


























boys had “ given
them best.” And
there was no
doubt about it
that that ham-
per had been
well worth the
raiding.

It wasn’t until
the mnext day
that anything
fresh  developed
—and this was
quite  different
from  anything
the girls had
anticipated. In
fact, it hardly
seemed to be
connected with
St. Frank’s at
all.

About eight of
the girls set off
for the village,
immediately
after lessons, on
their usual week-
ly trip. They
were well laden
with parcels—

The Third-Formers attempted to re-
cover the tuck-hamper from the fair "
raiders, but the result was disastrous. /= i

shopping  bas- b

kets, cardboard Slap! Smack! Thud! The girls
boxcjs and  so ™Made short work of the fags.
{forth.

In a word, they were bent upon distributing
the results of their morning labours. There
was a cookery class every Thursday at the
Moor View School, and the girls produced
large quantitics of questionable cakes, and
even more questionable pastry. Their own in-
clination was to consume their handiwork ; but
Miss Bond, the headmistress, had consistently
put her foot down on any such suggestion.

The products of the cookery class were
always taken down to the village, to be
distributed among the poor and needy. Miss
Bond evidently believed in being on the safe
side. Perhaps she had visions of the sana-
torium being filled to overflowing every Friday
if she granted her enthusiastic pupils’ request.

(

The poor and needy, apparently, did not
matter. The St. Frank’s fellows had always
commented unfavourably upon the practice.
What had the poor and needy done to deserve
such a weekly visitation ? But this, perhaps,
was only their fun. And such sentiments
were only uttered because the delicacies were
beyond their own reach. The boys would
really have welcomed the opportunity of
demolishing the products of their girl friends.

Irene & Co. were half afraid of meeting some
Removites on their way to Bellton, and they
hardly knew what to do if such a contingency
arose. They all looked very charming as they
walked briskly down the lane, carrying their
serviette-covered receptacles.
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‘ We shall have to keep our word, of course,”
declared Irene. ‘“ Might as well keep up the
spoof for a bit. So if we meet any of the
chaps, we've got to raise our noses in the air,
and cut them dead.”

“ If they’ll let us,” commented Doris. * But
I’ll bet they’ll have twigged by now.”

As they turned the bend by the stile, they
half-hesitated. A number of boys were com-
ing out of Bellton Wood, and the meeting
had all the appearance of an accidental one.
But it obviously wasn’t.

“ My goodness | ” murmured Phyllis. “ For
a tick I thought they were St. Frank’s chaps.
But it’s only those River House fellows.”

Hal Brewster & Co., of the River House
School—traditional and deadly rivals of the
St. Frank’s boys—paused politely as they
spotted the schoolgirls. They raised their
caps gallantly. But Irene & Co. eyed them
with suspicion.

“ Ah, Thursday afternoon,” said Hal
Brewster genially. “ Just off to the village,
1 see, with the awful results of the cookery
class. Nowonder the village chemist is always
so busy on Friday !

“You wretch ! said Irene indignantly.
“ These cakes and pastries are as good as you
can buy in a shop.”

Brewster, it seemed, had been expecting
that rejoinder, for he was prompt to take his
cue.

“By Jove, really ?” he said. “Did you
hear that, you chaps? These cakes and
pastries are as good as you can buy in any
of the shops. We must have had a wrong
impression.”

“There’s only one way to
thoroughly,” declared Ascott.

“ Sample the goods for ourselves,” added
Glynn promptly.

Irene frowned.

“Well, you won’t sample any of these,”
she said coldly. “ Next week, perhaps, if
you're really in earnest, we might make a few
extra things, and smuggle them out of the
cookery class for you without Miss Bond
knowing—"

“We can’t wait until next week!” in-
terrupted Brewster. ‘ There’s no time like
the present. How about it, you chaps?

test it

(

Irene says this tuck is A.l. How about
taking her at her word ? ”’

“ It wouldn’t be polite to do anything else,”
said Kingswood firmly. “It’s always the
correct thing to take a girl’s word.”

“So we'll trouble you for these packages,”
said Brewster, with a bland smile. “If the
tuck’s as good as you say, we'll—"

“Don’t be silly ! ” broke in Irene. “ You
know perfectly well that these things are for
the Bellton poor. You wouldn’t rob the poor,
would you ?”

“Heaven forbid!” replied Brewster
gravely. ‘‘ But it all depends upon the point
of view. Perhaps we shall be doing the poor
a good turn.”

