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CUFFY’S GREAT CHANCEH!

‘Clarence Cuffy, the biggest duffer at Rookwood, to play footer for his House team !

ghis extracrdinary situation come about ?

THE Flﬂg;l' CHAPTER.

s Brag !
6 W ’VE done it !

I Thus Tommy Dodd.

Tommy Dodd came into his

study in Mr. Manders’ House at

Rookwood with a lugubrious face, and

made that announcement in a lugubrious
voice.

Lugubriousness, indeed, was written
all over Tommy Dodd of the Modern
Fourth.

Tividently something had happened.

Tommy Cook and Tommy Doyle re-
garded him inquiringly.

“ You’ve done it?” inquired Cook.

(13 S.TQS.” .

“What may
asked Doyle.

‘i’ happen to be?”

“I’ve fairly put my foot in it!” said

Tommy Dodd. = “It really wasn’t my
fault. That ass Lovell was bragging
about footer——

“But what have you done?” inquired
the other two Tommies, together.

“I—I said—-"

Tommy Dodd paused. He seemed
reluctant to state what he had said in
the heat of a foothall argument with
Classical fellows.

“ Well, what did you say?” demanded .

Doyle.

“I—T said we'd beat the Classical
Fourth at football—?

“So we will intirely.”

“With Cuffy in goal,” said Tommy
Dodd.

“What?

“Phwat 2

Cook and Doyle stared at Tommy
Dodd, and he blinked at them dismally.
That reckless offer he had made in the
heat of the argument. When the heat
of argument had passed, and Tommy
Dodd considered the matter coolly, he
realised what he had done. Un-
doubtedly he had put his foot in it. He
had “done it > with a vengeance.

“Cuffy I” repeated Doyle.

“Clarence Cuffy!” babbled Cook.
“That dummy: 2 X

“That ass !” said Doyle.

““That frabjous chump ! said Cook.

“That blinking, burbling bander-
snatch! Why, he doesn’t know a goal-
keeper from a goalpost !

“He doesn’t know a football from a
faney-dress ball!”

“That howling duffer!”

“It'c asking for a licking,”
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said

Tommy Cook, more calmly. *“Putting
swank aside, the Classicals are quite up
to our weight at footer. Every House
match is touch and go. They've got
more men to select from than we have,
being a bigger House. That’s an
advantage, and it’s no good making out
that they don’t win more matches than
they lose, because anybody can read it
up in the records. And now you think
of tackling them with a passenger in
the team——>

“In goal, too!” said Tommy Doyle.
“Might ¢s well leave the chicken-run
empty. Better, in fact, than putting
Clarence Cuffy in it.”

Tommy Dodd nodded.

“We're for it,” he said. “I’ve got
to keep my word. We can’t let those
classical asses make out that we swank
and then eat our words. Next House
match Cuffy goes into goal.”

“You ass!”

“You duffer !

“Go it!” said Tommy Dodd re-
signedly. “I’ve asked for it, and you
can sling it out all you want to. All
the same, I'm keeping up the brag, and
Cuffy goes into goal next match. And
—and—and we've got to beat the
Classicals, anyhow, all the same.”

Cook and Doyle, in a rather exeited
frame of mind, quitted the study.
Tommy Dodd was left alone to reflect
upon the imprudence of “gassing ” in
the heat of argument,

There was a gentle tap at, the door
of the study, and Tommy looked round
irritably.

A kind and gentle face looked into
the study.

It was the simple, benevolent face of
Clarence Cuffy, who was admitted on all
hands to be the biggest duffer .inside
Rookwood, or out of it.

“My dear Thomas—7>

Grunt !

“I trust, my dear Thomas, that
nothing has occurred to disturb the
serenity of your temper,” said Clarence
Cuffy anxiously.

Grunt!

“In the unfortunate event of any
untoward happening having disturbad
your- equanimity, my dear Thomas,
perhaps you would find relief in con-
fiding' the circumstances to me,” sug-
gested Cuffy.

Tommy Dodd blinked at him.

This was the fellow who, in a wild
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and reckless moment, he had engaged
to play in goal in the next House match.

Tommy Dodd rose to his feet.

He picked up a cushion.

“My dear Thomas, what are you
going to do with that cushion?”
inquired Clarence Cuffy in mild sur-
prise.

Tommy Dodd did not answer in
words. He let his action speak for

im.

Whiz !

Crash !

