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NASAL CATARRH
HEAD COLOS

IF YOUR NOSE IS STOPPED UP,
IRRITATED— if you are forever blowing,
sniffling, sneezing— if your head feels
stuffed and about to burst, your eyes water
and ears roar, due to functional nasal
congestion—

FLUSH HARD MUCUS FROM NASAL
PASSAGES AND BREATHE FREE AGAIN

SINASIPTEC floods clogged passages and washes out thick, sticky, old
secretions as it applies soothing, cooling medication to hot, inflamed, burn-
ing, irritated, swollen tissue. No matter how discouraged you may be, test
SINASIPTEC. It must relieve functional nasal congestion and delight you
or your money back. Ask your druggist for SINASIPTEC today.

The Regular Size Sinasiptec Is Only $1 at Your Drug Store
on the Guarantee of Results or Your Money Back

SINASIPTEC

Send Today For An &gt n < arooin 0OUPON

6060 Maple St..
Mo.

Amazing 25c Test = tloue

Enclosed is 25c¢ coin for which please send demonstration

If you want to “try before you buy,” just mail bottle of SINASIPTEC and NASAL DOUCHE.
the coupon and 25c coin today. You will re-

ceive by return mail the NEW complete SINA- Name

SIPTEC and NASAL DOUCHE package for

generous trial. Don’t put this off, but mail the Address ...

coupon and 25c coin for your trial of SINA- CitY oo State.

SIPTEC today.
My druggist is.
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Train NOWfor A GoodJob

12 Weeks Training. . . Real Electrical Machinery

Where do you fit in today’s gigantic defense program and in-
dustrial expansion? You CAN play an important part._ Good-pay
jobs will open up for thousands of TRAINED MEN. Now is the time
to get YOUR training in Electricity—the mighty power that makes
the whole program possible. Electricity is absolutely essential to
this program. This means thousands of new jobs and opportunities for
men who are properly trained to do electrical work. This is your big
opportunity. Get ready NOW for your place in Electricity. Here at
Coyne you can get 12 weeks of practical shop training on real electrical
machinery similar to that used in many defense factories. I make it
easy for you to learn. You “Learn-By-Doing”, not by books. You
don’t need previous experience or advanced education. | not only give
you the RIGHT KIND OF TRAINING, but I go much further: |
help you get that training NOW. You can get Coyne training
today even if you do not have a lot of money. My “ Pay-After-

Graduation”
possible. Let me tell you about these plans. Let me tell you about my

EASY TO LEARN
— EASY TO GET

Don’t let lack of money hold you back. If you

are between the ages of 16 and 40, you can get

thU training first and pay for it in 12 monthly
payments—beginning 60 days after your
training period ends. If you need part-
time work to help out with living expenses
while you train, my employment de[)artment
will help you find it. Lifetime employment
service after you graduate. Mail coupon for
all the facts.

“ LEARN BY DOING”

Not a Correspondence Course
In my shops you do real work on real mo-
tors, generators, and dynamos.

You learn airplane ignition,
wind armatures, do house-
wiring, learn power
plant operation,

etc., etc.

READ COMPLETE DETECTIVE

Plan along with my many other plans makes that

school and my plans to help you . . . including my extra
4-weeks radio course without extra tuition charge.

Maii Coupon for FREE BOOK

I want to send you your copy of my big free book showing
pictures of students at work in my shops. | want to tell you
about my plans to help fellows like you to get ahead. No
obligation. No salesmen will call. Mail the coupon today.

sWJEP COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL

500 S. Paulina St. Dept. &0-15 Chicago, lllinois

I H.C, LEWIS, Pres., COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL
I 500 S. Paulina St., Dept. 90-15, Chicago, III.

1 Please send me your BIG FREE BOOK and all the facts
about Coyne, and your plans to help fellows like me to
get ahead.

 ——  ——"
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President

National Radio Institute
Established 25 years

Got my sample lesson Free. Examine it, read
it—see how clear it is, how easy to understand.
Find out how | train you at home in spare
time to be a Radio Technician. Do it now.
Mail the coupon.

Many Radio Technicians Make
$30, $40, $50 a Week

Radio Broadcasting stations employ operators, tech-
Chief O t nicians. Radio manufacturers employ testers, inspec-
lef Operator  ¢ors, servicemen in good-pay jobs. Radio jobbers and
Broadcasting dealers employ installation and servicemen. Many
Station Radio Technicians open their own Radio sales and
repair businesses and make $30, $40, $50 a week.

Before | com- Others hold their regular jobs and make $5 to $10
leted your a week fixing Radios in ‘spare time. Automobile,

essons, | ob- Police, Aviation, Commercial Radio; »Louds?eaker
tained my Ra- systems, Electronic Devices are other fields offerin
dio Broadcast opportunities for which N. R. I. gives the require

Operator’s license and im- knowledge of Radio. Television promises to open
mediately joined Station good jobs soon.

WMPC Jwhere 1 am now Many Make $5 to $10 a Week Extra
F. HAJI)ES. 327 Madison in Spare Time While Learning

St., Lapeer, Michigan. The day you enroll | start sending Extra Money Job

Sheets; start showing you how to do Radio repair

Makes $50 to jobs. Throughout your "Course, | send plans and di-
$60 a Week rections that have helped many make $5 to $10 a
a vwee week in spare time while learning. | send you spe-
| am making cial Radio equipment to conduct experiments and
build_circuits. This 50-50 method of training makes
between $50 and learning at home interesting, fascinating, practical.
$60 a week YOU ALSO GET A MODERN, PROFESSIONAL
ALL-WAVE, ALL-PURPOSE SET SERVICING IN-
after all  ex- SERIU’\IAENT to help you_ make nf10ne¥ Iflixir_lg Radioli
penses are while learning, and equip you for full time wor BROADCASTING STATIONS (top illustration
paid, and | alter you become a Radio TYSCth'an‘ employ Radio Technicians das_ op(eagtorfs, i_nstalla)-
am getting all the Radio  Find Out What Radio, Television Offer You tion, maintenance men and in other fascinating,
work I can take care of, Act Today. Mail the coupon now for sample lesson steady, well-paying technical JOb_S' .
thanks to N. R. I. H. w. and 64_J)age book. They point out Radio’s spare FIXING RADIO SETS (lower illustration) pays
SPANGLER. 126% S. Gay time and full time opportunities and those coming in many Radio Technicians $30, $40, $50 a week.
N oS Y Television; tell about my training in Radio and Others hold their regular jobs and make $5 to $10
St., Knoxville, Term. Television; show more than 100 letters from men | extra a week in spare time.

trained, telling what they are doing and earning.
$10 to $25 a Find out what Radio, Television offer YOU! MAIL

?Week In Spare ﬁ%l\.llvF:ON in an envelope, or paste on a postcard—

Time J. E. Smith. rresigent
Dept. ONKI, National Radio Institute
_I am now mak- P Washington, D. C. M
ing from $10 m
to $25 a week
ibi in spare time
while still 4

holding my regular job as 'MUI

a machinist. 1 owe my

success to N. R. I. WM. Mr. J. E. Smith, President, Dept. ONKI,

F. RUPP, 611 Green Street, NATIONAL RADIO INSTITUTE, Washington, D. C.

Bridgeport, Pa. Mail me FREE, without obligation, your Sample Lesson and 64-page
book, "Rich Rewards in Radio.” No Salesman will call. Please
write plainly.) AQe .,

The Tested WAY [N IE= 12 1RSSR
AAATESS o
to BETTER PAY -
CHtY oo State., 2FR-S

V La,
True Facts from Official Police Files— Read COMPLETE DETECTIVE CASES
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REAL MAN
AFTER ALL!

