
































NEXT
THURSDAY.

“T wefuse!”

“8it down!” - _ -

D’ Arcy sat down; he couldn’t help it, with that iron grip
on his collar. But as soon as Blake let him go he popped
up again like a jack-in-the-box. .

“Blake, I will not allow this wuffness! I no longah
wegard—-"

“8it down!’”

Down went D’Arcy to his seat again.

“ Herries, old man, if he rises any more, push your oar
into his ribs, will you, and shove him into the water??

“ Right-ho!” said Herries. -

“Hewwis, if you do such a bwutal thing, our fwiendship
will cease fwom that vewy moment!

“Horrid1” said Hetries. “T’ll risk it, though.”

T wefuse to come to this picnic unless I am tweated with
pwopah wespect!’” :

¢ Now, Gussy, I am tr;ying to make a man of youn,” said
Blalée” patiently, “You're going to row for your own
good.

““ And who is going to steer, pway?”’ - :

“Oh, Fm going to steer, and I can tell you how to pull,
you ses.” )

Tom Merry shoved off, assisted by Mr. Jugg, and the
Daisy glided out into the river. There was a strong current
in the Ryll, and the juniors had to pull against it. D’Arcy’s

objections to rowing died away in indistinct mutberings,
and he bent to his oar like the rest. :

Four strong pairs of arms carried the Daisy along &t a
rapid rate. The green, willowy banks glided past, and field,
~—~_-aad_wood, and-meadow.

_ ABead of the boys rose the tree-fops which marked the
island, in the very centre of the stream. They pulled on
to the landing-place. It was an extremely lonely spot, end,
as a matter of fact, picnickers had no right on the island,
but a little thing like that did not enter into Tom Merry’s
calculation.

The velvety sward, sloping down fo the water, and shaded

from the bright sunshine by large beech-trees, looked very
mviting. 7 -

“Jolly good place for a pienic,” said Blake. “You have
some good: ideas sometimes, Tom Merry, T'll say that for

“Thank you,” said Tom. “If I didn’t have some ideas
sometimes, I don’t know how the School House would keep
its end up against Figgins & Co. % =

“ A fat lot of good you would be without Study No. 6,2
grunted Blake. = “ Whether you're a Terrible Two or a
terrible three, you're terrible asses.” - 1

‘“ Now, look here, Blake o :

Tom Merry was interrupted. Gussy caught a crab, and a
splash of water went over the hero of the Shell. Tom gave
a war-whoop. o

“ What did you do that for, ass?”’ 15

“ T’'m sowwy,” said Arthur Augustus—‘‘I’'m weally sowwy.
I am extwemely wegretful to have splashed you, Tom
Mewwy, but a little watah does not excuse the use of such
a wude expwession as the one you uttahed. Asa gentleman,
I call upon you to withdwaw the word ass.”

Tom Merry broathed hard. Words failed him, and he
did not reply; but D’Arcy was not satisfied. :

T am waiting for you to withdwaw that objectionable
expwession, Tom Mewwy.” :

“ You—you—-"> - -

T insist, as a mattah of personal dig, upon bein’ tweated
with pwopah wespect. If you cannot tweat me as I ought
to be tweated. >

“T can,” said Tom Merry. *‘ Here goes!”’

e seized Arthur Augustus by the collar and jerked him
over on his back in the bottom of the boat, and rolled him
aver, and gave him a gentle kick. :

“Now are you satisfied, Gussy?’ =

“ You howwid wuffian——""

“Vou insisted upon being treated as you ought to be
treated,”’ said Tom Merry. *“ Now I've taken all the trouble
to do it, you're still grumbling.” !

““Ha, ha, ha!” roared Blake.

- “T weally insist—" - :

Tom Merry jerked him to his feet again. The boat was
rocking violently as it slid up to the landing-place. It
bumped into the rushes.

“ Satisfied, Gussy?” -

““ Vaas, wathah!” gasped Arthur Augustus.

““Then get ashore. Comé on, kids!”

Blake was holding the boat fast, and the others got ashore,
and then the bags were handed out, and the supplies Mr.
Jugg had bestowed in the locker.

“We'll make the boat fast to that post,” said Blake,
jumping ashore. . ¢ Here we are! Now for the pienic!”

