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uapour Christmas—!" sald Tur-
key Tuck.

Then he broke off in surprise.

“T pay, Lizard! Where are you
going ™"

But Lord Talboys did not pause
to explain where he was going. He
just went!

The fat Turkey stood in the Car-
croft quad, staring after him. Then
he stared round at Dudley Vane-
Carter, who seemed to be amused.

“T gay, V.C., what's the matter
with the Lizard?" he asked. “What
made him rush off ke that?"

“You did!” ehuckled Vane-Carter.

“FEh? I never did anything,” said
Turkey, puzzled, “T was just going
to speak to him ahout the Christmas
holidays—"

“That did it!"

“Dashed if I see why! But speak-
ing of Christmas, old chap—UHere,
I say, what are you rushing off for,
like that other silly asa?"

No more than Lord Talboys, did
V.C. pause to explain, He merely
departed. Again James Smylh
Tuck, of the Carcroft Fourth, was
left staring.

He was puzzied, and he was an-
noyed. Carcroft School was about
to break up for the Christmas holi-
days. Turkey Tuck was feeling un-
gettled. Where he was going for
Christmas was still on the knees of
the gods. Only one detail was de-
finitely fixed: he was not going
bome. Not if Turkey could help it

The Carcroft Fourth was & num-
erous form: and among So many it
ghould have been an easy matter
for a pleasant, nice-mannered, al-
tractive fellow to land himself in
comfortable guarters for the hols.
Fellows were asking ope another
right and left: yet, for some mys-
terious reason, nobody asked Tur-
key. Indeed, had mot Tuck of the
Fourth Form known beyond doubt

what a really attractive fellow he
was, he might have fancied thal
Carcroftians had enough of him in
term time, and did nol want any
more in the holidays.

If the mountain would pot come
to Mahomet, obviously there was
nothing for Mahomet to do but to go
to the mountain. So as other fel-
lows did not raise the question of
the Christmas holidays with Turkey,
Turkey raised it with them. He had
the bright idea of chattily bringing
the subject under discussion—hoping
for the best. But this idea, bright
as it was, did not seem to work—
at least with Lord Talboys and
Dudley Vane-Carter.

There were plenty of fellows in
the guad after third school, and
Turkey, locking round, eyed Harry
Compton and Co. meditalively. His
first choice would have been Christ-
mas at Talboys Hall: his second,
Christmas with V.C. whose father
was a millionaire. Baronial halls
and millions appealed to Turkey.
But a fellow who could not get what
he wanted, had to make the best of
what he could get: and for third
choice, he decided on the captain of
the Fourth, So he rolled off to join
Harry Compton and Ceo., who, as it
happily happened, were discussing
the very subject that was uppermost
in Turkey's mind.

“We can fix it to be together,”
Bob Drake was saying. “A week
with you, Compton, and a week with
Lee, and a week with me, what?"

“hat’s the idea!" assented Harry
Compton, and Lee nodded.

“Talking about Christmas, dear
old chaps?” said Turkey Tuck,
breezily, “All going off togelher,
what 7"

“Yes! There's time to punt a
footer about before class,” said Bob,
“Come on, you men.”

“Hold on, old chaps!" said Turkey,

hastily, “Talking about Christmas, I
was going to say—Yah!"

Turkey said “Yah" as the three
departed—in haste, whether anxious
to punt a ball about before class, or
to escape a tallk about Chrisimas
with Turkey. For the third time,
James Smyth Tuck was left stand-
ing in the Carcreft quadrangle on
his lonely own—his arrangements
for the Christmas vacation still un-
settled.

TURKEY TUCK grinned.
He was the only fellow in class
who felt like grinning. The Fourth
Form were suffering under Mr.
Roger Ducas and HRoman history.
Both form and form-master had
that end-of-the-term feeling: when §°
schoolboys feel that school-masters
are more than ever intolerable su-
perfluities, and schoolmasters feel
that schoolboys are sent by some
inscrutable power to try their 3
patience to the very limit. 4
Roger was instructive, but grim.
His form continuously stole surrep-
titious glances at the form-room
clock, and longed for the hour to ¥
strike, Yet Turkey Tuck was grin-
ning, as if well pleased with a g
thought in his fat mind. £
It was not his form-master's grim
brow that amused Turkey. Neither §
was it Roman history. He had in §
fact forgotten Roger and Rome. &
Turkey was thinking of something &
much more important than the Aug-
ustan Age. His fat thoughts were §
following a line two thousand years §-
ahead of Mr. Ducas’'s. So far from §
bothering about the grandeur that §
was Rome, Turkey was concenlrat- §
ing on the feasting that was Christ- §
mas. And another bright idea had
evolved in his powerful intelleci. §
Turkey was the man for ideas. 4
“T say, Compton—!" he whispered. £
“Tuck!” came a deep voice. Tur-
kev bhad forgotten Roger: but it ap-
peared that Roger had not forgot-
ten Turkey. 1
“Oh! Yes, sir!” stammered Tur-§
key, “I wasn't speaking, sir! I never@:
opened my mouth. 1 was only. say-g
ing to Compton—" :
"Tou will be silent in class§
Tuclk!" boomed Roger, “and you will$
immediately tell me who was the
great patron of lefters in the reign
of the Emperor Augustus.” - B
“yes, sir! Pontius Pilate, sirl"§:
said Turkey at a venture.
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. +Hg, ha, ha!” Turkey’s answer
had at least provided the bored and
w.m:‘ty Fourth with & spot of comie