Let Me PROVE | Can Make
YOU A NEW MAN! |

m show you how to get the kind of
body you have ALWAYS ‘wanted! A big
muscled, evenly-developed physique. A
broad Fi)owerful chest. Bulging biceps with
SMASH in them. Arms and legs with
energy, endurance and SPEED. A broad
air of shoulders. A stomach ridged with
ands of muscle. A HEAL MAN'S build
that stands out in a crowd!

My body-building method. *‘‘Dynamic
Tension,” _changzd me from a 97-pound
weakling into ice winner and present
holder of the title ‘‘World’'s Most Perfect-
ly-Developed Man.” Let me prove it can
work wonders with your body, tool

7 -DAY TRIAL OFFER
TRY “Dynamic Tension” for 7 days. If
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ure

ou results you can see, feel, meas-
ith a tape=you don't have to go
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HE cleat scar that followed the

I angle of big Zack Lieber’'s jaw
stood out like a white furrow in

the blue-black stubble that covered his
face. For the first time in his life he
was jittery before a football game.
Jittery as hell. Lying there on the rub-
bing table, while the trainer taped his
knee, he glanced at his hands and saw
that they were shaking and when he f

.Fullback

void of feelings.

More than that, he was the product
of a score of sports writers’ imagina-
tions. He was the spark plug of the

rubbed his blunt fingers across his fore- 1 ~

head they came away wet. But no one
noticed him and he was glad.

Zack lunged forward juggling

the pigskin to get it tight into

his stomach. The Moguls would

realty give him the works this
time!

It was funny, damned funny for big
Zack to be jittery. He wasn’'t supposed
to have nerves like the rest of the col-
legiate players. He was the stolid coal
miner from Pennsylvania, the guy de-

Bison attack and the stone wall of their
defense. He was the guy who never
went around a player or a half dozen
players if he could go through them or
over them.

SMASHING FEATURE-LENGTH NOVELETTE OF AN UNDEFEATED ONE-MAN TEAM,



by HAROLD ROGERS Author of “All-American Cannonball,” etc.

Trotting out there for the Rose Bowl kick-off, Big Zack knew he

had the eyes of the entire country on him— for he was the famed

spark plug of the great Bison attack and the stone wall of their solid

defense, he was the guy who never went around the opposition if he
could go through them or over them!

Filling the fullback slot for nearly Bowl. Single handed he had done that,
sixty minutes of every game, he had or so the sports writers and fans said,
carried the little mountain college Big Zack said nothing, but behind his
through two undefeated seasons and murky blue eyes he did plenty of think-
now out to California for the Rose ing.

OF A PIGSKIN COLOSSUS WHO HAD TO MAKE ALL-AMERICAN AND ROSE BOWL!
9
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Without listening, Zack heard the
trainer say, “If this wasn't your last
game 1'd say you couldn’'t play. It's
hard telling what will happen if you
tear those ligaments any more.”

Zack scowled at the ceiling.
could have stayed off the leg—

“I'll tape it tight and take a look at
it during the half. 1 don’t like to do
it, but we can’'t let the boys down,”
the trainer continued. “This means
everything to them.”

A crooked grin twisted Zack’s flat
face. Nobody seemed to think it meant
anything to him. That was what made
it so damned funny. He shut his teeth
hard and swallowed a dry laugh when
the trainer tugged on the tape. Even
that hurt and when he was out there
driving and pivoting every step he took
would feel like a red hot knife blade
was being twisted in his knee, but no
one seemed to think of that either, and
here again Zack let it ride.

If he

VZOU couldn’t get something for noth-
ing. Football had taken him out of
the coal mines and he was eternally
grateful for that. It was making it
possible for him to go to college. Coach
Lehman had seen him play in high
school and wangled an athletic scholar-
ship for him. With a college diploma
he might be able to get a job coaching
in a Mgh school or small college, and
possibly teach a little American history,
the story of the country that had given
his parents, a couple of poor immigrants
from Europe, a chance to earn a decent
livelihood and raise their family in what
they considered to be the greatest
country in the world. And while big
Zack'’s loyalty followed the same child-
like simplicity there was nothing simple
about him. In his academic work he
was a straight “A” student,
“1 suppose you saw the sport page
this morning, the one with your picture
hanging in the Pacific Mogals’ dressing

room with the caption
STOP LEIBER AND
YOU STOP THE BISONS!

Zack nodded. Pictures like that had
appeared in other dressing rooms, but
so far they hadn’t stopped him; that
was, on the playing field they hadn't,
but they had stopped him from getting
the kind of a job he wanted. Oh, he
had received pro offers by the handful,
but that wasn’'t what he wanted. He
was tired of being Exhibit A. Give
him some small college town with its
ivy-covered buildings and tree lined
streets and he would be fixed for life.

His mind switched back to the scene
in his hotel room earlier in the morning.
Soon after breakfast there had been a
knock at his door and at his bidding
three scholarly-looking men had entered
and introduced themselves as members
of the board of regents of a small west-
ern college.

Word by word Zack recalled their
conversation. “We are looking for a
football coach and history teacher,” the
spokesman of the trio had said.

Only by making a supreme effort had
Zack been able to keep the jubilation
out of his voice and shout, “I'm just
your man!”

“We've been checking your record
and we are very much pleased with
part of it,” but the speaker had paused
and tugged at his goatee, “there is a
little matter that we aren't quite so
pleased with. Frankly it's the repu-
tation that you have for being, shall
we say, unnecessarily rough on the
gridiron. We try to emphasize sports-
manship at our school, not just the de-
sire to win. In other words we wouldn'’t
want our boys taught the kind of foot-
ball you have a reputation of playing.
We probably would never have consid-
ered you but certain members of our
alumni association who are athletically
minded above all else prevailed upon us
to accord you an interview. That's why
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we are here and of course to see the
game. If, after watching you play, we
decide that the reporters have given you
an unnecessary amount of adverse pub-
licity, we shall be most happy to have
you present your application for consid-
eration. Though it is only fair to warn
you—"

Big Zack had walked out of the hotel
smiling. This chance that was being of-
fered him had warmed him deeper than
the California sun. He’'d be good all
right, so good that he’'d make a cock-
eyed liar out of every sports writer who
had ever given him space.

D U T lying there on the rubbing table
~  some of the confidence had oozed
from him like water wrung from a
sponge. Supposing he forgot himself
and cracked a couple of the Mogals
wide open. His chances at the job would
go glimmering like a kite without a tail.
But hell, he couldn’t afford to forget.

He was still thinking those thoughts
when he slipped into his shoulder pads
and heard Reggie McLean, their safety,
telling anyone who cared to listen, “ Just
let me get my hands on a punt and I'm
going to run back across their goal line
and right into Hollywood.”

Big Zack smiled. Reggie was just
talking to keep up his courage. They'd
played some big games before, but noth-
ing like the Rose Bowl.

The door opened and Coach Lehman
came in with his lips snapped in a grim
white line across his face. Still stand-
ing close to the door he let his glance
travel over the entire squad. In the
room that had gone suddenly silent, the
players sat there motionless, waiting
for him to speak. From outside the blare
of band music came filtering down into
the dressing room.

Coach Lehman rubbed the palms of
his hands together and wet his lips.
“Two years ago our school or team
weren’'t known outside of the state.

