“JILLI™
Jack of All Trades heard the loud voice shouting, and paused on the
stile, to Imkbfﬂundﬁmmbﬂ o=

It was a bitler ;

Hedges were to with snow. The branches of the great tree that stood
near the stile were leafless, and glistened with frost. There was bright winter
sunshine, but it did not melt the snow that lay thick in the meadows, or the ice
on the ditches and ponds. T :

Jack had been following a winding, seemingly endless Somerset lane, trudg-
ing through snow and slush, for miles: and sturdy lad as he was, he was gelting
tired. He was glad 1o reach the stile which, as they had told him back at Froude,
pave on the footpath to Cheed: a short cut across Farmer Huggett's meadows
that saved a mile on the road. Jack was anxious to get to Cheed, where a job
and & dinner awaited him. But he paused, and looked round, as the loud voice
shouted in the meadow he was about to enter.

“Jill] Where are you, JillT™ ;

He glimpsed a big man in gaiters. His red tanned face had a look of mingled
anger and anxiety. - ) ]

He caught sight of Jack the next moment, standing on the stile, with one
leg over. He stared ot him. . ;

“Hi:rc,;_‘nu[" he called out. “Have you seen a kid wandering in the lane—
a little girl

L
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“MNo: I've seen nubm:lj[“‘ answered Jack.

The man in snort, and turned Apparently he
was in search llrl:ﬂt,ln'lh ﬂ]'ﬂrhuhldm:hml:l. mmuﬂm
:ﬁidlhnh:wumh;;uﬂrh:dmm :amJ have tumbled into one

eep snow-drifts pes. was getting, and more
mwfﬁmmammmwm“mmm
i the search. But the farmer, without warting for another word
from him, tramped away by the hadge.

Jack stepped over the stile into the meadow, to go on his way. The sight of
Fﬂlﬂﬁtiﬁﬂﬂﬂ.llﬁﬂﬁrﬁmw“mﬂﬂmmmm-ﬁﬂ. He
trudged on cheerily: but he had not taken a dozen steps, when there was a

Jack I
The big man in gaiters was striding towards him. He had had a stick under
hit arm. k had mow slid down into his hand. And the look on his
red face indicated that he was thinking of a use for it
k.aﬂdhmwnnly uh:umsmdmguﬁwhdr Huggett did not look a

R T A T

“Where are you going?" demanded Mr. Huggett.
“Cheed!™ answered Jack briefly,

“You're not !;:'.I:IIE across my land!™

“It's a footpath—"

“It's not a public footpath, and I don't allow tra of my land. ['ve
missed too man thnpﬂh:rm sheds o wanl tramps . Get back
that stile, and 7 ~em

Ia-:ksfamﬂ CTLITLSOMN.

“I'm not a ramp!” be exclaimed, indignanthy.

“Ain't you? You look it!" sneered Mr. Huggett. “Get off my land! I'll
have no more thieving fingers round here.”

“If you think I'd touch amything in your sheds—*

"1 un‘t think—I know!™ interru the farmer. *“*Are you geiting back
mlﬁtﬂﬂnﬂwﬂugfﬂrnlﬁek rom this stick?"

: across o Cheed —Ohl™ gasped Jack, as Mr.

nearer, and lashed out with the stick, mmmn

ﬂhl" WMEﬂDﬂ.wumrﬂﬁﬂt Hmi'ﬂmmufguﬁ‘mm_.

It was Mr. Huggett's turn to ejaculate “Oh1"” as he grasped the boy by the
collar, Much to his surpose, J mum&pfmmhmhadhla
leg, and spun him over. The big man was utterly taken by surprise. went
over with a crash, landing on his back in snowy grass.
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“0Oh!" he spluttered. “0Oh!™ :

Jack's eyes Hashed down at him,

“Now keep your sikk to yoursgll!™ he smapped. ; _ a
“Oh | By hokey!™ gurgled M;,__';:EFEE' He dragged himsell to his foet, his

EYTA hhz:};.' “Yow just wail 8 sec -

Jock of AIL T did not wudl & second. He had floored Mr. Huggett,
taking him by surprise. Bat he would have been an infant in the hands of the
brawny farmer, once Mr. Huggett was on his feet-——withoutl counting the stick |
[-[:d.ic?ml. whail a split second for the farmer to get into action. He ran back to
the stile: and he ran hard, hoping to jump it before the farmer could get near
enc to handle the stick on him.

asl behind him came tramging fest. _ 35 :

That fall seemed to have hurt Mr, H t o ltle.  Certainly it had given

the final touch to a temper already irate. He chased afier the rooning boey, his
legs covering the ground at a great rate, and Jack of All Trades coald hear
' close behind. : : :

Jack reached the stile just as the farmer reached him.  Bat he did not jump
it, as he hisd first thooght of doing. The farmer coubd have ran him down in the
lane quiteeasily. The boy leaped on the top bar of the stile, and caught at & branch
overhead, He swung himself into the air, just as the stick lashed out, and it

harcly missed as he 5 into the great troe.
“]3)3, v ].'ﬂung'mh;ﬂ'!l’lpgasp:d r. Huggeti. ! :
He clamberad on the stile, much less nimbly than Jack, and steadying him-

self with one hand against the tree-tronk, lashed out with the stick in the other,
at the oy in the branches.