“ Befoah I sit down to a picnic with Tom Mewwy, I insist

“ PLUCK."

“You asked for it, Gussy.”’
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upon a’full and ample apology for his wuffianly conduct,
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and——

¢ Chuck it o s

«¥ wefuse to chuck it. Tom Mewwy must eithab apolo-
gise or fight me on the spot.”’

“Which spet?’ asked Tom Merry. He gave Gussy a
playful tap on the nose. ¢ That the spot?”’ :

“Tom Mewwy—"" | : £

“Did that touch the spot, or is this the spot you mean?”

And Gussy received a gentle rap under the chin. -

“Hold my coat, Blake! Hewwies, hold my hatt T will
give Tom Mewwy such a feahful thwashin’ that he won’t
got ovah it for a weels.”

¢ Now, Gussy——""

“ Go fer ’em 1’ -

The School House juniors started as the loud shout rang
from the trees. They knew the voice. The voice of Figgins!

The shout was followed by a rush of feet, and the enemy
bore down upon the picnickers in full force.

&

CHAPTER 7.
Figgings & Co. Come Out Strong.
OM MERRY was the first to recover from the sur<

“ prise. A dozen New House jumiors were rushing

from the trees, led by Figgins, Kerr, and Wynn.

Tt was too late for the School House party to heat a
retreat. : : . -

The boat was moored, and the provisions were ashore,
and they could only stand their ground, and do or die.

The threatened strife between Gussy and Tom ceased ab
once, and the School House juniors sprang shoulder to
shoulder for defence.

It was of little avail. . -

Tiggins closed with Tom Merry, and they rolled on the
ground in a deadly embrace. Kerr clutched hold of Blake,
and they reeled to and fro in furious strife. Fatty Wynn
closed with D’Arcy, and Herries was seized by Pratt and
another New House junior. Manners was gripped by two
of the foe, who rolled him over and sat on him.

Then the resh of the New House party came on pell-mell,
and Figgins & Co. received timely aid.
suoceeded in getting Figgins under, and was sitting astride
of his chest, when two paire of hands were laid upon him,

and he was jerked off, and in a moment he was being sab

upon by two plump juniors.

Figgins staggered to his feet. : :

There was a thin red stream trickling from his nose, and
was joyful and triumphant. e :

Tach of the School House party was pinned down by two
or more New House fellows, and the capture was complete.

“ My hat!” cried Figgins.  Done 'em brown!
to a beautiful brown! I say, you kids, who’s cocl-house
at St. Jim’s?”’ ; - s

““New House! New House !’ roared his followers.

“ Who provided the picnic?”’ « ;

“Tom Merry did.”

“Who's going to scoff the grub?”

“We are.” : .

“Ha, ha!
Tom Merry?’

“T,emme get at you!” gasped Tom Merry.

“a, ha! Some other time,” said Figgins. ““ Who fakes
the cake this time? Ha, ha, ha!”’ — @

“How did you know, you beast?’ : %

<« Oh, a little bird told me,” said Figgins airily. “ Bless

_ a suspicious blueness settling round his left eye, but his faece

your innocent hearts, you School House kids ain’t up to our.

form, you know. You can’t expect to come ouf top dog in
our little rows. You haven’t got it in you, you know.”
“You—you—you——->"
“Yes, what? You look excited, Tom Merry. So do you,

too, Blake. Hallo, halle, what's the matter with Arthur

Adolphus?’ - " . :
The voice of the swell of St. Jim’s was heard raised in

complaint. :

“Wynn, you howwid bwute, get off my chest! Pwait,
get off my beastly legs! You have uttahly spoiled the
owease in my twousahs, and you are wumpling my waistcoat
in a shookin’ way. 1 will give my pawole if you like, but
I insist upon your allowin’ me to wise.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Figgins. Let him wise, if he
gives his pawole.” i 0

D’Arcy gave his parole, and was allowed to got up. He
dusted his clothes with an air of considerable indignation.

“ Now,” said Figgins, cocking his ey® thoughtfully at the
prisoners, “I don’t quite know what to do with these
critters. We don’t want to kill Yem——" -

“ Then turn your face away,” growled Blake.

~ GONTAINS AN EXTRA LONG SGHOOL TALE.

"Tom Merry had

Done 'em.

