowhound pechle,
but what can we do?’’ asked Watson.

““Dash  it-—<I mean, what -can we -do?”’
asked Archie. ‘¢‘Well, 'it -whizzed into the
old think department -that -we might gather
up-a few shovels and such like 1mphments,
and sally: forth to the rescue., In my
opinion, this is one of those .occasions when
it’s up  to the gant to rally round.”?

- ¢ Archie's got the right idea,’? I agreed
promptly. < You know what these sleepy
~country people are. In all probability they
haven’t made a move to do anything. It’
just possxble they don’t 'know anything

and

| bustled

{ But the
‘different.

said |

i,

from the village.

Let’'s go to the

about it in the village.
place and see what we can do.”? -

“Where are these cot.tages,
asked Church.

‘¢ Ass!’® snapped Handfurth ‘¢ Don’t you
know Pelton’s Bend? They’re just there—
four or five cottages in a little row, on
Farmer Holt’s -property. In fact, they’re

anyway ?’?

‘occupied by the chaps who work for the

old rotter—labourers and their families.
But they’re just as human-as we are, and
if they’re in trouble we’ll lend a hand.”’

‘¢ Hear, hear!”’

It was no time for dilly-dallying.
into ‘our overcoats and mufﬂers,
pulled our caps well down, and ventured out
into the night. There was ho change. At
least, no change in the weather conditions.
Triankle itself looked absolutcly

- The snow, still coming down with extra-

-{ ordinary force, had covered the Triangle in

a mass of whiteness which in many . placed

rose to a height of five and:six feet. The

fountain had nearly vanished. A drift had

formed at the corner of the gymnasmm
which rose as high as the roof.

““My hat! It’s worse than ever!’’ shouted
Pitt, mt.o the teeth of the gale., -
" <Tool-shed!”’ I roared. ¢ Grab anyt]nnﬂ

.you can!’’ -

We found a good supp]y of spades and
shovels and brooms. And armed_ with these,
we set off for Pelton’s Bend—a small
isolated row of cottages just at the end of
the village.

Walkmﬂ' in Bellton Lane was by no means
€ASY. The snow had become so thick that
we had to plough our way along. It was a
constant - struggle, fighting against the
elements. . The driving snow, swirled along
by the force of the gale, struck into our
faces like so many pellets of ice. We were
compelled fo bend our heads and {o trudgo
on blindly.

And yet we quite enjoyed it. _ .

There was something rather thnllmcr about
the idea of digging these unfortunate
people out of the snowdrift. They were the
vietims of the storm, and it was question-
able whether any other aid was gmnﬂr to
them.

For Pelton’s Bend was completely det:tched
“The small, low cottages
were quite by themselves, with Holt’s
Farm set back among trees on the other
side of the road. The evil tempered farmer
was not likely to render any assistance to
his unfortunate employees. :

And our surmise was correct.

¥or when, after a hard -struggle, we
arrived at Pelton’s Bend, we found the place
utterly deserted. It was very exposed, too,
and the full force of the blizzard was

whirling round the row of tiny houses.
They had practically vamshed amid the
SNOW.

“ My goodness!)’® shouted Church ¢‘ Laok
at that"’

The front doors were no longer visible,
and all the windows were covered, The
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great mounting snowdrifts reached to the
tiny upper windows, and before long would
‘smother the roofs entirely. Such a snow-
storm as this had seldom been seen in Bell-
ton for many years.

“ All hands to the pumpa'” I sang out.

And then we heard one or tv«o other
shouts, and became aware that children
were crying., But it was impossible %o tell
much in the howl of the wind. We 3soon

discovered that some of the villagers were |

at the upper windows, alarmed and utterly
snowhound.

One or two of the men h'uI ﬂot out, and
were fighting a losing battle against the
SNOW. _But our arrival made all the
difference, We =set to work systematically
to fight the ravages of the storm.

Two or three of us worked at each
cottage, cutting a deep trough through the
snowdrlft to the front . door. Once this
‘'was made, and kept clear, there would be no
danger,

But the fight was a difficult one. For as
Tast as we shovelled the snow it blew round
us like powder. The flakes were fine and
feathery, and we were in a constant smother.

However, working hard and continsously,
we made headway.

Archic Genthorne was a wonder. He
_threw aside all his reserve, cared nothing
about his clothing, and uorhed with a will.
Indeed, we were all perspiring freely. The
exercise was so sfrenuous, in fact, that it
wasn't long before we cast off our overcoats.

And, ons by one, the cottages were
unburied.

THE

CHAPTER V.
SON WHO NEVER CAME BACK.

* ELI,, 3;0%11:1- xents,
we doun't know
how to thank ye,”’

- said Joe Catchpole,
hia sraff voice filled with orati-
tude, “ Like as not we’d

_ have all been smothered if
ye hadn't come to lend & hand.”’

““That'’s all right, Joe,”’ I said. ¢ Only too
glad to help.”’

¢“You allus was real gents, and no mis-
take,’’ said the labourer nodding. <“*It’'s
right glad I am that my missus and kids is
safe. I was gettmﬁ real scared, and I
don’t mind a-sayin' of it!"”

Joe Catchpole was Farmer Holt’s foreman,
not that this was any distinction. The
farm labourers who worked for Holt were
a somewhat unfortunate number of men—

five all told. Four of the men were
married and lived in fthese cotbtages with
fheir families,

And we were forcibly struck by the
pitiable signs of poverty in every cottage.
Of comforts there were none. The
children—three or _four in each family—
“looked weakly and ill-nourished. Somehow

there was an atmosphere of stark misery
about these wretched hovels,

—-_.__‘-l—n-‘_,,“—

‘worked at Holt's
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“ My hat!"’ breathed Handforth., ¢0ld-
Holt ought to be sent to penal servitude
for kﬂepuw his tenants in this state.’’

‘*They work. for. him, and that’'s why
they’ve got to put up with it,”’ said Pitt
softly. ¢*You know what a beast he is.
If ~they dared to complain about these
cottages they'd get the sack. And work's
scarce enough as it is.”” .

Keggie Pit® was right.

We had all gatheled together in Catch.
pole’s humble abode, which_ was at the end
of the row. -He had insisted upon his wife

making us some hot tea, although they
could ill-afford the necessary milk and
sugar. The other men had come in, and

some of the wives and children—a kind of
big pgathering. The kiddies were crowded.
together, lookm'r on with wide eves.

T reckon we've got a lot to thank von
young pgents for to-night,’’ said Tom
Belcher, one of the other men. “ Ay, but
Farmer Holt ought to be ashamed of his-
self, and no mistake! 1It's queer that hec
couldn’t do nothin’. He must have knowed
what was happening.”’

“It don’t do no good to talk agin M.
Holt, Tom,”” said Joe Catchpole.

While the tea was served, we talked, and
from the general trend of the conversation
it was not difficult to put two and two to-
gether. Times were very bad, All the
men were earning - wages that- absolutely
horrified the juniors. Ilow they and their
families could exist on the few meagre
shillings a week was little short of
miraculous. |

But it was winter, and work on the farm

| was so scarxe that these labotirers were oil

a half-time basis, and, consequently, only
receiving half their usual pay. And this
was small enough, in all conscience.

There was no other work in the village-—
perhaps an odd jobh now and again, on a
lucky day, but very seldom. And for
weeks thess families had been fighting
hopelessly on against this dreadful poverty.
It was only whnn the juniors came fﬂt“
close contact with cuch conditions
they realised the~full horror of want.

At St. Frank's, eating all they desired.
spending money on luxur.-.es. they had never
given a thought to these pitiable souls wheo
Farm. The men were
gaunt and wiry; the women ill-nourished.
But, most pltlflll of all, the children
showed every -sign of the poverty which
stalked at Pelton’s Bend. The St. Frank's
fellows were greatly cffected.

And it was just upon Chnstm‘tstlme——t}
great festive holiday of the year. .

““0f course, you get something extra for
Christmas, don’'t you?'’ asked Handforth .
careleasly. ¢“ 0ld Holt gives you a bonus,
or something, doesn’t he?"’

Catchpole shook his head rather grimly.

‘“Not he, sir,”’ he replied. *¢*That ain’t
Mr. Holt’s way. We don’t get nothin' extra
for Christmas—not even a bushel ¢’
potatoes. And I ain’t saying but what we
wouldn't be glad of a few o them swede



turmps, over ‘in ynnder field. But we ain’t
likely to see one 01 em. Farmer Holt don’t
give nothin’ away.”

“ But look here, dash it!** said Archie,
with great concern. ¢ About Christmas, I
mean. - What about the old turkey?. And
the pru:eless plum-pudding? Of
vou’ll have the good old.spread?? .

This. time Gatchpole laughed- harshly.

‘ Mebbe you're ]okmg, young . genf,’”’ he
said. ‘‘Christmas don’t mean nathin’ to us.

Some folks, I dessay,.can afford a bit extry |

for the kiddies. . But when the. missus. only
gets a few shlllmgs a_week, she can’t make
no Christmas puddens. The nippers will. be
lucky if-they.gets margarine on their bread.
As for turkeys, young.gent, all Mr. Holt’s
turkeys were sent to market last week. We
won’t see so much'as a feather.’”

““ How ahsolutely poisongus!?’. said ‘Archie
aghast. ‘“Look here, old lad; kindly allav.
me to contribute—->’

‘No, sir; ’tain’t hke]y'” said Catchpole
quickly. ¢ We ain’t askin’ for no charity—
are we, Jane?®? | : .

“We ain’t that!’? said Mrs.. Catchpole,
]ooklng up from the miserable little stove.
“* We're grateful enough, young gentlemen,
for vfhat you’'ve done, without asking for
money.”’ '

““Oh, but come!*’ said "Archie.
to say, come!’’ -

““I'll ‘'be obliged, young gent, if you don’t
mention . the matter agin,’’ said Catchpole
eruffly. “We ve all stuck 1t and we’ll keep
on, We ain’t starving, an‘ that’s something
10 be thankful for these. days. Come the
spring, we'll have more work, an’ times will
get hetter, mebbe.”?

I liked the man’s spirit. He echoed the
sentiments of them all. They were bluff
country . “labourers, -mnot ~ beggars. And
aithourrh their condition’ was. pitiful, they
wouldn’t hear of charity. Unless they gave
something in Treturn they wouldn’t accept
MonNey. .

And at last, after we had had our tea, we
hade them all good-nigiht; and set off back
to St. Frank’s. By gregtt good fortune the
snowfall was mow .abating. The wind was
just as high, and the sky was leaden. But
only a few. stmgm" flakes were being carried
zlong by the gale.

« 1 think the I1 he all nght now,’? I said.
“ Anyhow, we’ ve done all we can—— Hallo!
What’s that little house over there?’’

We paused and gazed up the narrow lane
fowards an Iso]a+ed cottage—the only other
dwelling in this lonely part.

‘““ By Jove!l . T°d forgotten all about Mrs.
f"t‘mtt” .said. Reggie Pltt . That’s where
she Ines you know-Mrs. Hemtt the old

AT
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overlooked Mrs. Hewitt’s tiny, abode.
course,-

'was respected by mnearly everyhody,

“J1 mean.

lady who does dressmaking
seen her card in old Sharpe’s window?’’

Haven t ,um

‘““Why, yes!®’ said Handforth,
and have a look.”? '

In our concern for the cottagers we had
Now
and again we had seen her in the village—

““Let’s go

an elderly, bowed.figure, but always neatly
‘dressed. She lived utterly alone, and eked

out an existence by doing odd Jobs of dress-

-making.

As we stmggled through the snow towards
her .cottage, I .remembered a few details
concermng the old lady.. In a small village
like Bellton it was only natural that we
should know- practically eyerything about all
the inhabitants. And now that we were
coming in such close contact. with thess

{ humble people, we were beginning to realise
‘the hidden hardships of their, existence.

Mrs. Hewitt, if I remembered correctly[i
an
sneered at by a few. For she- was proud,
and always carried herself with somethmg
which was very akin to dignity. In early
life, before the death of her husband fen
or twelve years earlier, she had been a_ lady
of importance in Bellton. She- ‘and her
husband had lived in a big house, had had
servants, even a carriage and pair. But
after Mr. Hewitt’s death, she had become
poverty-stricken, and was compelled fo do
dressmaking .for a living.

We arrived at the cottage and found ‘that

it was just as badly snowed up as the
others, Great drifts were piled round the
front doer and window until they were

buried., There was no light showing any-
where, and when we went to the rear, we
found the back door in the same condltmn.

‘“Come on; we’ll soon have this clear,”’ I
said._ br;skhr

With six of us at one door and six at the
other we made quick headway. And at the
end of twenty minutes we had cleared the
snow to such good purpose that a complete
path was made.

And when the front window was  un-
covered, we found rather to our astonish-
ment that a small night-light was burning
on the sill. In such intense gloom that tiny
light seemed to be brilliant.

It shone-out upon the snow and cast a
steady light far down the lane. It must
have been visible for quite a good distance.
Peering through the glass we could just

make out 2 miniature box-like parlour.

“ 1 wonder why she left that light burn-
ing?? asked Pitt. «“I say, perhaps she’s -
il or something. Don’t you thmk we’'d
better knock her up??

“It wouldn’} be a bad idea,”” I said
thoughtfully. “Just let her know --we've
cleared the snow away, anyhow. She may
have gone upstairs, half scared with fright.
It's pret.ty awful to be snowed im, you
know.’

We knocked upon the door and stood back
“alth”g It was only a gentle knock, and
we expected that we should have to ‘make
another summons. Bub almost at once a
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light appeared in the small upper window.
And then soon afterwards we heard a key
being turned in the rusty lock.

- My son—my son!'’ came a voice to us--
a voice that was thrilling with pent-up

joy. ¢Oh, Jack—Jack! My boy’s conie at
jas{!?? :
We looked at one another rather

startled. -We had hardly expected anything

like this. The situation promised to tae
uncomfortable, : |
And then the. door opened, and Mrs.
Hewitt stood there—a small, sad little

ficure, attired in a shabby dressing-gown.
Her eyes were alight with eagerness, and
she “held. out her arms.

“ Jack—Jack!”” she cried. “Oh,
you would come!” :

We didn’t know what to say. She seemed
to take it for granted—it was almost as
though she had been expecting to hear a
knock. . _

“ Beg¢ pardon, ma'am, we thought you'd
left a light burning by mistake,” said
Handforth awkwardly. ¢ We’ve just cieared
the snow away——"’

“0Oh! Yes—yes—thank you!?’ said Mrs.
Hewitt, her voice trailing away, and becom-
ing unutterably sad. _

As -she stood there, her figure drooped,
and she passed a hand over her brow.
Then, with a brave smile, she pulled her-
self together. In a few words we told
Lher why we had knocked.

“Tt was foolish of me to—to think that
Jack had come!” she said quietly. < Buf
it was so late, and I have always dreamed
that he will eome in the nizcht. Nobody
has ever knocked at my door at this hour
hefore. So the mistake was rather naturai,
wasn’t it?”

“Oh, rather!”
Jack will
what? Some chappie you're expecting,
doubt, dear lady!”

«“«My son!” said Mrs. Hewitt quietly.
€ 0Oh, they may laugh—they may smile at
me, But Jack will come baek—Igpknow it!
Thank you, boys—I am deeply grateful for
what you have done.”’

A few minutes later we were once mare
en our way along the lane—very puzzled
and curious about Mrs. Hewitt.