rali
»[] mean Mark Antony, siri”

bastily amended Turkey: apprised
the chuckle round him that he
had, #0 to speak, backed the wrong

horse.
upenting Pilate! Mark Antony!”
gtuttered Mr. Ducas. “Tuck! you
will remain in the form-room after
claga, and write the name “Mae-
cenas” ffty times.
“0b, hagddocka!" groaned Turkey.
Tuck of the Fourth did oot grin
n: pnelther did he whizsper. When
the Fourth Form were, at long last,
released, Turkey Tuck remained be-
hind in the deserted form-room,
wrl "Maerenas'" over and over
in, till he was as fed up with
m‘em&nu as the polished literary
glreles of Aupustan Rome must
have becn.

HAROUT Christmaa, yvou chaps—"'
“Help!" gasped Bob Drake.
“Avaunt!” hooted Dick Lee.
“Scoot!” exclaimed Harry Comp-

... ton,

K

g - 4

. ‘They were in the corner study after

But Turkey had them this time.

-glags, and they were cornered. Tur-
key rolled into the doorway, his

g ample figure almosat filling it. There

o
S
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was no espape from Turkey and and

talking about Christmas, unless by
: -ihe drastic resource of hurling him
* bodily across the passage,

- "I want you fellows———[" re-
sumed Turkey.
“Yes, we know what you want!”

assented Bob. “Forget it! Wash it
Try next door! Not today.

-~ baker!"

L5

: 'lm;.r.

“T want you fellows to come home
with me for Christmas," said Tur-
with dignity. . . .

"WHAT!"

‘Three sastonished juniors ex-
claimed together. They had not had
the slightest doubt about what
Turkey wanted—nor the slightest
‘doubt that Turkey was not going to
get it. They had enough of James

. Bmyth Tuck at school—indeed, too

much. A little of Turkey went &
long way. And there was a lot of
him, 8o, not doubting what was
coming, they were guite astonished
At what came.

“We're having rather a splash at

Tuck Lodge this Christmas,” said

.youl I just shouldn't enjoy Christ-

Turkey, brightly, “but I shouldn't
feel that it was a real genuine
Christmas without you fellows.

“%¥ou'll come, won't you 7"

- “Well, my only bowler hat!" said
“Bob, blankly, “If you mean it,
3 Nkﬂ}'—'--"

.~ “Mean {t? Of course I mean it.
v - fellows home for
' sald Turkey, “1 want

—

mas at all without you. Do ecomel”

They gazed at him. What Tuck
Lodge was lke—or whether there
was a Tuck Lodge—they did mnot
know—no fellow at Carcroft knew.
Never before had Turkey asked a
fellow home.

He had asked himself to Talboys
Hall and other places, and some-
times had got by with it. But this
was the first time In history that
James Smyth Tuck had proposed
talting fellowe home with him for
the wvacation. The chums of the
Fourth, in fact, could hardly believe
their ears

They exchanged
loals,

They could not help feeling a spot
of remorse. For days and days they
had been guarding with their left,
as it were: and now it transpired
that Turkey wasn't after an invi-
tation—he was generously offering
one! Tt weas quite discomforting

rather gullty
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changed eloquent looks. The Car-
croft Co. generally had a falrly
good opinion of themselves. But
Turkey had made them feel “small”,

.They had been stalling him off; and

all the tlme he wanted them for
Christmas! The same thought was
expressed in three faces. They had
misjudged Turkey, and they owed
him reparation. There was only
one thing they could do—they all
felt that Turkey had heaped coals
of fire on thelr heads—-and they
elmply could not turn him down.

“It'a a go, Turkey!" said Han}r
Compton, at last. “We—we'll come.”

“Pleazed!" murmured Bob,

"Delighted!” sald Lee, as heartily
ag he pould.