“ You—you cheeky rotter!” cried Doris
hotly.

“ Anyhow, we'll give you one minute to
hand those parcels over,” said Brewster. *“1f
you don’t obey, we’ll take ’em by force.”

Irene & Co. looked at one another helplessly.
Week after week they had openly carried their
tit-bits down to the village. Nobody had
ever dreamed of raiding them. So this hold-
up had taken them completely by surprise.

“ Aren’t you bold and brave ? ”’ asked Irene
scornfully. “ Over a dozen boys to seven or
eight girls! Things have come to a pretty
pass if we can’t walk along the public highway
without being raided.”

“ Just a minute, old girl,” said Hal, rather
stung. “ Who started this raiding business ?
We seem to have heard a rumour that you
bagged a St. Frank’s hamper yesterday, and
wolfed the contents.”

“ What—what of
feebly.

“ You admit it, then ? ” demanded Brewster.
“If you girls have started on this raiding
stunt, you've laid yourselves open to attack.
As long as you kept out of it, we couldn’t
touch you. But you’re in the swim now, and
that lets us in. Hand over!”

“ Oh, dear ! ” said Irene helplessly.

Her sense of fair play told her that the
River House boys were right. It had seemed
great fun to raid that hamper yesterday—but
not until now had they realised the possible
consequences.

it?” asked Phyllis
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER
Honours Even.
Tm: girls were not weaklings, however.
; When Irene glanced round at her
companions, she found that they were all
looking very determined.

“Come on, let’s be going,” said Irene
simply. * These silly boys are only bluffing.
They wouldn’t dare to rob the poor.”

*“ They can’t spoof us,” said Doris tartly.

They attempted to walk on, but Hal
Brewster & Co. spread themselves over the
road, and barred the way.

“ Better take it quietly, girls,” said Hal.

To the mortification of Irene & Co. the -
Removites walked on with much dignity— o
leaving them struggling with the River

House juniors.

“We should hate to lay hands on you, but if
we do it'll be your own fault. We’ve asked
for this tuck, and we mean to have it.”

“You shan’t!” cried Phyllis. “ Oh, you
wretches ! The St. Frank’s boys wouldn’t do
anything so mean! Let us pass!”

“Come on!” said Irene. “ They won’t
dare to touch us.”

But the bluff didn’t work. Hal Brewster &
Co. not only dared, but they touched the girls
to some purpose. They held them firmly, in
spite of their struggles, and the raid was soon
over. The boys quickly began to seize the
various puckages.

It was at this interesting moment that
some newcomers arrived on the soenc.

Nipper, Handforth, Parkington, and at least

H.A. (

a dozen other Old-Timers and Red-Hots came
sailing round the bend on their bicycles. They
braked up on sceing the obstruction, and
dismounted.

“Hallo! What’s going on here ? 7 asked
Nipper wonderingly.

* Oh, thank goodness you boys have come!”
called Treme. “ Quick! Stop these awful
River House fellows! They’re stealing all the
food we were taking down to the poor!”

““ The stuff you made in cookery class this
morning ? ” asked Travers incredulously.
“What do they want that for? Are they
going to build something ? *’

““ Oh, don’t be funny,” cried Irene. *“ Can’t
you sce they’re taking our baskets and things ?
Why don’t you fight them ? ”

Handforth looked horrified.

“ Fight them ? ” he repeated, aghast. “ Are
you suggesting that we should act like
hooligans and fight on the public highway 2

“ Perish the thought,” said K.K., shudder-
ing.
The girls looked dumbfounded. Here was
another “come-back” at them! Vividly,
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they remembered their spoof censure of the
previous day—only these juniors didn’t know
that it had been spoof.

* Awiully sorry to hear that Brewster and
his gang heve so {ar forgotten their mensers as
to molest you,” said Nipper solemnly. “ Cne
day, perhaps, we’ll punish them for it. Bub
not here, girls. You taught us a lesson
yesterday. Youwll never find us fighting like
roughs on the public road again.”

“So I'm afraid we can’t do anything,”
added Handforth regretfully.

To the mortification of Irene & Co. the
Removites tilted their chins very high in the
air and walked on with much dignity. Brew-
ster & Co. watched them with trivmphant
faces.

“ And quite right, too,” said Hal. * What
are these girls coming to nowadays, you
fellows? Did you hear that? They actually
asled those St. Frank’s chaps to fight us!”