Today the eyes of the entire country
are on you. You know that the odds
are against you, that the school you are
playing is larger and better known than
you are. They are the Pacific Coast
Champions and have been several times
before. Well, you are the Eastern
Champions, everyone of you, even if
this is your first trip out here. If you
play like you have in the past there is
nothing to worry about, but if anyone
of you lays down on the job, our chances
are gone, because we don’t have a multi-
tude of reserve strength.”

His voice took on a sharper edge.
“This afternoon is your big chance.
You know just how much winning the
Rose Bowl can mean to you and to the
school.”

Big Zack Lieber shuddered. He
knew how much it could mean to him if
he played the right kind of a game. He
felt sorry for the coach. If they did hap-
pen to come through with'a win there
were a couple of schools ready to bid
for him and he had a wife and three
kids to support. His salary now was
chicken feed compared to what he
would get at either of them.

Yeah, well Big Zack wanted a job.
Not any kind of a job but the one that
was being offered him. “And I'm going
to get it,” he told himself, just to make
sure that he understood.

“You've got about fifteen minutes to
warm up in,” Coach Lehman said.
“Let's go and remember this is for
keeps.”

At the door he caught Zack by the
arm and held him back so that they
walked out toward the field together.

“You're really the one I'm counting
on,” Coach Lehman said. “Play like
you always do and the rest of the boys
will fall in line. If we can just get the
jump on them the rest won't be so hard,
bug)if we have to come out from behind

“Sure” Zack said. “We’ll take them,
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Coach.” He tried to make his voice
sound reassuring. It was really Coach
Lehman who had given him his chance.

As soon as he could he broke away
and joined the rest of the squad running
through signal formations. A couple
of plays and the coach called him to
join the Mogal captain and the officials
out in the center of the field for the
toss.

Feeling stiff and awkward beneath
the protecting pads of his suit he trotted
out into the open. The Bison cheering
section spotted him first and cut loose
with a Locomotive with his name tacked
on the end of it.

I IE wondered if the members of the
* * interviewing committee heard
them and what they were thinking. He
stared resentfully up toward the press
box. It was their fault that he had the
reputation he did.

He wanted to shout up to them that
it wasn't fair. Just because he tackled
harder and could crack a line wide open
with his wedge shaped body they'd
branded him with a reputation that had
about two thirds of the world believing
that he deliberately played a brand of
football that wasn’t on the up and up.
Now they were all watching for it. Let
an opposing player get hurt and boos
would rattle down on him like thunder.
Before neither the boos nor the cheers
had mattered. They were just so much
meaningless steam, but today—

A coin was flipped up into the air and
Zack called, “Heads!”

It came heads and the referee asked,
“What will you take?”

“We'll kick,” Zack said shortly.
Then he was trotting back into posi-
tion, watching Cal Bordman fix the ball
for Hank Larkin to kick.

The roar of the crowd thundered out
from all sides of the big stadium as the
ball left Hank’s toe and went twisting
end over end back to the Mogal’s five

yard line, where Jeb Hawley, the cel-
ebrated Mogal flash, took it on a dead
run, over his right shoulder, and headed
straight down the field behind a fast
forming interference. The front wall
of the Bison and the Mogals were drop-
ping each other all over the field.

Still Jeb Hawley came down fast be-
hind a three man interference. Zack
had a glimpse of Reggie McLean com-
ing up alongside of him and he knew
what Reggie expected of him. He was
to dive in and dump the interference
like ten pins, literally fling them back
in Jeb’s face while Reggie came and
made a nice clean tackle. That's the
they had been doing it and it had always
been all right with Zack, Now it wasn't.

A quick glance and big Zack had
doped out the situation. The inter-
ference was formed heavy to the inside,
keeping their ball carrier in between
themselves and the side line. Driving
hard, Zack faked a lunge at them, then
side-stepped deftly across in front of
them and hooked Jeb from his unpro-
tected flank and in the cradle of his
arms carried him to the ground. It was
the longest way around and he might
have missed completely, but from the
side lines it ought to look good.

Trotting back into formation Reggie
growled, “What's the idea? Why didn’t
you soften those babies up a bit. Un-
less you jolt them up a bit they'll be
riding over us like a ten ton truck.”

Zack grinned at Reggie. “1'm trying
to keep them good natured!”

The next few minutes were sweet.
On the next three plays the Mogals tried
the line twice and an end run for a total
gain of two yards which left them still
on their own thirty-eight yard line, and
never once was Zack forced into making
a tackle. Dropping back into punt
formation, the Mogals angled one for
the sidelines, but Reggie was too fast
and picked it up on his own five yard
line before it went out of bounds. With
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big Zack leading the interference he
scooted the length of the field for the
first counter just like he had wanted to
do, while the crowd twisted and shouted
itself into pandemonium.

YY/ALKING back for the try for the

' * extra point, Zack Leiber chuckled
to himself. That dash ought to make
him look even better. With his shoul-
ders he had brushed two would-be
tacklers aside and then down by the
goal line he had blocked the safety man
off without ever touching him while
Reggie raced across the white stripe
into pay territory standing up. Smooth,
clean football, that was what it was, not
the bruising, spine jarring brand that
big Zack had been used to playing.

Again they went into formation and
Reggie elected to try a place kick for
the extra point. The entire Mogal team
drove in hard, trying to block the kick,
but the Bison’s forward wall held like
it was molded steel and the try was
good. Bison—7, Mogals—O0.

Until now big Zack had forgotten all
about his leg, but suddenly he realized
that it was giving him hell and he was
limping. That long dash down the field
ahead of Reggie had put a terrific strain
on it. He looked longingly toward the
bench and hoped that Coach Lehman
would notice and take him out for a
little rest, only Lehman wasn't built
that way. He'd come up the hard
way and now that he had his little
red wagon hitched to a star he was going
to ride it to the limit. For the first time
in his football career big Zack felt a
smoldering glow of resentment sweep-
ing over him. Why should he be the
goat?

The Mogals elected to receive again
and were lining up. Hank’s kick was a
high end over end boot and the ends
were down there to drop the receiver
almost in his tracks. Then things began
to happen. In three quick thrusts

through the center of the line the
Mogals picked up a first down. Two
of those times it was big Zack who fin-
ally stopped the play, but not until they
had garnered more than their share of
the yardage.

An end sweep and a long forward
pass off from a lateral put the Mogals
within scoring distance and the west
coast fans were beginning to clamor,
“We want a touchdown! We want a
touchdown!”

“Bust them up in there, Zack,” Reg-
gie pounded the big fullback between
the shoulders. “Rip through that line
and spill them before they get started.”

But the Mogals were hot and weren't
to be denied. They threw everything
they had into the attack. Twice big
Zack spilled the interference so his own
backs could get a clear shot at the ball
carrier, and once he filtered in through,
himself, and made a shoe string tackle.
But he wasn't roughing it up. All of
the time he kept remembering what it
was that he had to do. Between plays
he kept watching the stands trying to
locate the inspection committee— that
was the way he had come to think of
them—but in the big stadium that was
next to impossible.

But he did not have much time to
look. The Mogals sent a smashing
power play off tackle. It got through
the line, picking up power as it came.
Before he thought, Zack found himself
driving into the breach. Head down he
plowed into the interference. He
felt his shoulder hit something hard,
then he saw a pair of driving scarlet-
clad legs and he wrapped his arms tight
around them, driving hard with his own
legs at the same time.