“Oh, good!" said Turkey, bright-
ly. “That seitjes it, then. We'll all
be together for Christmas—sounds
good, what? I'll ask Hoger's leave
to phone home at once."

And Turkey rolled off, evidently

- £
X & ‘ - 'J"'f
Beers

"We're having rather a splash this Christmas," said Turkey.

Not that they wanted to go home
with Turkey. That would have
been no better than Turkey going
home with them. But they did feel
that they had dope Turkey an in-
justice,

“Well, you see, we're tixed up,
old chap!" said Boh, haltingly.

“That's all righlt,” said Turkey.
“You want to be logether in the
hols. Well, you'll be together—at
Tuck Lodge."

"Ye-es, but——"

“You see,” explained Turkey, “I
don't want to lose sight of you for
such a long time. Flike you too
much."

“Bo long as we're together, what's
the oddes where we are?’ argued
Turkey. "I don't care whether |
come with you, or you come with
me, 80 long as we're together Do
come! Say you'll come, old chaps,
and I'll phone home at once, and fix
it with the pater. Do say yes' I've
been looking forward all the term
to Christmas with you fellows at—
at Tuck Lodge. You ean't let me

down, can you?"
Harry C}::amptm and Co. ex-

highly satisfied. The chume of the
corner study exchanged glances
BEaln.
“Who'd bhave thought iL?" mur-
mured Bob. x
“Must play up!" said Harry.
“Must!” agreed Lee.
And that was that!

TURKEY TUCK, in the Burrow that
evening, had a thoughtful expression
on his fat tace. When Harry Comp-
ton and Co. came in, they joined
Turkey—ifeeling bound to bestow a
spot of their valuable company on
the fellow with whom they were go-
ing home tor Christmas. They could
not help noticing how very thought-
ful Turkey was.

“Oh, here you are, you chaps!”
sald Turkey *“I s=ay, it's topping
that we're to bave Christmas all to-
gether, aip't it?"

“Top-hole, old talt man!" mur-
mured Hob

“So long as we're topether, it
doean’t matter where we arg,
what #"'

“Oh! Yes! Quite.

“I'm glad you fellows look at it
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lilce that! The fact is, I had rath
a shock, when I phoned home about
it @aid Turkey, confidentially.
“Mind, the pater would be jolly glad
to have you—he—he said so. Quite
ﬁﬂul ebout it, only—only as it

ppens, he's got the painters in.”
- “The painters!” ejaculated Bob.

“Yes—turning out the whole place
—workmen and paint and ladders
arid things all over the shop. So—so
—as it happens—there—there won't
be any Christmas doings at Tuck
t after all. It's too bad, ain't
l ?lll

“Oh!" gasped the three.

“But it's all right,” saild Turkey
brightly. “As you can't come with
me, after all, I'll come with you
Bame thing really! O.K.. so long as
we're all together, what? So long
g8 we're together it doesn't matter
where we are, as you said, Bob."

“Did 17" gasped Bob.

“Yes! So thalt's settled—"

The Carcroft Co. gazed at the fat
Turkey. He had taken their breath
away for a moment or two. But now
they grasped it. Bob Drake was the

rit to recover.

He closed one eve at his friends,
unseen by Turkey. Then he spoke in
his heartiest tone:

“My dear chap, that's all right—
we don't mind painters.”

.“mh! Don't wyou?" stammered
. Turkey, rather taken aback.
. “Not at all! Do we, you fellows?"

#0h, no!"” gasped Compton, catch-

ing on at once, “not in the least.”

“Not the least bit in the world,”
declared Dick Lee, catching on in
shis turn. “We shall enjoy it all the
more with the painters there,
_Tl.lrkﬂ?." .

Turkey's fat face fell,

He had not foreseen this! His
latest and brightest idea did not
geem to be working out according to

lan. Turkey's bright ideas often
idn't.

“But I—I say,"” he stammered.
““The place will be all upside
down——-"

“We'll help to set it right-side

up!"” said Bob.

“Certainly,” said Lee. "“We're
handy fellows, Turkey—that's all
ﬂghli'l!

“Rely on us!" said Compton.

“B-b-but I—I—I s-s-say—!" stut-
tered Turkey, helplessly.

“My dear chap, don't say any
more,” sald Bob. "“We shouldn’t
dream of letting you dowm for a
little thing like that. We'll come.”

“Oh, haddocks!" breathed Turkey.