"But we soon had some enlightment. For
as we were passing the other cottages we
saw Joe Catchpole.
¢« ] see ve've been clearing the .snow away
from Mrs. Hewitt’'s place, yoang sirs,” he
remarked. ““ Good onye! She’s a poor soul,
and can do with a little help now amd agin.”

¢“She thought we were her son!” said
Handforth. < We knocked her up, you see,
to Ff,ll her that she left a light burning

¢“ Ay, that’s her habit, gettin® on towards
Christmas,” said Catchpole, nodding.
«« Every Christmas, this last ten years, she’s
had that burning. Allus expecting her
Jack to come home, like he said he would.
Rut it’'s mv obninion the boy was Killed

I knew

said Archie. “Of course
probably turn up a bit later,
no

thoughtful than ever,

during the war. Leastways, he aln't been
heard of since he went away.”

““Her son, you mean?” asked Grey.

“ Ay—John Hewitt,” replied Catchpole. I
mind .him well. A reckless sort of lad,
allus wasting his time, and idling about.
Ten years ago he went off—worked his
passage to one of the Colonies, so I reckon.
Judging by what we hear, he promised his
mother that he’d return at Christmastime,
aud she, pore old lady, has expected him
to come back' every Christmas since; but
she dom’t even get a letter—not a line.
She won't believe it, of course; but we zll
thinks as how Jack joined up at the begin-
ning of the war, and got killed.”

“It's pretty sad,”” said Pitt slowly.
¢ Ay, young gent, that it is sad, and no
mistake,”” agreed the man. “* The faith
that woman has is ’straordinary!  Allus
sayin’ that her Jack will come back for her
—and that he'll come back rich, like one o'
them plays ye see on the stage. Pore soui!
A body can’t help feeln’ sorry for her.”

We said good-night to Catehpole again,
and went on our way. We were more
, Mrs. Hewitt's story
was indeed sad—pathetic in the extreme.

*“ How absolutely ghastly, if you know
what I mean,” remarked Archie. ¢ Dash it
all,” the poor old gal waits year after year,
and nix happens. Christmas after Christ-
mas rolls by, and the lad fails to whizz out
of the unknown. It’s a frightfully touch-
ing story, by gad! And those cottagers!
My only sainted aunt! The poor blighters
are positively living in a condish of bally
destitution! Something, you know, ought
to be done!” ;4

“It's all very. weil to say that, Archie;
but we're not. philanthropists—we can’t go
about assisting the poor by increasing their.
incomes,” I said gently. “And this case
is only one of thousands. Of course, it
makeg it all the worse hecause the kiddies
have to suffer so much.”

“I wilt when I think of it!”

Archie. :

“Tpon_ the whoie, I'm rather glad thal
we missed our train to London,” I went

deeclared

on. ““There's plenty that we can do here— .
in the village. And I vote that we
definitely decide to stay at St. TFrank’s
for Christmas.”

And I put a little plan bhefore the other
fellows that met with their entire
approval. s '

CHAPTER V.
THE MAN FROM SOUTHAMPTON. - -

W RENE MANNERS walked
~down the snowbound
I lane, humming softly to
herself. .
It was morning, and the
gale of the previous evening
s . had moderated to a gentle
breeze. The air was crisp with frosg, aad
the snow lay thick and. in amazine drifés,
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Irene rather revelled in the experience.

With sparkling eyes, rosy cheeks full of
the joy of -life she was a sweet picture of
English-girlhood as she tripped. through the
SNOW. Qhe was- well- wrapped up and she
was making a trip to the village in -order
to purchase a few Chnstmas cards that she
urgently required.

It was only just. n]ne—thlrty, and the day
was heglnnmg. She glanced through the
gateway .at ~St. Ieank’s as she passed the
famous old.- sehool, . and she counld-not help
noticing ' -the great “-silence = which Thad
descended over thase grey old wals. :

As she continued .. Her “walk she fancied
she heard- a~ shout. of boyish laughter,
followed-by a yell. Ske ‘paused, -wondering,
but all she could now-hear was’ the distant
barking .of a dog in. the ‘village, and the
voclfemus crowing of a few cockerela at

various pointd. ‘They appeared to be holdmo ’

a regular conf ah anothcr

without fail. k

“Oh, T must have been mistaken !’ Irene
toid herse]f « There can’t be ady boys
I&me-;—;l knew they all went Tliome 1ester

ay.” -

.She cnntmueu on her '\tay, and feit
rather uhcomfortable because two Tougl-
looking “men: were coming up from thL
village, "and there was woO pos:-,lble way of
avoiding them,

Irene was by no means a nervous girl,
and she could take care of herself all right,
but these two men were strangers. She
judged them to be tramps, by their general
unkémpt appearance.

As they [Lpproached she kept straight
on, looking in front of her, without even
,turmn,, ner eyes in the direction of the
men. But she was aware.of the faet that
they were staring at her rudely and in-
quisitively.

Irene fushed, and she felt very annoyed
Wwith herself. She would be thankful after
she had passed the men.,
feeling very self- conscmus—-and tlus
hardly surprising.

She didon’t exactly hnov' 1101:%r iresh and
attractive she really looked on that bright
morning, .with .:the. .background -of snow-
covered lamnes .and hedges to set off her
dainty figure, The men were tramps of the
-most brutal appearance, attired in an old
assortment of rags and tatters.

“Beg pardon; misgs.?

Irene paused for a. momeut
lip. The very worst  had happened. She
had been hoping against hope that she
~would get past ‘without being accosted. But
there was no 'hdpe of t‘nat The tw
tramps had balted, and’ were standing fully
in the road.

‘“ Yes, what do you want"” asked Irene

an SWCI‘]H g one

was

and hit 11er

steadily.
“Spare a copper, m]ssy'?” asked one of
the "‘men, e}emg her hhndbaw "reedzly

*“Times are ’ard these days, an’ me an’ ‘my
anate a“in’t ‘ad’ no work fm' weehs Tth of

.about it.
{an' times

She was aware of |
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our vm.es an’ Kiddies, Miss! Jusb a copper,
seein’ as it’s near Christmas.” "

“You look -kind ‘’earted, young lady !”?
said the other man. - =

Irene knew well ~enough that the men
deserved no charity from her.” Their faces
were  drink-sodden  and coarse. They were

-.good-for-nothing. - But -the 'best thing was

to get rid of them as quickly” as pOSSIble

She opencd her handbag, took out her
purse, and found two sixpences. She gave
one to e‘n,h man.

“ Thank ’ee’ kindly, miss,* said the btgger
rascal of the two. ‘T, . suppose you
couldn’t make it a bit more, - while you’re
Christmastide, - you :know, Miss—
is awful ’ard ]ust ROV
- Irene frowned. -

‘““No, certainly not !
“Let me pass!”

The two men glanced at one another.
They had caught sight of currency notes
when Irene had-opened her purse. And one
swift loock up and down the lane assured
them that not a soul was in sight.

It wasn't often these tramps had such

she said coldly.

an opportunity as this—a young girl,
utterly alone, with a handbag containing
at least two pounds—probably more. The

smaller tramp would never: have had the
nerve; but his companion was a reckles::,
ruffianly brute.

‘“ Beggin’ yer pardon, miss; but this ‘ere
tanner ain’t much gaod!”‘he' said roughly.
‘““Let’s ’ave one o’ them quid notes! An’
look sharp about it, too! ’*And over yer
purse, or we’'ll lay you out!”

Irene made up her mind in a flash.

“Oh, look!” che cried. “ There’s somebody
coming !’ :

Ag- the men started round, she swiftly
leapt to the side, and ran., The tramps
discovered how they had been tricked a
second later. And the big man gave a
bellow of fury, and gave chase. His com-
panion, after a moment’s lesitation,
fellowed.

Now thoroughly frightened, Irene ran
with all the speed of which she was cap-
able. But the snow, lying well over a fcot
deep, made her progress slow. It did nof
have such an effect upon the heavy, deter-
mined men. And they overtook her rapidly.

“You little vixen!” snarled the bigger
tramp. “Jusb for that; we’ll take every-
thing you’ve got! Tried to fool us, eh?
All right, }ounﬂ lady! Grab ’er, Bill—shove
yer 'and over ‘er mouth, if she yelps!”

Irene was seized from behind, and pulled
to a standstill. She gave one scream, and
it rang out clearly—a ery. of alarm and
anger. “But then the heavy arm of her
captor was pressed against. her face.’

The other man grabbed at the handbag.

And it was just at this ecrucial momevt
that another figure appeared. He had
come into view at the old stile—appearing
out of the depths of Bellton Wood. He
had known nothing until that cry of Irene’s
had come to his ears.



And now the fellow stood there, looking
on grimly-—quickly perceiving what had hap-
pened. He was not a tramp but only a
short distance removed from one. His booty
were patched, and his clothing torn and
threadbare, and he had two or three days’
growth of beard on his chin, At longz
range, a ruffianly looking specimen; but at
close quarters there were evident signs of
niardship, This man was no drunkard or
tramp.

He didn't hesitate a moment.

- The very instant he grasped the situation,
lie clenched his fists, and dashed forward.
The two tramps knew nothing of his arrival
until he was actually on thie spot. And the
newcomer snatched the handbag away in
one movement,

Crash!

The stranger’s fist thudded against the
side of the big tramp’s head. The man
reeled back, yelling with pain and surprize.

“You scum, setting on a girl like that!”™
shouted the newcomer. “*You'd Dbettier
clear off before I knock you dowm!’

The tramps started back, and Irene found
herself released. She backed away, looking
on, half terrified. For this third stranger
was scarcely any hetter looking than the
others.

“ By thunder!” snarled ocne of the
tramps. “ Se that's the game, is it? You
want the bag for vourself, do you? On 'im

mate 7’ _
They hurled themselves at the sfranger.
In a flash he stuffed the handbag into his
nocket, and met the charge. And, although
lie was mueh -smaller, his knowledge of
hoxing was considerable. He landed two
swift, - lightuing blows. The tramps were

the most surprised men in the worid at
that second. They reeled Dback, howling

with pain.
tAnd the stranger followed up his advan-
nge. |
Leaping in, he delivered more punishment,.
The smaller man crashed over, three of his
teeth badly loosened, The bigger man had
his nose nearly squashed into his face. His
caithre  was evident by his next action.
With a snarl of terror, he turned on his
heel and ran.
Tue other man picked himself up, whining

lixe n Kkicked dog, and followed. These
tramnps were no good in a fight, They

shiowed plenty of aggressiveness against a
helpless girl. But in a stand up fight
against a man, they were utterly finished
after onc taste of punishment. '

““'I'he infernal scum!” said the shabby
stranger, his eyes burning with anger, 1
hope they didn't hurt you, miss?” he
added, turning to Irene, and producing her
handbag., *“1t seems I just came in the
nick of time. Brutes . like that ought Lo
be horsewhipped!”

"The girl recovered her composure, and
took the bhag.
**I—1 reailly don't know how to thank

And then the door opened, and
Mrs. Hewitt stood there—a small,
sad little figure, attired in a shabby

dressing-gown.
¢t Jack—dJack ! '’ she cried.
{ knew you would come !

¢ Oh,

you,” she said, in a low voice. It was
awfully plucky of you to fight like that.”

The man lxughed. - )

¢ Pight?” hie repeated, with a touch of
secrn. ** That wasn't a fight, miss. Those
chaps don't possess an ounce of manhood
between them. [ was hoping they'd go for
me. Then I should have had an eXcuse to
finish them off, ag they deserved. The con-
temptible curs!” ‘

Irene looked at the man curiously. She
was no longer feeling nervous. There was
something about the shabby stranger that
gave her confidence. He was unkempt, un-

‘shaven, but there was an indefinable some-

thing about him that stamped him as one
of Nature’s gentlemen. :

«“ You are really wonderful,”” she said
frankly. “ And please let me show you
how grateful I am.” 4 :

She commenced openng her handbag, but
the stranger quickly broke in. |

““ No, miss—please don't offer me any
money !” he said. “I'm not that sort—I
don’'t want rewarding for doing just what
any decent manr would do. Only too
nieased fo nave beeu of a little help.”
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¢ Qh, but really!” said Ircne, looking at
- his threadbare overcoat.

The stranger flushed.

“Yes, I'm a bit shabby,” he admitted,
reading her thoughts. ‘““ But that’'s no
crime, miss, It’s not always a man’s faulb
that he’s struck hard times. Well, good-
morgming, miss, I won’'t keep you. Those
brutes won't touch - you again, they've
gone the other way.” &

He raised his battered haf, and was just
about to pass on when he noticed that
several other figures had appeared in sight.
Irene saw them, too—and was taken quite
by surprise.

For they were  8t. Frank’s juniors—six cf
them. Handforth and Church and McClure,
" and Archie Glenthorne and ' Tregellis-West
and myself. We were just on our way to
the village to send off a few telegrams.
Handforth broke into a run at the very
steht of Ireme, and we all followed.

‘“ Good morning, Miss Irene!’’ said Hand-
forth breathlessly. ““ Anything wrong here?”’
he added, with a {ferocious glare at the
stranger. . :

“Why, I thought you'd all left §St.
Frank’s yesterday!” -exclaimed the girl.

““Oh, we came back—the train service
was suspended,”” put in Church. “ We've
pretty well decided to stay at St. Frank’s
for Christmas now.”?

“That's wonderful news!” said Irene,
witlh a pleased smile. “If you had come
along five minutes earlier you would have
seen some excitement. Oh, it was splendid,
the way this gentleman knocked down
t-lj}roie two tramps, and sent them running
off.

. ““Gentleman?” repeated Handforth, look-
ing round, -

“Yes!”? said Irene quietly.

The stranger flushed, and shuffled his feet.
Again he raised his cap, and attempted to
#0o, But Irene insisted upon his remaining
while she told us exactly what he had
done. .

“If I imay say so, the lad appears to be
a bally old knight-errant sort of chappie,”
observed Archie, beaming upon the shabby
stranger. “ Allow me, dear old thing, to
- oﬁ'm; my congrats. Dashed pleased to meet
you!"’ .

Archie extended his hand, and they shook.
And we all followed his example, the
stranger decidedly embarrassed.

A minute or two later Irene went on- her
way—now escorted by Handforth & Co., who
absolutely insisted upom accompanying ber.
Handforth pointed out that the two tramps
might appear again, and an escort was
necessury, )

But S8°'r Montie and Archie and I remained
talking with the stranger. There was some-
thing about him that had attracted my at-
tention., His features struck a chord in mny
memory, and for some minutes I Lad heen
wondering who he looked like, Then 1
jumped to it. And I regarded the stranger
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even more curiously than before—indeed,
with genuine interest. .

“I say, does your name happen to bt
Hewitt?”” I asked suddenly. |

The man started.

‘““Why, yes—I’'m John Hewitt,” he said,
looking at me inggiringly. ““llow did you
know? ‘I bhaven’t been In Bellton for ten
years—and I Kknow I've never 3een jyou

before.”’ -

“Good” gad!”? said Archie. < John
Hewitt! I mean to say, how priceless!
That dear old soul in the cottage, you
know! This i3 dashed good!”

“] knew you, Mr. Hewitt, because I hap-
pened to meet your mother last night,” I
said quletly. ¢**I wuoticed a slight resem-
blance, but I couldn’t place you for the
moment. Your mother will be very pleased
to see you again.”