That’s the music! How do you like ‘om don'e,v




!vcry'. Thutﬁda‘y. -

¥ Yaas, wathah{”’ said D’Arcy. ‘‘Don’t look at us, Figgy.
. It is ewuelty to animals, you know.” -
“ You're right about the animals,” said Figgy. *‘ Nasty

crawling School House animals! Shall we chuck ’em into

the river, chaps?’

“ Certainly I”” said Kerr. ‘A wash would do them lots of
good, though it might come as a bit of a shock.”

“You will not thwow me into the wivah,” exclaimed
D’Arcy. ‘‘I have only worn this waistcoat once, and the
watah would uttahly wuin it.”- > =

“Ha, ha, ha! We mustn’t wuin his waistcoat. I suppose
we had better shove lem into the boat and let-’em rip.”

“ That’s the idea.” : .
. “ Better take the oars out, or they might come back anc
worry us,” said Figgins, with great thoughtfulness. ‘ They
can steer, and go with the current. We'll leave the oars
at Juggins’s cottage as we come back, Merry. Welve got
our boat on the other side of “the island. In you ga!
Bundle ’em in, chaps !> -

The School House lads, #truggling frantically, were

bundled into the boat. The oars being taken away, the
boat was shoved off, and it went dancing and rocketing
away down the river.

Figgins waved his hand.

“ Good-bye; my Bluebells I’

The School House party did not reply.
were too deep for words.

Tom Merry took the lines, and the boat steadied - and
floated away down the river towards Juggins’s distant
cottage.

“Well,”> said Blake, at last, ““of all the giddy, ghastly
frosts - . s .

He looked back to the island.

Riggins & Co. and their comrades were seated upon the
grass under the shady trees by the water, busily engaged
in unpacking the supplies for the picnie

The New House party were going to enjoy themselves.

Tom Merry gave a groan.. |

¢ It isn’t only the grub,” he said, ‘‘but the way the New

“Youse will snigger at us. How on earth did that horrid
Figgins get on the track?’ 5

“He’s like a giddy blughound,” growled Manners.

‘“Most likely it was Fatty Wynn scented out the grub,”
said Blake. *“ He’s got & nose hike a

Their feelings

‘ot ~HRs. <

“Well, they've got the tommy now. Oh, my hat, how
can we face the chaff?’ said Tom Merry. “1I feel inclined

_ to drown myself.” :

“Yaas, it 1s howwid!’
“Those bwutes have completely spoiled that nice cwease I
had in my twousahs——"

£ 0Oh, blow your trousers!”

“That is a wade remark. You have not yet apologised
to me, Tom Mewwy, for your obnoxious expwessions on the
island.” =

“0Oh, dry up!
on Yiggins?

~  “Y will not dwy up. I insist——""

“We can’t let the matter rest here.

“Tom Mewwy, I have not yet weceived that ap——

“Oh, kill him, somebody !”’ =

Manners and Blake threw D’Arcy upon his back and sat
on him. They were getting ‘“fed up,’ as Blake expressed
it, with his ways. D’Arcy continued to utter ineffectual
protests, but the juniors did not budge until Juggins’s
cottage was reached.

“Hallo!”’ said Tom Merry, as he steered the boat in.
““ Here’s your boat, Juggins, and here’s the tin. We haven’t
had it quite so Iohz as we intended. By the way, we’ve left
the oars with some friends of ours, who will bring them
along presently.” -

That was the explanation Tom Merry gave, but it is
probable that Mr. Jugg guessed a great deal more, for there
was a very quizzical smile upon his weather-beaten counten-
ance as he watched the juniors walk off through the wood
towards the school. - ‘ -

As they went, the juniors turned over in their minds
various plans of vengeance upon Figgins & Co. But, had
they only known it, they were avenged already.

Chaps, how are we to get our own back
5

We're going—"

>

CHAPTER 8.
The Captured Feed—A Frost For Figgins & Co—And
: An Amazing Discovery. -
IGGINS & Co. were joyful. o
F . The victory over the School House party was ex-
: hilarating, and the prospect of a picnic was satisfying
in every way to the victors in the fight.
‘““Tain’t an ordinary pienie, you ses,” said Figgins
“We've earned it with the sweat of our brow, so to speak,
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‘true who had followed Figgins & Co. to the battle.

sleath-hound for tommy,

remarked Arthur Augustus.

madReBar.  “‘PLAYING THE GAME.”

