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TURKEY TUCK probably wouldn't
have been barred from the picnle
. on the island in the Wynd bhad hbe
not asked for it

True, Compton and Drake and
Lee did not yearn for the company
of the fat Turkey. In fact, the less
they had of it, the better they liked
it. "And though the supplies were
falrly ample, Turkey's ineradicable
habit of annexing. the lion's: share
would bave made it rather -a thin
feast for the founders thereof. And
not a member of the Carcroft Co.
waa  keen to pull Turkey's un-
common weight up the river as far
as the island. e
Meverthelesa, Turkey wounld most
likely have been permitted to hook
on, had he been able to wait—but
he couldn't wait! The bag of tuck
was all ready In the cormer study,
when Bob Drake came up, to carry
it down fo the boat. As Harry
Compton and Dick Lee were down-
stairs, Bob did not expect to find
anyone in the corner study. But he
found somebody — James Smyth
JTuck! He found him with two
plurmp paws groping into the bag of
tuck, and a smear of jam on his fat
face which indicated that some of
the supplies had slready disappeared
on the downweard path.

_And so it came about that Instead
of belng permitted to join up for
the picnic on the island, Turkey
waa booted eli round the corner
study, and departed therefrom on
hig highest gear, waking the echoes
of the Fourth-Form passage with
frantic yells,

Having thus dlaposed of Turkey,
Bob Drake closed the bag, and car-
ried it down, He rejoined Compton
gnd Drake in the gquad, and they
headed for the school boat-house.

A e
2 ()es

The idea was to push oul their boat,
and pull up the Wynd without de-
lay. But thers was unavoidable
delay on the school raft: for, as it
happened, Mr. Hoger Dueas, master
of the Fourth, was there, in the
very act of stepping into a heat.
The lsland up the river was out of
school bounds: a clreumstance
which thoughtless junlors omitted
to remember at times.
ocugly it would have been injudicious
to start for the forbidden spot under

Roger's eagle eye. e

So the Carcroft Co. loafed on the
raft, admiring the acenery, till
Roger got under way, and -dis-
appeared in the sunny distance up
the Wynd. Not till the windings of

-the river hid him from sight did they

deposit the picnic bag in thelr boat,
and follow It im. By that time,
Turkey Tuck materialised, coming
to the edge of the raft.

“Like me to come, you chaps?”
he inguired,

“"No!" answered three chaps In
unigon.

“I'll steer for you if you lke!”

“Thanks: we don't want to run
anybody down.”

“Yah!" snorted Turkey, “wyou're
jolly well going out of bounds, and
if you get copped, you'll get lines
all round. And I jolly well hope
tbat Roger will cop you, so yah!"

Splash!

Perhaps In acknowledgment of

Turkey's kind wish, Bob Drake
dropped the blade of his oar sud-
denly into the water, sending up
quite a water-spout. Turkey, on
the edge of the raft, had most of
the benefit of it

“Qooooooo!”  spluttered Turkey
as he was splashed right and left.
He egteggered back, stumbled, and

But obvi--
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sat down on the raft with & bump.

“Dh! Ow! Wow! Oh, haddocks!
.OWI',

"Hﬂ, ha. hﬂ.]"

The three juniors, laughing,

pushed off. Turkey Tuck sat and
dabbed water from his fat face,
and glared after them as they went.
They 'smiled back at him as they
pulled away, and the last they saw
of Turkey, he waa gtill sitting on
the raft with a crimson, wrathful,
indignant fat face, shaking a fat
fist . after them. Then he dis-
appeared from view, and they for-
got his plump existence,

But Turkey did not forget theirs. .

Having mopped hiz face with a
grubby handkerchlef, Turkey rolled

up the tow-path in pursuit, with -

vengeful thoughts in his podgy

mind.