‘“She’s all right, then?’? asked Hewitt
eagerly. :

We told him how we had removed the
snow Ifrom Mrs. Hewitt’'s -cotbtage—how we
had found the night-light burning—and how
the old lady had believed that her som had
returned. The stranger bowed his head as
he listened. - |

¢“Poor mother!”’” he muttered brokenly,
“She’'ll be disappointed {n me—and the
other folks of the +yillage will have the
laugh. Not that I care about them—it’s
mother I think of. I've come home broke
—and she’s always expected me to return
rich! It’ll be a sad blow to her.”

¢ Dear old boy, I rather faney your rniater
will be frightfully pleased to see you, evenm
though you are poor,”’ declared Sir Montie.
“If I'm any judge of character, the, dear
old lady doesn’t care much about your posi-
tion, She wants you, dear boy—she does,
really!”’ -

- John Hewitt squared his shoulders, and set
his jaw. ‘

‘1 daresay Y've been a bit of a scallywag
in my time, but Fm not old, not now!” he
said, “I've got time to make good. TI've
walked from Southampton—was paid off a
tramp steamer yesterday morning. And I've
got enough money to provide my mother
with some Christmas cheer, That’s why 1
walked—because I didn't want to spend
any.”

“*Bat I thought you said you were broke,
dear old onion?’’ asked Archie.

Hewitt shrugged his shoulders.

“So I am, near enough,” he said. “If
possible, I want to get a job—a shore posi-
tion. I'm sick of the sea. I want to
stay here, in Bellton, so that I can look
after my mother in future.”? -

The man spoke sincerely, and rather im- .
pressed us. He admitted his own faults,
and had ccme home to make amends. It
seemed to me that Hewitt ought to be
encouraged. T turned to Sir Montie and
Archie, and spoxe to them in a low voice.

My idea was to give this man ten pounds,
so that he could make himself look smart,
and then appear before kLis mother as
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though he had returned in good circum-
stances.

Mrs. Hewitt had hoped for so much—and
her son’s bedraggled appearance would be a
terrible shock to her. Archie and  Montie
were enthusisatic, and insisted upon con-
tributing a fiver each. T added two pounds
of my own, and offered the money to
Hewitt, explaining our plan,

Hewitt was startled. He stared at the
money, he stared at us, and a slow, deep
flush mounted to his face. His eyes
sparkled for a moment as he looked at the
notes. But he pulled himself up, and slowly
shook his head—regarding us in the mean-
time with quiet, grateful eyes.

““I—I don’t know what to say,” he mut-
tered. “It’s too much—I never expected
such generosity as this from strangers—"’

‘“PDash it all, this is :omewhat embarrass-
ing,” said Archie. -“Kindly slide the old
wad into your pocket, dear ¢ld soul, and
trickle forth into the mater’s arms., I
mean to say, -there’s no need to do any
thanking——"’

“1t is very kind cf you—so kind that I
can find no words to express myself,”” said
John Hewitt. “But I’'m afraid I cannot
accept the money.” -

““Oh, but look here—-"’ :

““Please don’t think I’'m proud, cr un-
gracicus,”” went on liewitt quickly. I don’t
want you to misunderstand me—it would be
terrible if you did that. But it wouldn’t
be fair to mother—it wouldn’t be fair to
myself, I've come home as Yyou see Ime,
and I've enough faith in my mother to
know that she will give me a welcome. As
for the people in the village, I care nothing
for their opinion. I will show them that
I can make good!” . |
- And Hewitt, without waiting for us to
press him further, turned on_ his heel and
walked away. And we looked after him—
strangely warmed towards this returned
wanderer who was broke—but independent.

s ey

CHAPTER VIL.
THE FINGER OF SCORN:

o 5 AKES alive! IfJ i}l:

: ain’t young ack

e sai) S Hewitt!” -
y i LEbenezer  Sprigg,

the old village cobbler, came
to a halt in the Tnow-bound
A Bellton High Street, and ad-
Justed his spectacles. He bhad just paid a
visit to the White Harp, where he was a
regular customer. Indeed, o¢ld Ebenzzer
spent half his existence in the chimney-
corner of the White Harp tap-room.
“Yes, Mr, Sprigg, I've come back—at
last,”” sald John Hewitt. :
“An’ time ye did,” declared Mr. Sprigg.
“Time Ye did, an’ all.
ye’ve been away, ain’t it? Don’t ceem as
you're prospered a deal, either,’” he added,
running a critical eye over Hewitt. ¢ H'm!

i
A

Nigh on ten years

p——
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Just as I allus says. Got work, have ye?
In a reg’lar jobh?” - |

“No—I'm out said John
quietly.

‘I ain’t surprised,” grunted Mr. Sprigg.
““I allus says as you'd turn up one day
without a coat to your back. Ain't ye
ashamed of yourself, boy? Nigh on thirty-
five or thereabouts—"’

“I'm only twenty-eight,”

Hewitt, flushing. - ,

““Well, well! Old enough to have got your-
self a good job,” said Ebenezer. I ain’t
got no use for young fellers who don't
make no headway. In these days a boy
ain’t got no excuse. Now, when I was
%-'pung, ?’nd there weren’'t no proper eddica-
100———

But John Hewitt walked on, leaving Mr.
Sprigg to talk to.himself—which was one
of his favourite pastimes. Ebenezer gazed
after John, and shook his head as he re-
moved his glasses. : |

“Pity he ever come back—that's what I
says,” he muttered. ¢*The boy ain’t no
good, an’ never was., Mebbe his mother
won't talk so big now. JFine ideas she had
about the young varmint, too. Telling
everybody as he’d come back wi’ money!
Still, I'm glad to see the boy—thought lhe
was dead, these five years past. Not as
be’ll find work in these lhere parts.”

Mr. Sprigg was a great gossip, and before
he reached his little shop he had imparted
the news of John Hewitt’s return to at
least four people. And within ¢n hour the
whole village knew it. , o

It was quite an event for Beliton, for
as a rule life went on placidly and tran-
quilly in the little village. Even the tiniest
ripple on the smooth surface of events
caused a minor sensation. |

It was a great morning for the gossips,
who lost no time in crowing “ I told you
so!” with much gusto and relish. Ib
really seemed that some pcople were pleased
to know that John Hewitt had returned
broke. It enabled them to friumph over
those people who had spoken well of the
prodigal.

Not that John cared. Ile had had the
courage to return—for his mother’s sake.
And to his mother he went, bringing untold
joy to a heart that had Leen nearly break-
ing. -

Little she cared whether her boy was rich
or poor! She had waited for ten long years
to have him back—ten lonely years that had
seemed like an eternity. But during all
this time she had been convinced that he
would return.

And so, for an hour or two, her only
thoughts “were for his immediite needs.
She prepared him a meal, waited upon him,
and insisted upon hearing how he had fared
during his long absence.

But John was disinelined to talk on this

subject—his story was not exceedingly
pleasant, and this was no occasion for tell-

of work,”

wuterrupted
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ing it to his mother. And she, realising
something -of what was in his mind, did not
press him. : .

‘* But, Jack, you’re not going away again,
are you?’’ asked Mrs. Hewitt anxiously.

‘““ No, mother—I've come back for good.”

““0Oh, my boy, you don't know how it
would grieve me if you went away again,”’
said the mother. “ You’ll find something to
do, maybe, and with my dressmaking to
help us along, we’ll manage.”’

John looked at her and flushed.

‘““Oh, I've been cruel to you, mother,”” he
sald in a low voice. “But I didn’t know
that you were so badly hit as this. And
now I've come back with only just a little
money to see us over Christmas! I'm a
failure, mother! Why don’'t yon scold me—
why dom’t you turn me out, and tell me to
go away for ever?”

Mrs. Hewitt placed a hand over lier son’s
shoulder.

‘“Jack, boy, you don’t know what you're
saying,” she said softly, with her voice
trembling. “It’s you I want, Jack—just
You. Monecy, success, riches—they are
secondary., With you, Jack, 1 éan be bappy.
And you've got to stay here now—stay with
me. You'll find work—-" :

‘“ Yes, mother—I’ll find something to do,”
said John, with a kind of choke in his
voice. “In the village, perhaps—or Ban-
nington, or (‘aistowe. There’s always work
for a man who’s willing, I'm not prroud—I
don’t mind what the job is so long as I
earn a little. I’'ve come home to wiake you
comfortable, mother.”

It didn’t matter a job to Mrs. Hewitt
that John was a failure—-that his return to
Bellton was an iguoble homecoming. 1t was
Liimn she wanted—just him. ; |

And her words of encouragement, bher
complete lack of criticism, spurred John
Ilewitt more than ever he had been spurred
before.

And without any delay he sallied out into
the village, looking for something to do.
If he could land a_ job at once—no matter
how menial—he. would prove to his mother
that he was in earnest.

Nobody exactly kuew how much it cost
John Hewitt to swallow his pride, and to go
through Bellton asking for work—any work,
auny odd job. 1f he could o¢nly get sorme-
thing to do here, right near his mother’s
cottage, she would be overjoyed.

In the meantime the village gossips had
.been very active. Not only had the story
got about that Hewitt Dhad returped, but
this story had received all sorts of em-
bellishments. T

One version had it that John had just
come out of prison—that was why he bad
stayed away for tem Yyears.
dictive tongues were wagging, and when
Hewitt walked down the snow-covered IHigh
Street he found himself the centre of all
eyes. Curtains were pushed aside, and faces
peered at him from the cottages. Shop-

LEE' LIBBARY |

And the vin-

keepers left their countérs, and watched his

progress. Children jeered at I'm from a
safe distance.
And a few people pitied him—were

genuinely sorry. Dr. Brett, for example—
the village practitioner—met Hewitt and
paused, chatting with him fer some f{ime,
and sayving words of encouragement. Mr.
Binks, of -the tuckshop, had a cheery word
of welcome for John--and Mr. Spence, the
stationmaster, welcomed the prodigal home
with a hearty handshake aud the best of
good wishes.

But these kindly-hearted people were few.
John Hewitt knew the value of friendship,
for those who would cheer him when he was
down and out were indeed people of out-
standing merit. .

Police-constable Sparrow, the lumbering,
thick-skulled village oflicer, eyed .‘ochn with
open suspicion, and when John spoke to him
he pulled himself up to his full height, and
said that Dellton “warn’'t no place for
tramps.”’ % )

And John's search for work was a dismal
failure. | , .

He went into Mr. Sharpe’s establishment,
and the short-tempered irommonger threat-
ened to run him out with the prongs of a
pitchfork unless he hurried himself. Mr.
Sharpe, in bitter terms, declared that he
had no use for gaol-birds.

Only with diiliculty did ewitt leep his
temper. But he was not in a position to
argue with Mr. Sharpe. A quarrel in the
public street would be the worst possible
calamity.

Lverywhere he went he was sneered atb
and jeered at. At the first mention of work

‘he raised a laugh, aund was curtly told to

go about his business. The majority tvrned
him down as-a waster and a failure. Even
with Christmas so near—with the time of

good will at hand—these people were qot-
ready to give John llewitt a chance. For
even if they had had no work for bhim,
they could at least have told him so in less
sneering terms. -

And at last, in the early afternoon, he

{1 returned through the village to his mother’s

cottage—a dejected, slouching figure. All
the spirit seemed -to have been knockéd out
of him. - * e

The rebulfs and the sneers had done their
evil work. 7The courage had been knocked
out of this man, and he felt almost. ashamed
to return to his mother. But she, at least,
would gympathise with him. And on the -
morrow he would go to Bannington. I
was a pretty big town, and he wouldn’s
come home until he had found a job. of:
some Kkind. _ o '

Upon the whole, he was glad lLe’ had
tried in the village. For he had learned

-who were the kindly peoplé, and who were

the hard-hearted. It pained him that so
many people he had kdown in liis. boyhoed
should turn against him with this Dbitter,
jeering spirit. | :
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But it was the way of the world—and
John Hewitt had knocked about a good deal,
and knew that he could expect little else.
Certainly, he had had dreams of recciving
dlﬂ'erent treatment in his own village. But
now. ‘It was the same, all the world oVer,

He was' appreoaching Pelton’s Bend, and

had come within sight of the row of
cottages which sheltered Farmer Xolt’s
employvees, when a man came in sight

through 2 gateway, trundling a wheel-

barrow. 1le was Tom Belcher, one of Holt's
labourers. ,
Tom put his wheelbarrow down, and

waited for Jolin to come up.

‘“ Darn me, boy, vou ain’t altered much!"
said Tom Belcher, *‘I heard &s you’d come
back. Glad to see ye, Jack. T’'ll warrant
Your old mother was pleased, hey? A
lonely soul "she’s heen, these past years!”

““Yes, Tom, I've come back for good,”
said John. ““You haven't changad, either.
Still working on the old farm??

*“ Ay, working on the old farm,’”” said Tom
heavily. ¢ There ain’t naught else for a
man.”

*lMow’s old Holt—any better than he used
to be?”?

“Wuss! Ten times “uss"’ said Tem,
witlhi a frown. “ As mean as they inake ’'em,
and it ain’t po wonder ‘hhere s all this talk
about goin’ off the land, an’ findin’ a town
~job. - It’s a good thing there ain’t 1many
farmers like Mr. Holt.” s |

“Why don’t you Ileave him, and get
another -joh?” asked John. :
“’Tain’t so easy as it sounds, m’lad,”

“Wot work could I do, at
my time o’ life? There’s other tarms, I
dessay, -but they got their own men. I'm
here, and I got to stick here. Nome folks
say I'm lucky to ’ave work at all. Mebbe
they’'re right,”” he added. ¢ Times is mortal
hard these days.” ' |

“ They* are, and that's a fact,” said John
&lowly. “F° ve tried—-’

*lley! Get ye about your work, \e lazy
good-for-nothing !”* roared a voice,. jarringly
interrupting the conversation. ¢ And think
yeself lucky I don’t give you the sack.”

Tom Belcher, with a scared look, picked up
his barrow.
the gateway, and strode up. 'Che hig, bully-
ing farmer stared John up ami down, and
4 snegr came to his thin lips.

“8So it’'s you, eh?’” he said barshly., ¢ 1'd
heard ye'd come back. And it seems yve ain’t
zot onything better to do. than stop my men
from workin’. Clear away from here, you
lazy, worthless sr*amp‘ u

John 'flushed. -

“1 was only hauug a few
Tom——->"

“J don't want to hcar no lip!"’ roared the
farmer. “I pay my men to work—uot to
talk to you! And don’t come asking me for
work, because I don’t ueed wasters and
. tramps!” .
““You ncedn’t worry, Mr, Holt.—I wouldn’t

replied Beh.her

vwords .with
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demcan myself by applyiog to you for a
job,” said Hewitt quietly. g' ¥

‘“Ye insulting scallywa g'” shouted Holt |
raising his stick. *‘ Don’t ye dare to answer
me back, John Hewitt!"' -

“T will if I choose to, Jercmiah Holt 1"
snapped John.

“ Why, you—y ou——

Slash! '

The farmer, enmged brought lus stick
down across John’s shoulders, It was a
heavy, brutal blow,-and John staggered. The
attack had been utterly unprovoked, for from
the very start the farmer had been the
aggressor.

And John Hewitt was not a coward and a
weakling. He had put up with insults and

with sneers, but he would not put up with
blows Hot with rage, he recove»red himself
and leapt forward.

Crash!