“ Horrible ! ” said Glynn sternly.

They looked at the girls with frank dis-
approval and marched back into the wood,
whence they had originally come. Irene & Co.
were helpless. It was impossible to attack
these boys themselves, and their own friends
of St. Frank’s had given them the cold
shoulder.

“Oh!’ panted Irene, nearly boiling over.
“ Oh, I'm furious!”

“VWhat’s the good of being furious?”
agked Doris sadly. * When you get down to
rock bottom, you've got to admit that we
brought this on ourselves.”

“1 don’t see it,” cried Irene angrily.
“ Raiding an ordinary hamper is one thing,
but taking all this food from the poor people
of Beliton is another. Those River House
boys ought to be ashamed of themselves.
And Ted Handforth and Nipper and the
others are just as bad for refusing to help us.”

Having no reason to go to the village now,
the girls turned back home. They were hot
and indignant, and they fervently hoped that
Miss Bond wouldn’t ask any awkward
questions. Greatly as they scorned the boys’
action, they did not want to sneak on them.
And they knew, of course, that it had all
been & carclully errunged conspiracy—a

* come-back " at them for what had happened
yesterday.

** In future, I think we'll leave raids alone,”
said Irene dismally as she sat in her study
with Doris and Marjorie. “It doesn’t pay
for us to butt in!”

“ And we thought we were so jolly clever
yesterday, too,” said Doris. “I wish we'd
never touched that giddy hamper!”

They were in momentary fear that Miss
Bond would send for them, and ask awlward
questions. Of course, it would serve the boys
right if the whole truth came out—and it was
quite certain that Miss Bond would complain
bitterly to Dr. Hogge, their headmaster.
That would mean lickings all round--and more
bad feeling.

“We asked for it,” said Marjorie, “ and we

ot it.”

“ Which all proves that the boys are one
too many for us—much as we hate to admit
it,” said Doris dolefully.

The door opened abruptly, and Vera Wilkes
entered. She wasn’t really supposed to be
there, for Vera was a day girl—in fact, the
daughter of Mr. Alington Wilkes, of the
Ancient House at St. Frank’s. She was
looking hot and excited.

“I say! T've heard about that River
House raid on our cookery stuff,” she said
breathlessly. ““ Do you know what happened
afterwards 2

“T hope we really did make some stodgy
stuff this time, and that the boys are all ill !
said Irene promptly. “ It would serve them
right.”

* I've just come from the village, and those
River House boys have been taking the stuil
round to the cottagers just the same as you
would have done.”

“What!” cried the others.

“It's a fact,” said Vera. ¢ Brewster and
his Iot haven’t even a single cake or a single
piece of pastry. They've distributed every-
thing.”

“Well, I'm blessed!” said Irene in an
unladylike whisper. “I say, what duflers
we are ! We were spoofed up to the eyes, and
we didn’t even know it ! 1 believe the whole
thing was a jape from beginning to end.”

“ Looks like it,” said Doris, her eyes
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twinkling. ** 1 wonder if the St. Frank’s chaps
were mixed up in it ? Let’s buzz along and
ask them.”

“ Good idea ! ” cried the others.

And off they went, helter-skelter.

When they arrived at St. Frank’s they found
their schoolboy friends laughing u rqa\nously
in the Triangle. Hal Brewster and his merry
men were there, too, laden with empty Laskets
and other receptacles.

“ Hallo, girls ! ”” said Hal, grinning. “ It's
a lucky thing you've turned up. We were
on our way to bring these baskets and things
back, and you’ve saved us the trouble.”

“You awful spoofers ! ” said Irene breath-
lessly. “ We thought you had taken all those
good things for yourselves.”

“ Ahem! We're not quite so rash,” mur-
mured Hal.

“ Cheese it | You know jolly well that the
stuff is good,” said Doris. “But we
couldn’t understand you robbing the poor.
So it was all a jape, was it ? "’

“Don’t blame us,”’ said Ascott. “ These
St. Frank’s chaps put us up to it.”

“ Exactly,” said Nipper, smiling. “ You
see, we thought you girls needed a lesson—
after yesterday. And we staged that little
affair so that we could walk past and refuse
to fight. Just our fun.”

The girls laughed merrily.

“ Well, you could have saved yourselves
the trouble,” said Irene blandly. “ You silly
donkeys, don’t you understand that we were
spoofing you, too ? "

‘ Spoofing us?” asked Kirby Keeble
Parkington. “ You mean that you were
spoofing us yesterday ?

