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CUFFY .FAIL.S TO RUN AND TOMMY DODD LOSES HIS WICKET!

(An emusing incident from the great school story of Jimmy Silver & Co.. in this issue.)
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The 1st Chapter.
Cuffy’s Request.

»

“My dear Thomas

“0Oh, can it!” growled
Dodd.

“But, my dear Thomas——
sisted Clarence Cuffy mildly.

A soft answer is said to turn away

Tommy

99 per-

wrath, But the soft answers of
Clarence Cuffy of the Modern
Fourth Form at Rookwood never
had the effect of turning wrath

away. Rather they increased it.

If there was anything that Tommy
Dodd could not stand with patience
it was being called  “Thomas.”
And “Thomas,” of course, was not
so intensely exasperating as ‘‘Dear
Thomas.” Clarence Cuffy always
made it “Dear Thomas.” His gift
for saying the wrong thing, in the
wrong way, at the wrong moment,
amounted almost to genius.

“Tommy ” had a frivolous sound,
to Cuffy’s serious mind. And Cuffy
never was light or frivolous. Some-
times he was comic, but that was
unintentional on his part.

“My dear Thomas, I trust T am
not interrupting your conversation
with dear James,” murmured Cuffy.

Dear James, otherwise Jimmy
Silver _of the Classical Fourth,
grinned. Tommy Dodd scowled.

The itwo  juniors, Classical and
Modern, were- talking cricket, and
the talk was really of some import-
ance, as it had veference to the
match that was shortly coming off
between the Modern and Classical
junior sides. Interruptions from
anybody were not specially wanted—
least of all from Clarence Cuffy.

Any conversation, indeed, was too
important to bq interrunted by
Cuffy, Cuffy being an absolutely

negligible individual whose opinions
on any subjects were of no conse-
quence whatever.

Tommy Dodd laid a hand on the
shoulder of his inoffensive relative,
and spun him half-round, so that he
was facing Mr. Manders’ House
across the quad.

“See that doorway ovér there?”
asked Tommy.

“Certainly, my dear Thomas. [
see it quite plainly,” said the sur-
prised Cuffy. “My vision is not in
the least impaired, I am thankful to
say.”

““Head for it, as fast as you can,”
saida Tommy Dodd. “Run all the
way and don’t stop. See?”

“My dear Thomas—"*

“Like me to start you
kick ?”” asked Dodd.

“I should object
Thomas."”

“Then hook it.”

“But I have to speak {o you, my
dear Thomas, and though I am sorry
to interrupt——"'

“Look here, you burbling ass,”
said Tommy Dodd, in tones of in-
tense patience, “‘we’re talking
cricket, and there’s no time for you

with a

very strongly,

to burble. Get going. We're
sottling about Wednesday’s match,

fathead. Now cut!”

“But T want to speak to you
about Wednesday's match, my dear
Thomas,” urged Cuffy.

““Oh, don't be an ass!” said
Tommy Dodd. “Keep to things you

understand, if you understand any-
thing. Don’t talk cricket.”

“But I want to play on Wednes-
day, Thomas.”

‘“ Eh?77

“What 22
Silver.

Cuffy blinked benignly at the two
astonished juniors.

“Tt is rather an important
matter, Thomas,” he said. “You
sec, my father is coming to Rook-
wood on Wednesday to see me, and
he would be so very, very pleased to
see me playing for the House.”

“About the only merchant who

would be, I faney!” grinned Jimmy

ejaculated Jimmy

Silver,

“Play you!” said Tommy Dodd
dazedly. “Why, you can’t play
cricket!| You don’t even show up at

games’ practice. You don’t know
the difference between a cricket-bat
and a brick-bat. Are you joking?”
“Not at all, dear Thomas, It is
true that I know very little "about
cricket,” said Cuffy modestly. *“It
does not interest me as a game, and
to tell the truth quite frankly, I pre-
fer marbles %
“Ha, hs,
Silver.
“And I have often thought, my
dear Thomas, that a half-holiday
might be more comfortably spent
sitting in a secluded and quiet spot,
playing noughts and crosses,” said
Cuftfy. “Nevertheless, it is my duty
to please my dear father, and he
wishes to see me play cricket, so I
have told him that I will play on
Wednesday while he is here.”
“You've told him?”  shrieked
Tommy Dodd.

17

ha yelled Jimmy

“Yes, my dear Thomas. I thought |

I would mention the eircumstance
to you, so that you could put my
name into the list.”

Tommy Dodd stared at his rela-
tive, almost speechless.

He had always known that
Clarence Cuffy was a champion
duffer, It was much to the credit

of Tommy Dodd that he had always
stood by Cuffy, who was only a dis-
tant relative, and who certainly was
not the fellow to bring any credit
on him at Rookwood.

Often and often had Tommy Dodd
punched fellows for pulling Cuffy’s
innocent leg. Often and often had he
kicked Cuffy for Cuffy’s own good.
That Cuffy was a chump, and
couldn’t help being a chump,
Tommy took for granted, and with

great kindness of heart he looked
after the chump as much as he
could, and helped to steer him

through the storms and ° pitfalls of
school life.

But that Cuffy should be chump
enough to suppose that he could
play for the Modern side in a House
match was really surprising. There
ought to have been some limit even
to Cuffy’s chumpiness.

But apparently Cuffy supposed
that a fellow could butt into a
cricket-match as unceremoniously as
a fag in the Second Form could butt
into a game of marbles.

Cuffy seemed surprised by Tommy
Dodd’s surprise, As Tommy did not
speak, Clarence rattled on:

“T believe there are eleven fellows
in a cricket-tcam, Thomas—"

e

By OWEN CONQUEST.

(Author of the tales of Rookwood appearing in
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There is almost a riot among the Modern
cricketers when Clarence Cuffy turns out

for the side !
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e
q_;‘You believe?” gasped Jimmy
oliver.

“Yes. I am not an unobservant

fellow, my dear James, and on occa-
sions when I have watched cricket, T
have noticed that there are generally
eleven fellows concerned. Besides, I
have heard it spoken of.”

‘“My only Uncle John!”
mured Jimmy.

“I have beeén looking at the list,
Thomas, and observe that there are

mur-

as I play on Wednesday, while my
dear father is here. He will be very,
very pleased.”

Tommy Dodd drew a deep breath.

“It's no good talking to you,
Cuffy,” he said slowly.

“My dear Thomas,” ‘said Cuffy
auxiously, ‘‘I assure you that I am
prepared to give respectful attention
and all due consideration to any ob-
servations you may think it incum-
bent upon you to make.” ;

“It’s no good talking,” repeated
Tommy. “In ten years I couldn’f
make you understand why you can’t
play in the House match on Wednes-
day. Forget it! Drop it! Chuck
it! ~ Go away while you're safe!
See ?”

“But, my dear Thomas—"

“If you call me dear Thomas again
I'll sit you down, hard!” roared. the
captain of the Modern Fourth,

“My dear Thomas—"

“That does it!”

Tommy Dodd laid both hands on
the shoulders of his relative. Cuffy
sat down in the quad. He sat hard.

¢“Whoooop !” gasped Cuffy.

“Now,” said Tommy Dodd, “I'm
going to count three, and then I'm
going to begin kicking you, Cuffy!
I'm going to kick you so long as you
stay in reach. One!”

““My dear Thomas—"

“Two!” roared Tommy Dodd.

“My dear—"

‘" Yl‘hrec !H

“ My—yaroooooooop !

Tommy Dodd  kept

y

his word.