His clenched fist struck Farmer Ho!t full in
the neck, and Holt reeled over, and measured
his length in the snow. Tom Belcher stood
by, nearly scared out of his wits. He went to
assist his master up, but Holt cursed him
roundly, and sprang to his feet. :

‘“Let me warn you, Mr. Holt, that Im :
not a man to—-

John’s words were cut short by a. hellow
from the farmer. He was gazing down the
l[ane. P.-c. Sparrow was hurrying up—the
constable having just turned the corner. in
time to see John’s blow., He had not seen
the attack which Farmer Holt had made.

“Hey, Sparrow—Sparrow!”? roare'cl t-h‘e
farmer. ¢‘Come ye here!”

The constable came up at a lumbering run,
full .of importance.

I -give that man in charge for assaultmg
me!” shouted Holt tlllckly. Do ye dut},‘
Sparrow, and arrest him!’

‘“ Ay, Mr. Holt, that I will!”’ said the pol!ce-
man.,  “I saw him—and he ain’t gob no
chance!”

‘John Hewitt had gone pale, and he turned
(quickly to Tom Belcher. |

““Tom, haven’t-you got anything to say"”
he asked. * You saw what happened—""

“ I—I don’t rightly know!’ muttered Tom
“1 was looking t’other way!”

For a second John’s lip curled with con-
tempt. Then his expression softened.  He re-
membered that one word from Belcher in his
favour would mean instant dismissal. The
man was afraid. He had a wife and children,
and if he lost his job on the farm, his phght
would be serious.

“You’ve got to come along wi’ me, my

man,” said Sparrow heavily, laying a hand

on Hewitt’s shoulder. ‘ And no nonsense,

neither. I saw ye strike Mr. Holt. ’'Tain’t

no good denying of it.” -
« But Mr. Holt attacked me first!"” shouted

John angrily. N

~ His protests were fa vain, and two minutes

later he was being marched off—under arrest.’

And Handforth & Co., and Archie and my- -
self, and @ few other fellows, coming out of



the tuck-shop in the High Street, became
aware of an unusual excitement. Aod we saw
a procession coming up the village street.
John Hewitt, firm in the grip of P.-c. Sparrow
and under arrest! Behind the pair, a ‘bmilin%
procession of village louts, led by Lumpy Bil
and Jim Potter. And jeering children in the
Tear,

John Hewitt’s homecoming was not very
triumphant.

CHAPTER YVIII.
THE SPIRIT OF CHRISTMAS! _
5 OMETHING” said
| Handforth, “has got

to be done!”

| He banged
breakfast-table with such
force that the cups and
Seaamam saucers  jumped. Several
juniors jumped, too—particularly Archie, who
reccived sundry splashes of coffee in his lap.

I say! Dash it all! I say!”’ he protested.
‘““ Look here, laddie! It's a bit dashed thick
when you cause large quantities of hot liquid
to deluge the old nether garments! I mean
to say, Phipps will be staggered when he
learns!”’ |
« “I can’t help your troubles!" said Hand-
forth callously. i

*“Oh, but really——"

“Blow your coffee—and blow jyour giddy
irousers!” roared Handforth. ¢ What's go-
112 t0o be done about Hewitt? We can’t iet
the chap stay in prison, I suppose? We've
got to get busy!”

‘““Handy’s right,” I agreed thoughtfully.
“And I've got a suggestion. We'll take a
run info Banningbon this morning, and visit
the County Court. We'll see what’s hap-
pened to the poor chap.”

“That’s the idea,’”’ said Reggie Pitt.

The other fellows approved. We were at
breakfast in the Head’s comfortable break-
fast-room which had been set aside for our
especial use. In spite of the fact that we
were at St. Frank's, we were enjoying our-
selves immensely, And we had made all sorts
of preparations. - -

But just at the moment, Hewitt’s troubles
engaged our attention, ' |

After seeing the poor chap marched off
under arrest the previous evening, we had lost
no time in making inquiries. We had even at-
tempted to force Sparrow to give his prisoner
up. '

But the constable—who only made an arrest
about once a year—was not going to be
robbed of his prey. Besides, he informed us
that Hewitt had committed a brutal and un-
provoked assault.

It wasn’t long before we learned the full
truth. We got hold of Tom Belcher, and
after we had promised*him that we wouldn’t
repeat what he said, he told us that Farmer
Holt himself had been the aggressor. - Of
course, if the case ever came before a magis-
trate, Belcher would be called as a witness.

the

And th2 result would be a foregone con-
clusion,

But at the moment things were rather bad.
Hewitt was in Bannington, and was to be
brought before the magistrate that very
morning. But in all probability he would be
remanded until the police made further in-
quiries. We were pretty sure that he would
be allowed to go, on the understanding that
he would present himself when required. It
was only a slight offence, after ail.

But we intended going to Bannington to
find out for ourselves.

There were one or two delays, however, and
by the time we were ready to start Phipps
turned up with some definite news. He had
just learned on the telephone that John
Hewitt had been remanded in custody. The
case, in fact, had been put off until after
Christmas! :

This -meant that Hewitt would have to
spend Christmas in a cell. And his mother—
after waiting so long to have her boy with
her—seemed doomed to spend a lonely
Christmas, after all. And her anguish was
no doubt very great. For this was the crown-
ing disgrace of akH.

It was Farmer Holt's doing, of course; he
had attended the court, and had made things
very black against Hewitt—Sparrow unwit-
tingly corroborating the lying story. The
village constable thought he was doing bhis
duty, but the very opposite was the case.

“ ' Well, there’s only one thing to do,” I said
grimly., * We’ve got to bail him out.”

“ GGadzooks!” said Archie. ¢ Bail him out,
what? That’s rather a priceless scheme,
when you come fo think of it. Allow me to
gather the necessary cash together, I'll wire
to the pater—="

““ My dear ass, there’s no need to wire to
anybody,” I interrupted. < The bail won’t be
much—not more than fifteen quid, I bet.
Hewitt isn’t a forger, or a dangerous criminal,
It's only a trivial offence.” :

And so, forthwith, we
Bannington. .
We went by train, and arriving at tlie

set out for

‘County Court, we had no difficulty whatever

in bailing out the prisoner. The sum was ten
pounds, and we collected this between us in
less than two minutes.

Hewitt was brought to us after we had
waited a few minutes in the ante-roem. He’
was looking very flushed, and his eyes shone
with new hope. |

‘“ Was—was it you young gentlemen “who
paid the money to get me out?’’ he asked, in
a low voice.

“That's all right,” said Handforth gruffly.
“We're going to take you along for a feed
now, and then you can have a shave and a
wash, and pay a visit to the outfitters. Come
on! This place gives me the pip!”’

¢ Absolutely!”’ agreed Archie. “As a
matter of fact, I’ve been feeling frightfully
pipped for the last ten minutes, These white-
washed walls, and so forth! I mean, it gives .
a chappie an idea that chokey isn’'t so dashed
cheerful!"” .



Hetht was ovemhelmed with

gratitude.
“I—I don’t know what to sa;y‘” he mut-

tered. ‘‘1I didn’t know what I should do—
and I’'m worried about my mother. It’s good
of you boys to believe in me—t0 help me llke
this. I—I shan’t forget it.”

“Don’t be an ass!”’ growled Handiorth.
‘““ Do you think we don’t know Farmer Holt?
The old scoundrel! My hat! I wish I'd been
there to help you! We'd have pitched him
into the ditch, and buried him in his own

mud!”’
“ Absolutely !’ agreed Archie, with em-
phasis. “ Kindly drop all ideas that we are

doing this as a bally pastime. It’s a dashed
matter of justice. Here you were, incar-
cerated in the old dungeons, and the poor
old mater weeping like anythmg at home! 1
mean, it makes a chappie’s heart jolt some-
what bctdly We don’t bedieve a word against
you, dear old soul. Not a dashed word!”’

“And we all agree with Archie,” I said
warmly,

We were somewhat embarrassed by John
Hewitt’s gratitude. And if we had needed
any reward, we got it by one look at his
flushed face and &hining eyes.

And after he had had a shave and brush-up
and was generally smart in appearance, we
all went back to Bellton by the afternoon
train. We insisted upon_ accompanying
Hewitt—just as u?lesson to these cold-hearted
villagers who could do nothing but jeer.

We would show them that we were not
enobs—that we were Hewitt’s friends. And
many were the stares of amazement as we
progressed down the village street. Nobody
" had known that Hewitt was bailed out, and
his swift teturn to Bellton was somewhat
dramatic.

. Qur friendship for Hewitt was also another

cause for astonishment. But the biggest
sensation of all was brought about by a
newcomer entirely. He was not exactly a
gbranger, for we had seen him once or twice
during the past five or six weeks.

- We had just got to the middle of the High
Street when a superb limousine came gllﬂll]‘-"
smoothly over the orisp smow. We stood
aside, in order to let the magnificent car
pass.

*“Belongs to the chap who’s justribought
the Chase!” said Pitt.  Must be rollmg in
money, by the look of the car. Doyle is his
name, I thmk There he is—rolling in the
cushions,’

Somewhat to our surprise, the tall, dlstlm
-guished man in the car suddenly leaned for-
ward and gave an order to his chauffeur.
The limousine came to a halt a few yards
farther on, the chauffeur nipped down and
opened the door, and Mr. Doyle alighted.

He approached us with an expression of
interest on his kindly face. But he did not
lock at anybody except John Hewitt. And in
the latter’s eyes an expression of recognition
was appearing.

“I may be wrong, but are you not the man
who worked for me as valet in Sydney,
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* Beggin’ your pardon, miss, but
this ’ere tanner ain’t much good **!
he said roughly. *f Let’s ’ave one o’
An’ look sharp
about it, too! ’And over yer purse,
or we’ll lay you out!?”

Australia?”’ asked Mr. Doyle, without beat-
ing about the bush.
Hewitt caught his breath in.
“Why, yes, sir,”’ he said.

Howard Doyle, aren't you?”’

“Exactly,”” said the other. “And you are
Hewitt. Dear me! I hardly expected to
see you in this out-of-the-way corner of Eng-
land, Hewitt. And how are youn getting on?”

“This is my own village, sir,”” said Hewitt.
““ My mother lives here.”

“ Oh, indeed!’’ said Mr. Doyle. ¢ Very in-
teresting, Hewitt. Home for Christmas, eh?
That’s splendid! So we shall both live in the
same village, It only proves, young man, how
small the world is, after all.”

Hewitt looked rather eager.

““ Why, are you living in Bellton, sir?" he
asked, a hope dawning in his eyes.

“1 recently purchased Bellton Chase—the
big old house just on the Caistowe Road,”
smiled Mr. Howard Doyle. ‘““ As a matter .
of fact, the house is ready for occupationy
and I am holding a house-warming party on
Christmas Day. By the way, Hewitt, you
did not answer my question regarding your
position. Possibly you have knocked about
a bit since leaving Australia?”

“Why, yes, sir, a good bit,”” admitfed
Hewitt.

“ And you have doubtless got a good posi-
tion, eh*"

¢ You're JMr.
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Hewitt made no reply. _

““ Ah, what is this?’ said Mr. Doyle keenly.
“Am I to understand by. your reticence,
Hewitf, that you are out of work?” . i

“Yes, sir,” muttered Hewitt. **I've had
some hard luck, sir.” -

By this time a crowd of vitlagers had
gathered round, and were listening with un-
bounded interest. The very fact that this
great gentleman talked to Hewitt so kindly
was a shock. I'or Mr. Doyle was regarded as
a kind of tin god. Since his advent in the
village, Bellton had felt somewhat prouder.

“Dea:r me! This is very bad!” said Mr,
Doyle, his voice full of sympathy. < Well,
Hewitt, in Sydney you served me very well
indeed, and it so happens that I need a valet
at once. If you care to accept the position
it is yours, and you may start your duties
to-morrow, if you so wish.” :

Hewitt stammered incoherently, greatly
confused. _

“Hurrah!” roared Handforth, I knew
you'd come out on top before long, old man.
Good luck to you!”

hl?ut_ﬂewit-t was looking very uncomfort-
able. | -

“ I hardly know what to say, sir,”” he said.
“I'd love the job, sir—better than anything
in the world, because I shall be here, in my
own village. But I ecan’t accept, Mr, Doyle.
'm under arrest!” |

“ Good gracious! What on earth—-" ,

Hewitt was not allowed to explain. Hand-
forth started talking, and Pitt started talk-
ing, and I joined in. Between us all we soon
told Mr. Doyle the exact truth, and explained
how we had bailed Hewitt out. And we were
anxious regarding Mr. Doyle’s attitude. To
our relief he burst into a laugh.

“ Dear me! Quite a storm in a feacup,’” he
chuckled. ‘“So you were arrested for knock-
ing Farmer Holt down, eh? A rank in-
justice, Hewitt!
Irarmer Holt down was an excellent service to
society! I have every reason to know the
character of that arrogant ruffian.”

“ Then—then it's all right, sir?” asked
ITewitt eagerly. =
"« As far as I am concerned, decidedly.,”
laughed Mr. Doyle. “ Have no fear about the
police-court affair, Hewitt—I'll see to that.
I'll put everything right. And, what is more,
I shall not forgef the kind-heartedness of
these boys.” '

‘** Neither shall I, sir,” said Hewitt quietly.

T i

CHAPTER IX.
THE SCHOOLBOY SANTA CLAUS!

ELLTON did not get
over the sensation for
several days.

John Hewitt had un-
doubtedly awakened the village
with @ jolt. He had returned

- c broke, he had been arrested,
but now he was the lucky possessor of the
best situation in the whole district.

As valet to Mr. Doyle, he was practically

::‘.

In my opinion, knocking:

‘Santa Claus.

ol P
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in a gentleman’s position. He lived in Beltton
Chase, he dressed quietly and smartly, and
his wages were very generous. He was, in
fact, a person of importance in Bellton. But
there were still sneers going about among
the gossips, who prattled about the luck of
good-for-nothing scallywags. -

As far as we were concerned, John Hewitt
became a mere memory, - Mr. Doyle had re-
turned the ten pounds that we had paid out
for Hewitt's bail. For Mr. Doyle maintained
that as he was Hewitt’s employer, it was his
business to look after that affair.

Besides, we had other irons in the fire.

Christmas at St. Frank's ‘was going to Le
the very opposite to what we had expected.
Instead of time hanging heavily on our hanils,
instead of having a dull hollday, we wcre
thoroughly enjoying ourselves.

The fact that Irene Manners and Dons
Berkeley and Marjorie Temple were staying
at the Moor View School made all the differs
ence., Yor we came in contact with them
frequently, and if the frost lasted we should
have the pleasure of skating with the young
ladies on the River Stowe. And we were
getting up a party for Christmas night, too,
and the girls had promised to attend.

On their part, they were preparing =«
party for Boxing Night—when we should
have to be the guests.. So, on the whole,
we were not at all sorry that we had stayed
at St. TFrank’'s. Handforth, indeed, was
in the seventh heaven.

But there wuas still another project we
hal on hand. : :

Christmas Eve, to our joy, proved to
be a day of real Yuletide weather. Snow
had fallen Ilightly in the morning, but
towards evening it stopped, and the frost
grew harder than ever. A4l the lanes were
covered in a powdery whiteness, and the.
Christmas was certain to be an oid-
fashioned oune. :

Down at Pelton's Bend the occupants of
the little row _of cottages had made brave
attempts to keep up the Yuletide spirit.
The little cottages  were gaily decorated
with ample supplies of holly—which had
cost nothing but the trouble of , gathering.

Holt's labourers had managed to gel just
a fewggood things for Christmas—bw ery,
very I8w, There would be no turkeys—no
Christmas puddings. All the spare money
had gone on buying cheap little toys for
the children—some common sweets, and so

“forth.