"TOGETHER they went down in a

heap. Then one by one they un-
tangled themselves—all of them except
the ball carrier. He still laid exactly
where Zack had dumped him. His
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face had gone pasty and his eyes held
a glassy stare. Zack stepped forward,
but two trainers came running out from
the Mogal bench and pushed him to one
side.

“Just knocked the wind out of him,”
one of the trainers grunted.

Just the same it was a lousy break
the way Zack looked at it. Scuffing dirt
with his cleats he went back into the
huddle with the rest of his teammates.
He felt angry that it had had to happen
when he made the tackle. Also, it was
the first injury of the game. It wasn't
much, but it would be enough to start
the chatter that he was on the rampage.
He'd never had thoughts like that be-
fore. Now they chewed away at the
back part of his brain and brought back
the odd sense of nervousness that he
had experienced back in the dressing
room.

“Why in hell do I always have to
be the fall guy?” he asked himself.

With time back in, the next play
started out to be what looked like a
spinner and suddenly developed into
one of those deceptive formations that
tangle up the best of defenses. Shift-
ing behind his own line Zack lost sight
of the ball, but some sixth sense warned
him to move over to the left and he met
the play coming smack at him. It had
been designed to suck the defense over
to the strong side of the line while the
play itself was actually around the weak
side.

There was only one thing to do. Blast
the interference wide open and slam the
ball carrier down, then Zack remem-
bered the injured player on the last
play. In other games he would have
tried to handle the matter single
handed. Now he dived in and spilled
the interference, hoping desperately
that Reggie could come up to make the
tackle and all of the time he knew that
it was a vain hope. Along with the rest
of the backfield Reggie had gone over

to the other side of the line.

As the roar went up from the Mogal
side of the stadium that told that the
play had been a counter, Cal Bordman
called: “Better luck next time, Zack,
but I thought you had him.”

There was deep bitter disappoint-
ment in Bordman’s voice as if he had
never questioned that Zack could make
a tackle no matter how difficult.

The rest of the squad dropped into
their places to try to break up the play
for the extra point with a resigned at-
titude as if it were already made. Big
Zack kept his eyes diverted from them.
He was afraid of what they might see.
But once again it seemed damned un-
fair. Why was he the one who had to
diagnose the play? If it had been Reg-
gie, or Bordman, or anyone of the rest
of the team they wouldn’t have been
expected to break up the play single
handed, but because it was him—

Still swallowing down a feeling of re-
sentment, Zack didn’t realize what was
happening until he heard the thud of a
toe against the ball and with a sicken-
ing feeling in the pit of the stomach he
saw that he had been caught flat footed.
Over his head the ball sailed through
the uprights and he had never made an
attempt to knife through and block it.

\Y7ITH the score 7-7 the first quarter

ended. This time the Bison were
going to receive. With the ball in their
possession the Bison suddenly found
themselves battering at a stone wall.
The Mogals seemed to have an air tight
pass defense and smeared end runs be-
fore they ever got under way. There
was only one thing left to do and that
was pound the line and earn their yards
the hard way.

Time after time big Zack drove for-
ward in quick thrusts over the center or
off tackle, but he wasn't getting down
and really plowing. Where before he
had a season’s average of better than
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four yards for every power play, now
he was picking up less than two.

“What's the matter, your leg hurting
you?” Reggie came up with concern
written all over his face.

Zack had almost forgotten it, but now
he suddenly remembered that his right
pin was taped from his ankle almost to
his thigh. Before there had been too
many other things to think about.

“Some,” he said and walked away
from Reggie, rubbing the back of his
grimy hand across his eyes.

Big Zack knew that the coach had
been right. The only way to do was
turn on the steam and get the jump on
the Mogals. It meant shoot the works
with everything that he had, leg or no
leg, but he couldn’t do that and still
play the brand of ball that the inspec-
tion committee was expecting him to
play, and he half suspected, half hoped,
that he wouldn't.

The first ten minutes of the second .

quarter was slow line play with the
Mogals more than holding their own at
first and then gradually taking the in-
itiative. Then with the half sweeping
into the final moments they took the ball
and in a series of business like rushes,
worked the ball to the Bison twenty
where Jeb Hawley booted a field goal
as the period ended, Mogal-10, Bison-7.

Back in the dressing room big Zack
Leiber sat miserably alone and no one
made any effort to address him. When
he looked at Coach Lehman, the foot-
ball mentor’s eyes were expressionless,
but there were bitter hard little lines
running down from the corners of his
mouth as though Zack alone was re-
sponsible for the situation.

The trainer came over and looked at
Zack’s knee. “Looks as good as it did
when you went out, except for a little
more swelling. Hurt much?”

Zack shook his head. He knew they
all looked to him, that they expected
him to deliver when the chips were all

running out. The others might fail, but
he couldn't. He was the super man
that the papers and gossip had built up.
Until it was well under way he had
never realized what a powerful weapon
ballyhoo could be and just how much
damage it could do. Now thoughts were
in a bitter turmoil.

During the rest Coach Lehman didn’t
give the entire team a pep talk, but in-
stead went from man to man giving a
few words of quiet instruction. Zack
was the last man where he stopped.

“Like I told you at the beginning of
the game, Zack, whether we win or lose
depends on you and by the looks of
things we’ll lose, because you don't
seem to give a damn. | know your knee
is hurting, but hell man, you're laying
down on the job. Maybe you don't
know how much this game means to
some of us.” The coach’s voice was
edged with fear, and his eyes were glit-
tering like those of a kid who has seen
something in the dark.

fAROM outside, the roar of the crowd
* told that the Mogals had come back
on the field. Biting his lip Zack listened
to it. He knew that the coach felt he
was letting him down, and he knew just
how much the coach had befriended
him, but in four long years he felt that
he had paid that debt. He also thought
of those three men sitting out there
watching him and then it hit him
square between the eyes. He was still
young. He would get other chances,
maybe. But Coach Lehman was getting
to the place where he would soon be on
the down grade. This was his big chance
and if he didn't get it— That was what
was scaring him. There was only one
man between him and that chance, Zack
Leiber, and there was nothing he could
do about it.

“Take it easy, Coach,” Zack said
and was surprised that there wasn't a
tremor in his own voice. “I'll wrap your
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game up for you.”

Climbing up off the bench he called
to the team, “Let’s go, gang, and get the
job done.”

But all the way out to the field and
while they were lining up to receive, a
voice kept hammering in his ears, “Why
you big dumb palooka. You've let your-
self fall for the old college-try sob
story. You've had your chance. Once
you turn in your suit you’'ll be the for-
gotten man of the age.”

But his course was clear now. He
had given his word. The nice looking
game that he had been playing for the
benefit of inexperienced eyes was a
thing of the past. There were just
thirty minutes of college football left
for him and in that time—

He watched the kick coming back to
Reggie McLean and clenched his hands
grimly. By the time Reggie had the ball
cradled in his arms the Mogals were
swarming down, but by that time Zack
was driving forward to meet them. With
his shoulder he literally blasted the first
man from his feet and drove him back
into the path of the rushing Mogals.
Without slackening his pace, Zack
drove hard to the right and cut down
another tackier with a low dive and at
the same time swung his feet to crack
another out of Reggie’'s way.

When the whistle blew, Reggie had
carried the ball back to their thirty-five
yard stripe and the first man Zack had
thrown the block into was still stretched
out on the ground. Both teams stared
curiously at Zack as he climbed to his
feet but it was Reggie who came up
to him with the question.

“Are you going to keep on playing
like that? Power football I mean?”

The little quarterback’s words jolted
Zack clear to the marrow. “What do
you think?” he snarled.