MR. RoGER DUCAS frowned.
He was annoyed, ;
It was a holiday for the master

of the Fourth as well as for his

form. Roger was enjoying It in his

own way, which few mecmbers of -

his form, if any, would have cared
to share. He was seated on a log,
under & shady tree, with no sound
save the twitter of birds in the
branches to disturb him,
thickly-wooded island in the Wynd.
On one knee he had an- opefn
volume of Horace's Odeg: on the
other A wnote-book.
pleasant, sccluded spot, far from
the maddening crowd, Roger was

engared upon the happy-—te him!— -

task of translating Quintus Hora-
tins Flaccus:

VEATS,

on the

In that guiet, -

a task which bad
occupied his leisure hours for meny
and was likely fo oecupy
them for many more, o

Lost to the world in that em-:




r

OCTOBER, 1954

trencing task, burled In B.C, 23

and--qu%rta forgetful of A.D, 1954,

Roger naturally did not want to be

ted. But he was interrupted

g plash of oars, a rustle of

pranches at the water's edge, and
the sound of boyish voices:

“Halle, there's &8 boat
glready!"

#Somebody on the island!"

“Looks like it!"

«T gay, that looke llke Roger's
boat, doesn’f itZ"

“Can't be Roger's! The. old bean
can't be here.'

“Not llkely! Plenics on an igland
aren't in his line. He chews Horace
when he feels like chewing."

"Ha, ha, ha!”

“Come on: jump out. If iihurc'a
gomebody here, there's room for us
too. Hold on to that branch, Bob,
while I tie the painter.”

Every word came clearly to
Roger's ears, through the thickets
that screened the schoolboys from
kia view.

His frown intensified. He knew
those voices: Compton's, Drake's,
and Lee's. Not only was he inter-
rupted, In the midst of pondering
deeply on what Horace might poa-
slbly have meant—If indeed he had
meant anything—Iin Ode I, XXVL
But he wes interrupted by Carcroft

here

junior boys, to whom that island in’

the.river was out of school bounds.
Three Fourth-Form fellows break-

" ing school bounds had broken the
' -thread of his cogitations.

.- “Roger could be kindly. He could
" also be severe, His look, as he roae

to his feet, indicated that he con-
sldered this a time for Beverity.
Leaviig Quintus Horatlus Flac-
cus, and his note-book, in the grass
tinder the shady oak, Mr. Ducas
ptepped through the trees and
bushes that intervened between his

" quiet spot and the little landing-
'%hce on the island. His gleaming

eye fcll on three cheery junlors.

‘They had floated their boat in,

t!ungslde his gwm: Bob Drake was
olding on to an overhead branch,
while Harry Compton had taken
the painter in hand, to tle up, and
Dick Lee had picked up the bag of
tuck.

BOYS!I" -

Roger's volce was not loud, but
deep. It had rather the effect of a
thunderclap on the Carcroft Co.
They all jumped: Dick Lee dropped
the bag of tuck, Harry Compton
dropped the painter, and Bob Dirake
let go the branch, and the boal
rocked,

#Dh! gasped Bob, “it's Roger!"”
The Fourth-Form fellows penerally
alluded to Mr., Ducas rs “Roger,”

not in his hearing, Bob,
rtied, hed dome mo involuntarily.

"'"h, crumbs!” murmured Dick
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Lee, "I thought It looked like hiz clossd when Harry Compton and
boat " ‘Co. passed the spot, pulling home

“Boya!" The thunder rolled down the river, It was met il
agaln! Crewe, of the Sixth atepped ashore
“Oh!  Yes, sir!” stammered from his skiff that Turkey's eyes
Compton. opened: and then it was not il

f"What are you dolng here, out of
bounds 7"

Really It was a superfluous gues-
tion. They were there, in a boat,
with & bag of tuck: Roger could
easily puess the rest

"We—we—we—" shuttered Bob,
He grabbed at the branch again,
and steadled the boat. “We—
we——"

“We didn't know you were hers,
sir!"” murmured Lee,

‘T pan that, Lee!" pald Mr,
Ducas, ¥, “but I am here, and
I find you out of bounds. You will
return fo the achool iminediately,
and remain within gates for the
reat of the afternoon, Each of you
will write one hundred lnes from
the first book of Virgil Now go!"