Bump ! - : :

The cushion flew. and it caught
Clarence Cuffy upon the chest, and
Clarence Cuffy flew. He sat down in
the passage with a terrific concussion,

A yell rang through the passage.

“Yo0000000 |”

“Now wait a tick till I get tha
poker I exclaimed Tommy Dodd.

Clarence Cuffy did not wait.

It was only too clear that the serenity
of dear Thomas' temper was very much
disturbed.

Cuffy was not a bright youth. But he
was far too bright to wait for Tommy"
Dodd to get on with it.

He picked himself up and fled for
his life. :

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Coaching Cufiy !

(4 E’VE got to pull it off 1”
\;‘/ That was Tommy Dodd’s
decision.

While on the Classical side
there had been chuckling and chortling
without limit, on the Modern side there
had been a considerable amount of
grousing.

Tommy Dodd, as junior captain of
Manders’ House, was very popular, and
as a footballer he was greatly admired

‘| and respected. There was no doubt that

he was as good a skipper as the House
could have found anywhere within its
ranks. But there was something very
near rebellion among the Modern foot-
ballers when they learned to what
Tommy Dodd had committed them.

Some of the fellows even went so far
as to suggest that it was time that
Doddy resigned. Some of them declared
that they wouldn’t be found dead in a
team with Clarence Cuffy in it. All of
them told Tommy Dodd what they
thought of him in language that was
frequent and painful and free.

Whereupon, of course, Cook and
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Doyle, like loyal chums, rallied round
their leader, and backed him up for al
they were worth. In private they told
Tommy Dodd that he was every
imaginable kind of an ass, a duffer, and
a piffling foozler. But in public they

stood by him nobly, and even went to|
the length of declaring that Tommy's |

rash challenge to the Classicals was 2
jolly good 1idea.

It would, Cook declared, put the
Classicals in their place if they were
beaten by a team minus a goalie, for
that was what it amounted to. It would,
according to Doyle, show the Classic side
what the Moderns thought of them when
they played them with such a howling
dummy as Cuffy between the posts.

Tommy Dodd was grateful for this
loyal support. It helped him to bear
what Cook and Doyle told bim in the
study. ;

The - fellows groused, but they
acquiesced. There was, indeed, nothing
else for them to do, unless they sacked
Doddy from the captaincy. That was a
length to which no one wished to
proceed.

But it was quite on the cards that it
would come to that if the defeat in the
House match proved to be ludicrously
overwhelming. :

“We've got to pull it off!” said
Tommy Dodd. “It’s the only way. I
admit I opened my mouth a bit too wide,
talking to that 'silly owl ‘Lovell. It
can’t be heiped now. We've got to play
those blighters, and play them - with
Cuffy. in goal. Well, if we win .the
match the Classics will be laughed to
death, especially after the way they've
been chortling.” .

“If!” snorted Tommy Cook. *If
the skies fall there will be catching of
larks.”

“We've got to,” said Tommy Deodd.
“To-day’s Tuesday. Maich on Satur-
day. We’'ve got nearly a week. Cuffy’s
got to learn to play footer.”

“In a week !” yelled Doyle.

ltYeS.”

“Make it ten years, and he might
begin to commence to starf to get an
inkling of the game.”

“He’s going to learn in a week.
After all, he’s watched games, and he’s
done some games practice—not much,
but some. We’ve got to coach him and
keep him at it, and make him play up.
Let’s go and see him now about it.”

“Rats!?

“Rot!”

“QOh, shut up and come on!” said
Tommy Dodd.

Tommy Cook and Tommy Doyle came
on, but did not shut up. Tommy Dodd,
in fact, had almost given up hope that
Cook and Doyle ever would shut up
again. S

Clarence Cuffy was in his study when
the three Tommies called. He was sit-
ting at the table, gently poring over a
volume his kind father had sent him
on his birthday. It was entitled,
“(Gentle Georgie, the Boy Who Never
Said an Unkind Word.”

The career of Gentle Georgie was
deeply interesting to Clarence Cuffy.
His eyes were moist with emotion: as
he followed the adventures of that in-
teresting youth. But he looked up with
a sunny smile as the three Tommies
butted in. . g

“Busy ?”’ asked Tommy Dodd grimly.

“Not at all, my dear Thomas, if there
is any little service I can perform for
you,” said Cuffy brightly.

“There is. I'm going to play you in
the House mateh on Saturday.”

Cuffy started. Lk :

“My dear Thomas, I am very flattered
at your selecting me,” he said.
feel bound to warn you that I am not

“But 1

expert at tHis game. It is not one of the
games I play well.”