Clarence (Cuffy bounded up like an
indiarubber ball, and ran for his life.
The question of the House match had
to be left over—even Cuffy could see
that his relation, Thomas, was not in
a mood of sweet reasonableness and
was not to be argued with at present.

CUFFY’S CATCH!

and held it, ¢ Caught!’?

To the amazement of everyone upon the
ground Clarence Cuffy
‘“ Caught Cuffy!’” ¢
Classicals and Moderns could hardly ?eliavo the evidence of their own
eyes !

rabbed at the ball
h, great Scott!’’

eleven names in it,” went on Cuffy.
“I do not wish to speak positively
on a subject in which T am not well
grounded, of course, but I have in-
ferred from this that you have
already made up the full team.”
“Is he real?” asked Jimmy Silver,
gazing with deep interest at Cuffy.
“If this should prove to be the
case, Thomas, no doubt you will ask
one of the dear boys to stand out
and make room for me,” went on
Cuffy. “Cook or Doyle would not
mind, T am sure.”
“Go on!” gasped Tommy Dodd.
“Keep it up!”
“QOr perhaps Silver would not ob-
ject to your playing twelve ericketers
for once,” said Cuffy, looking at the
captain of the Fourth. “He could
also play twelve, and so it would be
equally fair for both sides.”
“Fan me!” gasped Jimmy Silver.
“But I am willing to leave all
details. to you, Thomas,” said Cuffy
generously. “1 have very little ac-
quaintance with cricket matters; in-
deed, the only book T have read
about such things is the ¢ Cricket
on the Hearih "——"
“Oh, my hat!”
“So arrange it as you think best,
Thomas, I shall be satisfied so long

He stood not upon the order of his
going, but went at once.

Tommy Dodd breathed hard and
deep a3 Clarence Cuffy vanished in
the distance, yelling.

“What a merchant to plant on a
chap at a public school!” he gasped.
“They asked me to look after him,
and take him under my wing, and
keep him from harm—and now he
asks me to play him in a House
match when he doesn’t know the
difference between a cricket ball and
a fancy dress ball.”

Jimmy Silver wiped his eyes.

“Born idiot!” he agreed. *Sort of
runs in the family, I suppose.”

“You Classical ass!” said Tommy
Dodd. ‘““He’s only a distant relation
of mine—practically no relation—sort
of eleventh cousin ten times removed,
or something.”

“But the resemblance——"

“The what?”

“The resemblance—intellectually, I
mean——""

Jimmy Silver had no time to get
any further. Tommy Dodd rushed on
him, and smote him hip and thigh;
and the next minute a crowd of Rock-
wood fellows had an entertaining
view of a Modern and a Classical
junior hammering one another under
the becches in great style.

Coming shortly-—A magnificent long story of King Cricket. Look out for it!

The 2nd Chapter. =~
Tea in the End Study! y

Jimmy Silver came up to the end
study to tea on the following day a
little late. Lovell and Raby and
Newcome were already there, and
Jimmy hoped that they-had tea ready.
Jiminy had been delayed in the Form-
room writing lines—a result of his
encounter with Tommy Dodd under
the beeches. As he came along to the
end study he heard sounds eof merri-
ment within, Lovell and Raby and
Newcome were roaring, apparently
in possession of some great joke.

“(Go it, Cuffy!” Lovell was saying,
as Jimmy Silver came up, and there
was another roar.

“My dear Arthur—>’ came the
gentle tones of Clarence Cuffy of the
Modern Fourth.

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” :

Jimmy Silver looked in." His three
comrades were yelling with laughter;
as was Mornington of the Fourth,
who was there to tea. Cuffy stood in
the middle of the study, with-a rather
bewildered expression on his kind
face, evidently at a loss to account for
the merriment. >

“What’s the merry joke?” askéd
Jimmy as he came in.

“Here it 1s,” answered Raby.
“The name of it is Cuffy! The
funniest thing that ever was!”

“T have been waiting for you, my
dear James,” said Cuffy, beaming on
the captain of the Fourth. ‘I cannot
account for this extraordinary out-
break of risibility on the part iof these
dear fellows. There is nothing, I
think, of a ludicrous nature in a
cricket match % 13 )

“There would be if you played, old
bean,” chuckled Mornington. >

“A  cricket match?”  repeated
Jimmy, puzzled.

“Yes. I have simply mentioned
my intention of playing in the Clas-
sical side in the match on Wednes-

D

“Oh, holy smoke!” 3

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Lovell and
Raby and Newcome and Mornington,
And Jimmy Silver joined in.

“T will explain how matters stand,
my dear James,” pursued Cuffy.
“For some reason which I do not
thoroughly comprehend, my relative,
Thomas Dodd, declines to include me
in the Modern team. I have argued
with him very seriously; as it is im-
possible for me to disappoint my dear
parent. But he does not seem amen-
able to reason—indeed, he has actually
ejected me from his study, and jabbed
me most brutally with the pointed
end of a cricket-stump as I left.”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Properly speaking, being a
Modern fellow, I should play on the
Modern side,” continued Cuffy.
“But the important point- is, of
course, that I should not disappoint
my dear father, who has expressed a
wish to see me play cricket. . I have
therefore decided to play in the Clas-
sical team.”

“You have
Jimmy. ]

“Yes, my dear James. You see, it
is the only thing to be done in the
circumstances,” said Cuffy.

“Oh, my hat! I rather think
there’s something else that can be
done! Wrinstance, if we found you
in the Classical team we might drown
you in the fountain—-"

decided?” . ‘gasped
=} p

“Eh 7
“Or boil you in oil——"
“My dear i

“QOr bury you darkly at dead of
night,” continued Jimmy Silver. “If
you're not insured, better keep clear.”

“My dear James——"

“Sorry. old man, but there's
nothing doing,” said Jimmy Silver,
laughing. “You see, cricket is
cricket, and you're an ass. If vou
don’t mind my mentioning it, you're
a champion ass. In fact,- in the
asinine line, you're the very outside

edge. See?”
“I do not quite see, my dear
James.. Even if T were very stupid—

say, as stupid as any fellow lrere——"

“Eh o

“Even in so extreme a case,” said
Cufty innocently, I should®'still be
able to play cricket, a game that
vequires' no intelligence, so far as I
am aware. Throwing a ball at sticks
set upright in the ground may be
amusing, but it cannot be considered
intellectual. My opinion ‘is that a
game like noughts and crosses places
a far more severe strain on-the intel-
lectual powers.”

“Noughts and crosses!™ sobbed
Lovell. ~ “Oh dear! Noughts——
Ha, ha! And—oh, my hat—ecrosses !

“So I trust, my dear James, that
you will make it a point to vlay me
in the match,” said Cuffy seriously.
“7 should rather play as a Modern,
but it is Hobson’s choice with me, and
I must play as a Classical,- as dear
Thomas will not put me in. I will do
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my best to win the match for you;
but if it should be lost, it is not, for-
tunately, .a matter of any great con-
sequence.” ;

“Go it!” gasped Mornington.
“Trickle on, Cuffy! This is better
than the Sixth Form Greek play on
Speech Day.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Is it arranged, my dear James?”
asked Cufty. %

Jimmy Silver wiped his eyes.

“No, old ass. Run away and play
noughts and crosses. Good-bye!”

Clarence Cuffy looked at theé cap-
tain of the Fourth sadly, more in
sorrow than in anger.

“Do” you really refuse, my dear
James?” he asked.

“I do, really and truly, my dear
idiot,” assured Jimmy Silver. *Sit
down and have tea with us, and don’t
say anything more about cricket.”