But Jack of All Trades did not linger on a lower branch. He clamberad
from branch to beanch, high in the tree, far out of the reach of Mr. Huggen
and his stick. Sitting astrde of a high branch, hokding on to another, he 100
down at the farmer—and laughed. The baffled expression on Mr. Huggett's
face was quite entertaining, He glared up at Jack, and brandished the stick, and
roared :

“Come down out of that, you young rogue!”

“Nat likely, you old rogue!™ retoried Jack.

“[1 limb ¥ou1, when I get my hands on you!"”

“Come up aflter me!" sugaested Jack,

Mr. Huggett ghred up.  But be did not attempt to clamber wp.  Tree-
climbing was not in his line, And frosty brasches that casily bore the boy's
Eight weaght, would certainly have eracked and sn under Mr. Huggett's
bulk. Jack of All Trades was out of his reach: and Mr. Huggett had to leave
him out of reach.

“Will vou come dowi?™ he roared.

“Hardle!"

“I'll thrash you—""
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“You won't!” sind Jack, laughing. 1’1 stay here as long as you stay there,
I'll keep up this as long as you do,”

M., Hu:.gﬂl_ thed wrath.

"“¥ou wail till T get my hands on you, vou voung tramp!” he said. “Tll
keep an eye open for you, und when you come n—well, you just wait "

ith that, the farmer put the stick under bis arm, and moved away from

the stile. Jack heard his voice again, calling “hill" A ¥ he was in
search of Jill again. But he dhd not move very far away: a J&c:kul:"ﬁll'l"mdm
realized that his best guess, for the presen &h to stay where he was, perched
it hugh branches: a wide view of 5 and lanes and meadows, snowy
hedges and frozen ponds, il that had been any consolation.

CHAPTER 1[I

H!” exclaimed Jack of All Trades.
HEﬁwMauﬂdmammmﬂhlﬂmnnhﬂthﬁhﬂi Hanging on to
he stared across the frosty meadow. It was a wide, extensive
w, bounded on the further side by a thick ling of willows, From the
ground, it was impossible 10 see into the next field: the willows barred the
view, Bul from a high tree, there was a clear view over the tops of the low
willows, and the adjo ﬂnﬁiwnsprﬁn:iuulnlﬁ:hrh:fmlﬂkunyn. And
in that ficld some hndmidmhrmﬂuih]smmum
m shining back the sun, was the surface of a frozen pond,
In ﬂnlhe edge of the pond. Staring at it Jack made out the
Ii:umnl'lmulltl:rl.nhdmw;nn with a red scarfl ted round her
neck, IHﬂr:daatmmh:nughinmhawnum:dhmutﬂbuﬂm:hqmdmf.
But that spot of bright colour kaped to the eve i the sunshine. Luﬂhnz her,
A figure in the distance, he wondered whether this be the “Jill”
of w the angry Mr. Huggett was in search. If so, the evidently had
wandered through =ome gap m the willows into the next field, far bevond
Eﬂ'LIlI-IJ.ﬂfIJ:H!FH.l‘I‘I‘H::I‘EI:ElI.I woice, out of sigh tlmﬂuut::l'hﬂnng Whle Mr.
Cﬂﬂﬁlﬂﬂﬂtﬂﬂﬂ. the child was roaming on the edge of
the frozen prm in the next,
lm:lr could not help smiling, The footpath he had wanted to follow ran on
the next field, close by the : and had the disgruntied Mr. Huggeit
Errmll_tﬁl him 1o follow i it, he would have found Jill there —if that was Jill, as he
d not doubt—and could and would have called back the news to the anxious
father. Now, as he watched the red scarf, he was considering whether to drop
ﬁmﬁclrn:.anﬁmkhlr Huggett with lhnml‘-nrm.umthﬂlhr:hnhprl
wis in the next field : but that required tlunkln,E out. Mr. H t might begin
with the stick without waiting for him to speak: nor could he be guite certain
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that the little girl in the next field was Jill He looked Lo ascertzin
whﬂhﬂhtqnanhmmwwﬂhim;dimﬂe id a glimpse
of Mr. Huggett's hat, far awny a hedge, where he was peering into a snow-

pot thick ice: it was a sheet of thin i::thtmwmiﬂmpnnd. nn.u.iafnrm
foot to venture upon: and the child, utterly unaware of danger, wis walking