“Co hon!” gasped Cook.

“1t would be faise modesty on my part,
my dear fellow, to deny that I am very
expert indeed at noughis-and-crosses,”
said Cuffy. “I have had some success,
ico, at dranghts and—"

“ Draughts!” gurgled Doyle.

“But to games of a more strenuous,
indeed rough, character, I have given
little attention,” said Cuffy. “To be-quite
frank. 1 have rather considered them
beneath my intellectual powers. Pro-
jecting a ball across a field by the im-
pact of a foot does not appear to me to
be a form of activity adequate to my
menta! gifts. 1 trust my dear Thomas,
thay yoa wiil not regard me as speaking
in a boastful or vain-glorious spirit.”

Toruny Dodd gazed at him.

“ After all, he’s got a good wind,” he
said. “Must have plenty of wind, or he
couldn’t chin-wag like that.” >

“That’s so,” agreed Cook.

“Well, you're playing on Saturday in
goal,” said Tommy Dodd. “I suppose
you know what a goalkeeper does?’

“Certainly, my dear Thomas. I have
learned quite a good deal by watching
games, though I have seldom taken a
personal part in them. The goalkeeper,
I think, stands in the goal area—"’
“You—you think?” gasped Cook.
You don’t know? You only think?”
“1 should be sorry, my dear Cook, to
speak positively on a subject in which

am not well grounded. But I am
somewhat keen of observation, and I

3

think I may venture upon saying that

the goalkeeper occupies the goal, and
one of his occupations is to wave his
arms about and thump himself on the
chest. At least, I have often observed
this.”

“QOh dear!” ;

“He also has to keep the other side
from putting in the pill,” suggested
Doyle.

“Dear me! I did not know a pill was

used iz the game,” said Cuffy. “That
is indced news to me.” ;
“The ball, fathead —the ball!”

shrieked Doyle.

i “My dear Doyle—"

* “Come on, Cuffy,” said Tommy
Dodd. “We're going to make a goal-
keeper of you. We’ve got an hour for
practice this afternoon. You’re putting
in sixty minutes. Come down and
change.”

. “My dear Thomas——"

Clarence Cuffy did not
keen on it. His glance lingered long-
ingly on “Gentle Georgie.” He really
did- want to pursue the enthralling, if
somewhat mild, adventures of the youth
who never spoke an unkind word.

But the three Tommies persuaded him
out of the study—Tommy Dodd took him
by one ear, Tommy Cook by 2another.
Cuffy’s ears had o go down to the

changing room, and the rest of Cuffy| gig. ont way. The impact of the whizs

had no choice about going with them.

So Cuffy changed for fecter, and a
few minutes laier emerged from Mr.
Manders’ House, and walked down to
the Modern practiceground with a
crowd of Modern fellows.

Most of the footballers seemed to be
in a mocking humour, apparently not
oxpecting great things of Clarence
Cuffy. But it was agreed that, as Cufly
was to pla,j\on Saturday, it was better
to put him through his paces.

Even Cuffy, they considered, ought to
be able to pick up a few tips about
keeping goal, with plenty of coaching,
and a little kicking and cuffing to
brighten him up; though, of course; he

could never expect to become so expert
J

at footer as ab moughts-and-crosses.

really seem |,

- Tommy Dodd pointed to the goal.

“That’s the goal, Cuffy,” he said

patiently. “See?” - i
“I certainly observe it, my dear
Thomas.”

“Get inte it.”

Cuffy got inte it : :

“Now, you've got to keep this ball
out,” said. Tommy Dedd. *We're all
going to pile in shots—see? Every time
you let the ball pass you, we’re going
to kick you hard! Catch on?”

“My dear Thomas!”

“Play up!”

“Look out in goal!”
. Clarence Cuffy looked rather unhappy.
in goal. He thought it very, very hard
that he should be kicked if he let the
ball pass him. But he could see that
dear Thomas was in deadly earnest, so
he resolved to do his very, very best.
. Tommy Dodd sent’' the ball whizzing
in.
Clarence Cuffy blinked at it. He had
to turn his head to finish blinking at it.
It dropped, and there was a shout from
Tommy Doyle. o |

“Kick him, bedad!” |

“My dear Thomas—— Yarooooh!” !