Clarence Cuffy sighed, and sat
down to tea. Evidently he thought
it was rather unkind of dear James
to refuse him a place in the Classical
junior eleven. As he had told Lovell
& Co., his dear parent would ha\"e
been very, very pleased, and it did
not seem to occur to Cuffy that there
was any other aspect to the matter.

The Fistical FKour were quite
pleased to entertain Cuffy at tea.
They would not have been found
dead, so to speak, in the same cricket
team with him. But they liked old
Cuffy; everybody liked him more or
less. , Indeed, 1t would have been
rather ungrateful not to like Cuffy;
he added a great deal to the gaiety of
existence at Rookwood.

So they filled him with cakes and
buns and tarts, and Clarence beamed
mildly aver the festive board.

“’Nother cup of tea, old chap?”
asked Newcome.

“Thank you, my dear Newcome. I
think I may venture to partake. of
another cup of that very refreshing
beverage,” assented Clarence. )

““Shove some more hot water in the
pot,” said Lovell.

Cuffy jumped up. He was always
glad to make himself useful. '

“Pray allow me, my dear New-
come !” he exclaimed. ;

The kettle was jammed in the study
fire, singing. Cuffy picked it out.

He held it in his hand for about the
billionth part of a second.

In that brief space of time he made
the discovery that the handle was ex-
ceedingly hot. <

Then he dropped it.

Crash ! £

A kettle half full of boiling water
crashed on the fender and rolled
across the hearthrug, sputtering and
streaming. ,

There was a fiendish yell from
Valentine Mornington.

“Yarooooh !” A :

Morny  jumped up, knocking his
chair backwards, and danced on one
leg, clasping the other with both
hands. Apparently Morny h.ad
bagged some of the hot water with
the leg he was nursing. 5

“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Jimmy
Silver.

“Dear mel Are you scalded,
Mornington?” asked Cuffy, in deep
concern.

Mornington howled.

“Yow-ow! Oh, no!
song and dance, that’s
Wow !”

“My dear fellow, I am so glad you
are not scalded. I feared, from your
sudden movement, that you were.”

“Let that kettle alone, you danger-

T'm doing a

all. Ow!

ous ass!” yelled Lovell, as Cuffy
stooped to pick it up.

“My dear Arthur——"

“Let it alone!”

But Cufty did not let it alone. He

caught the handle in his handker-
chief, on account of the heat. Thus
he was able to handle the utensil
without burning his fingers. Kettle
in hand, he turned to the tea-table.
Fhere was still some hot water left
in the kettle, and Cuffy was ready to
bour.

Po Will you hold out the teapot, my
dear Arthur——"

“Well, be - careful, you ass!”
growled Arthur Edward Lovell, hold-
ing out the teapot.

“Certainly, my dear Arthur. 1
should be exceedingly sorry to scald
your fingers i

“Yarooooh !”

The stream of water from the
kettle missed the teapot. It did not
miss Arthur Edward Lovell’s fingers.

“rash !

The teapot went to the floor and
smashed into some dozens of frag-
ments.

Lovell sucked his fingers for a mo-
ment, with a look on his face that a
Prussian Hun might have envied.
Then, without a word, he rushed at
Cuffy.

Cuffy was beginning, “My dear

- down

Arthur I but he had notime to con-
tinue. Dear Arthur was upon him
like a whirlwind.

“Yoop!" “Oh! Ow!

Help!” roared Cuffy.

“ Lovell!” shouted Jimmy.

Lovell did not heed remonstrances.
His fingers were scalded. He forgot
that Cuffy was a guest in the end
study. Cuffy’s head was in chancery,
and  Lovell was punching him
frantically. The yells of the hapless
Cuffy rang along the Fourth Form
passage,

“Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow-owwoooop !”’

“Stop him !” panted Raby.

“Leave him alone,” said Morning-
ton. “The born idiot wants it—he’s
asked for it—he’s begged for it—let
him have it!”

“Yarooop! Yooop! Help! Ow!”

“Lovell!” yelled Raby.

“Let me alone!” howled Lovell.
“I'm going to smash him! I'm going
to pulverise him! I'm going to
sriﬂlicato him! I'm  goin to
slaughter him! I'm going— €ggo,
you silly owls, I tell you!”

Lovell’s chums grasped him and
dragged him off Cuffy.

“Let go!” roared Lovell, strug-
gling. “I’ve not finished yot.”

Whooop !

“You have !” gasped Jimmy Silver.
“Stop it, you ass!”

“Hook it, Cuffy I” gasped Raby.

Lovell was in a staté of fury, and

“It’s quite impossible,” went on
the captain of the Modern Fourth.

“Quite !” said Tommy Cook.

““Arrah and so it is intirely,” said
Tommy Doyle; “and sure only a
born. gossoon’ would have thought of
such a thing, and by the same token
lI'_H kick Cuffy agin nixt time I see
him,”

“It can’t be did, and that's an
end,” said Tommy Dodd.

“That's an end,” agreed Cook.

“All very well to say that it’s an
end,” went on Tommy Dodd, rather
unreasonably. “But it happens that
old'Mr. Cuffy is a very' old friend of
my father’s, and I don’t want to dis-
please him if I can help it. He’s
been awfully good to me in one way
or another.. He's a bit of an ass, of
course, but he gave me a canoe last
summer.”

“Good man,” said Cook. “But
you can’t help it—and that’s that!”

“If it were only that ass Cuffy him-
self we could kick him out of gates
this ‘afternoon,” said Tommy Dodd
moodily. The discussion was taking
place in the recess after second lesson
on Wednesday morning. ““I like old
Cuffy, with all his funny ways, and
I .don’t mind kicking him hard at
times, trying to kick a little sense
into him. But I can’t kick his father,
I suppose.”

“Nunno !” agreed Cook.

Dodd.  “He’s lunching with the
Head, and after that he’s going to
roll ‘down to Little Side and see us
play the Classicals, How am I going
to tell him that Cuffy isn’t playing 7
I can’t explain to a man that his son
is such a born idiot that he ought
really to be put in a home for incur-
ables, can I7”

“Faith, and it wouldn’t be polite.”

“I can’t knock Cufty on the head,”
pursued  Tommy Dodd gloomily.
“He’s not likely to fall down and
break his leg, or anything of that
kind, just to please me. In fact, if
he fell down he ‘would break some-
body’s else’s leg, if he broke any-
thing. That’s Cuffy.”

Tommy Dodd looked very glum.

The other two Tommies exchanged
rather alarmed glances.

They could quite easily read their
captain’s inner thoughts, and they
knew that he was shrinking from
offending the old gentleman who was
coming to Rookwood School that
afternoon. That was all very well;
but ecricket was cricket, and the
Moderns wanted to beat the Classi-
cals. Cook and Doyle were loyal
chums, and they felt for Dodd in his
difficulty, but they were prepared to
lynch him if he threw away a House
match by playing a dud in the team.

“You can’t play him,” said Cook
curtly.

GUFFY Is cARELEss | Arthur Edward Lovell held out the teapot for Cuffy to fill. *‘ Yarooh !’
* _bellowed Lovell suddsnly. The stream of water from the kettl
teapot. It did not miss Arthur Edward’s fingers.

Crash!
some dozens of pieces.

The teapot went to the floor and smashed into

e missed the

even the three found it rather hard
to hold him in. Cutfy retreated to the
door in great astonishment and. dis-
may.

“My dear Arthur ” he gasped.

“Hook it, you ass!” shouted New-
come.

“Certainly, my dear fellow, but I
desire to ‘assure Arthur that it was
quite by accident—-"

“Get out!” yelled Jimmy.