The echildren of these poverty-stricken
villagers were in the seventh heaven of
delightful anticipation. For their school
teacher had told them to look out for

He would come on Christmas

night, and leave good things in t{heir
stockings.

‘And they had further cause for excite-
ment, tao. .

For only that very meorning decorated
cards had been found under each door,
cards bearing the words, “Look out for
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. Santa Claus to-night.”” The parents had
wondered who could have performed such
a trick. But the children were too young
- t> question the authenticity of those cards.
‘They gleefully tocld one another that Santa
Claus himself had _already been. And every-
thing their parents said made no difference.
Their faith was astonishing.

In all truth, Christmas was_likely’ to be
2 bleak affair for these needy people—so
humble and so poor. They were .making
the best of what they had. And could
do no more than that.

And now it was just about bed-time—for
the children,

In Joe Catchpole’s cottage,
sters were reluctant to get undressed.
They persisted in their story that Santa
Claus was coming,” And poor Joe hadn’t
the heart to tell them that there would
‘be no Santa Claus this year. He and Mrs.
-‘-Catchpnle were heavy-hearted, indeed,

_ It was just the same in the other cot-
_tages, with slight variations. The children
were all ecagerness to be at the door—to
watch for Santa Claus.

“« Father Christmas is coming, mum!?’ the
~children kept aaying. “We know he’s
coming! Oh, won’t it be lovely?”

At last, in sheer desperation, the dis-
tracted parents insisted upon the children
preparing themselves for bed. And it was
just at this time that Joe Catchpole’s eldest
girl—Elsie, aged nine—rushed to the cot-
tage door and flung it open. She stood
there, listening  intently.

““He’s coming—Santa Claus is comlng'”
she cried gleefully.

the young-

“Elsie! Come back at once!” insisted
her mother. ‘“Don’t be so foolish, child!*
“Oh, but mum, he’s

. coming—Ilisten!”’
sald the child breathlessly, _

In spite of themselves, Mr. and Mrs.
Catchipole found themselves listening. The
other children gathered at the door, almost
too excited to breathe. And Joe looked
.at his wife, and their eyes were ﬂlled w1t-h
wonder. -

For omn the clear, frosty air came the
merry jingle of slemh bells. And Santa
Claus was peopularly supposed to ride about
in a sleigh, porping up and down chimneys
with extraordinary. {facility.

Joe rmacke@ his brain—trying to think
‘what that jingle was caused by. He dido't
know anybody who. owned a sleigh in that
part of the village—and he was still. more
puzzled to know why a sleigh should come
.up this blind lane.

‘“Qooh!?” shouted Elsie, her voice crack-
;-_.mg with excitement. **Look, daddy—look!
.J& i3 Sauta Claus' Oh, I '’knew he was
coming!? |

By this time the doors Of the Other cot-
tages were open, crowded with wondering
children and parents. After the youngsters
insistence . that Father Christmas was
‘coming, the sound of these sleigh
was significant.

heus J
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And then a perfect scream of dehght went
up from childish throatgs.

For round the bend of the lane came

an amazing spectacle.. ‘A great. sleigh,
laden with parcels and toys and  turkeys
and geese, and other thmgs too numerous
to mention. -
- The sleigh was gaily decorated and four
great torches were blazing. Father Chriss-
mas himself sat in front, driving his extra-
ordmary steeds. For the sleigh was drawn
by animals of every sort—a tiger, an
elephant, a bear, a lion, and so forth.:

1The children raced out, shrieking with
glee

And Joe Catchpole and his wife and the
other parents stood at their doors, flabber-
gasted at first—but quickly jumping to the .
truth. For they could see that the
‘““animals ”” were boys wearing grotesque
headpieces. They were drawing the sleigh
with a will.

And Santa Ciaus, with 'his flowing white
beard, and his picturesque- c¢ostume—Santa
Claus’ was a boy, too. Joe Catchpole turned
to his wife, hi~ face flushed and his ayes
eager,

““Them St. Frank’s young gents'” he
whispered huskily. “Bust me, what’ll they
be up to- next? I nevey @id see!”?

““ God Dbless "em—tbat’s_'what 1 s:ay,”
murmured Mrs. Catchpole, °

With shouts and laughter the sleigh drew
up in front of the first cottage. " The
attendants pranced up and down, to the
intense joy of the children. an_d Santa
Claus rose in his seat. - - '

““ All good children gather round!” bhLe
chanted in-a deep voice.- ‘“Come -and see
what you have found! - Christmas is the
time for joys—so gather round, gll‘ls and
boys!??

The children went. uearly mad wnth exclte
ment and delight. -

And Father Christmas and hls attendants
proceeded to unload. Santa Claus himself
distributed the toys apd sweets to the
children. And the attendants unloaded the
Christmas feasts.

Big parcels of fruit and biscmts and Jam
and so. forth—Christmas puddings, - turkeys,
and groceries in large quantities. The
children- - received good toys, boxes of
sweets, and other things. that. nearly sent
them off their heads with the greabest joy
they had ‘ever known. :

Never for an ‘nstant did the chlldren S115-
pect that this genial 2ld man with the
white beard and red face was not Santa
Claus himself. = They were completely
deceived—as we had always intended. In
the Innocence of their little hearts, they
believed that Father Christmas had really
come. :

And none of us would hear a wurd of
thanks from the parents--we succeeded in
smothering. every attempt to get in ecomn-
versation with us. For the children would
jump to the truth it there was any talk.

.And - having unloaded at lash, TFather




Christmas got back into the driving seat,
cracked his whip, and off went the sleigh
to the jingle of bells—leaving those souls
happy and joyous—with the certainty of
ipending the happiest Christmas of their
IVes., . 5

““ Went off like a dream'!” said Father
Christmas. : |
““You bet!” declared the bear, -
«“I mean, everything . is  absolutely
topping, and all that sort of rot!” -re-

- marked the tiger.  “0f eourse, this dashed

thing is frightfully uncomfortable, but
what does it matter? Kindly bhe careful
with the whip, Santa Claus, old thing!”

- *““Ha, ha, ha!”

We went back along the lane, as happy as
those whom we had helped. For there 1s
absclute truth in the saying that it is
better to give than to receive. We felt
perfectly coutent with the world in general.
And the money that we had dollected
together, to pay for the good things, could
not have been spent in a better cause.

Pelton’s Bend was not the only place
we visited. Before coming therc we had
made a trip to one or two ‘other poverty-
stricken cottages. And now we went on our
way to St. Irank’s, where an excellent
supper was being prepared for us.

. I was Santa Claus, and I had no compunec-
tion about letting the other fellows haul
'me along. Tor on the crisp snow, the sleigh
glided along without any apparent effort.

Just as we were nearing the school gates
we met Irene Manners and Co. They gave
us a warm welcome, aund told us how they
approved- of our action. And we made
final arrangements about the morrow.

But in spite of all our plans, events on
the morrow were to turn out very dif-
ferently to what we had expected.

.. CIIAPTER X.
A MERNY CHRISTMAS!

' o wEWITT is outzide, Master Nipper,

) and would like a8 word with you.”” .

Phipps made this annquncement as

“ - supper was drawihg to a close. We

had enjoyed the meal as only those can who

have gained a strong, healthy appetite by
exercise in the open air, ’ “

And we had talked over the evening's
adventures during the meal. There was a
feeline of gpreat satisfaction upon us all.
And the auwnouncement that John Hewitt
was outside interested us, |

“ Bring him in, Phipps,” I said promptly.

“ Absolutely,”” agreed Archie. < Dash it
all, Phipps, what’s become of your massive
intetlect? I mean, why couldn't you bring
the dear old tulip straight in without all
this frightful rigmarole?”

Phipps went off, and a minufe later re-
turned with John Hewitt—quite a new John
Hewitt., e was smart, well-dressed, and
spotlessly groomed. 1lfe looked exactiy
what he was—a valet. :
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¢ Sorry to interrupt you young gentlemen
at a meal,’”” he said apologetically. “I've
brcught a letter from Mr. Doyle.”

- ¢ Who for?’ I asked. .

« For all of you, I believe,” said Hewitt.

1 took the letter and opened it.

“Well, 1'm blessed!” I ejaculated, glane-
ing up from Mr. Doyle’s letter. ¢ This .is
an invitation—to all of us.” -

““An invitation!?”
¢ Yea—Mr. Deyle wants us to join the big
house-warming party at the Chase to-
morrow,” I said. *It’s going to be =«
fine aftair. by the look of it. He wants us
Ecj turn up at about six—in good time for

intier,’”’

We discussed Mr. Doyle's' invitation, and
were greatly interested to learn from Hewitt
thiat Irene and her girl chums had been
invited, too. In a way, that settled it. We
told Hewitt to take word to his master
that we should be delighted to accept, and
would _arrive in good time,

It’s hardly necessary for me to say that

Christmas Day was a huge suecess. We
were- a jolly light-hearted party. And the
weather could not have been better. Hard

frost, and a clear sky. .

‘We spent practically the whole morning

oa the River Stowe, skating. The Moor
View girls were there, two of their mis-.
tresses, to say nothing™ of Phipps, and
numwercus other people from the village. 1t
was a morning of sheer enjoyment.

And: then came a glorious Christmas

dinner—which for the sake of politeness we

called luncheon. Dinner, strictly speaking,
would come in the cvening, at Bellton
Chase. But not one of us objected to
Fatty Littl2's idea, and having two.

After tea, preparations were begun for
the party. And, strict to the minute, we
arrived at the Chase—a fine, handsome old
house which had been recently completely
renovated from top to bottom,

‘We were all in evening dress and felt
particularly smart. And we needed to be,

too. Yor Mr. Doyle’s house-warming party
wa3 a swell affair., The house was an
absolute revelation  inside—sumptuously

furnished, dazzling electric lights every-
where, and an air of quiet charm that could
not be overlooked. Everything was in
beautiful taste. & '

Mr, Doyle himself greeted us warmly, and
it was a matter of great delight to us to
find Mrs. Hewitt among the guests.. Other
villagers were there, too—Mr. Spence, the
station-master, Dr, Brett, Joe Catchpole,
Tom Belcher, and a few others. Mr. Doyle,
apparently, was by no means a snob. It
was Christmas-time, and he had extended
his hospitality to the lowly as well as the
rest. :

And, in a way, this made the party all the
more enjoyable, Hewitt was there, calm
and quiet. He discreetly -hovered in the
background, unobtrusive, :



And in ,due course we sat down in the
beautifully appointéd -dining-room
Christmas dinner. The great long table,
glittering . with plate and cut glass, and
gaily decorated with flowers and Christmas
hangings, was filled to its utmost capacity.
Everybody was laughing and - chatting, and
there was a ‘‘feel ” in the air that gave pro-
mise of a joyous evening. One can generaily
tell by the atmosphere at a party whether
it is likely to be a success or. not. And
there was not a doubt about this party.

All the guests had taken their places, and

it was at this moment that everybody
received a startling surprise. For instead
"of Mr. Howard Doyle taking his place at
1:hed head of the table, he stood smilingly
asiie,

And John Hewitt Ste*)ped quietly forward
—changed for the third time. For John
Hewitt was now attired in spotless evening
dress, with diamonds sparkling in his shirt-
front, and with the air of a master—not
a servant.

There was an intense hush as he took his
place at the head of the table. Glances
of astonishment were passed from guest to

guest.

¢ Ladies and gentlemen,” «aid Hewitt
quietly, “You must forgive me for spring:
ing this dramatic little surprise on you.
My explanation is a simple one, and I hope

you will clearly see my own point of view.

““Mr. Howard Doyle is the gentleman who
has been acting for me during the past
fiva or six weeks—a famous London estate
agent who has very kindly carried through
the plan according to my original sug-
gestion. For I am the owner of Bellton
Chase, and everything it contains.”

A little sob came from Mrs. Hewitt, but
she controlled herself. and gazed up atv her
son with joy and amazement in her eyes.
There were tears in them, too. But they
were tears of happiness.

All round the table there were excitzd
bursts of conversation. John Hewitt was
the owner of Bellton Chase—the rich man
who had come to the village! IHe was not
"down and out, as he had pretended to be,
but wealthy!

“T% was a whim of mine to see what
reception I should have in Bellton if I re-
turned apparently broke,” continued Hewitt
quietly. I knew very well that if I
appeared with money, I should find friends
without number. The only way in which
I could determine the true hearts was to
appear as a broken-down waster. As you
know, I did so, and it did not take me
long to sift, the ‘genuine friends from the
false.  Ladies and gentlemen, Bellton Chase
is ‘my futire. home—the home I have pre-

pared for my mother.”
Here he was interrupted by numerous
cheers.

4 In many ways I have been amn erring
son,” went on John Hewitt, when quietness
was restored. ‘*For years I neglected to
write to my mother—I was overwhelmed
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with business activities in Auetralia, and

1 I have returned a companatively rich man.

But that is no excuse for my neglect, and
I stand béfore you now, penitent and
sorrowful. In future I shall do my best
to make up for the thoughtlessness of my
former - actions Everythmg that I ‘can
possibly do to atone, I shall do.

““I had purposely arranged the meeting
between Mr. Doyle and myself in the village
High Street—as a stepping stone towards
this mnight's gathering. It was a faney of
min> to give you this little surprise.”

Hewitt was not allowed to proceed.. ,

He was cheered to the echo, and if there
had been the slightest questaon of the
evening’s success, there was no longer any
question now, :

For this surprise had all the elements of
a sensation. Mr. Doyle, instead of. being
the host, now became one of the guests.
And Hemtt had found great happiness in
gmngb his mother such a delightful Christ-
mas 0X.

Her own happiness was complete. As for
the 1little police-court affair; that was
nothing—it would be settled in a few

minutes once the real faets were told at the
hearing of the case.

And in Bellton wllage -there was con-
stercation.

Those who had scorned John Hewitt felt
very sick indeed. Farmer Holt, especially,
was ready to kick himself. For it was one

of his favourite plans t» get on.the right

side of rich people.

But John Hewitt had done Wlsely For
he krew, without question, who were .good
friends to him. and knew those who were
false. _

And so wa spent Christmas—one of the
jolliest and happiest Yuletidés within our
memory. The party was a greabt success.
There were other girls present, besides
Irene and Co. And with laughter, dancing
and joyous Christmas games, the time sped
all too qmek‘{

But now, although Chnstmas Day itself
was over, the holiday: were iiot., And
before we took our depa,rture from St.
Frank’s to spend a few days at Tregellis
Castle, some other exmtn.g evenﬁs ‘were to
take place.” :

They were ghostlv and mysterlous—-—
But that’s another story, so' I'll finish up
now by wighing everybody the happieet of
happy Chnetmases |

THE END. .
ANOTHER FINE .._.XMAS." ‘STORY
© NEXT WEEK, entitled i—

THE GHOST OF ST. FRANK'S! |

Also, a Special Christmas

Holiday Number of the

ST. FRANK'S MACAZINE !
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No.3.—New York—The Subway.

MERICANS who have visited London
tell me that our famous TUnder-
ground Railway and  numerous
- tubes puzzled them so much that
thev were always in a topeless muddle.
Well it is only fair to admit that the
London tubes are somewhat complex—until
you are familiar with them. But after
galning a thorough knowledge of the various
systems, one experiences no trouble at all.
My American friends, it is evident, did not
persevere.
- But it is not the aim of this little article
to deal with the London Underground, but
with the New York Subway.
- The Subway is very akin to the District,
being a railway kaid only just below the
surface of flie main New York thoroughfarés.
And when I first used the Subway I was by
no means certain as to whether I WS,
going in the direction I desired.