One Halfpeﬁﬂy- ;

ripping.”’
* Rather!”’ said the Co. heartily. :
“That’s the best of 'it!”’ agreed the nine good megxsarﬁi
“ Qi 5

won it by our giddy valour; that’s what makes it so jolly

the feed looks pretty good.”

Fatty Wynn rolled his eyes in a kind of ecstasy.

; ’I;he feast loaked more than pretty good, as a matter of
act. ;

The bags being unpacked, the good things were spread
out on the grass, and the victors feasted their eyes upon them.

Fatty Wynn’s anxious fears lest there should not be enough
to go round among twelve were entirely without foundation.

The supplies had been brought on a generous scale, and
there was guite sufficient to make a very good picnic for a
dozen jumiors. Fatty’s anxiety having been relieved upon
this score, as the good things were spread out to view, he
was completely happy. Life had nothing more to offer him!

“Tet us feed,” said Figgirs, with a wave of the hand.
<1 don’t suppose we shall see these School House kids again.
They can’ come back without help, and if they go to St
Jim’s to gather the clan, they couldn’t get back here for a
couple of hours. So we’ve plenty of time to have a really
enjoyable gorge.” . : i

“ Hear, hear!” said Fatty Wynn. - =

“These veal-pies are about my mark,” said Figgins. Go
ahead, all of you: There’s plenty here, and we got it cheap.
Wire in!”

“ Hear, hear!” ;

The New House juniors wired in. - .

They had thoughtfully brought very exiensive appetites
with them, and they wited into the feed with a right hearty
goodwill. - : :

But as the feed progressed the jollity began to die out of
some of the youthful countenances.

“Funny taste these sandwiches have got,” Kerr re-
marked, eyeing some sandwiches which he had half con-
sumed in a very thoughtful way. - .

“ Just what I was thinking about this veal-pie,”’ said
Figgins. - “1 suppose it's gone off a bit Tl try that
pudding, Fatty Wynn.” 4 !

Fatty was making a wry face. .

< Shouldn’t advise you to,” he said. “I—I've got a pain
in my inside, There’s something funny about that ‘pudding.’

“Why, it looks all right, and see how rich the gravy
looks.” : : >

“Ve.e-es, it look too rich! It’s the gravy. It tastes like
—like medicine.’> 3

“ Qh, that’s rot!”

Figgins tasted the pudding.
features very expressively.

“ Don’t you like it, Figgy?’ -

“ Like it?” growled Figgy. “It tastes like mouldy ink.
Hero, let me have some of that currant wine to wash the
taste away.” o s :

Ho let the currant wine gurgle out into a mug, and took
a deep, deep draught of it. :

The next moment the mug went down with a crash into &
pie-dish, and Figgins sprang to his feet with a fiendish yell.

“Hallo! What’s the matter?”’ gasped Kerr.

“ I’'m—TI'm poisoned?”’

“ Youre what?” -

+ Poisoned! There's something awful in the wine

“There can’t be.”” :

< (Can't there? Taste it yourself, fathead!”

Kerr tasted the wine, and made a wry face.

“ What does it taste like?”

< Like—like liquid blacking and rotten Gorgonzola cheese,”
said Kerr, after some reflection.

Complaints were rising on all sides now. s

One fellow was frantically washing out his mouth in the
rviver after a deep bite into a cake. He declared that he
had bitten on something that melted in his mouth and tasted
like some fearful poison. He thought it must be a pill which
had been shoved in in mistake for a currant. e

Two or three were contorting themselves ecuriously after
drinking ecurrant wine, and some were sputtering and
choking over pudding and pie. ; ‘

There was not one who had not swallowed something
that disagreed with him, and all of the erewhile joyous
juniors were looking white and sickly, some of them wrathful.

“This is a trick of Tom Merry’s,” pasped Kerr. ‘‘He's
put something nasty in the grub on purpose 1

Tt can’t be that,” said the bewildered Figgins. “ They
were just going to eat it themselves when we rushed them.”

“Then somebody has been playing & trick on Tom Merry.”

“T don’t see it. Blake was with him in the picnic, so it
couidn’t be Blake. 1 don’t understand it. It’s rotten!

Then he twisted up his
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