“ Of course we were, silly

1 »

*“ When you ragged us for fighting?”
asked Handforth.

* We never meant to stay away from your
party on Saturday, or to cut you, or anything,”
explained Irene. “In fact, we didn’t think
yow'd ‘fall” for it. But when you did we
Iept it up. If you ask me, it’s honours even.”

“In a way,” admitted Nipper. “ But
there’s one other little point. Forgive me
for mentioning it, but are we to understand
that it was only a spoof when you raided that
hamper from young Willy and his fags 2

“ No, that was the real thing,” admitted
Irene, with o chuckle. “And I must say,
Ted, that your people know how to send
hampers | ”

Handforth sniffed.

“I thought there was a catch in it some-
where !’ he said tertly. “ All the rest was
spoof—but raiding our hamper wasn’t!
My hamper, in fact ! Dash it, it’s a bit thick
for you girls to start those sort of games.”

“We thought it was topping,” laughed
Doris. “ Give us the tip next time you have
o hamper coming along, won’t you, Ted ?
We'll see if we can’t repeat the dose !

Laughing heartily, Irene & Co. took their
departure. The boys watched them go with
mingled feelings. Hal Brewster chuckled.

“ Well, thank goodness our school’s two or
three miles away from theirs | ” he said, with
feeling. “It’s rough on you St. Frank’s
chaps, being so near.”

“Rats ! ” said Nipper lightly, “ The more
they jape us, the better we shall like it—
and don’t forget that they have hampers
occasionally. One of these days we’ll have
our revenge.”

The other St. Frank’s juniors echoed his
sentiments. The keener the rivalry, the better
they liked it.
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uEe last football season was one of the
best we have ever experienced at

Rookwood.  Both senior and
junior elevens did remarkably well, and in
the circumstances we may be excused for
patting ourselves on the back, and blowing
our own trumpet to the extent of a gentle
blast |

v 2 e

THE TFirst Eleven played 40 games
(including mid-week matches) and won 30.
There were five drawn games and five
defeats. The goal average makes healthy
reading, 122 goals being scored by us,
against 57 by our opponents. Our biggest
win was to the tune of 11—0 against
Coombe Athletic; and our worst defeat
was 0—7 at Greyfriars; but we lacked the
services of Neville, one of our ‘‘ stars,’”’ for
the major portion of the game.

OUR victory of 11—0 over the village
team by no means represents a record.
When my uncle was captain of Rookwood,
way back in the ’nineties, he helped to beat
a school called Stonehouse by 19 goals to 11
It is true that Stonehouse did not field their
strongest eleven on that occasion; but one
trembles to think what the score might have
been had they fielded their weakest! It
would have been a cricket score!
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FLASHLIGETS

Some ‘‘Illuminating’ Notes
on Rookwood Football
By George Bulkeley.

OUR Junior lileven,
under the able leadership
of Jimmy Silver, ran
into form quite early in
the season, and started
winning matches in a
manner that  became
monotonous — monoton-
ous to their opponents,
at all events. But Grey-
friars stepped in and
spoilt their winning
sequence, even as they spoilt ours. I hap-
pened to referee the match in question, and
it was anybody’s game right up to the
finish, when Wharton of Greyfriars dashed
through and scored the winning goal for
his side.

L] ° °

THE Junior Eleven played 38 matches;
won 27, drew 6, and lost 5. Goals for,
105; goals against, 44. Jimmy Silver
accomplished the ‘¢ hat-trick ”’ on three
occasions—a ‘‘ hat-trick of hat-tricks,’”” so
to speak; and Lovell and Tommy Dodd
were also prolific scorers. Tom Rawson
rendered yeoman service in goal.

THE annual junior match between
Classicals and Moderns was fought out at a
terrific pace, and Rookwood was all agog
with excitement for ninety minutes on end!
In the first half Tommy Dodd, Tommy
Doyle, and Tommy Cook each scored a goal
for the Moderns, and Jimmy Silver replied
for the Classicals just before the interval.
In the second half, with the wind behind
them, the Classicals rallied in fine style,
and Mornington netted twice. The score
was 3—3 until a few minutes from the end,
when Jimmy Silver won the match for the
Classicals with a powerful drive from
twenty yards out. It was a most memor-
able match. Bravo, the Classicals!
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