It was some days before I got the “ hang?’
of the system; but after that all was plain

sailing, Durmg my tour of America I took
care to use all fthe popular vehicles of
transport—"buses, street cars, eleetric rail-
ways, etc. A man may go to America and
'spe-ud his time staying with friends, and
riding about in their great saloon auto-
mobiles, and teturn to England pnactically
no wiser. In order to see America properly
you must live as one of the masses.

The Subway in New York is a very com-
plicated affair to the newcomer. The signs
over +the station entrances “Up Town
Trains » and *“Down Town Arains? are ex-
tremely confusiug—for the stranger doesn't
know which is up-town or which is down-
town until he has moved about a bit, There
are no great signs, as we htave in London,
telling the traveller his exacht destination.

'l‘here is the West Side Subway, running
from South Ferry up-town to Hurlem, ‘ohe
Bronx, and Van Cortlandt Park; the East
Side and Lexington Avenue Subway, ruan-
ning to anofrer section of the Broux—this
latter being a big up-town distriet.

There are other Subways to Pelham Bay
Park, to Brooklyn, and other outlying
suburbs. There is the Broadway Subw.ay,
the “ Shuttle,” and guite a few more lines.
It will thus be seen that even the New
York Underground is not excessively simple.

There are no tickets on the Subway. The
fare is five cents, wherever you want to go.
A short tide or a long ride—it makes no
difference. The fare is five cents. Yon can
get to Coney Island for this trifiing sun.

collectors or officials.

i to

You just walk into any Subway station,
and you are faced by a turnstile—just the
same as we have at the entrance of our .
big football grounds—and you drop a nickel
—a .five-cent piece—into a slot, and the
turnstile is then free for you fto pass
through. When you emerge at your destina-
tion you just walk out. There are no ticket-
This system is only
possible, of course, where there is a uniform
fars for all distances.

They say that comparisons are odious,
but even the Americans themselves—those
who have been in Londoun, at least—will un-
doubtedly admit that our Underground
trains are far superior in general appear-
ance and finish to thoze of New York. My
first impression of the Subway was that the
trains were very bare and commion looking.
The earriages are eutirely of metal, and the
interiors show absolutely no l'eﬁnementq
such as ornamentatious and artistie panel-
ling—as we wsee in our London  trains.
Upon returning to England, and taking a
ride on the District, it was a sheer dehght
after the gnimy, depressmg appearance ut
the New York Subway.

One curious fact about the Subway is ihat
smoking is sirictly prohibited both on the
trains, and on the platforms., The fine for
any mfmngement of this law i3 excessively
heavy, and &he whole 1ime I was in New

York I only saw one or two people daring

enough to smoke on the platforms. 1 never

saw smoking in the trains.
To be periectly fair, T must admit that the

Subway is far altead of the London Uwnder-

ground in two respects. Iirstly, there are
four sets of tracks, and in conseyuence there
are regular ewpresa trains, stopping only at
big, important stations, These ecpresses run
every minute or so, side by side with the
stower locals. They are extremely handy if
you are in a hurry-—as everybody generally
is in New York.

The second reason New York is ahead of
us in this—the trains run day and night.
No matter how long you may dally at a
friend’s house, you can always be sure of
getting a train home. The - night service,
uaturvll}, is quite limited, but the very
fact that you oan get a tram in the wee
small hours is very fnandy indeed.

In my next article I will deal with the
famous New York Eiev&ted Railroad—known
Manhattanites as the L7 Road.
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Charterliouse, London, the original site of rfounde:‘, until to-day it has attained a high
" the famous school bearing its name, was at | position among our leading public schools.
one time 'a Carthusian monastery. In 1611 | The school was removed to its new home
the property came into the hands of Thomas | near Godalming, in Surrey, in 1872, and was
Sutton, who died the same year. In his | then under the headmastership of the Rev.
will he endowed, under Letters Patent from | William Haig-Brown. The scholars at one
James- 1., a hospital and schoel on the site | time used . to wear a distinguishing dress,
of Charterhouse. The school was intended | but although this is now dome away with,
to educate forty boys, but in course of | on2 house still retains for its sclhiolars the
time it grew beyond the expectations of its | title of Gownboys,

Lo
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| St. .Frank’s.

My dear Chums, . _,
' By the time you read these lines most of
you will be back in your own: homes,
helping to put up the holly and mistletoe,
sending off Christmas c¢ards, and generally
getting ready for the festive season, Those
few days before Christmas! What a lot
there is to be done, and what a number of
friends and relatives to be remembered!
Then there are thé shops, looking more
alluring in their Christmas trappings than
at any other time of the year. Who does
not look forward to a visit to one of the
big stores during Christmas week, and to
feast one’s eyes on the mechanical wonders
of toyland? We fellows may be getting too
big for these things, yet there -are still
many attractions in the toy. department—
still somcthing of the old glamour left. TFor
instance, there are some really smart indoor
games which take more than a kid to play
skilfully. One of them, a new °® FFooter”
game—played like a game of chess, though
rather more exciting—should appeal strongly

to fellows like Pitt, De Valerie, and a few

others. Of course, it is no use going to such
places with only sixpence in your pocket,
and it is much better to persuade the Pater
-or Uncle Ned to go with you.

A VERY HAPPY CHRISTMAS TO YOU
ALL!
I cannot myself provide you with a
‘Christmas dinner, without which it is
generally agreed—and Fatty will bear me
out in this—Christmas would be a very tame
affair, But I can supply you with Christ-
mas fare «f another kind. And this consists
of a feast of good things in the Mag., all
specially written and illustrated for the
Christmas Number. Unfortunately, I am
unable to find room for all the Christmas

contributions this week, and most of them |

!

S SN ger.

ara se good that I am holding them over
for next week, when we shall have another
Christmas Number, +which, bappily, will
appear during Christmas week. -

' THE TRUTH ABOUT PITT'S FAIRY STORY

It may be of interest to you to know how
“IFatty Little in Frightful Land  canie to
he written. It is the first time a falry
story has ever appeared in these pages. Yet
I do not think it is very out of place. The
idea arose from TFatty Little telling us
about a queer dream he had had. Pits
immediately went off to his- study, and the
same. evening this ' comie contribution
arrived. He did not show it to Fatty, but
I expect the fat one has seen it by now.
I haven’t heard what he thinks about it or
of the opinion of- the other chaps mentioned
in it. Personally, it made me laugh good
and hearty, as U.S.A. might remark,: - :

WILLY HANDFORTH

Now I must say a word about our well-
known contributor, Willy  Handforth. Yon
will notice that he does not appear in the
Christmas Number, Very likely you would
like to know why. - . -

It seems that Mr. Suncliffe, who f{akes a-
great interest in-the Mag., spotted young
Willy’s article; entitled “ Mi Major.”. Now,
although it amused the Form Master, he
was nobt particularly pleased with the
spelling, which he thought disgraceful and
atrocious. He not only thought this, but
told the young author so. And, in addition,
he suggested it woulld be a good thing both
for Willy and the Mag. if the former spent
a little more time in perusing a spelling
hook. Whetlier Mr. Suncliffe's impositions
will improve Willy’s spelling remains to be
seen,  Certainly it has had the effect of
reducing Willy’s liverary ontput, but not for
long, I think., -

Your old pal.
NIPPER.



CHRISTMAS IN LIL’
OL' NEW YORK

§ By ULYSSES SPENCER ADAMS
S-O-GHGO06S '

OU guys on this side of the water are
sure snappy when it comes to doping
out a crackerjack Christmas party.

_ . I'm handing it to this little island
that it lcnows a whole iot about making merry.
But listen ! If you want to know all about a
real, honest-to-goodness Christmas, let me spill
“a few remarks about lil’ oI’ New York, Gee!

'The way that dear old dump gets busy around

{Christmas is sure an eye
tonic for a stranger,
I' tell the world |-
You've gotta show
some  speed around
Christmas, or vou’ll
sure get left, Say, the:
crowds along Broadway
and Fiith Avenue, and
in the big department
stores, are just too
(remendous for words.
And you'll need to be a
regular feller, I guess,
and not make any g
objections when you're B
shoved off the sidewalk,
Some guy is always
liable to get busy with
nis elbows, because in
those Christmas crowds
vouwve just gotta fight
for it—and then some.
Christmas Dayv itself
is sure a nifty occasion,
You can bet there's
cnow on the ground, -
and plenty of frost, and
1 elear, blue sky. Over
n New York we don’t
have punk weather like
vou do over here. No,
sirree |
out the information

{ peas!

I'm handing _ i/ /s

and creamed
Lemon pie!

carrots
cheese |

potatacs! Creamed
Noodles with
Coffee cakes—snails! Aw, gee! Not real
snails—just cakes. Mince pie! Orange jelly !
Icocreamn! Salted almonds! Say, my memor
ain’t good enough to remember half. :

Clhristmas plum pudding 2 Well, yeah, I

' guess some folks eat the stuff, but the majority

of New Yorkers don’t fall for that bunk. And
after the dinner there’s sure a pile of fun.
That’s when the presents get handed around—
real presents and fool presents. Get me?
Some guy makes up a dandy parcel for his
dame, and when she unwraps it the whole
bunch laffs good an’ proper. For you can bet
that package contains some cute trifie, with a
wise crack written on a label. Say, that’s the
real stuff for Christmas! = ‘

And then, maybe,
there’s dancing—with
the old Vietrola doing
overtime. And some
of the bunch will take
an another show, or go -
down town for a chop-
suey supper, or a mid-
night cabaret show.
Christmas night iz some-
thing to be remembered
in New York, you can
take it from me.

Boxing Day ? No,
gir! There’s no such
{{[ thing as Boxing Day in
| America. When I first
hit this island, and
heard about DBoxing
Day, I kind of figured
that it was something
to do with prize fighting,

And, say, Christmas
night is a swell occasion
for the slum children,
toco. “Way down town,
in Madison Square,they
have a swell Christmas
tree, and you can bct
‘there's a heap of fun.
Folks get kind of dopey
around Christmas, and
the way they hand ont
bucks is sure a sight.

that we sure get the
real! dope in Manhattan,
Say. let me put you

- Some guy_makes up a dandy parcel
for his dame, and when she unwraps it
the whoie bunch laffs good an’ proper.

worth seeing.
And Prohibition don’t
mean a thing. It’s sare

wise to what goes on. -
In the morning a whole bunch of folks pro-
menade on Riverside Drive, Fifth Avenue, and
the other swell boulevards. But I haven’t told
you a thing yet.

There’s a kind of merry feeling in the air—-
sheer jollity, and nothing but. Then, after a
swell tuncheon, you probably take in a show,
or go 'way out for a ride in the auto. Tca ?
Say, I guess not! Folks over in New York
don’t waste time on teal I guess life’s too
short for that kind of fool stuff.

_And themn comes dinner, Oh, boy! I'm
sure telling you that it's some dinner, too!
Curkey with cranberry sauce! Creamed

a punk party that hasn’t
oot a snappy supply of cocktails and highballs,
There’s enough liquor in New York on Christ-
mas night to supply & small English city for
hali-a-year ! :

Say, what’s that ? You're telling me that
the English Christmas Is a sight better ? Well,
suffering cats! Can you beat that? Say,
listen! You don’t know nothing! Why, iu
New York— |

(Thanks, old man, but I'm afraid there’s no
more space. Very interesting, I'll admit, but
give me Christmas in London—every time |—

Ed.)
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Chrlsmas Eve

B y Reginald Pitt. :

NCE upon a time Fatty Little
O started to walk back to St. Frank’s

from Bannington.

That sounds a pretty poor be-
ginning to a  story, but I can’t help it.
All fairy stories be.gin like that. I know
it doesn’t seem to fit in, in this case, bub
there it is. -

As I said before, once upon a time Fatty
Little started to walk back to St. Frank’s.
He had been doing his Christmas shopping
in Bannington, and was carrying all the
things he had bought back to the College.

It's all quite absurd because as a matter
of fact, KFativ Little goes home for the
Christmas holidays like the rtest of wus.
But you see this is just a fairy story.

He had bought a huge turkey, a couple
of great puddmgb as big as his head,
dozens of jam tfarts, some boxes of
sardines, a few tins of condensed milk,
fifty sausages, three dozen sausage-rolls
and a number of bhottles of ginger beer.
Also two loaves of bread, a pound of
butter and two pots of jam, - |

That’s absurd too, because Fattg Little
could never have been able to pay for such
a lot of food all at once. And even if he
had he would never have been able to
carry it. But I can’t help that. This is
my fairy story and there it is.

Fatty was staggering along the road to
the College, bowed down under the weight
of all these good things. Tt was evening,
and quite dark As he walked he whistled
to keep up his spirits, and occasionally—
about every half a minute or so—he ate
a jam tart or a sausage to keep up his

spirits.

It was a snowy, cold, dark, real old-
faghioned Christmas, and the stars shone
brightly overhead like they do in stories.

Angd suddenly as he walked Fatty noticed
right in front of him a hill.

Fatty’'s eyes goggled with surprise and
he swallowed the jam tart he was eating.

For as a rule there was mno hill between
him and 'St. Frank’s.

“Gug-ug-gug-golly ! Fatty muitered, “1
shall never get up that!” '
A second after he had spoken he had

reached the top! It was utterly amazing.
And more amazing things followed. IYor
it suddenly hecame broad daylight and
Fatty saw in front of him a huge dark
wood,

He took a few steps and immediately be
was right in the middle of the great dark
wood! There were trees all round him and
he could only see a few yards ahead.
Mechanically Fatty began munching . a
couple of tarts and sfared about him.

““Qoooo! Woooooop!” he  suddenly
shouted.

He had received a very sharp pinch in

the calfi of ome of his legs. It was
immediately followed by more pinches.
Bothh his legs were pinched and Fatty

hopped into the air with the pain.

‘““Yar-oooch! Wow!»? he roared.

Then he looked down fowards the "round
and he yelted even louder.

For he saw swarming about the ground
hundreds of tiny little pigmies. They had
pointed ears and horrible expressions on
their littte faces. And they were all
enﬂaged in biting and pinching his fat legs.
Some of them even hit with small sticks.
It gave him such a start to see them that
he dropped all the tuck he was carrying
fmem a big bag of cream pufis and jam
arts

“Gug-gug-gugreat pup-pup-pup-pan-
cakes!” he bellowed trying to hop out of the
way of tbe little creatures who were still
pinching and biting him,

But he could not get out of their way
and his eyes goggled with fright, He
started to run vaguely down between the
trees but he had mnot taken more than a
few steps when he fell over. There hg

Llﬁ), sprawled upon the ground and thq
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pigmies started biting him and pinching
Liim and pulling his hair and ears. -

“0 - up-pup-pup-pleasc dud-dud-dud-
don’t do tt!” Fatty wailed. < Oh, help me.
Hellup !* g '
~As he ¢ried out, he heard quick footsteps
~approaching, and he sat up and looked
round. A most extraordinary figure was
coming. It was the size of a boy but was
covered in soft feathers and had a beak
like a bird. But stranger still it wore an
eyeglass. , |

“ Hellup we!” pleaded Fatty.

“Do the rescue stunt and all that rot
so to speak,” spoke the queer apparition,
and -flapped its wings. “Save the jolly old
ship as it were. Dashed awk. and all that,
if I may say so. I mean to say, where
am I and what not?”