“That. I scalded his fingers, and
that I regret exceedingly the anguish
I have inadvertently caused him—-

Lovell broke loose at that point,
and rushed at Cuffy again. Even
Clarence Cuffy realised that he had
better . go without expressing any
further regrets, and he scudded away
the corridor. - Lovell, un-
appeased, scudded in hot pursuit.

“Oh, my hat!” said Jimmy Silver.

It was ten minutes later that
Arthur Edward Lovell came back to
the study, . breathless. -~ He had 1
satisfied look, which seemed to indi-
cate  that he had overtaken the
fleeing Cuffy, and left him'for dead
somewhere between the School House
and Mr. Manders’ House.

The 3rd Chapter.
A Matter of Difficulty!

“Never !” snapped Tormmy Dodd.

“I should. jolly well think not!”
said  Tommy . Cook -and Tommy
Doyle together.

Apparently - the three Tommies of
the - Modern . Fourth were in full
agreement. . Certainly they expressed
the same. opinion, and they expressed
it emphatically.

But Tommy Dodd, with all his
emphasis, had a worried look. It
might almost have. been: opined that
he expressed himself -so forcibly in
order to.drive away-a lingering un-
certainty in his own mind.

“I have had a letter from him, and
he takes it for granted that Cuffy is
playing in the match this afternoon,
and tells me how pleased he is to seo
Clarence coming out in this way. He
says he is sure that it is due to my
kind- care of him.”

* Dear old gent I” murmured Doyle.

“It's beastly awkward,” went on
Tommy Dodd, in deep worry and dis-
tress.. “Old Mr. Cuffy is an ass, of
conrse, ‘and: knows as much about
cricket  as the man in the moon.
He’s really backed up Cuffy in keep-
ing out: of games, thinking the dear
chap is delicate. He’s about as deli-
cate -as a cart-horse, I think. Now
he seems no end bucked at the idea
of Cuffy playing for his House. He
thinks I've taken the ass in hand, and
trained the chump, and taught the
fathead, and made a cricketer of the
burbling idiot, and he thanks me in
a-very nice way for what I’ve done—
I mean for what I haven’t done and
couldn’t do. . It’s all that fathead
Cuffy, of course; he took it for
granted that T should play him if he
asked me, and told his father he was
playing.”

“Let’s kick him again,” said Doyle.

Tommy Dodd grunted impatiently.
There was solace, in a way, in kick-
ing Clarence Cuffy; also, it was for
Cuffy’s good.” But the present press-
ing problem could not be solved by
the exercise of boot-leather on the
person of Cuffy.

“The born burbler!” went on
Tommy *Dodd. “He's hurt bhecause
I can’t put him in the team. He says
that if T wanted to play noughts and
crosses with him, any time, even :if
it was inconvenient, he would agroe
at. once:”’

“Ha, ha,
Doyle.

“And old Mr. Cuffy will be here
this . afterndon!” - growled Tommy

ha!” roared- Cook -and

“What am I to say to Mr. Cuffy ?”

“Blessed if T know! Tell him that
cricket is too rough a game for dear
Clarence, and that he’s likely to get
damaged in tackling the oalkeeper,”
suggested Cook sarcasticzﬁly.

*“Oh, don’t be an ass! 1 must tell
him something.”

“Tell him we’re keeping Cuffy in
reserve for a great” hop-scotch
match,” went on Cook, still sarcastic.

“Fathead! Of course I can’t play
him, but ?

“My dear Thomas!”

Clarence Cuffy ambled up, and
joined the three Tommies with a
cheery smile.  Three separate and
distinct glares were fixed on the happy
Clarence.

“I trust, my dear Thomas, that
you have now reconsidered your some-
what disconcerting determination,”
said Cuffy.

“Hark at him!” groaned Tommy
Dodd. “A fellow who talks like that
thinks he can play cricket 1

“My dear Thomas, I do not claim
to.be so expert at cricket as at
noughts and crosses,” said Cuffy
gently. “At the latter game I think
I may say, without unbecoming
boastfulness, that I can hold my own.
In the cricket-match I can only say
that T will do my best. No fellow
can do more. Does it not occur to
you, my -dear Thomas, that you are
attaching an undue importance to
what is, after all, merely a somewhat
frivolous form of open-air exercise ?”

Tommy Dodd did not answer that
question. Silently he took Clarence
Cufty. by the collar, and banged his
head against.the wall.

Then he walked away, leaving
Cuffy rubbing his head, and blinking
after him sorrowfully.

“He, he, he!”

Tubby Muffin

2.

of the Classical

Fourth had been a witness of that
incident, and it seemed to entertain
Tubby.

Cuffy glanced at him.

“My dear Muffin,” he said mildly,
“there is no occasion for laughter.
My inconsiderate relative has actually
hurt my head by bringing it in sudden
and violent contact with the wall.
Ow!”

“What do you let him bang your
silly head for?” asked Tubby.

“I trust, my dear Muffin, that
Thomas’ conscience will reproach
him, and cause him to regret his
hasty and thoughtless action.”

“He, he, he!_Tll give you another
bang,” grinned Tubby.

“What? Oh!”

Tubby Muffin grasped Cuffy’s collar
as Tommy Dodd had done, and again
Cuffy’s innocent head smote the wall.
Cuffy roared, and Tubby Muffin
chortled. It was seldom that the fat
little Tubby was able to “rag any-
body; he was generally rather the
raggee than the ragger, so to speak.
But the harmless and inoffensive
Cuffy seemed quite a’ safe victim.

“My dear Muffin!” gasped Cuffy
in pained surprise.

“He, he, he!” chortled Tubby.

Bang !

For the third time Cuffy’s head
knocked on the wall, and Tubby
roared with laughter. This was quite
entertaining.

“Oh dear!” gasped Cuffy. “My
dear Muflin, I can excuse the hasty
and inconsiderate action of my dear
relative Thomas, as he seems to be
in a state of annoyance for some
reason unknown to me. But it
appears to me, Muffin, that your con-
duct is founded upon a foolish and
far from kind-hearted desire to cause
physical suffering, and I feel that it
1s my duty to check you.”

“He, ) hay . The-< Yarooooop !”
roared Tubby Muffin, as Clarence
smote him unexpectedly on his fat
little nose.

Bump !

Tubby Muffin sat down,

“I am sorry, my dear Muffin,” said
Clarence gently, “but in the circam-
stances I feel bound to check this
reprehensible propensity on your
part. I shall now kick you—->"

“Yooop !”’

“And I trust, my dear Muffin—**

“Yow-ow-ow !”

Tubby Muffin fled without waiting
for any more.

The 4th Chapter.

Tommy Dodd Takes the Plunge.

“That's the jolly old merchant|”
murmured Arthur Edward Lovell,

Several fellows glanced round at
Mr. Cuffy.

He was quite a nice-looking old
gentleman. He had a round, ruddy,
plump face, and white hair and whis-
kers, and gold-rimmed glasses, and an
expression of unbounded benevolence.
He looked the kind of man that any
fellow would have been glad to have
for an uncle at Christmas or on a
birthday. He had a tipping look—an
unmistakably tipping look, Not per-
haps the kind of relative that a fellow
would be proud to show round Rook-
wood ; nevertheless, a very nice and
useful relative, particularly useful in
times of financial scarcity.

“That’s Cuffy’s father,” remarked
llllornington. “Looks as if he might
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“Nice old gent,” said Jimmy Silver.
“I'm glad he’s not going to ask me
to play Cuffy. I really shouldn’t like
to say no to a dear old merchant like
that.”