“Why didn’t -you stop that ball?’
roared Tommy Dodd.« - - i

“Yow-ow-ow! My—my dear—-" :

“Chuck that ball out, and stand up
to it1” howled Towle. :
. “My dear Towle——"

¢ Chuck that ball out, fathead!”

“Certainly, my dear Towle.”

Clarence Cuffy hurled the ball out. T8
landed or Towla’s nose, and there was a
shout from Towle. -

“You clumsy ass——"
“Really, my dear Towle—-"
“Ow't Wow!”

Towle rubbed his nose, and scemed
disposed to charge into the goal and
commit assault and battery. But Tommy
Dodd pushed him back, ard placed the
ball for another kick. : AR

“Look out, Cuffy! Mind you stop if
this time.”

“I will endeavour——*

“Shut up and look out I’

Whiz!

Smack !

Clarence Cuffy had been kicked once.
He did not want to be kicked twice.
So he glued his eyes on Tommy Dodd
and the ball, and as it came in he
jumped at it" and stopped it—with his
features. There was a loud smack as
the footer came on Cuffy’s features, and
there was a wild and dismal yell from
Cuffy. ;

“Ha, ha! Well stopped [

“Bravo, Cuffy I”

“Ha, ha, hal”?

The Modern juniors roared. Some of
the Classical fellows, who had heard
that Cuffy was on the football-ground,
had hurried along to see the entertain-
ment, and they yelled. The only fellow
present who did not chortle was Clar-
ence Cufiy. He gyelled in quite &

zing footer had hurt Cuffy’s features,
There was a little stream of red oozing
from his nose, and one of his eyes
blinked wearily. And he was feeling
very startled, and shocked, and upset.
He had always known that Soccer was
a rough game. That was why his fond
father had stipulated that he should be
exempt from games practice. But he
had never realised that it was quite
so rough ag this. More than ever, Clar-
ence Cuffy realised how muek superior
noughts-and-crosses was, as a game.
Cuffy dabbed his injured nose, while
the Modern juniors yelled. He blinked
dazedly at Tommy Dodd.
“That’s right!” said Tommy en-
couragingly. |
& Tee Porvrar.—No. 509. |
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“My dear Thomas——""

“You stopped it all right,” said
Tommy Dodd. “Do-that again! Every
time you stop the ball you're let off
a kicking. See?”

“QOh, dear! But—but really, my dear
Thomas——""

“Play up!” .

Clarence blinked at the juniors in dis-
may, almost in horror, as Tommy Dodd
prepared to kick the ball in again. Ap-

parently he had done right—by acei-

dent. But if it was the duty of a goal-
keeper to stop a whizzing ball with his
nose, Clarence Cuffy felt that he was
not really up to a goalkeeper’s duties.
He was very, very sorry, but really,
he could not undertake duties like
that.

So while Tommy Dodd was kicking,
and the other fellows stood back laugh-
ing, Clarence Cuffy made a sudden bolt
out of goal and fled across the field.

There was a roar at once.

¢ Stop!” :

“Stop him!”

“Come back!”

“After him!” yelled Towle. :

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Classicals
as ‘the whole troop of Modern fellows
rushed in pursuit of Clarence Cuffy.

Cufty was not, as a rule, much of a
sprinter. But circumstances alter
cases. Fear lent hinf wings.

He was off the football ground almost
in a twinkling. He was fleeing across
the quad in a few seconds more,
Puffing in breath in great gasps, he fled
into Manders’ House, and raced up the
staircase.

He bolted into his study like a rabbit
into a burrow, and slammed the door
and turned the key.

A minute later Tommy Dodd was
rapping on the door.

3 Cuﬁ "3

“Qh, dear! Go away!”

“Come out, you villain I”

“My dear Thomas, it is with exceed-
ingly ~deep regret that I resolve to
refuse a request made by you, but in
the circumstances I feel that I have
no alternative but to do so,” gasped
Cuffy.

“You've got to practice!” roared
Tommy Dodd.

“My dear Thomas——"
“Will you come out?’ shrieked
Tommy Dodd

“The answer, my dear Thomas, is in
the negative.”

“Tll jolly well punch your silly nose !”

“T trust, my dear Thomas, that you
will not yield unthinkiugly to an angry
impulse—""

“Brr-rrr!”