Harry Compton and Co. strolled
out of the .FFurrnw: and did net
laugh till they had shut the door.
Turkey, inside that apartment, did
not feel like laughing. He was feel-
ing rather like the engineer who was
hoist by his own petard! :

ApouT Christmas, you chaps—"

When Turkey Tuck began with
that, there were only three fellows
in the Carcroft Fourth prepared to
give him a hearing. But Harry
Compton and Co., unlike the rest of
the form, seemed to welcome the
subject. They gave Turkey cheery
smiles, ag he rolled up to them in
the quad the next day, and started.

“Those painters out yet?" asked
Eab.

“Oh! No."

“Glad to hear it! We love seeing
painters on the job."

“The—the fact is—there's been a
fearful accident,” said Turkey. “I—
I had a letter this morning. The—
the house caught fire——"

“0Oh, crumbs!” gasped Bob, while
his comrades turned away their
faces to hide their emotions. “House
on fire! So bad as that?"

“My dear chap, don't you worry!
So long as there's enough of it left
to pul us up——"

“But—but there isn't!" stuttered
Turkey. “It was—was burned to
the ground! Not a room left! My
—my people have to go into an
hotel for—for Christmas.”

“How jolly!" exclaimed Bob. “Tt's
too bad about the house—I'm sorry
for that—but you can have quite a
ripping time in a hotel at Christmas,
I've heard.” :

“Anyway, we shall all be to-
gether,"” said Lee, solemnly. “That's
the main point.” i

“The whole thing, really!"” agreed
Compton. :

Turkey gasped for breath. By this
time, he was wishing from the bot-
tom of his fat heart that that bright
idea had never struck him at all.

“But—but—what I really mean is,
my people ain't going into an hotel
—they're going to stay with rela-
tions!" stammered Turkey.

*“NMow that sounds really good!"
said Bob. “Jolly to meet Turkey's
relations at Christmas, you fellows.”

“Topping!"” said Lee

“Splendid!” declared Compton.

“0,K., Turkey—bank on us!" said
Bob, heartily. “Whatever happens—
ghort of an Atom Bomb—we're not
letting you down."”

Turkey rolled away in despair. He
was beginning to feel about the
three feliows as Sinbad the Sailor
felt about the Old-Man-of-the-Sea.
And when Turkey had rolled out of
view, the three young rascals
doubled up with merriment.

BREAKING-UF day found everyone at
Carcroft—with a single exception—
merry and bright. Only Turkey
Tuck's face was full of troubled
thought.

Time was getting close: and
Turkey was getting desperate. The
bare thought of those three fellows

landing themselves, with him, at the
gmall suburban villa where dwelt
the Tuck family in extremely close
quarters, made him feel quite dizzy.
His bright idea was a hopeless frost
—he had not after all been able to
put that Christmas visit in reverse,
as it were. But who could have fore-
seen that these fellows would stick
like this?

After breakfast, Turkey resolved
to make one more effort. If he told
them that his father had been run
over by a motor-car, or gored by a
mad bull, "surely even that sticky
trio would come unstuck; and
Turkey would go home with them
instead, or at the very least would
be able to go home by himself!

“About Christmas, you chaps——"'

“Carry on!" said all three, en-
couragingly. They were really in-
terested to hear what Turkey had
invented this time.

“T've had rather bad news! My
pater—my poor old pater—"
“Anything wrong with your

pater?” asked Bob, sympathetically.

“Yes! It—it's awful! He was
was gored by a motor-car——"

"What ™™

“I—I mean, run over by & mad
bull” Turkey realised that he was
getting a little confused. “I—I
mean to say, he was bulled by a
mad gore—that is, he—he was mo-
tored by a gore bull—I—I—I
mean——"

“T say, that sounds serious!" said
Bob. “Spunds to me asg i he will
want a lot of nursing, and.so on,
after all that.” ;

“Yes, that's just it,” sald Turkey,
eagerly, “so you see———-"

“Oh, yes, I gee. We'll all help!”
said Bob. "Of course, we shouldn’t
think of holiday-making, or festivi-
ties, or anything like that, at such a
seripus time. But we'll all help look
after wyour poor old pater, Tur-
ke:'r____”

“And cheer him up all we can
—!" said Compton.

“It's up to us!" said Lee.

“B-b-b-but——" stammered Tur-
key.
“0.K., old man! We're not letting
you down!” gaid all three together,
reassuringly. .

Turkey gave it up!

Two hours later, when the school
‘bus rolled off to the station cram-
med with Carcroft fellows, one fat
figure was missing that should have
been there. It transpired that Tur-
key Tuck had asked Mr. Ducas for
leave to catch an earlier train—and
had caught it! Turkey had taken to §
flight—his last respurce! And Harry |

Compton and Co. chuckled as they §
rolled away from Carcroft—without ¥
Turkey for Christmas!