“That’s all we want to know. You
lead the way and we’ll follow you to hell
and back.”

Big Zack wiped at his face with the
sleeve of his sweater and stared at the
ground. The throb in his leg was be-
ginning to bring the sweat to his face
and give him an all gone feeling in the
pit of the stomach. Ple’d wrenched it
plenty on that last block.

Back in the huddle Zack felt a new
surge of confidence oozing from the rest
of the team. He heard Reggie call his
number for a drive directly over the
center and felt his nerves go tense. If
he didn't go back on them now they
would know he meant what he had just
said and together they would give the
coach his game.

rT 'HE ball smacked into Zack’s middle

* as he drove forward, head down and
plowing. The Bison center had opened
a hole but it wasn’'t much and the Mogal
full was coming in to plug it.

Big Zack slammed in hard. He felt
hands claw at his shoulders and head
but he kept his legs pumping and drove
through. The rest of the backfield see-
ing that it was straight football surged
in to cut him off.

Like a juggernaut gone wild, Zack
struggled to keep his feet. He slammed
a bare face with a wicked stiff arm and
pivoted sharply to the right. Men were
coming at him from all directions.

Keeping his head down he plowed
forward. More hands were clawing at
his hips and sliding down toward his
ankles. Throwing himself forward he
carried the tacklers for another two
yards before they all went down in a
heap and the play was over.

From the corner of his eye Zack had
a glimpse of the linemen moving for-
ward with the chain, and heard Reggie
say, “Twelve yards on that one. Keep
on plowing you old root hog.”

Twice more the ball went to Zack
and he picked up another first down on
the two tries. By that time the Mogals
were awake to what was happening and
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were no longer just trying to protect
their lead. They came raging in on the
third play to smash the steam roller
attack that had been pushing them back
on their heels.

On a fake spinner, Zack took the ball
from center and handed it to Bordman
coming around fast. Driving out to-
ward the end Bordman heaved a long
forward pass to the Bison right end
who had been off with the snap of the
ball. Before he hit the line to keep up
the deception and suck in the defense,
Big Zack saw that much. Knifing in
past his own center, Zack hit the Mogal
fullback in the middle and came up
dumping the big Mogal down on his
head.

He was out cold, but the play had
worked and the Bison now had the ball
down on the Mogal’s nine yard line with
goal to go.

With a new fullback in for the Mo-
gals and play resumed, Zack knew what
was going to happen and he sensed that
the defensive Mogals also knew. He
could see the set look in their faces. He
was going to carry the ball and they
were going to stop him.

Every step he took was a burning
aching hell. From his thigh clear to his
ankle his leg felt as if it were on fire.
Bitterly he wondered what his private
inspection committee was thinking or
if they were still in the stadium, and
then the bitterness gave way to blinding
rage. Why, the poor dim wits, didn’t
they know he was just playing good
hard football, the kind the public liked!
He wasn’'t doing anything illegal. If
they thought that college football was
a game for sissies—

The ball came spiraling back and
Zack set his teeth and charged. He felt
the line bend and sway beneath his
driving bulk, but it didn't give com-
pletely, then something hit him on the
back of the neck like a load of bricks
and he went down on his face.

Shaking the fog from his brain he
climbed to his feet. “Now you are sof-
tening them up,” Reggie yelped in his
ear. “A couple more like that—"

“Shut up and give it to me,” Zack
snapped.

T IE sensed rather than saw the ball
* * coming back to him. Almost be-
fore it had touched the tips of his fin-
gers he lunged forward, juggling the pig-
skin to get it tight into his stomach.
They would really give him the works
this time!

Coming in fast and low he saw a pair
of scarlet clad shoulders blocking his
path so he went up and over. Some-
thing seemed to hit him just below the
knees to raise his feet higher than his
head and it felt like something snapped
in the back of his neck when the top of
his head hit the ground with his weight
full on it.

Eager hands were helping him up.
Staggering to his feet he swayed back
into the huddle. “Can you take it once
more?” Reggie’s question was more of
a plea than anything else.

Zack spat out a chunk of sod that
had lodged in his mouth, and nodded.
“Only a foot to go,” someone said.

By the pain in his leg Zack knew that
this was just about his last time. It
felt like the damned tape had pulled
loose and his knee was a red hot hinge
with his lower leg swinging in all di-
rections.

The Mogal line were all down on
their knees and the back field had
sucked in close to stop the one man
avalanche. Seeing the set-up, Zack
grinned, and it was a grin of sheer de-
light. To hell with the consequences.
This was football and the way he loved
to play it. Where had he ever picked
up the idea that you could lily-dob and
get a real thrill out of it? That might
be all right for some guys, but he was
Big Zack Leiber, the coal miner. There
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was only one way for him to play the
game, hard and dangerous as he had
lived and always would live.

With a shout like a Sioux Indian he
plucked the ball out of the air as it
came back from the center and took
two hard driving steps like a broad
jumper ready to take off, then he lunged
forward with his chin tucked down into
his chest, the ball hugged in close where
dynamite couldn’t blow it loose.

Then things hit him from all sides.
There was a clap of thunder in both
ears and he felt the skin come off the
end of his nose, but before everything
went black he saw a white line sliding
beneath him.

And that touchdown was the payoff.
With the Bison holding the long end of
a 13-10 score the Mogals suddenly
found that to try and shave that lead
was as hopeless as a man trying to level
the Rockies with a shovel.

With the final whistle the place be-
came a seething bedlam. Fans cheered
themselves hoarse and bands playing
the school’s victory march added to the
din.

Sprinting to get away from the mob
that had surged out on the field the
Bison players dove into the compara-
tive security of their dressing room, but
even there they had to face a constant
flare of exploding flash bulbs as camera-
men snapped away at the grimy happy
warriors.

TTIDDEN behind the curtains of a

* shower, Zack suddenly was aware
of Reggie’s voice high and exultant,
“There, maybe that will convince a few
skeptics like you. Before the game you
asked if he was as tough as the news-
papers said he was and you didn’t be-
lieve it when we told you that he was.
Well were we right or were we wrong?
| tell you that old Zack is made of pig
iron and ice water.”

Popping his head out through the
curtain Zack gulped and tried to duck
back, but wasn't quite fast enough. It
couldn’t be and yet it was, the spokes-
man for the inspection committee, only
now his tie was off to one side and his
goatee was sticking straight out in front
of his chin while his hat was shoved far
to the back of his head. If he had had
dignity before it was all gone now.

Spying Zack he yelped. “There you
are young fellow. You're responsible
for taking five years off my life, but
you're welcome to them. That last half
was the greatest playing I've ever seen.
Yessiree! And I'm telling you it took
a man to play it. Any man who can
play that kind of ball can play the game
of life without fear or favor and he can
teach boys to play it too.”

“Then you mean—"

“1 mean that your contract is waiting
for you to sign. And everything those
newspapers said is on the level. If any-
thing they under-rated you, the sissies.”