Tommy Dodd tramped away. Foot-
ball practice on the Modern junior
ground went on without Clarence Cuffy
after that. It was not till dark that
Clarence ventured to unlock his study
door. The interva! he spent in rubbing
his damaged nose, and wondering how
dear Thomas could be so very, very
cross, and what dear Thomas could
possibly see in so very, very rough a
game as football—which, as a game,
was so very, very inferior to noughts-
and-crosses.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Qunner Puts His Foot Down !
¢ ¥ ’M putting my foot down!”
I Peter Cuthbert Gunner, of the
Classical Fourth, made that
observation in emphatic tones to
his study-mate, Dickinson minor.
Dickinson minor looked at him rather
nervously.
“Hard!” added Gunuer.
Gunner of the Fourth had a hefty
Tae Porurar.—No. 509. ..~

size in feet. He could not have put
his foot down without making the study
furniture dance. Really, from Dickin-
son minor’s uneasy look, it might Lave
been supposed that he fanecied that to be
Gunner’s intention.

“What’s the matter, old
asked Dickinson minor. =

Gunner of the Classical Fourth was
not a bully. But he had manners znd
customs almost indistinguishable from
those of a bully. Certainly, he made
hizs. study-mate walk in fear and
trembling. Being always prepared o
introduce an enormous fist into any dis-
cussion, Gunner was not a pleasant
fellow to argue with.

Dickinson minor prepared fo dodge
out of the study. One of his chief occu-

chap ?”

pations was evading scraps with
Gunner.

“That silly ass, Silver——"" went on
Gunner.

Dickinson minor brightened up. Ap-
parently he was not the objeet of
Gunner’s wrath; the object of it was
Jimmy Silver, captain of the Fourth.
Dickinson minor was very glad to hear
it.  Jimmy Silver was quite able to
take care of himself—the wrath of P. C.
Gunner was wont to pass him by like
the idle wind which he regarded notf.

“I’ve been patient,” said Gunner.
“I’ve given him his head. T've waited
to give him a chance to make up his
mind to play me in a football mateh.
He hasn’t done it. He thinks I can’t
play=Sooter. As if he knows anything
about the game, the silly ass!”

Dickinson minor grinned.

A fellow did no: need to know much
about the game fo know that P. C.
Gunner couldn’t- play football.. That
fact leapt to the eye, as it were, when
Gunner was seen at games practice.

“T’'ve talked to him,” said Gunner.
“He can’t say that I haven't mentioned
my claims.”

“He can’t,” agreed Dickinson minor.

“T’'ve even pushed them,” said
Gunner.
“You have,” said Dickinson minor.

“Lots of times!”

“And yet he leaves me out. I'm
putting my foot down now!” said
Gunner darkly. “I’'m going to give
him his choice—he can play me in the
next House match or he ean take a
thundering licking. What?”

“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Dickinson
minor. :

“That's what T've decided,” :aid
Gunner determinedly. “T'm fed-up with
being passed over like this! Imjustice
is a thing that rankles Mimd, I
wouldn’t dream of pushing my claims
if I didn’t know that I was the best
junior footballer Rookwood ever turmed
out. Being that, T'm entitled to play.
What?”

“¢Oh !” gasped Dickinson minor.

“Don’t you agree with me?” roared
Gunner. 3

“Oh, yes, certainly !”

“Well, I hope Silver will, for his
own sake,” said Gunner. ‘Otherwise,
I shall feel it my duty to smash him
up. I'm fed-up with his cheek. T'm
going to put my foot down, and put
it to him plainly.””

“I—I would!” gasped Dickinson.

“And I jolly well will!” said Gunner.

And Peter Cuthbert Gunner, in a
mood of great determination, quitted the
study much to Dickinson’s relief.

Gunner went along the Fourth Form
passage to look for Jimmy Silver.

It was Friday—the day before the
House match—that match which was
causing Tommy Dodd & Co. so much
anxiety. Gunner felt that he had becn

patient too long. He had never figured
in a match—even in a game with the
Third Form his claims were overloolked.
Being blissfully unconscious that he was
as hopeless a fumbler at football as at

everything else, Gunner naturally felt .

indignant.

The captain of the Fourth was not in
his study—prep was over. Gunner went
downstairs to look for him in the junior
Commeon-room.

There he found Jimmy Silver.

X The Fistical Four were all there, and
they had smiling faces. They had been
discussing the match of the morrow, in
which Clarence Cuffy was to figure on
the Mpdern side.

During the week they had watched,
with keen interest, Tommy Dodd's
manful efforts to turn Cufty into a foot-
baller. They had not noticed that Doddy,
had met with any success. And the feel-
ings with which the Modern fellows
anticipated the House match were a
subject of great hilarity to the Classicals.
Tommy Dodd’s unfortunate brag had
come home to roost, as it were, and it
was causing great stress of feeling
among the Modern footballers.