His y.mhamitfm: as he stared, hmhurt A.tan
stant, the ice might crack those little Em,mddr:
sight. And even as he stared, in horror al what hr.:a e discernad

breaking in the ice just behind the little girl. He could hear mund,ul d:a.-
tance: but the child heard the cracking of the ice, she turned round
and looked—and then stood still, staring. The danger she was mhuﬂmddml.:.r
dawned on her mind, and she stood motionless, eviden lmi‘ng]:tmn:l

move. 1t was fortunate, aps, that she did so, for step might
:a.lmdmlhtr:m&. she might have been engulfed under the boy's b

have
o
I|::||11I ‘for one moment did Jack stare. Then he was slithering madly down
thttru To cut across the meadow, to run as be had never run before, and
rmhghmbtﬁﬂﬂg;nﬁcﬂhdummt:m;lh t'h::nt.'l'l.ﬂthgunh
thought m ack of AT orgot %h: ogﬁt
everything but that Hitle figure frozen with terror oo the crac
hranches swayod and rus as he scrambled from one o another. He dropped
ting to the ground, and started at a run on the fi
But if he had forgotten Mr. Huggett, Mr, Huggett mﬂfmmttm himn.
There was a roar from a distance.
“You young limb! By pum! Stop! Siop! You hear me! Stop!™
hjmlmkmmlhkclflnﬂup. He tore on, and the angry man roared after

o
L
Ti=

E

'Ernlungmhnd gum! You young rascal, running across my land
undf.r 1 E-—I—I'Il—t"'
:5:l:u'h:l:| Ln[fﬂl r. l~| Leaving the snow-drift under the hedge
Inmlrhrhhnhudhn:n started to run in Utterly unaware
nflrhnmhlﬁ:mugmﬂ:mtﬁdd,hnymd mlngwgﬂﬂlrl.ﬂu
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A farmer could only suppose that the boy was following the footpath to get
to Cheed, in cool defiance of him, his orders, and his big stick. His rugged face
was red with wrath as he charged in pursuit, the stick gnpped io his hand. And
he covered the ground fast.

But Jack had a good start: and he was running like the wind. The snowy
grass scemed to winz under his feet. Heedless, hardly conscious, of the angry
man in his rear, charging after him like a bull, he tore onward. He could see
nothing of the child in the red scarfl now—now that he was on the ground, the
willows blocked the view, He could only hope and pray that she would be still
above the ke when he reached the : ;

He reached the willows, and tore through a gap imto the next fcld—no
doubt the way the child had wandered. He vanished from the eyes of the angry
man charging on behind.

He hf-_.t into the next fiekd. A spot of red met his eyes as he cleared the
willows, and he panted with reliel. The child was still on the ice—standing as
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Jack strugpled back to the bank.
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he had sezn her from the tree-top. But the thin ice was cracking all round her,
and watcr washed over her little shoes, It was a matter of moments—and Jack
panted on dﬂ?ﬂrﬂﬂl}f towards the pond.

Crac-c-¢c<ck!

The ice was ﬂlgg

“0Oh!™ Jack st sobbed for breath, as he panted on. A few vards more—
bul madly as he ran, he could not reach the pond in time. The thin ice cracked
all ro the child, and there was a frightened whimpering shriek, as the little
figure went through, and the red scarf disappeared in ing water and frag-
ments of broken ice.

gwtmnm and Jack reached the pond.

p

He was in the icy water, swimming. Something touched hiz hand, and he
grasped—it was the red scarf. A little unconscious face, with drenched hair,
came up—and remained up. Keeping that little face above the water Jack
of All Trades struggled back to the bank, and dragged himself from the pond,
with the child in his arms, just as Mr. Hoggett, brandishing his big stick, came
charging through the gap in the willows.

CHAFTER III

LTS "-FL [“
i M it came o ddn bl T sk roped o s o
cyes o age, it the drenc npping boy on the
pﬂ@ﬁﬁﬂgﬂmm I-E.E unconscious child in his arms,
1! -
Jack pa.:uedp or breath.
“She's all right! She was only a second in the water! I saw her from the

t that was why—"

Mr. H L caught the child from Jack’s arms. He turned to stride away
towards the farm-house in the distance. Jack began o wring the water out of
hos drenched clothes, He was soaked from head to foot, and almost freezing
with the cold, He realized that he was safe from Mr. Hugeett's big stick; but be
wis in sad case to go on his way. But the farmer looked back over his shoulder,
His face was not angry—ihere was no sign of bad temper about Mr. Huggett
now,

iiHml hﬂ}rlrn

Tack looked at him.

“Mav I go by the footpath now—1" he bepan.

Mr. Huggeit interrupted him.
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%umm fonl! You're drenched! Come with me, and dry your clothes."
!IF

“And sharp!"
“Oh! all nght.”
Mr. H t strode away with long strides. Jack had to trof 1o pace.

And never he been 50 to feel the warmth of a fire, as he was
reached the Huggett farm- .

J did take that forbidden footpath after all. il was i
u:?nmdh.wimngmd:;nmﬁd:hlm.nwfﬁwhnd—shhﬁm j
lf.m#ar; _ur:irjguﬁﬁ&um:h:fm‘u wife, and a wave of the hand and a

THE END