““Why. it's Ar-ar-archie!”? stuttered Fatty
tLit:};h'e, and managed to scramble to his
eet.

““ Absolutely old fruit,** replied the other,
- Fatty stared at the Removite and his
eyes nearly fell out of his head. But
Archie was smiling as though he enjoyed

looking ke a bird. - ,
and what not,”” he

“I'm bewitched
explained. “A jolly old magician did this
Turned me into a sparrow and

s0 to say
all that Absolutely!”

Fatty was going to reply when he saw
that all the little pigmies had run away.
his tuck

They had taken with them all

(G St Frank's Fagazine
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‘suddenly flapped his

except the bag of tarts which he still held
in his -hand. - _

“But what are. we to do?”’ Lhe asked.
“It's awful! All my tuck's gone.”

Archie did not reply. Instead, he
wings. And in an
instant he had flown on to the branch of a
tree from where he began to whistle.
Then' he fAapped his wings again and dis-
appeared up into the sky. !

Fatty .ate a tart and mopped his brow.
It was too frightful, He could not under-
stand it. The only thing to do seemed to
be to try and find a way out of the wood.
He walked along as quickly as he could,
when suddenly -he heard a terrific noise as
if an army of men were rushing towards
him through the trees. The next moment
Fatty stood still trembling with alarm.
For straight ahead came the strangesb
animal he had ever seen. -

It was a great big monster with a
terrific head and a body like a -great
alligator, Out of its mouth aid nose came
fire and smoke, It was, in fact, a dragon!

And round its neck was strung a large
openn box cf cigarettes!

Upon its back were three St. Frank’s
juniors. The next moment Fatty recognised
that they were Fullwood and Co.

“ Gug-gug-good heavens!” gasped Iatty,
in terror.

He could say no more. Xor the dragon
reared up above him and then caught him
up quickly and put
him on his back in
front of the other
juniors,

“Now you're goin
to get it,”” he heard
Fullwood remark,
*You're going to bhe
taken tn the dragon’s

lair and bhe eaten!
He does that with all
hovs he meets. He
lives on schoolboyy.
He has them for
breakfast!”

“How do vou

know?"” asked Fatty.

‘““Because he’s eaten
us,”” returned Full-
wood, and Gulliver
and Bell roared with
laug®er as though it
was a joke, |

Before Fatty could
reply, they had
reached the dragon’s
lair. It was (quite
empty. And the floor
was covered with
cigarette ends. The
dragon sat down on

1t was a great big monster, with a terrific head and a body
Out of its mouth and nose came fire

Jike a great alligator.
a-’a smoke! 1t was, in fact, a dragon!

the floor and_ lighted
a huge cigarette.
I'ullwood and _Co.

climbed off his back
and lighted one each.
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Poor Fatty did not
know what to do.
Fullwood offered him
a cigarette and a box
of matches. = FKatty,
never smoked.  But
he struck a . match.

Hey presto! -

There was a- sudden,
expliosion and  the
dragon turned into a
ball -of green fire!
- Fatty did not wait to
see what became © of
Fully and Co. He
dashed outside faster
than he had ever run
in his life. le did
not stop running till

!15:: saw in front of
him a great cavern
‘under a rock.- He

approached cautiously
and peered in.
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An extraordinary
sight met his eyes.
The cave econtained

three people. One was.

a great giant who sat AN (AbIEEDRINS.

The cave contained three people.
with a huge c¢lub, the others

One was, a great giant,
were two tiny dwarfs, no higger

1

on a small chunk of ol ]
Yock and nearly filled the cave. In bis
hand was a huge eclub. The others were
two tinmy dwarfs no bigger than tablespoons,

But the weirdest part of all was that

all three were dressed in Eton suits. The
giant had quite grown out of his, and his
legs and arms, stuck out of - sleeves and
trousers ludicrously, while the two dwarfs
-had had to Troll wup . their sleeves. and
_trouser legs to make them fit. One of the
dwarfs was cléaning a huge boot, which
evidently belong to the giant.. The other
was at work with an old broom, )
“My—my hat!” roared the giant in a
voice of thunder. ‘" Are you never going
to get that hoot ready? I mever saw such

a chap. Call yourself a friend!” ‘
« Al rnght Handy,” came a little

squeak of a voi'r;e. ' . .
Fatty's  eyes goggled again. For - he

realised that the three figures were those
of Handforth and Co! And on the rough
wall was chalked STUDY D. It was utterly
weird. . Fatty swallowed - three more -tarts
and then went into the cavern. '
““ What on “earth are you chaps doing?”
‘he gasped. . B . oy
The giant Handiorth Ileapt
waving his club, - |
‘o #PDon’t ask potbty questions,” he roared.
«We didn't do this, Any idiot could see
what’s - happened.: - We’ve been bewitched.
It’s just like Church and McClure to get so
tiny they can’t help me to get away.”
¢“It isn’t our fault,’”” bleated Church,
throwing down Handy’s boot., “We didn’t
ask to get bewitched. And, after all, you're
big enough- to carry us away from here)”

to his feet,

Handy.

“Where am I to cayi‘y, 5"011 t;o?:"," a's"l-;ed
““ Tell me that.” L

“ Anyway, you brought us here,” put in

’J.It.:'UlureT ““So you ought to get us away.”

“ Just -like you two,” Handforth -replied

‘bitterly. ““You get yourself- into--a silly

.1 stand up I hit.

‘hole like this and expéct ‘me to get you out

of it. - Oh, it’s all -right. for you .two,”
he added. : “ ¥You’re so’ small -that you can
live on a grain“of wheat a day.” But what
about me. I'm starving. ' ‘And every -time
my head on the roof—
wow, varooh!” o, o gL B A

' a

As he spoke there. came a terrific crash.

{ Once more Haidy had hit the ceiling . wibth

his head.. He sat down hastily - and rubbed

L4

‘headed by Nelson Lee, who

the top of his cranium 'tenderly. -

Just, then there was the sound of foot-
steps “rushing "tawards thé cavern. - And
into .the. room: poured a number..of juniors
. LA ~wore a fez and
was waving- a fishing rod. . TERE
- “Boys!” .he:shouted. . “ We've killed the
dragon -and we’re going to ‘toast bim for
tea i s g i T T * s R

Even is. he. spoke he rushed b, Faby .and

i 'I:l,'-'. i "
-

caught him on_the ‘éend of his.fishing-rod.
‘The - hook ~fastened

_ >d in. his'“coati. collar.
Fatty shut his eyes.. He. felt. himself swung
through the air.. Then -with' a thud he
landed . on something soft. When he
opened his eyes it was to see the familiar
surroundings of the Remove Dormitory!
And he was lying on his own bed!

Thus ended his Christmas Eve in Fright-
fUl’Landl T ey ! . v

~ THE END,’



No. 4.—The Fable of the Boy who
Feasted Not Wisely, but Too Well.

the Kinzdom of England a Noble
and Honourable family.

T HERE dwelt in the City of London in
Now this Noble and Ilonourable

family was called by a somewhat strange

Surname, for while Father, Mother and Son
were of Ample Girth, they all Answered
readily to the Name of Little. It was one
of Life's Little Ironies, as the Tailor said
as he Dropped his Goose on the Cufter's Pet
Corn,

It came to pass that the Time of Feasting
and Revelling came round—that Period ot
the Year dear to Young Hearts known as
Christmas. And, lo, the Bon of the House
returned from the Vast Seat of Learning
where he was being Educated. And Great

was his Mother's Dismay when she Dis-
covered that her Son’s latest Outfit of Cloth-
ing was already showing Ominous Signs of

Bulging at the Buttons.
Observing these Indications himself, the
young man's Sire resignedly ordered New

\WASTE rw'ri
FANT NOTI

Suits and So Forth from the Big Stores—
for it-would be Asking for Trouble to allow
the Boy to sit down to Christmas Dinner in
a Suit that was Already Unstable.

And Fatty Little, as the Youth of Ample
Girth was called, gloried in the fact that lis
People were preparing a Gorgeous Spread for
Christmas. With Open Glee he observed the
Arrival of Various great Parcels, and he took
care to Perzonally Examine the contents of
sundry Cupboards, His satisfaction was
Great when he found that the Spread was
to be even more Lavish than he had sup-
posed. 2 e
_ And it happened that Many Guests were
invited, There was to be Dancing, Singing,
Christmas Games, and, in fact, High Jinks of
all Sorts. The great Festive Holiday was te
be Observed in the True Spirit of Jollity.

The great day came, and the Youth of
Ample Girth was up Betimes. And, behold.
he Broke his Fast—a very brief Fast, it is
true, since he had Surreptitiously partaken

B of Oranges and Mince
Pies and Walnuts in
the Night Watches-—
‘he Broke his Fast, let
it be repeated, with
‘Such rich and widely
assorted Fare that his
‘Parents gazed at him
and Wondered.

Not only did IFatty
partake of Eggs and
Bacon and Cheese
Omelettes, but he was
responsible for the Dis-
appearance of Nume-
rous Pork Pies, Ham
sandwiches, Cakes,
Pastries, and cther
Delicacies too varied to
Mention. He arose
from the Breakfast-
Table - considerably
Larger than when he
had sat Down. And
even his New Attira
was Creaking under
the Great Strain,

saying that it was a severe attack
by Ill-considered Feeding.

B ———t——

A Learned Physician was Called In, and be looked at Fatty,

of Biliousness, brought on

But, lo, this Youth
of Ample Girth seemed
to Thrive on the Gar-
gantuan diet, and he




amazed All and Sundry by making Anzious
Inquiries concerning Luncheon before a single
Hour had passed.

Between m-ea.]s he Haunted the Buffet—and .
he Haunted to such good purpose that the ;

Buffet required constant and continual
Replenishment. And it came to pass that
towards the Close of the Day the Youth of
Ample Girth was beginning to look shiny and
Somewhat Bloated—which, under the Circum-
stances, was not surprising.

And Fatty was dismayed because his Appe-
tite for Chocolates : was Dwmdhng He no
longer packed his Face with - Preserved
Ginger and Crystallised Fruits and Marzipan
Fondants. These Choice Morsels failed to
Tempt him as of Yore.

With Considerable alarm he partook of

Lemonade, Ginger Pop and Various Iruits in

a Vain Abtqmpt to "quieten the Sinister
mternal Rumblings with which he was
Beset.

For it was fast approaching the Dinner
Hour, when the Prize . Turkey would be
carved to say Nothing of the Plum Pudding
and other Wondrous Things. All Day had
Fatty been thinking of Christmas Dinner.
But now that the ﬁreat'. Hour was at hand,
he felt a Strange and Unaccountable dis-
taste for Food,

Even the Revellings planned for the Even-
ing interested him Not. The -Yule-Tide
games, the Dancing, the Concert—all this
had lost its interest. And it happened that
the Youth of Ample Girth was Attacked by
Great and Horrid pains within him,

Ere the gong boomed out for Dinner, Fatty
was groaning upstairs. And great was the
To-do. His Parents, becoming aware of the
Trouble, visited the Boy’s bedchamber, and
soothed him and did much to Cheer him Up.
%utgat’oy was gradually turning a Greenish

inf

And, behold, he declared that tha very
Idea of C‘hnstmas Dinner was Horrible to
him, and that the Festivities were a lot of
Rot. And much of the good food that he
had Eaten was ruthlessly wasted.  Fatty dis-
pensed with it violently, and was’ Glad

But still his pains contmued and a
Learned Physician was Called In and he
looked at Fatty, saying that it was a severe
attack of Biliousness, brough'b on by Il
considered Feeding.

Thus the Long-Awmted Chnstmas Dmner
was partaken of without the Youth of Ample
Girth gracing the Board. He lay upstalrs

rolling This way and That, his interest in
Life havmg Entirely. Ceased. - st one Desire

was to Die.

And so it came: about that I‘atty did not
recover until Christmas was over, and
almost Forgotten. He had missed every-
thing. He had not joined in the jolly party
at all, but had Langunished in Agony in his
Chamber.

- MORAL: IF 'YOU MUST GORGE YOUR-
SELF ON CHRISTMAS DAY — BE
CAUTIOUS! ;

PERPETRATED
- By «

Clarence F e_ﬂowm

GOOD KING WENCESLAS

- (Modern Version), -

Good ng Wenceslas looked out |
From his spirit haven, |
When the Christmas crowds were ouﬁ
- -And the dark was raven. : -
Densely hung the fog that mght, --
-And thé mud was cruel, .
Churning "neath the shoppmg ﬁghts
- Thick as any gruel '

Wency had a mind to see,
How 0ld Time had a]t-ered |

Christmas, nineteen-twenty- three,
And his spirit faltered.

For- the rush and tear scared he,
High his fears were mounting,

As upon the throngs stared he,
Great beyond all countmg

-Up and down the Sitrand he went,--'
Unseen, silent, ghostly, ;i
And in §elfridges he spent 3o
Full an hour—well, mostly.” = ="~ 7-:— "
- Then on down the Old Kent Road, "
After that to Wembley.
Over London  Town he rode, . .-
All one vast- assemb]y.

And he smlled as baek he chmbs
To his: own world saintly; -
He had found that modern tlmes
Differed only faintly = ol
. From" those days, .now long-ago, '
- When he helped the. peasant, . . .. .
And it pleased him much to know
Good Will hugered present i gy

Thus we crave your pardon true

| . For these paltry verses,

And we’re sure you will not True
If some fun disperses.

ﬁ Good King Wenceslas had seen

" Through -his travels rangeless, .

Though long eenturies lay between,
Human hearts are changeless!
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A Christmas Story in Two Parts.
By Cecil de Valerie

T was Christmastime at St. Frank’s, and

we ali gathered round the blazing log

Sire in Dr. Stafford’s drawing-room. As

everybody knows, a dozen of us were

staying at school for the holidays, and we
had had a pretty decent time, all round.

And just now we had one of' those odd
hours when we were taking our leisure
round tne fire, and somebody suggested
fclling & story. I think it was Tommy
Watson who trotted out the idea,

¢ Nipoer’s the chap to tell a yarn,”
declared Pitt. **Come on, old man. Let's
have ong of your exciting adventures -with
Nelson Lce. I'll bet you've got all sorts
of yarns stored away.”

But Nippcr said that he couldn’t remember
any Christmas adventures, and invited some-
body else to get busy. This was an
occasion for telling a regular Yuletide story
—not a detective adventure.

“Well, who knows one?’ asked Tommy
Watson, looking round.

“I. can remember somelhing  that
happsned three or four years ago,”” I said
slowly. “That was a Christmas incldent,
too. It happened to my Uncle John and me,
while we were going from Ipswich to London,
one snowy Christmas Eve—"?

‘““That egounds the right stuff,’® said Pitt
nodding. “‘Is it a real story? Plenty of
mystery and excitement, and all that?”

‘I don't know about mgystery and excite-
ment,’’ I replied. *¢ But it really happened,
and that’s something, You fellows have
asked for it, and if you domn’t like it you’ll
have to lump it. Don’t blamc me.”’

Al right, we'll take a risk,”’
Xipper, < Go ahead!”’

- And I settled myself comfortably in my
.chair and lived again through that night,

said

 three - years agou, which had proved so

thrilling. |

It was TUncle John’s idea, in the first
placz, I commenced. We were frying to get
to London for a party that my people were
preparing for Christmas Day. Of course,
[ was a bit of a kid then—merely a fag, in
fact. I had becn staying with my uncle in
Ipswich for a few days before Christmas,
and he'd arranged with my pecople to take
me home.