Mr. Cuffy glanced towards the
juniors, and they capped him respect-
fully. His kind eyes beamed at them
benevolently over his gold-rimmed
glasses. The juniors were in flannels,
and heading for Little Side, and Mr.
Cuffy seemed to be bound in the same

direction. Tommy® Dodd was not to
be seen.

“Mr. Cuffy, I think, sir?” said
Mornington.

“Just so,” said Mr. Cuffy. “You
are friends of my dear son, I sup-

pose ?”
“Oh, yes! We all know Cuffy,
sir,” said Mornington. “A very

popular fellow in the school, sir.”

Mr. Cuffy beamed.

“I am truly glad to hear you say
so!” he exclaimed. “Of course, I am
sure that dear Clarence would be liked
everywhere. T am sure that few boys
have such kind and gentle manners.”

“None at all at Rookwood, sir,”
said Morny. “Cuffy is the only one of
his kind here.”

“Dear me!” said Mr. Cuffy.

Jimmy Silver gave the dandy of
the Fourth a warning glance. It was
fairly obvious that Cuffy’s innocence

(Continued overleaf.)

Don’t miss ‘“ Shown Up!’’ next Monday’s stunning story of the chums of Rookwood School. You’re bound to like it!
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“Dodd, you ass——" “And by the same token we're | Thomas. I am only fifteen,” said
“(Cheese it !”’ growled Tommy. settled, too!” growled Tommy | Cuffy, in surprise, “and you, |
“You're not playing that | Doyle. think, are only a month or two
dummy ?” Tommy Dodd drew a deep breath. | older.” HEK
“Yes.” “1f we lose this match, I shall “The score is sixty runs, you crass
“ Arrah, and it's ‘mad ye are!” | resign the ceptaincy!” he said | ass,” said Tommy Dodd, breathing
howled Tommy Doyle. “You want | curtly. “Now pile in and don’t let's | hard. *“That's the score, fathead!”

was inherited

from his father; the
old gentleman was as innocent and

unsuspicious as his hopeful son.
Jimmy Silver had a strong objection
to the old gentleman’s leg being
pulled. But Mornington’s views on
any subject seldom coineided with
Jimmy Silver’s.

“We’re expectin’ great things of
Cuffy this afternoon, sir,” went on
Mornington. “He's comin’ out in
the cricket. Of course, you've been a
cricketer, sir?”

“] am afraid that in my youth I
somewhat neglected such games,”
said Mr. Cuffy. * Neither do I wish
Clarence to bestow an undue portion
of his time on mere games. Never-
theless, I am glad to see him figure
occasionally in such pursuits—time
must not ge wholly given to study.
Mens sana in corpore sano, what,
what 7

“That’s it, sir,” said Mornington
gravely. “But Cuffy has a natural
gift for games. He’s the Rookwood
champion at hopscotch.”

“Ts.he really ?” asked Mr, Cuffy,
looking very' pleased.

“And he has very few equals at
noughts and crosses,” went on
Mornington.

“Dear me!”

“ At blind man’s buff there are few
in the Sixth who are anywhere near
his form,” added Mornington.

Lovell seemed to be suffocating, and
Raby and Newcome turned their
faces away. Jimmy Silver kept his
countenance as serious as he could.

“PBut you should see him at foot-
ball,” went on Mornington. “You
](HOYV the game thoroughly, of course,
sir 27

“No; I cannot say that I know the
game at all well,” said Mr. Cuffy.

“Then Cuffy’s play would be an
eye-opener to you, sir—an education
in itself,” said Mornington. “‘Last
football match he played in he potted
the ‘red the minute the pisto{) was
fired.”

“ Bless my soul !”” said Mr, Cuffy.

Lovell made a gurgling sound.

“You should have seen him bowl-
ing the goalkeeper,” went on Morny,
with deep gravity. ‘‘After giving a
miss in baulk, he trumped the ace
and——>

‘e Eh ?’,

“And cannoned off the cushion,”
said Mornington. *“That did it, of
course. There was nothing left for
the other side to do but to draw
stumps and walk their chalks.”

“Shurrup, you ass!” breathed
Jimmy Silver.

Mr. Cuffy looked a little bewildered
by that description of a football
match, as well he niight.

“Here's Dodd!” gasped Jimmy
Silver.

Tommy Dodd came up. Jimmy
Silver & Co. walked on, and left Mr.
Cuffy to him.

Tommy was looking, and feeling,
extremely uncomfortable.

“Well, where is Clarence?” asked
Mr. Cuffy cheerily. “Changing for
thﬁ m,at(:I.w’——what, what ?”

“1 suppose it is nearly time for the
kick-off ?”” said Mr. Cuffy, glancing at
his watch.

“The kick-off !”” murmured Tommy
Dodd. My, Cuffy was apparently as
well “up” in games as his son
Clarence.

“VYes, yes. I am quite anxious to
see Clarence playing for his School,”
said Mr. Cufty,

“The House!”  gasped Tommy
Dodd. “It's a House match.”

“Of course,” said Mr. Cuffy, beam-
ing. “I trust that Clarence is in
great form, Thomas. I have just
heard from that very nice boy about
his skill at football.”

“Have you?” gasped Tommy,

“Yes. There seems to be much
more in that game than there was
when I was a boy. I could scarcely

(Continued from previous page.)

follow some of the expressions the lad
used. The game has developed—
what, what? 1 hope that Clarence
will show equal form at cricket. In-
deed, T should not have come to Rook-
wood to-day, but for the anticipated
pleasure of seeing him play. Much
credit is due to you, Thomas.”

““ ()l‘ !’7

“I know that you have done every-
thing you can for Clarence,” said Mr.
Cuffy, beaming, ‘I am sure he owes
it all to yon, Thomas. I am very
grateful.”

“Hm! I—7"

“But I am delaying you,” said
Mr. Cuffy cheerily. “Don’t let me
delay you, Thomas.”

“I"“I‘——_‘”

“TIs Clarence on the field ?”?

“Nunno. He—he

“Go and call him, Thomas; he
must not keep the game waiting,”
said Mr. Cuffy. ‘ Procrastination is
the thief of time. Clarence must nof
procrastinate.”

to make the Classicals a present of a
wicket !”

“We'll sack you!” hissed Cook.
“We'll boot you out of the cap-
taincy, ,Dodd! We'll—we’ll lynch
you-—-"

“Kick the dummy off the field!”
said Towle.

“Good egg!”

Tommy Dodd’s eyes gleamed. He
had yielded under stress of circum-
stances, and the stress of circum-
stances had not improved his temper.

“Shut up, the lot of you!” he
growled. “If you're not satisfied, T'll
resign after the match. At present
I'm captain, and you can jolly well
shut up, see?”

“We'll jolly well make you
resign !” howled Towle.

“My dear friends ? murmured
Clarence Cuffy, quite (’i,istressed.

“My dear, dear fellows——

“Oh, you dry up!” grunted Tommy
Dodd.

“Dear Thomas—""

“What larks!” grinned Lovell to
the Classical ericketers. ‘‘Old Doddy
must be getting soft! He's actually
playing that born idiot. I fancy
they’ll scalp him for this!”

“Serve him right if they do, I
think,” said Putty of the Fourth,
“It will be a walk-over for us.”

BOYS FRIEND FAVOURITES!'!

Teddy Grace, better known in the

Fourth Form at Rookwood as
“Putty,” is undoubtedly the most
care-free boy in the school. With

Reginald Muffin, Alfred Higgs, and
Jones minor he shares Study No. 2 in
the Classical Fourth Form passage,
and it is on account of his amazing
propensity for practical jokes that he
is best known to readers of the Boys’
FRIEND.