"| Talked with God'

(Yes I did—Actually and literally.

and, m a result of that little talk with God
ago, a strange new Power came into my life. After 43 years
of horrible, sickening, dismal failure# this strange Power
brought to me asense of overwhelming victory, and | have been
overcoming every undesirable condition of my life ever since.
What a change it was. Now—1 have credit at more than one
bank, I own a beautiful home, own a newspaper and a large
office building, and my wife and family are amply provided
for after | leave for shores unknown. In addition to these
material benefits, | have a sweet peace in my life. I am happy
as happy can be. No circumstance ever upsets me, for |
have learned how to draw upon the invisible God-Law, under
any and nil circumstances.

some ten years

You too may find and use the same staggering Power of
the God-Law that | use. It can bring to you too, whatever
things are right and proper for you to have. Do you believe
this? It won't cost much to find out — just a penny post-card
or a letter, addressed to Dr. Frank B. Robinson, Depart-j
ment 140, Moscow, lIdaho, will bring you the story of thej
most fascinating success of the century. And the same Power{
I use is here for your use too. [I'll be glad to tell you
about it. All information about this experience will be sent,
you free, of course. The address again—Dr. Frank B. ~Robinson,
Department 140, Moscow, ldaho, Advt, Copyright 1939
Frank B. Robinson.
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Harney was down, but he was strong and fresh. He took a nine count and got up sailing into
his opponent!

Dynamite fists got Tom Arnold this crummy gymnasium job-
dynamite fists would get him a fight in Madison Square Garden!

HE black boy waded in with

I his eyes closed, his teeth gritted,
his face shades paler than its
normal ebon tones. The white boy saw
him coming. But instead of getting out
of the way he just stood there, wide
eyes hypnotized, his face the color of
dirty chalk. There was a swift, aimless
flurry of gloves. The white boy closed
his eyes, said “oof, oof, oof” and sat
down on the canvas very abruptly. He
looked more bewildered than hurt.
With a sickly grin he acknowledged the
advice of his low-talking manager. He

got up and charged into the black boy.
The performance was exactly dupli-
cated, except that this time the black
boy was the bewildered recipient of the
sit-down strike.

There were no cheers. There were
no jeers. There were only the taut, low-
talking managers and perhaps a dozen
or so spectators. This was not Madison
Square Garden. It was a little old
crummy gymnasium where fighters
trained. These boys were no flashy per-
formers. They were in the ring for the
first time. Their respective managers
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claimed to see possibilities in them. And
stranger things can happen in a ring
that is really a square.

All the time the boys were moving
about in the ring after their own queer
fashion, another youngster was shad-
ow-boxing in the background under the
empty gallery. He was not in gym
clothes. But in contrast to the boys in
the ring he swayed and feinted with
grace and precision. It was this young-
ster Eddie Ahearn was watching. His
experienced eye had detected Talent.

P DDIE had managed the lightwieght

champ, Bud Harris, until the
champ got too old to defend his title
and laid it on the shelf. A lot of boys
had been reaching for that shelf; but in
nearly a year of trying, none had been
able to get more than a slippery hold on
it. Eddie had been haunting gymna-
siums in search of a kid he could groom
for the vacated title. He wasn't inter-
ested in a large stable. He wanted one
good boy. Eddie liked the game for
itself. He was that rare figure in the
field of professional sports: he was a
sportsman.

The kid's face was pleasant. His
eyes looked keen as blades. His legs
were thin but Eddie liked that in a kid
still growing. And he liked the way the
wide shoulders came down to a narrow
waist.

He went over to the boy. He nodded
his head in the direction of the ring.
“Pretty good, eh?” he said.

The kid gave a derisive exclamation.
“Look,” he said excitedly. “If the
black boy would hold his hands like
this—” he took a stance—“and the
white boy would only do this—"

Eddie Ahearn, who had been better
than a good hand in his own time, put
up his hands and put his left foot for-
ward; he tucked his chin under his
shoulder. “Show me,” he said.

The kid feinted with his head. His

body moved, but his feet never left the
floor. His left flicked out. It looked
like it was going down; but instead it
shot straight out. It knocked down
Eddie’s guard before he was aware of
its direction. The boy moved in with it.
His right found Eddie’'s jaw. But so
swiftly and so subtly that Eddie had
not yet finished getting out of the way
of the left. There was a loud crack in
Eddie’'s ears. The next thing he knew
the kid was helping him to his feet,
abject with apologies. Eddie rubbed
his chin and laughed.

“You must have been born with
gloves on!” he exclaimed. “How would
you like to get in the game?”

For an instant the kid betrayed an
eager front. Then his big shoulders
sagged. “I hate it,” he said flatly.

To Eddie that sounded as silly as a
deacon at a drunken party. He looked
his surprise. Obviously the boy was a
natural. And someone had taught him
more than the simple rudiments— Eddie
was not being knocked down by some
casual bum.

“What do you do?” Eddie asked.

The boy fidgeted. “Just looking for
a job,” he said.

“1 know a lot of people,” Eddie said
slowlyrhis mind at work. “I’ll see that
you get a job.” He was unaware of the
kid’'s thanks as they moved toward the
exit; he was still thinking.

Outside, in a better light, Eddie
could see that the boy was slightly
seedy. He could stand new clothes; and
a thick steak wouldn’t hurt him. Eddie
felt a tug at the heart; anybody who
could box like that had ho business
being shabby. Eddie was puzzled: he
felt sure the boy was holding back
something.

“Where did you learn to box?” he
asked him.

The kid was a long time answering.
Then it came out; slowly, softly, as if
it raked up painful memories. “My
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lather was a fighter. He taught me.
His name was Tom Arnold, same as
mine. He fought under the name of
Gatlin’ Gun Thomas__ "~

IT WAS enough for Eddie Ahearn. It

explained everything. Eddie remem-
bered Gatlin’ Gun’s last fight. It was
long ago. With some bruiser from the
Coast. His name was forgotten. The
Gunner was a coming champ. He was
coasting in to an easy victory by the
decision route. Or he could knock the
ham out. He turned his head for some
signal from his comer. Bam! The
tramp came to sudden life. It was a ter-
rific wallop. With his head turned at an
acute angle it broke the Gunner’s
neck . ..

It was the next afternoon that Eddie
drove down to the side street where the
kid lived with some relatives. He had
been busy all morning getting the boy
the kind of job that would further his
own plans. Ahearn told Tom nothing.
He put him in his car and they drove
off. And now they were in a wide, clean
lobby. Quiet, well-behaved youngsters
were all around; reading, playing chess
and checkers. Pictures and mottos of
great men were on the wall.

“This is the Sixth Street Settlement,”
Eddie told him. “It's for the benefit of
underprivileged children. This s
where you're going to work.” Eddie took
him to the gymnasium.

The Kids were noisy here. They
were dashing around with a basketball
that was too big for them. And the
rules, if they knew any, were thrown in
the discard; they were having fun.

“You work here,” Eddie told him.
Tom grinned. Eddie continued, “You
have to teach them . . . boxing . . .”

Tom's breath made a whistling sound
through his teeth. His face grew dark;
his brows knit. His big shoulders
seemed to shake. He turned suddenly
and walked away. Eddie caught up
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with him. . . .

“So you see what this job is,” Eddie
was saying in his gentle tones. “It’'s not
professional boxing; it's sport! You
show the kids how to defend them-
selves. They don’'t want to become
prizefighters. Now the Settlement has
the idea, someone is going to teach
them!”

Eddie might have added that they
got the idea because he gave it to them.
And that a fellow named Ahearn was
donating a monthly check.

It was dark when he wiped the sweat
from his brow and called it a day. But
he had Tom’s consent. His plan was
under way. . . .

It was six weeks later. Eddie was
watching Tom at work in the gym. He
was marveling at the boy’s improve-
ment. Tom’s wide shoulders had filled
out with new muscle. His chest was
bigger. He was lean. His legs were
springy, sinewy. His long arms moved
with assurance. He seemed to have in-
herited his father’'s fighting brain; his
movements were a natural reaction to a
specific cause.