The three dellnquents looked at
him, and locked at one another, in
eloguent gilence. Then they pushed
off. Evidently there was not going
to be any island picnic that after-
noon. ,

“Blow!"” sald Bob, as they floated
away. “Gated—and lines! Blow!"

They pulled back to Carcroft,
oot io their bonniest mood: Mr
Ducas returned to hiz shady tree
and Quintus Horace Flaccus, and

was soon heppily back in B.C. 23:

though he was, as a matter of fact,

booked for another interruption
later. ' S
“HERE, Tuclk!"

Turkey hreathed hard as he heard
Crewe of the Sixth call. He would
gladly have turned a deaf ear. He
knew that Crewe wanted a fag:
and Turkey cbjected to fagging, or
eny otber form of exertion, on prin-
ciple. But Crewe was a Sixth-
Form prefeet: and & Carcroft “pre”
spoke AS one having authoerity,
sayiog, “Do this!" and he doeth (£

Turkey was taking his ease
sprawling In the grass under a
tree by the river. After his splash-
ing at the achool raft, Turkey had
followed om up the tow-path, with
the vengeful intention of giving the
chums of the Fourth p Roland for
their Oliver, in the ghape of whiz-
zing chunks of turf into their boat
ag they rowed. But laziness had
supervened, The boat was well
ahead of Turkey, and puttlng on
speed was not in his line. He had
sat down to rest: and once sitting
down, the fat Turkey was, ag uaual,
disinclined to get up agaln. With his
fat head leaning againgt the tree-
trunit, he doxed in the drowsy
warmth of the summer's afler-
noon, and his pooseberry eyes were

Crewe had caolled him twice or
thrice.

“You lazy wyoung sweep, get a
move on!" snapped Crewe, im-
patiently. “Hegp, I want this skiff
taken back to the school raft: T'm
golng to cross to Ridpate. Take {t
back and tle it up at the raft. Do
you hear?"

Turkey breathed barder., Giladly
would he have told Crewe to taks
his skiff back to the raft himself,
and be blowed to him! But he
couldn’t, with a pre. 5o instead pof
telling Crewes what he thought of
bim, Turkey sgueaked: "Yes,
Crewe!” and clambered wearily to
his feet.

Crewe walked off by the footpath
through the wood, leaving Turkey
to obey his behest. Turkey plared
at the skiff. True, be had only te
take it down with the current,
which was not very much exertion.
But the fat Turkey did not like any
excrijon at all. And he was in a
very bad temper siready. He had
been left out of A spread. He bed
been splashed, and had failed to
whiz those clods at the offenders
as he had intended. And he hed |
woke up hungry efter hi= nap under
the tree: gnd hias fat oughta
strayed to the good things he had

seen in the plenic bag in the cormer

study, and that made him hungrier..
Altogether, It was a disgruntled
Turkey: and baving to fag for
Crewe put the lid on, as it were.
But suddenly, as he was about to
step iplo Crewe's akiff, the clouds

‘rolled away from his fat face, and

he grinned. Evidently, some bright
and consoling idea had flashed into
Turkey's fat brain.

"He, he he!” chuckled Turley.

He stared up the river, He could
sec the top of the tall oak tree on
the island. It was pot a long pull
—even for a lazy Turkey. They
were there—naturally Turkey did
not doubt that they were there'—
enjoying the picnic from which he
wan excluded. What would they
feel like if, after that picnie, they
found tiheir boat missing, when
they were ready to return lo the
school!

Turkey chuckled at the idea! Tt
would serve them jolly well right—
leaving a fellow out of a spread,
and splashing bim into the bargain.
And it was easy enough—now he
had a ecraft at his command—
Crewe's skiff. Of course he would
bhave to be very cautious, and take
care that they did not spot him,