_ “Silver!” bawled Gunner, as he came
in.

Every eye was turned on Gunner at
once.

He was a truculent youth and a great
fighting man, and more often in a row
than out of one. If Gunner had known
anything about boxing he would have
been quitz a dangerous character.
Fortupately, his boxing was on a par
with his feotball and cricket.

“Hallo, old bean!” said Jimmy Silver
cheerily.

Gunner planted himself befors the
chums of the Fourth, with something of
the air of Ajax defying the lightning.
Undoubtedly, Peter Cuthbert Gunner
was going to put his foot down.

“There’s a House match to-morrow,”
said Gunner.

“That's so!” assented Jimmy Silver.
“1 believe I’'d heard of it; but thanks
for the information, 'all the same.”

“You've not posted up the list yet.

“Not yet!” agreed Jimmy.

“J want my name to appear in it!”’

“Dear me!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” came in a general
cackle from all corners of the room.
Gunner and his claims to play for Form
and House were a standing joke in the
Classical Fourth. As Mornington had
put it, Gunner and football were a con-
tradiction in terms.

Gunner stared round angrily.

“You can cackle!” he snorted.

“Thanks—we will!” said Conroy.
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I mean it, Jimmy Silver! I'm fed-
up with being passed over in this
scandalons way. The way you run foot-
ball matters is a disgrace to the House
and the School. I'm speaking plainly;
I'm a plain chap!”

“You are,” agreed Jimmy Silver—
“frizhifully plain! How your looking-
glass stands it without cracking is a
ziddy mystery.”

“You—you silly ass! I don’t mean

that 52
% I do !7)
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 don’t want any rot!” howled
Gunner, in great wrath. “I'm giving
you an ultimatum—either to-play in the

House match to-morrow or I give you -

the hiding of your life!

“Oh, gad!” ejaculated Mornington.

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Bump the cheeky ass!” exclaimed
Putty of the Fourth. “Say the word,
Jimmy, and we'll rag him baldheaded.”

A crowd of Classical fellows closed up

~—
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sarprising and gratifying news #o

wosld Bawve Beem miected S the ! Dickinson minor that the name of P. C.

zt, Jimmy Silver!”
Gunner. “I
want a plain an-
swer. Do I play to-
morrow, or do I
thrash you till you
won’t feel like grin-
ning again for a
week—which ? ‘?”
“Dear man,” said
Jimmy Silver, “the
fact is, you order
me to play you—
what ?” :

“Tt amounts to
that!” assented
Gunner,

sWell, - if = you

order me, what’s a

fellow to do? To
hear is to obey,
isn’t it?7”

Gunner stared.
He had hoped, if

not  expected, to
gain his point. But
this surrender on
the 'part of the
junior football cap-
tain  was rather
surprising.

“Oh! You—youll
do it I* he stuttered.

Jimmy smiled
cheerily.

“How can I help
it, when you order
me?” he asked
pleasantly.  “ Who
am I to disregard
your instructions?”

“Ha, ha hal”  SOME * GOALIE !
“Tf that's a joke

—"” growled

Gunner.
“Not at all. You play.”™

“Oh, good!” said Gunner, astonished
but greatly gratified. “I'm your man,
then. Where are you putting me 7%

“Goal!l” said Jimmy Silver.

“Tm good in goal, of eourse—in faet,
I may say that there isn’t any place on
the footer field where m nof worth my
salt. But I think I’m rather better at
centre-forward.”

“J ust as good, at least,” assented

“ Well P’m glad you can see, k2

“My dear man, I know you're quite
as good in one place as in another,:in
any game,” said Jimmy.

I(Ha ha' ',’

“But we speclal]y want you in goal,”
said Jimmy. “I’'ll shove your name m
the list at once, and you can pin it up.’

“Well, P’ll play in goal 1”” said Gunner
graciousiy.

“Good manl”
cordially.

Pencil and paper came ouf of Jimmy’s
pocket, and the name of P. C. Gunner

-

said Jimmy - Silver

was put on the Classical football list,:

much to his satisfaction. With his own
large hand he pinned up the notice in a
prominent position.

Chapter 4.)

Gunner was, at long last, down for a
House ma

He left the room in 2 roar.

“Better have punched him for his
cheek, though,” said Arthur Edward
Lovell.