The kids padded up to the triple
thickness of mat that Tom ruled. They
were smiling, happy, their small fists
encased in huge “pillows,”—the biggest
gloves. They couldn’t get hurt. Tom
showed them how to jab, how to duck,
how to lead. All the things his father
had instilled in him as a child. With the
bigger boys he boxed.

Ahearn smiled with deep satisfaction.
It was soon time for the next move in
his plan. . . .

It was a week later. Aided by Eddie,
Tom was staging a tournament for the
kids, at the request of old Donnigan,
resident manager of the Settlement. It
was Eddie who had prompted the man-
ager, as it was Eddie who was donating
the cups.

The kids boxed with the big gloves.
The rounds were only of one-minute
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duration. The “bouts” went three
rounds with a minute’s rest in between.
The entertainment was strictly for the
youngsters, but as soon as the scheduled
bouts were over there was going to be
an unscheduled bout that Tom didn't
know about. Only Ahearn and old Don-
nigan knew. One other principal knew
too; but he was getting paid.

The regular bouts over, Donnigan
climbed into the ring.

“Now boys,” he said in his slow, quiet
way. “We have a little surprise for
you. You will now see an exhibition of
real skill in the art of self-defense, be-
tween Danny Gallen, whom you have
all heard of, and your own instructor,
Tom Arnold. That's all.”

THAT'S all! Danny Gallen was
stepping high among the classy

lightweights! Tom was no professional!

The kids were clamoring. Danny
Gallen was in the ring. A professional
in every look, every movement, every
line of his young, hard, trained body.
Tom had no intention of boxing him.
But the laughing kids pushed him into
the ring. Tom felt a surge of panic.
He turned to leap out. But now there
were boxing gloves on his hands. Not
the big ones. Eddie was lacing them;
talking in his low, encouraging voice.
“You can't let the kids down,” he was
saying.

And there was old Donnigan, grin-
ning in his thin skin like an animated,
amiable ghost. White-haired, benevo-
lent, he was enjoying the thing. His
business was making men out of boys.

Eddie gripped Tom’s wide shoulder
and whispered words in his ear. Then
Tom found himself staring into the
bored face of Danny Gallen; found
himself shaking hands with him; step-
ping away, sparring. Then a fistful of
gloves exploded in Tom'’s face.

The explosions continued all through
the round. And all through the second

round. And all through the third. There
was comparatively little pain. They
came so fast there was no time to feel
the hurt.

Now it was very quiet. Tom found
himself sitting on a stool. “The round
must be over,” he thought. “Or maybe

the fight.” He wondered about the
quiet, what had happened to squelch
the noisy kids. Then he knew. He was
getting licked.

Eddie was massaging his legs. Old
Donnigan had an anxious look on his
face, as if the joke had backfired. Ed-
die said a few words to the old fellow
that seemed to relieve him. Donnigan
smiled. Tom had his senses back now.
He leaned over Eddie. “What did you
tell Mr. Donnigan?” he asked.

Eddie’s grin lacked full assurance. “1
told him you'd take care of Gallen this
round,” he said. “It's the fourth.”

The last round!

Tom gripped the ropes. He looked
out at the sea of young, unsmiling faces.
The hope he once put into those faces
was dead. He looked across at the
bored face of the professional in the op-
posite corner. Gallen was being pam-
pered by a couple of clucking trainers.
New sweat broke out on Tom. Under
the blood and bruises the pale face be-
came paler. His nostrils quivered; he
shook in every fiber. “Hurry up with
the bell!” he snapped in a hoarse whis-
per. “Do | have to sit here all night?”

Eddie dropped his hands. He began
to grin slowly. His eyes grew very wide
and shiny. The kid was his father’s
son!

Tom got off his stool and advanced
with mechanical care. Gallen tripped
out lightly, met Tom in the center of
the ring, and posed for the benefit of
the admiring audience. His hair was
smooth, plastered down, unruffled. He
was having a pleasant, if boresome eve-
ning. All at once Tom started to fight.
He pumped both hands to that glossy
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head. Sweat splattered the ringsiders.
He knocked down the startled Gallen’s
guard with a swish of his left forearm,
pivoted on one toe and crashed a tre-
mendous haymaker to the side of Gal-
len’s head. Gallen staggered back into
the ropes. He was badly rattled, be-
tween surprise and pain. His seconds
screamed orders in his ears. The kids
howled. Eddie danced with glee. Old
Donnigan nodded his white head and
grinned.

Tom slipped in and sunk his left into
Gallen’s middle. Instinct worked for
Gallen. He grabbed the left though it
bent him in two. He hung on and went
into a clinch. Tom shook him off. But
already the experienced professional’s
head had cleared. He would not be
caught off guard again. He shoved Tom
away and began to box.

T TIS straight left flicked out. Tom
* * moved his head. The left went
over his shoulder. They exchanged
rights. Gallen stepped around. He
was showing respect for his opponent.
Tom dropped his hands low, went after
the professional. The second his hands
went down Gallen jabbed, then hooked
the jab. But Tom had purposely done
it. He took the jab and let the hook
curve around his body as he stepped in
close. Too late Gallen realized he had
walked into a trap. Tom lowered his
head on his opponent’s shoulder, let go
with a barrage of lefts and rights to the
middle. Gallen backed up, but Tom
was on top of him. He switched his
attack to the head. Gallen covered up
as he reeled back. Only the top of his
head was a target. Tom cracked down
on it with the force of a mallet. Gallen
dropped. Tom slid into a neutral cor-
ner. The referee began the count. The
kids went wild. Their idol was coming
through.

At the count of six Gallen got to one
knee and looked up. His eyes were
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Blood was running from his
nose. His face was puffed and bruised.
And his glossy hair was mussed. At
seven he dragged himself to the ropes.
At eight he pulled himself up. And as
the referee stopped swinging his arm
and motioned for Tom to come in, Gal-
len suddenly reeled without being
struck, crashed to the canvas out cold.

After that night there was no ques-
tion of what Tom Arnold’s future would
be. The game was in his blood like
dope. He was not happy unless he was
in the ring. His flying gloves were de-
vastating. His fists pumped so fast the
sports writers could never agree, after
a fight, if it was his left or his right or
a series of blows that had stretched an
opponent on the canvas. It was seldom
a question of whether he would win.
The question always seemed to be:
“What round?” The rise of Tom Arnold
was making fistic history.

It came down finally, at the end of a
year, to an elimination tournament or-
dered by the fistic fathers with the va-
cant throne the prize at stake. And
after several more months it came down
to the finals. The next battle was to
decide the man to hold the lightweight
crown. In one corner would be Tom
Arnold, Gattlin' Gun the second, the
man who couldn’t lose. In the opposite
corner would be a young, clean, college-
bred youngster of more than ordinary
ability named Harvey Day; a boy who
had never lost.

Day had a manager who was not so
clean. But he had a brain. With this
brain he might have become President,
if the rest of him could measure up.
William Patrick Burke was the name,
and it was his brain that had whipped
all opposition for Day. It was Burke
the wise money was betting on to cap-
ture the championship for Day.

Burke started out by confusing
everyone as usual. He insisted that the
final be held at the Downtown Arena.

glazed.
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The Downtown was in an old and dila-
pidated neighborhood. It did not seat
as many as half a dozen other available
fight clubs. Burke said he had a sen-
timental attachment for the old place
and felt it was lucky. After ail argu-
ments had been exhausted Burke finally
had his way. The contracts were signed.