Of course, Putty Grace's great
sense of humour ‘has time and again
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“B-b-b-but—-"

“ Hurry him up, my dear boy.”

Mr. Cuffy waved a plump hand to
Tommy Dodd, and trotted on towards
the ericket-ground. Tommy Dodd
stood and stared after him.

He was in the lowest of spirits.

e had intended to tell Mr. Cuffy
that it was all a mistake, and that
Jlarence was not figuring that day in
the Modern junior team. But he
hadn’t told him.

Tommy Dodd realised that he
hadn’t the heart to tell him. He
simply couldn’t disappoint that
chubby old gentleman, who never
would have understood.

But to play Cuffy——

Tommy Dodd shuddered
thought.

All along he had felt that it would
come to this, that when the ecrisis
came his courage would fail him.
And it had failed.

Tommy Dodd drove his hands deep
into his pockets, and strode away
towards Mr. Manders’ House.

He was going to play Cuffy!

The die was cast!

at the

The 5th Chapter.
Cuffy, the Cricketer.

Jimmy Silver & Co. blinked as
Clarence Cuffy of the Modern Fourth
came on Little Side in spotless white,
with a bat under his arm.

The Modern cricketers did more
than blink. They positively glared.

Cook rushed up to Tommy Dodd
and caught him by the arm.

Putity Grace of

Rookwood School.

e

landed him in hot, water, but hardly
ever have his boisterous spirits been
damped. KEven after the most severe
punishment he comes up smiling. And
Putty does not always reserve his
japes for his schoolfellows. He has
even been known to make his own
uncle a victiin of his jests!

Still, in spite of his cheery ways,
Putty, who is fifteen years and four
months of age, is without doubt a
splendid fellow, and hardly ever is he
to be seen about Rookwood without
an expansive grin upon his cheery
countenance. He positively bubbles
over with mischief, and as can be
easily guessed, he is never more
happy than when he ig indulging in
some rag or other. And, much to
Putty’s satisfaction, he has heaps of
chances to indulge in this harmless
amusement, for hardly a day goes by
at Rookwood without Classicals and
Moderns coming into conflict with
each other.

Apart from practical joking, Putty
holds his own in the Iform-room at
Rookwood, and he is well up in most
subjects set down for the Fourth.

“Well, they won't let him bowl!, of
course,” said Jimmy, “and they won’t
let hiin get in the way in the field.
It's like playing a man short, or
losing a wicket for a duck's egg.
Dodd must be an ass to risk it. But,
after all, we were going to beat them,
anyhow !

‘“Hear, hear!” said the Classicals.
They were all agreed on that, at
least.

My, Cuffy was accommodated with
a comfortable chair before the
pavilion, whence he could watch all
the wonderful performances of his
hopeful son. He was too deeply
interested in Clarence to note the
deep gloom in the face of Tommy
Dodd, or the intense irritation of
the rest of the Modern team.

Tommy Dodd won the toss and
elected to bat. He told his men
tersely and almost savagely that he
expected them to play up and beat
the Classic side.

“We're carrying a passenger,”
said Tommy Dodd. “That’s all the
more veason why we should play
up our hardest.”

“What are we carrying a thump-
ing passenger for?” snorted Towle.

“You've left out young Lacy to
make room for Cuffy,” said Tommy

Cook. “Cell that cricket?”
“Y asked Lacy,” s2id Dodd,
colouring. “He agreed B

“Do you think that Cuffy is any-
thing like his form? He’s not mnch
of a cricketer, but isn't he worth a
bagful of Cuffies?”

“Yes, ass! But it's scttled now!”

have any more jaw. I'm fed-up.”

And the Modern innings started
with Cook and Doyle at the wickets.

Tommy Cook and Tommy Doyle did
their best, and their best was very
good. They were exasperated with
their chum, but they wanted to win;
and with Cuffy on their backs, so to
speak, no effort could be spared to
pull the game out of the fire. And
they did not want their chum to
carry out his threat of resigning.
With all his faults they loved him
still, us it were.

The Classicals went into the field,
and Jimmy Silver bowled the first
over. But the wickets stood through
it, and there were runs. Morning-
ton bagged Cook’s wicket in the
second over, and Conroy put Doyle
to the rout soon afterwards. Towle
was caught in the field by Putty.

Then Tommy Dodd, with a grim
brow, came in to bat. It was a
single innings game, and so all de-
pended on the innings. , Tommy
Dodd, fortunately, was in great
form, and he was nerved to do his
very best, by the knowledge of the
great handicap he had brought on
his team by playing Cuffy.

Heo gave the Classical field plenty
of leather-hunting, with Wadsley at
the other end. The Modern fellows

Pt At P N P i P AN

Although good at most games,
Putty does not command a regular
place in his Form’s cricket and foot-
ball elevens. When, however, substi-
tutes have been required in both the
cricket and football sides, Putty has
been called in to fill the breach, and
on such occasions he has never been
known to let his Form down. It is
perhaps at swimming that Grace does
best of all, and he is the proud
possessor of several handsome prizes
which prove his prowess in the water.

Among most of the boys at Rook-
wood Putty Grace is very popular,
Certain it is that Jimmy Silver has a
great regard for him, for whenever
the captain of the Fourth is contemp-
plating a rag on the Moderns he
almost always eonsults Putty on how
the campaign should best be rum.

Teddy Grace got his nickname
when he first came to Rookwoad-—the
fellows called him “Putty ” because
he was so “soft.” After a short ex-
perience of Teddy. however, the
Rookwooders revised their opinion of
him considerably ; they found he was
anything but “soft ! But the nick-
name stuck, and Grace is known as
Putty to this day.

Teddy Grace is a sterling fellow at
heart, and in spite of his propensity
for practical jokes, he has always
done his part towards upholding the
great traditions of his school.

(Z’ommy Dodd is the Boys’ FRIEXD
Favourite for next Monday. Look
out for itl)

gathered round the field
brighter as the runs piled up. Bats-
man after batsman came and went,
and Tommy Dodd was still going
strong.

“Bedad, and he's a broth of a boy,
though a silly owl to play that
dummy Cuffy!” said Tommy Doyle.

“Last man in!”

“That ass, Cuffy!”

Cuffy was last on the list. He
picked up his bat with a cheery
smile, and received an encouraging
word from Mr. Cuffy as he left the
pavilion.

“Play up, Clarence, my boy!”

“Yes, my dear father,” said Cuffy.
“T shall certainly do my very best,
and I hope to score a considerable
number of runs. It will be a great
pleasure to me to show you my
quality as a cricketer, especially as
I have devoted no great amount of
time to the study of the game.”

“Are  you going 1in,  Cuffy?”
bawled Tommy Cook.

looked

“(ertainly, my dear Cook, 1 was
merely pausing to address a few
words to my father in vregard
to—"

“Get a move on, ass!”

Tommy Cook made a hostile

advance upon Cuffy, and that youth
hopped into the field and went to
his wicket. He passed Tommy Dodd
on the way, and Tommy signed fo
him.
“Cuffy, old man—"’
“Yes, my dear Thomas.”

1)

“We're sixty!” said Tommy Dodd.
“T do not quite understand you,

“Far be it from me to contradict
you, Thomas, on matters of arith-
metical enumeration, with which I
dare say you are quite well
acquainted,” said Cuffy meekly.
“But I should have supposed that
a score was twenty runs. In other
matters, not appertaining to cricket,
a score certainly is twenty. But
?crhaps in cricket the enumeration
ollows some different pringciple.”

“Oh crumbs!” groaned Tommy
Dodd. *“Shut up and listen, ass!
We've taken sixty runs, and I want
to make some more. Keep your
wicket up, and don’t play the goat.
Don’t try to make runs—you can’t!
Keep your wicket up while I make
the runs. See?”