“Why punch his nose ?” smiled Jimmy
Silver. “Its all right. We'd decided
to play the biggest fool on the Classical
side in goal, to make things even for
Doddy hav‘nc' to play Cufiy. Gunper
oﬁered——

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“So it’s all right.™

Peter Cuthbert Gunner sirolled into
his study in the Fourth with an elated
look. Dickinson minor eyed him rather
uneasily. He had fully expected Gunner
to return in a thoroughly thrashed state,
and a terrific temper. Gunner’s cheery
equanimity surprised hzm.

“It’s all serene,” said Gunner.
“Silver decided to toe the line. Pm
down to play to-morrow.’

‘“Wha-a-at ?” gasped Dickinson minor.
“Gammon {”

“You ,0an go “and look at my name on
the list.

S wﬂl'”

said D;ckmson,

And he

Dickinson minor almost fell down

this without my Bavins | when he found P. C..Gunner’s name in
| ihe foothall list in the Common-room.

“¥Youre playing Guunner to-morrow,

Silver?™” he stu

e
“That silly idiot?”
“That silly idiot ¥ assented Jungly.

“That burbling jabberwock——=
“That bu’bhng jabberwock I”

Jimmy Silver & Co. swept down the field, and Arthur ‘Edward Lovell put in the
_ball first, catching Cuﬁy on the chin with it, and causmg him to sit down with surprising suddenness.

“Oh, my hat! What on earth for??
“To make things fair all round, as
Tommy Dodd is plavmg Cuffy. It's up
to us to p;ay our silliest ass if Tommy,
Dodd does.”

“Oh! Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Dickinson
minor.

He. understood then. But P. C.
Gunper did not undersiand—and Dickin-
son minor, when he returned to the
study io contframlate him, was careful
not to explam Tt would really have
been a dangerous undertaking to
explain tfo Gunner that he ‘was’ being
played, on this special occasion, because
he was the silliest ass_and the biggest
idiot in the Classical Fourth. Dickin-
son minor wisely left him to make the
discovery for himself.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Well Matched !

6 W ILL it rain?”
g Tommy Dodd.
It wouldn’t!

This was the very first
time that Tommy Dodd had desired to
see a heavy downpour of rain on the
occasion of a football mateh. But that
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Saturday morning was quite bright and
sunny, and the weather showed no sign
whatever of obliging Tommy Dodd.

During the week, Clarence Cuffy’s
career had been something like that of a
hunted rabbit.

Tommy Dodd was determined to turn
him into something distinctly resembling
a footballer.  Although very, very
anxious to oblige his friend and relative,
dear Thomas, Cuffy had developed sur-
prising gifts as a dodger.

Nevertheless, he had been dragged
down to games practice several times,
and each time Cuffy’s sufferings had
been enough to touch a heart of stone.
But his knowledge of the great game
had not perceptibly increased.

In fact, his preference for noughts-
and-crosses, as a game, had been greatly
intensified.

But hope springs eternal in the human
breast; and with a few more days, or a
week, to work in, Tommy Dodd would
not have despaired of turning Cuffy into
a rather less hopeless ass. So a down-
pour of rain, postponing the match,
would have been welcome.

And so, as Tommy said bitterly to
Cook and Doyle, it was bound te be
fine! You could always depend on the
British climate to play up in the wrong
way !

Kick-off was timed for two-thirty;
and it was not in cheery spirits that
Tommy Dodd led his merry men down
to Little Side in the sunny afternoon.

Clarence Cuffy was with them.

Dearly would Cuffy have loved to
dodge out of gates, or into a coal-
cellar, or anywhere; but that afternoon
there was no dodging for Cuffy. Tommy
Dodd had to make his words good—he
had said that he would play the Classics
with Cuffy in goal, and that he- was
going to do. He had said also that he
would beat them; but that was quite
another matter.

Jimmy Silver greeted him with a
cheery smile.

“Goalie going he asked
affably.

Tommy Dodd snorted.

cheese it!” grunted Tommy
“If you ask me, it’s rather mean
to hold Tommy to it, because he gassed
a bit. Just like you Classicals!”

“Oh, just!” said Doyle.

“Cut that out!” said Tommy Dodd
morosely. “We’re going to be as good
as our word, and we're ready when you
Classicals chumps are.”

Jimmy Silver laughed.

“We're ready,” he said.

Tt was then that Peter Cuthbert
Gunner, in shirt and shorts, as a
member of the Classical junior team,
dawned on the Moderns.

