
CHRISTMAS LEAVE
(continued from previous page)
EHIND the shadow of the trucks Jim
crept up till he was almost opposite
the front carriage. The nearest picket
was about the same distance as he from
the carriage door, and quite ignorant of
his presence. The train gave a low
whistle and began to move. It was now
or never. He leapt across the truck
couplings and raced for the moving car-
riage. The picket yelled and raced too.
The train was gathering speed.
Hi! Stop! Hi! yelled the picket.
Jim made a last tremendous spurt and
grabbed the rail, hauling himself up on
the carriage step and opening the door
just as the picket’s hands slid down his
back as he too leapt on the step.
Jim slammed the door behind him and
held the handle. The picket shouted and
banged. The train gathered speed. If the
picket didn’t drop off soon he wouldn’t
be able to, and passengers would be out
to see what all the clamour was about.
As if he realised his own danger, he
gave a last shout and bang and disap-
peared. Jim sat limply on the floor. He
was shaking all over.
Pull yourself together man-it’s not
over yet.

;

He took off his boots and wrung out
his socks and trouser legs and packed
away his waterproof. The picket might
notify others at the next stop and there
might be a search for him. He had to
find a hiding place. In the first carriage
lights were on, and curious eyes watched
him as he walked through. He went on to
the second carriage where the tumult of
his arrival had not been heard, and, find-
ing two seats back to back, threw his
greatcoat on the floor and ctawled in onit.
Blessed relief to lie down! But he
could not relax for fear of pickets at the
next station. He looked out the window
as the train drew in, and sure enough,
there were the uniformed figures pacing
the platform and peering in windows.
He was out the offside door before the
train stopped, and the enginedriver and
fireman didn’t seem to think it queer
that he should show such an interest in
the, engine at that time of night, and
cheerily explained this and that to him
while they went a few chains up the line
for water.
He stood outside on the carriage steptill the train gathered speed after the
station. It was unlikely that, if there
were pickets at any other station, they

would bother to search the train, so he
curled up under the seats and slept un-
brokenly.
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HE sun was up when he left the train
at his own station. Remembering the
rumours that police had been asked to
pick up stray soldiers, he went out across
the sidings, dodging among trucks and
carriages. Then he was jn a taxi, and he
was safe.
It wasn’t seven o’clock yet. The town
was still half asleep. He looked at the
peaceful, flower-filled gardens, at the
trees lining the streets, at the neat
houses, and at the early churchgoers
walking peacefully along, and he was
amazed. It all seemed beautiful as a
story told in childhood. It was so peace-ful and beautiful, so colourful and green,
that he wanted to laugh for joy. After
the isolation of the camp in its desert
waste, its nearest township thirty miles
away, its only beauty that of abandon-
ment and barrenness, this cultivation,
these peopled gardens, were like the
voice of a loved one. |

He stopped the taxi at the corner.
He wanted to walk up the well-known
street alone. She would not be expect-
ing him. He wanted to walk in the gate
quietly and naturally as if he did it
every day as he once had done.

He wanted to savour the whole ritual
of this homecoming fully and slowly asif it were to be the final one, and must
last forever.
As he turned up the street. the
Christmas church bells were pealing.
Peace on earth, goodwill towards men,
they chanted. But the beautiful irony ofit was lost on Jim, for as he put his
hand on the little back gate that he him-
self had made, as he paused there, filthy
and achingly weary, in the still, sun-
steeped, early morning, he thought, She’s
got the garden in good trim, and there
was nothing but peace. and goodwill in
his heart.
The camp on the bitter, isolated
plateau was another life away. He was
home. This air he breathed was free.
Temporarily his soul was his own.

Bing in Perpetuo
THER stars twinkle brightly and
fade, but Bing Crosby’s musical
lustre seems undimmable. One secret of
his sustained success is, perhaps, his ver-
satility; he keeps abreast of current
song fashions. With this in mind, Station
2ZB presefts "Crosby the Versatile"
every Saturday afternoon at 1.30, ir
songs of Latin America, cowboy ballads
Hawaiian melodies, Stephen Foste
tunes, and so on.
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Ifyou suffer
from sickhead-
ache and liverishness, then turn
to thatold friend Beecham' $
Pills. Theywill help your syS-tem to act as nature intended.
They willgiveyounatural bowel
regularity the secret of really
goodhealth. Soldeverywhere.
Purelyvegetable
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AndSo to bedinslumberwear
that caresses your figure yet
drapesandflowsinliving love- Blkliness: The secret? Contour
Cut for shapely charm and
sculptured line: $(
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WATCHREPAIBS!
Use Dur3-DAYSERVICE

Practical workmanship withmostmodern equipment assures entire
satisfaction:
Postal watch and clock repairsUSE invited: If contents beyond re-pair, return isprompt: EstimatesTHE given:"It's time You called on Jef-MAIL feries' 3-Day Watch Repair Ser-vice forrepairs to anything that1iever ticked:
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Send for yours, illustrating
numerous SIGNET & WEDDING
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