Well, Uncle John had an old crock of a
motor-bike. He made out it was a spiffing
machine, and swore by it. Anyhow, late
in the afternoon of Christmas E® he
decided to go up to Londonr on the old
jigger, taking mc along in the sidecar. Said
the trains were too crowded, or something,
anga he liked going by road, anyhow.

I was as keen as mustard, you can bet. I
hadn’t had many rides in a sidecar, and it
struck me that the scheme was tophole. At
that time I didn’t know what a packet of
trouble we were in for,

Uncle John declared that we should hbe
in London by hall-past seven easy. He's
one of those chaps who alwavs look on the
bright side. He never allows any time for
punctures, or mishaps of that kind. And
although he’s a bit of a duffer when it
comes to anything mechanical, he's such a
jolly good sport that you can’t help liking

him. He'’s only about thirty-five, cven
now. .
Well, we started all right. Got to

Colchester in good time, and Uncle John
was as pleased a3z Punchi. Yelled to me, ag
we were leaving Colchester, that we were
ten minutes ahead of schedule, and that the
old bus was going fine. '

Naturally, he'd only just said the words
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when the back tyre went off with a hiss that.

could have been heard a mile. A whacking
great flintstonre went clean through the
giddy cover. - '

But do you think Uncle John minded? He
just -shoved the brakes on, jumped off, and
grinned. : & -

““Oh, that's nothing!?’ he said cheerily.
““We’ll have it mended in five minutes!®’

‘“But there’s a tremendous .gash in the

cover, uncle,’* I pointed out.

- He just told me not to grouse, --Whipp’&d

out the repair ‘outfit, and in two or three

minutes he was yanking the tyre off. His
five minutes turned out to be nearly forty.
And-by-the time the tyre was.repaired and
pumped. up, snow was coming down like
the very dickens. :

I suggested going back to Colchester and
taking a train. And Uncle John sloshed me
on the ear, and told me not to be a young
idiot. With his usual optimism he reckoned
that we should make up. for lost time long
before we got te Chelmsford.

He said the snow didn’t matter a bit,
What was wrong- with snow, anyhow? It
made the journey all the more seasonable—
and a good bike wasn’t affected a bit.
Unfortunately, Uncle John’s machine wasn’t
a good bike.

If I told you all the trouble we had
- you’d grin.
adventurcs always seem funny years after-
wards. At the time they're not at all
humorous. . |

It’1l give you,some idea of things when T

tell you that we limped into Chelmsford
at about half-past nine. We had two more
punctures, the spark-
-ing-plug had gone off
duty, and the car-

burettor had got filled

up with grit. Just
.imagine us cffecting
repairs in a blinding
snowstorm, and with

a wonky acetylene
headlamp. Even the g
giddy lamp went @
wrong. '

But TUncle John’s %
one of those chaps
who never gives in. In
the war, you know, he
won the D.S.0. for
being obstinate,
Wouldn’t get out of a
corner when  there
~was no hope left, and
by a miracle he held
the position. His com-
manding officer said
he was a hero, but we
all know it was just
his pigheadedness.

Somehow, these motoring mis-

woulda’t think of giving -in. - Nearly bit
my head off.when I mentioned that Chelms-
ford station was not far off. He said that

| we’d started by road, and we - were going

to finish by road, even if we didn't get
home till three o’clock in the morning.
And so we started out again from’ Chelms-
ford, after a garage chap had tinkered
about with the lamp and the carburettor,
and made them -twice as bad as they were
originally. L 5 W
And you’ve got to remember that it was
snowing like old boots now—coming: down in
clouds. It was’ as much as Uncle John

could do to keep to the road. I was. tucked

away in the sidecar and fairly comfortable,

because it.had a windscreen and a hood, and
there were plenty of rugs. | o ol
{ couldn’t ‘help feeling sorry for 'uncle.

He knew jolly weli that it was -a dotty idea;

but that - made no difference to his
determination. And he sat on that old
saddle, blue with cold, half blinded by the
snow, and coaxing the engine to do its
utmost.

I don’t know how many stops we made.
I kept on falling asleep, and every time I
woke up Uncle John was either -on his
knees in the snow or else pumping up the
hack tyre. And it came as a bit of a shock
to me when I asked what the time was:
Eleven o’clock—an hour from midnight!

And we were still only about eight miles
from . Chelmsford. The snowstorm had

| turned intc a hurricane, and the night was

just about as wild--as it could be, I was

dog-tired and properly fed-up.

. Then Uncle John roused me and t-old- me

=3y

And it was just the
same now. With the
old bike fairly groan-

engine seized.?

“It’'s all up, young ’un,” said Uncle John ruefuﬂ;.' “Can't |
move another yard!

The oil froze, or something, and the

1

e

ing at every yard he
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By this fime I wase
- thoroughly awake and
pretty fresh, too, be-
cause I'd slept for
hours. But uncle was
properly whacked. Ie
had had a rotten time,
~and nearly went to
sleep as he walked
along. Once or twice
I just pulled him up’
as he was about {to
investigate the ditch.

And then, just as I
was beginning to
resign myself to an all
night walk, we spotted
-] a light through thc
iieh.1 trees. Uncle John
gave a whoop and
bucked up wonderfully.
j I told him that the
place was probably =
private house, and not

“ Go away!"” he said wheezily.
1 won’t have you!”

to hop out. I was a bit dazed from sleep,
but I dic as he told me. And then I saw
that he wasn’t looking quite so cheerful.
- ¢¢It’s all up, young ’'un,’’ he said ruefully.
¢ (Can't move another yard! The oil froze,
or something, and the engine seized. I
think all the bearings must be melted away,
and the connecting-rod is sticking through
the bottom of the crankease.”’ - ‘

“ Then—then are we going on by train,
~uncle?”’” I asked.

He gave a feeble kind of grin, and told
me not to be a blithering young ass. How
many trains did wc expect to catch at this
hour-—nearly midnight? - And where was
there a station, anyway?

I couldn’t answer his conundrums, and
just yvawned. And I could see that in spite
of his pretended cheerfulness he was jolly
worried. Who wouldn’t be? There we were,
stuck on the open road in the middle of a
snowstorm, miles from anywhere. -

It was absolutely impossible to spend the
night there. It might have been all right
for me, in the sidecar, although that would
have been pretty ghastly. But Uncle John
couldn’'t squat on the saddle, with snow
comiuig down by the bucketful. We simply
had tc get a move on.

Ana so wc started walking through the
snow, Uncle John assuring me that we’d
soon come fo a village, and then we could
knock up an old inn and get a bed-room.
In the morning, he declared, we’d go back
for the old jigger and get home long before
Junch. He was such an incurable optimist
;c{lat cven the seized engine didn't scarc
him,

an inn at all. He said

it didn’t make any

difference. Any

‘““ You can’t come in here; shelter was . better
- than none.

. _ -1t wasn't long be-

fore we discovered that the house was an

old gabled grange—one of those gquaint old

houses that you can always- find along
country roads—set back a hit, and sur-

rounded by trees.

- We marched up the short drive, hammered
at the door, and after about two minutes it
was opened by a queer looking old man. He
was a bent, wizened old stick, in a dressing-
gown and slippers. '

“Go away!”’ he said wheezily. ¢ You
can't come in here; I won’t have you!’?

Uncle Johns was pretty indignant. and
pointed out that we were stranded, and that
I was almost dropping with exhaustion. Of
course, that was a fib, beeause he was the
exhausted one.

Anyhow, the old man, after growling and
grumbling, told us to come in. He said
that he couldn’t offer us much hospitality,
but there was a bed-room upstairs that
we could use if we liked.

Well, we got in, and that was half the
hattle. The old man didn’t offer us any
supper, and not even a hot drink. He took
us straight through a  bare, draughty hall,
and led the way up to an icy bed-room.
Then he left us. |

Uncle John just ripped off his outer
clothes, tumbled into bed, and was sound
aslecep in two minutes. But I was a bit
scared, and I don't mind admitting it.
There was something eerie and mysterious
about the old house. ' -

I simply couldn’t get to sleep. T could
hear all sorts of funny creakings and rust-

(Continued on page iif of cover)



| By Reginald Pitt

T is rather a good idea to make
Christmas. Eve a fast day. By doing >
this, you wake up on Christmés

: morning with an appetite that will
do ful} justification to the Yule-tide fare.
(Care must be taken, however, not to over-
.do this, or you might get ill. And that
would be tl"d"IC

Never. eal more than three helpings of
(hristmas pudding—that is, if you can
cet it. You may enjoy it at the time, but
too much pudding is liable to make ‘you
heavy and dull, and you lose your appetite

for other delicacies.

E - * .
On no account offer to sing the latest
comic song unless you have thoroughly

mastered the words. It is most embarrass-
ing to zet half-way through the first verse
and then dry up. Instead of the company
laughing at your song, they laugh at you.
And that of Lm:rﬁe is rotten.
e -« *
WV hen playmg musical chairs, he sure
that all the chairs in use are the ones that
were borrowed from next door. This game,

whilst  being enjoyable, is nevertheless
detrimental to the chairs, and you should
Hever use your own.

Be cautious in the use of ginger wine.
Although stimulating, this particular kind
of wine makes your throat hot, and as a
result  you have a strong desire for
lemonad: and other =oothing drinks.. Aud

the lemonade may be exhausted before the
gingc: wine, whieh would be fatal. You
\HJUld lhave to drink water.

* w

a nut-eracker when cracking
nuts. Do not wuwse the c¢rack of a door.
This method is effective, T will admit, but
brazil nits are liable to make scvere dents,
and landlords are particular gabout this
«ort of thing. It is also expensive to use
falze teeth--they may crack first,
+ * x

If you must get dressed up like a nigger,
and black your face, wuse burnt cork.
Black-lrad will serve the purpose, and give
a shiny effect, but it is a fearful trouble
-to remove. And remember, when Kkissing
Aunt Jane good-bye, that the black comes
off. She may Ublect to appearing in publie
with smudges,

Always use

i o o S

_100k~ \ery

| “It is a ﬂaod plan, when asked to recite,
to tie your hands belind your back. By
doing tins there is no danger of wringing
out -the corner of your lzJa{,lu‘afc ~whieh,
giving an impression of washing _clothes,
bad.

* * - Co .
- When playing snow-balls, adways C throw
towards ~your nmﬂrhbou.rs house, . Even
the foftest snow- balls " may crack a window,
and it is a foolish thing to risk 50ur own.
_Besuieq Ftt}lel  may nbje(,t

%

Aftel‘ the L‘hrlatmaw fe tmt!ew are over,
and you are retiring for ‘the night; it is a
good scheme to gét Unéle Io:eph to give
you .a helping hand upstairs—~that is, of
course, if Uncle Joseph is capable of dmuﬂ
so. Never spend the the nieht coiled wup
-on the parlour floor; you will “walke up very
stiff.  Quite apart from™ this, it deesn't
look nive. )

THE MYSTERY OF THE GABLED GRANGE

(Coniinued from previous page)

]mrr sounds. And then, after about twenty
rmnutes. it seemed to me that there were
stealthy footsteps out in the passane.
There can.e a louder creak than ever, and I
startced up in bed, shivering,

And. I gave a gasp of sheer fright when
the door slowly opened and the bent old
man appearzd hclding a candle.  Ile put his -
face round the door and looked at me with
an expression of evil intent that absolutely
muade my blood run cold.

And something that the old man clutched
in his hand (,'mrrht my attention. I crouched
there, utterly transfixed with horror.

(70 be concluded next week)
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o ‘Lnd SIIhJ(.E‘tH for qa]c or TF'HT[ 200 qeedlesand 5!' 01{00"Ict'

‘ Qh(_hﬂ“rrc gl‘am(‘l game FREE Td.ble C!t“lﬂdS.

we ol ol Portables and Cabinet models at HALF
Enquiries JFORD'S (Dept A.P.), § | SHOP PRICES." Write for Catalogug,

4 13, R¢d Lion Sguare,
[]I‘[]H'I[ltl \ q Mn[‘ornpa“? DEDL (11[],

; ** London
attended tO oA “W.C.1 BIRMINGIIAM,. -
FOR XMAS! Iorizontal (or Vertical) Steam

Lngine, 4/11, post. 6d. Electrie Light Sct, 379,
post. 4d. Electric Motor, 3/9, post. 3d. Wireless
Set, 5/9: Battery l'zu*l.s, 1/3. Parts for making
Shocking Coil, 1/6, post., ele., 3d. each. Now

-I- a 1 O o mamman - .. | 1lnstrated ~Lists, - 3d.—Midland Scientific,
2- PR IG E TV "I.' I/ =, | 38P, . Queen’s Road, Aston, Birmingham.
I SRS | e HEIGHT GOUNTS

in winning succcss, Lrt tho (-1rmn
System increase your height. - Send
P.C. for pmtlcuhu and our EH"JO
'g‘u’n anfee to BEnquiry Depts AAM:P.
-~ 17, Stroud Green Road, L.ondon,N. q.
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FPREE—64 Germany & Ukraine, Cat.
6/1, to applicants Ln{'loamrr post. for Blu:_
Label - Approvals.—-B. L. GORYN 10,
Wave Crest, Whitstable, Kent. i

The ‘BIG-VALUE "Bk
A fine -Now -Mod«l
Accordeon 10 x 9x5j
ins., piano-finished,
11-fold mefal- bnund
bellows, 10 keys,  ZERd
basses, &c¢. Senl bygn
return post, (0 ap-EEes
proved orders, for@
1/- deposit and 1/3™
postage, &c., and Nl fi B
promise to send 2/-
fortnightly till 17/6 in all is paid. 2. 'I'U‘I'OR
FREE. Cash price 15/-, Post Fice (ELSE-| FPREE!-British Empire Packet of 25 Stamps
WHERE DOUBLE). Dcllgllt or Money Bark {GOLD COAST, -NIGERIA, GRENADA, cte.)y )
FREE—-IIlustlaLcd Catalogue Post- Froe., - Big | vou-ask for Approvals. Scnd 1:d. pmt csnh =
Bargaing, Watches, Clocks, Musical In- | W, A._WHITE, 6, Stourbridge Rd., LYE, Worcs.
strumonts, &c. ——PAIN’S PRESENTS HOUSE, ;

(Dept. 9 B), HASTINGS. (Established 1889. } WONDERFUL"!
T CURLY HAIR ! WiVt tous:
WIRELESS RECEIVING SET . 3/"'0NLY Clients write “Curht” Curls Straightest Hair,
" GUARANTELED 25 MILES. 1/b, 2/6. Thousands Testimonials. _Proof sent.
Haydine & Co., 647, Fulham Rd., London. Novelw Lists Free.—Summers (Dept. A.P)),

- 26-27, Clarence Square, Brighton. Sy

F".MS 100 ft, y Samlgeﬁ 14'6 ..poa}t f]:e%. . = - o
= fi'%f'gﬁ‘fo ,Eon}:u{nsl };:;”,”’ Chureh | Bc sure and mention ‘'The Nelson Lee Library.”

BHEAP- Street, BE.15. ' when communicating with advertisers. ;, -

i

Cinemas for xmas' Our No. 1 Cinema, with
film~ and slideg, 4/9 (uu*d 6d.). Cowboy - &
Comedy Films, 50 ft., 1/-; 100 ft., ]{6 Bargain
In‘st.a Free.—A. E. M:Lx'.vell, (;curge St., Hastings.
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