They blinked at him.

strong ?”

Gunner, with an air of great self-

satisfaction, walked to the goal after the
skippers had tossed. Tommy Dodd
blinked after him, not understanding.

“T say, Silver

“Hallo I” smiled Jimmy.

“You're not playing Gunner?”

“Oh, yes!”

“What on earth for?” asked the
amazed Tommy. “He’s jolly nearly as
big an idiot at footer as our man Cuffy.”

“My dear Thomas——” murmured
Cuffy.

Jimmy Silver laughed.

“That’s why !” he said.

Tommy Dodd looked at him.
seemed slow to grasp the situation.
2t last he grinned with relief.

“Silver, old man,” he said, with
feeling. “you’re @ brick! You know I
got myself into a scrape by opening my
mouth too wide—and vow’re letting me
off. You're a real brick !
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That was all that was said; but
Tommy Dodd lined up with his men in
much better spirits. All the Moderns,
in fact, seemed to be considerably
bucked by the sight of Peter Cuthbert
Gunner in the Ciassical goal.

Apart from the custodians, the teams
were fairly well matched—ten good men
a side. And the goalies were fairly well
matched, too, if it came fo that—for two
worse goalkeepers would not have been
found inside Rookwood or out.

Quite a crowd of Classicals and
Moderns gathered to see the game—a
game without goalkeepers, for that was
what it amounted to. And the Moderns
generally agreed that Jimmy Silver was
no end of a sportsman.

Tommy Dodd kicked off in great
spirits. He had kept his word—he was
playing Cuffy: and he was escaping
the dire consequences of his brag. For
Gunner was undoubtedly as heavy a
handicap to the Classical side as Cuffy
could possibly be to the Modern.

It was a match on fair terms after all,
and on fair terms the Moderns were sure
of beating the Classics. The Classics,
on their side, were equally sure of beat-
ing the Moderns. ;

It was quite an interesting game.
Arthur Edward Lovell put in the ball
first, catching Cuffy on the chin with it,
and causing him to sit down with sur-
prising suddenness.

But Tommy Dodd soon followed that
up with a Modern goal, the ball missing
Gunner’s clutch by about a yard.

The full-backs had the duty of defend-
ing the goals; and at one end of the
field Cuffy thumped his chest to keep

warm, and at the other end Gunner |

stamped and thumped likewise, neither
of them having anything else to do.
For when the backs failed to keep the
goal intact, the ball always went in—
Cuffy generally seeking to dodge it as it
came, and Gunner sprawling at it in
vain.

In the peculiar circumstances the foot-
ballers expected a heavy score. It was
heavy enough. In the first half, Classics
led by four goals to three. After the
interval the Moderns picked up, and for

a time they led by seven goals to five.
Then the Classicals gave Cuffy some
concentrated attention, and their figure
jumped to eight. By that time it was
getting near the finish, and almost on
the stroke of time Tommy Dodd planted
the ball on Gunner's chin, and Gunner
sat down in goal apparently nursing it
like a baby.

Then the whistle went.

“Eight all!” grinned Jimmy Silver,
“It’s a giddy deaw!  Well. Gunner
hasn’t beaten us!”

“Ha, ha, ha{* =

“And Cuffy hasn’t beaten wus!”
chuckled Tommy Dodd. “I was going
to slaughter him if he did.”

“My dear Thomas—"

“T’ll kick him, anyhow.”

“Yarooooh !”

Clarence Cuffy quitted the football
ground, determined that wild horses
should never drag him into so very, very
rough a game wagain. Peter Cuthbert
Gunner walked off, with his head up,
apparently quite satisfied with himself
and his performances. In the changing-
room he called to Jimmy.

“1 say, Silver! You’ve seen my
quality now.”

“Ha, hat —¥es>

“Satisfied, I hope.”

“Quite. One sample is enoug

“When are you playing me in a House
match again?”

“Next time Tommy Dodd plays,
Cuffy.”

“Toh o
-“Ha, ha, hal”?

Which was not a promising prospect
for Gunner.

Clarence Cuffy was quite, quite deter-
mined that he never would play in a
House match again. But he was not
quite so determined upon that point as
Tommy Dodd! ;

THE END.
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(You'll find plenty of fun and excite-
ment in next week’s rousing long com-
plete tale of Jimmy Silver & Co., of
Rookwood, entitled: “LOT FIFTY-
IVOZ‘]R',)))
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