“I thought that taking runs wus
an inseparable part of the game,

homas, but I will carry out your
instructions !”

“Go it, then!”

Clarence Cuffy trotted to his
wicket. Tommy Dodd, who had the
bowling, nourished a faint hope.
Even an ass like Cuffy ought to be
able to keep his wicket up for a
few overs, while Tommy did some
more of his briliant scoring. If
Cuffy stone-walled steadily and
patiently, that was all that was
wanted.

The ball came down from. Morn-
ington, and Tommy drove it
through the slips, Then he ran.

Cuffy didn’t.

Dear Thomas had told him not to
take runs; and Cuffy stood like a
statue at his wicket. He regarded
Tommy Dodd, as that youth come
racing up the pitch, with a’ calm
and interested eye. There was a
roar round the field.

“Run, you ass!”

“You potty piffler, why don’t you
shift 7”

“ (et a move on, Cuffy

But Cuffy did not get a move on.
He had been told not to take runs,
and he wasn’t taking any. He stood
immovable. Tommy Dodd was
within a few yards of him, red with
fury. But Tommy realised that he
would never make Cuffy understand
in time, and he whirled round and
raced back to his wicket.

Crash ! '

His bat was a yard off the crease
when the ball came in. The!lwicket
went to pieces, and there was a
groan from the Moderns. Tommy
Dodd stared at his wrecked wicket,
and 'then he looked round at Cuffy.
But he did not speak. It was useless
to speak. There were no words in
any dictionary, in any language,
that could have domne justice to the
feelings of Thomas Dodd. °*
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The 6th Chapter.
Caught Cuffy!

“Sixty to beat,” “said Arthut
Edward Lovell. “We could do it

on our heads!”

Arthur Edward Lovell went in
with Mornington to open the Classi-
cal innings. Tommy Dodd led his
merry men into the field, Tommy
Dodd’'s face, as a rule, was' merry

and lright on the playing-fields.
Now it was neither merry nor
bright: it was thunderous. By this

time Tommy had deeply repented
him that he had allowed good-nature
and a kind consideration for an
elderly gentleman to induce him to
put the impossible Cuffy in the
team. Repentance came too late, of
course—the harm was done. Jven
the prospect of giving Cuffy a study
licking after the match was only a
slight consolation. ¢

“Where do I field, my dear
Thomas ?” asked Cuffy mildly, as
the Modern skipper placed his men.

“ Anywhere you like, so long as
vou keep out of the way!” growled
Tommy Dodd.

“But, my dear Thomas

“ Hook it!” howled Tommy Dodd
so ferociously that Clarence Cuffy
hooked it without another syllable.

His face was a little saddened as
he faded away. His belief had
always been that ericket, as a game,
was much inferior to noughts and
crosses. Now he could not help see-
ing that it had an effect on the
temper, which noughis and ecrosses
never bhad. His dear  relative,
Thomas, was quite cross, although
Cuffy had done his very, very best
to carry out all dear Thomas’
instructions.

It was very sad, and it made Cuffy
sigh. He felt that he had much,

(Continued on page T68.)

Read ¢ The Iron Hand at Greyfriars ! >’ the long complete school story of Harry Wharton & Ca. in the ‘ Magnet ”’ Library. Out To-day!
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OUR FAMOUS PAPER.

As we sweep onwards into the jolly
summer with all its fine uplift and
good cheer the old paper will be
found dealing in its usual happy style
with all the sporting interests of the
season. I shall have more to say on
that special subject directly. The
Boys’ FriExp has always right
throughout its long career been con-
spicuous for its up-to-dateness, and
now that the summer has come along
at last there will. be no falling away
from the great standard. Cricket is
to the fore, and our new cricket yarns
will be It! There is a venerable tag
in “Richard the Third,” a little
dramatic piece from the_ pen of
Shakespeare, about the winter of our
discontent. But hands off the winter.
It is the footer season. We have had
a good large wintry innings this time,
but it is all in the game. And now
it is summer. Good luck to it! With
the sunshine spell the old “Green
Un* is right on the sun-spot, as it
were.

FUTURE EVENTS,
e a3 e

Coming treats call for mention.
Very shortly we shall have the rare
pleasure of welcoming back the Duke
and the Hon. Rollo Dayton. They
are as glad visitors as the flowers in
May, though the Duke is a hard nut
to crack, and gets more of a poser as
the -months fly by. But Walter
Edwadrds has excelled himself in his
new series. I have been at pains to
get this splendid feature, and the
popular author who writes so in-
cisively and well will get more laurels
for his noble brow.

ANOTHER BIG EVENT.

You have all heard of A. S. Hardy.
Who “has not? Not to know this
great sporting writer is to argue one-
self unknown, which would never do.
I have the best and breeziest cricket
serial ever penned coming almost im-
mediately, and I shall be much sur-
prised for one if the new yarn does
not send Mr. Hardy’s world-wide
reputafion as a sporting fictionist up
pegs higher.

‘“ DON DARREL’'S DERBY !

By Victor Nelson,

This magnificent tale of the classic
race on Epsom Downs will appear in
next Monday’s issue of the Boys’
FrieND. Mr. Victor Nelson has
written a gripping story, and the
action runs along on daringly novel
lines. It presents a Turf mystery of
a most exciting kind. What’s good,
in addition. is the pleasing fact that
we get the dashing spirit of the
monster racing carnival down in
Surrey to which all the world and his

There is the fun of the

wife go.
fair, and the matchless jollity of the
whole invigorating scene.

““SHOWN UP!”

By Owen Conquest

This is our Rookwood yarn for the
next number. It is prime. Carthew
gets away with it, but he does not
get far. The whole point in these
matters is, of course, what you get
away with. The business is not
always pleasant. In that it bears a
close. resemblance to life. We all
have to put up with best mixed, and
when things go awry we grin and
bear it. But what is to be hoped for
from Carthew? Some say he is not
nice to know, but he may improve.
There is room. You will be tickled
by his strange experience at the hands
of Jimmy Silver & Co., who are up
to snuff at all seasons.

“GAN WAGA’S ORDEAL!”

By Sidney Drew.

I scarcely like to refer to the as-
tounding adventure of the fat Eskimo
as related next week by Sidney Drew.
It is all a bit too personal, if you
take me. Gan Waga is plump, and
he is roped in by a cunning little com-
pany of cannibals. For all details see
the Boys’ FRIEND out on Monday
morning. Be bright and early after
your copy as there is bound to be a
boom rush.

BARLIE PORTUGUES.

My. Stuart Martin writes the pithy
life story of this celebrated pirate in
our next number, and it is particu-
larly worth reading.

OUR SERIALS.
rerr e mr—

These two trenchant stories are

buzzing along in their accustomed
style. The new instalments of “The
Winning Streak,” and “ The Cruise of
the Cormorant” are, in {fact,
superb.

N.B.

Just a word about a very common
failing. I am not sure, all the same,
that being sensitive is a failing,
though lots of people dub it so. You
see, 1t comes to this—the sensitive
fellow is more highly organised, more
complicated in his thinking arrange-
ments. All that means a disposition
to  touchiness. He sees all round a
subject quicker than others, and he
gets amazingly self-conscious. To the
chum who writes me a long secreed,
bewailing his fate in that he is sensi-
tive and feels troubled, I would only
say Cheer up. It will come all right
in the wash. He is living his life,
and all he has to do is to carry on,
and push in some thought for others

as he goes tramping on 'his way
through the world.

A REAL COMPLIMENT.

All those fellows who have had the
good fortune to visit the great
Exhibition at Wembley and to see
the representatives from all the
countries living under the British
Flag, must have been struck by the
general cheeriness of the visitors from
overseas. People who know what the
3ritish Empire stands for understand
why this is so. For the old Flag
takes fiot only freedom and fair play
along with it wherever it flies, but
it represents also the easy-to-get-on-
with character of the typical English-
man.  You listen to a Britisher back
from some distant land. He says they
are all fine fellows where he has been.
Daniel Defoe, the gentleman who
wrote “Robinson Crusoe,” hit this
peculiarity off brilliantly when he said
that “the Englishman was akin to all
the universe.” He can settle down
anywhere, and feel at home. And
that’s the secret.

AN AUSTRALIAN CHUM.

Jack Murphy, Verama, 12, Nesbitt
Street, North Sydney, N.S.W.,
Australia, sends me a long and cheery
letter about how the world is wagging
down his way, and he winds up by
saying that he would like to hear
from a chum somewhere in-England.
Perhaps some keen reader this side
will drop this correspondent a'line.

RUMOURS.

It is rumoured that Tubby Muffin
has a particularly bright new stunt
for a summer holiday., I give this
report for what it is worth. By the
way, everybody speaks of rumour as
idle. This is not the case. Rumour
is one of the busiest and briskest
things out. En passant, it is under-
stood that the Duke claims first prize
for slimness, and that Gan Waga has
withdrawn his entry in this class.
Nobody can feel surprised at this step,
the girth of the worthy old Eskimo
being what it is. It is also rumoured
that the summer programme of the
Boys’ FRIEND is something gigantic.
But, as one with inside information,
I may say this report is substantially
correct—only a bit more so!

Your Editor.

STARS OF THE CIRCUS

Don't miss this superb NEW
story which is in this week’s
Bumper issue of the World’s
Favourite Adventure Weekly

CHAMPION,

Buy a copy TO-DAY,

Sl

!
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CUFFY’S

(Continued from page 756.) ¢

CATCH!
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much better not play in any more
cricket matches. On that point, at
least, his dear relative was in full
agreement with him.

The Classical innings opened well.
But there were good bowlers on the
Modern side, and the field was very
good—with one exception. Cuffy was
favoured. with as much attention as
the Classicals could give him. DBut
a catch from Towle in the slips put
Arthur Edward Lovell out of action,
and later on Tommy Dodd cleaned
bowled Mornington, and after him,
Erroll, and after him, Raby, in a
single over, amid loud and ringing
cheers from the Modern spectators.

Matters were looking up for the
Modern side, and Tommy Dodd
allowed himself to hope, and no
longer yearned to kick Clarence
Cuffy.

When the Classicals were seven
down for thirty runs the spirits of the
Moderns rose high. - From several
guarters of the field ironical Classi-
cals called out to Tommy. Dodd to
put on Cuffy—to let Cuffy bowl. But
Tommy was not likely to act on that
advice. In spite of the handicap: of
Cuffy the Moderns were pulling
ahead—till Jimmy Silver came {o the
wickets.

Then  the runs piled up again,
Jimmy adding twenty-four of his own
before he was bowled by Cook.
Tommy Dodd’s spirits, which had
risen high, were reduced almost to
zepo again, and again he began to
think of kicking Cuffy.

“Last man in!” came the word at
last.

Oswald was at the wickets, and
Newcome came in to join him. New-
come had the bowling, and he was a
good and reliable bat. The Classical
score was at fifty-eizht, and in the
opinion of the Classicals, all was over
bar shouting.

Tommy Dodd went on to bowl,
with a grim expression on his face.
He sent down a careful ball, which
Newcome snicked away for a single.
The batsmen ran and made good
before the ball came in, and the
Classical fellows gave a cheer.

“One to tie, two to win!” Arthur
Edward Lovell remarked to Jimmy
Silver. “Oswald is good for a dozen.
He’s got the batting now.”

Jimmy nodded.

The ball was fielded and tossed back
to Tommy Dodd. Tommy sent it
down, but Oswald dealt with it
easily enough. The ball rose from
the willow and sailed away, and the
white figures of the batsmen ran.

“Done !” grunted Tommy Doyle.

All eyes followed the flight of the
ball. Then there was a yell.

“Cuffy !”

“Cuffy !” babbled Tommy Dodd.

It was amazing ! It was incredible !
During the innings Clarence Cuffy
had grabbed after the ball several
times, and had been shoved out of the
way in the most unceremonious
manner by the nearest fieldsman.
Now he grabbed at it again. True,
it was not a difficult catch—-for any
fellow but Cuffy—and the flight of
the ball had given even Cuffy a
chance. He grabbed at it—and he
held it! He did not even let it slip
through his fingers as if his fingers

were buttered. He held it—in his
hand! He held it high and hard !

*“Caught !”

“Caught Cuffy!”

*“Oh, great Scott !”

“Caught!” yelled Tommy Dodd,
“Caught Cuffy! Oh, my hat! Oh,
my only Aunt Sempronia! Oh!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Bravo!” yelled Jimmy Silver.
“Ha, ha, ha! Bravo!”

Oswald almost fell down as he saw
what had happened. The Modern
crowd yelled with merriment and
relief. Cuffy’s comrades surrounded
him, laughing and cheering. Cufly
blinked at them in amazement.

“Have I done right, my dea~
Thomas ?” he asked.

“Ha, ha! Yes, right as rain.
gurgled - Tommy Dodd. “What or
earth made you catch it, Cuffy?”

“Ha, ha; ha!”

“What a giddy miracle!” gasped
Tommy Cook, thumping Clarence on
the back. “Oh, my hat!”

“Ow !” spluttered Clarence,

“Cuffy’s won the match!” gasped
Tommy Doyle. “But if ye iver play
him again, Tommy Dodd, we'll scalp
yez!?

“Play him again !” grinned Tommy
Dodd. “No fear! Miracles don't
happen twice in the same place !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Clarence Cuffy was marched off
the field in the midst of a hilarious
crowd of Moderns, back to where Mr.
Cuffy was sitting. Mr. Cuffy beame:
on Clarence and his comrades.

“Cuffy’s won the game for us, sir!”
grinned Tommy Dodd. “No end of
a catch, sir!”

“I am truly glad and delighted,”
said Mr. Cuffy. “I was sure thad
he would cover himself with credit.
I congratulate you, Clarence.”

Everybody congratulated Clarence.
And there was no doubt that Clar-
ence was a fellow to be congratulated
—he had had a narrow escape. For
had the game heen lost there was
no doubt that Clarence’s lifs would
scarcely have been safe on the Modern
side at Rookwood afterwards.

“My dear Thomas,” said Clarence
Cuffy a few days later, “I have been
considering very seriously whether to
become a regular member of your
cleven for the season.”

“Oh, have you.!” stuttered Tommy
Dodd.

“Yes, my dear Thomas. I have
given the matter deen reflection, and
have decided to stick to the quiet and
sedate game of——" ;

“Noughts and ecrosses!”
Tommy Dodd.

“Precisely, my dear Thomas.”

Tommy Dodd laid a kind hand on
Cuffy’s shoulder.

“SBtick to ’em, old chap!” he said.
“We'll worry along, somehow, with
the cricket on our own. Stick to
noughts and crosses, old man.”

And Cuffy did.

THE END.

(Donw’t miss veading ** Shown Up!*
—next Monday’s grand story of the
hoys of Roolwood School. Order
your Boys' FRIEND in adeance and
thus make ecertain oy obtaining it!)
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