Then strange things began to be ru-
mored about in sporting circles. Things
hatched in the wily brain of William
Patrick Burke. It seemed that the old
Downtown used to be known by a dif-
ferent name. In those days it was a
beer hall one night, a dance hall another
night, and perhaps a fight arena if there
was some money to be made. Its his-
toric past was too confusing for busy
sports writers to bother about. The
change of name had been made so long
ago it would take too much labor to dig
it up, if the records showed it at all.

Besides, Burke had the dope on the
end of his tongue.

“The Downtown Arena used to be
known as the Sycamore Gardens,” he
told the sports writers. “The police
closed up the place when a man was
killed during a bout there. It reopened
later under the new name.”

“1 suppose you can tell us the name
of the fighter who was Killed?” he was
asked.

“Sure,” said Burke, and he smiled.
“The man who was killed was Gattlin’
Gun Thomas the first . . .”

A S Burke had expected, the story
gathered momentum. Then a
sweeper at the Arena saw the ghost of
the dead fighter hanging around the
ring on a dark night! He ran for his
life. Burke emerged from the sheet
that made him a ghost and laughed till
the tears came to his little eyes. From
then on the dark arena became a mecca
for the curious.
Burke was too smart to push his luck.
His trap was sprung. The ghost of the

old Gunner was haunting the place. He
knew how devastating an effect that
would have on the taut nerves of Tom
Arnold in training.

Then another thing was confided by
Burke to a smart sports reporter. “How
do you suppose | could remember how
the Gattlin’ Gun died?” he demanded.
“1 gave you the dope to the second and
the punch. | told you who was at ring-
side.”

“You were at ringside,” the reporter
ventured.

Burke was thoughtful. “Yes,” he
admitted. “I was at ringside.”

“If 1 could only find out what hap-
pened to Bill Patrick, the man who
killed Thomas,” the reporter went on.
“1'd have a perfect story.”

Burke was thoughtful again; he re-
membered the fight was only a few days
away. Then he smiled his beefy smile.
“You've got your perfect story,” he
said. “I'm Bill Patrick . .

William Patrick Burke—was Bill
Patrick! Young Thomas was going to
fight in the ring where his father had
died. His opponent was backed by the
man who had killed his father. It was
a field day for the sports writers.

Then came fight night.

“The streets are filled to overflow-
ing,” the radio reporter was broadcast-
ing. “Extra police are keeping the
crowd in line. Half the city seems to
have turned out to witness the making
of a champion. Opinion seems to be
divided whether this bout is between
young Gattlin’ Gun Thomas aid Har-
vey Day, or whether it's between the
young Gunner and the mind of Bill Pat-
rick. The mob is getting bigger. Let’s
take it inside!”

The old Arena was packed to the
rafters. The crowd paid little attention
to the preliminaries. They were noisy
until the main event was announced.
Then Harvey came down the aisle in a
green robe. A minute later Tom fol-
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lowed in a purple robe with “Sixth
Street Settlement” embroidered on the
back. When they took their seats,
Burke passed the word around: The
Gunner was sitting in his father’s old
corner! Burke had fooled the kid into
taking it.

Eddie Ahearn was anxious-eyed. Old
Donnigan looked as if it were he who
was going into the ring. Some Kkids
from the Settlement let out a cheer for
their idol. Tom sat like a wooden man.
A ghost was in the ring tonight.

The bell rang.

Harvey came out fighting. He was
strong and aggressive. Tom was not
himself. Burke’'s work had got in good.
Harvey forced the pace. It was clinch
and break so far as Tom was concerned.
Far from his usual way of fighting. As
Tom became more and more dull, Har-
vey became over-anxious. He missed
easy chances. The round ended with
the referee pulling them out of a clinch.

“You’'ll be all right in a minute,” Ed-
die told his boy. “All the more reason
why you should clout this guy if Burke
is the man who—" Eddie stopped.
There was a look on Tom'’s face which
said, “Don’t say it!”

E crowd tensed when the bell rang.

Harvey was stronger, gaining con-
fidence. But he was over-anxious again.
His whistling right failed to land. Tom
was dull again, listless, as if his mind
were elsewhere and his. heart not in it.
They fought close to Day’s corner. All
at once there was a penetrating whisper.
Burke, at work again. The whispering
continued as they struggled to the
center. Suddenly, while in a clinch, Tom
turned his head and looked back to his
corner! Harvey whizzed his right. It
missed as Tom turned back. But the
fight was young. Hell; the Gunner was
bound to get clipped if he looked back
to his corner! The crowd remembered
it was how his father got it! Burke
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laughed softly.

When the round ended Tom went to
the wrong corner. “Your corner is
signalling you,” Burke grinned. He
turned Tom around before Eddie could
run across. “Your corner is signalling
you,” Burke whispered as a parting
shot. Eddie grabbed his boy and led
him back.

Burke grinned at his fighter who was
being rubbed by a sallow-faced Greek.
“Don’t fight,” Burke whispered in Har-
vey’s ear. The boxer was startled. “ Just
clinch,” Burke explained. “When I
whisper to 'im he’ll look back to his
corner ... for a signal. 'When he turns
his head—clip 'im!” Harvey's eyes
grew wide. When he was in college they
hadn't played it that way. But he was
quite used to Burke by now.

“You're better already,” Eddie was
telling his boy. But he couldn’t keep his
voice right.

Tom came out slowly. Harvey be-
gan a long-range bombardment at once.
He had no trouble reaching his man.
Whetted by success, he broke through
and began pounding Tom’s middle.
Burke was vyelling at him but he
couldn’'t hear. Then Tom clinched, and
Harvey remembered his instructions.
Sure enough there came Burke’s pene-
trating whisper. Tom turned dazed eyes
to his corner, looking for a signal.

Clip!

Harvey connected with a hard right.
Tom flew back, hit the ropes, slid on one
shoulder, stopped in a neutral corner.
Was his neck broken? ringsider asked.
But Tom got up without taking a count.
He had never been on the floor before or
he would have taken advantage of the
few seconds rest.

Eddie whispered to old Donnigan,
“Maybe the knockdown will wake him
up.”

But Tom didn't wake up. He saw
the ghost of his father that Bill Burke
had put in his mind.
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Instinct was again too much for Har-
vey, He forgot his instructions, went
after Tom with both hands swinging.
Tom took it like a stoic. When the round
ended he was still on his feet. But his
face was puffed and a mass of bruises.
He was bleeding from the mouth and
nose. His right eye was swollen and
almost closed. A cut over his left eye
was blinding him with blood.

Again Burke bawled his man out.
Why waste time on exercise when the
fight could be won from the corner?
Harvey promised to remember, though
he thought Burke much too cautious.

When the round started he began
bulling Tom around the ring. Again he
kept Tom too busy to hear Burke's
whisper and look to his corner for a
signal. They wrestled around the ring
till they were back in Harvey’s corner.

“Clinch!” Burke hissed.

I TARVEY clinched. Before the
referee could part them Tom heard
the sinister whisper, turned his head to
his corner. Smack! Harvey uncorked
a beautiful right. It crashed flush on the
averted jaw. Tom was hurled across the
ring. He slammed into the ropes and
fell across the upper strand, hanging on.
His eyes were closed. His mouth was
drooling blood. He was gasping for air.
Harvey tore across the ring after
him. He was insane with the nearness
of victory; drunk with the thought of
the championship within his grasp. He
piled on Tom’s back but the referee
pulled him off. The referee pushed Har-
vey away and whirled Tom around to
face his opponent. Harvey came slid-
ing in for the kill. Burke’s instructions
were forgotten in his excitement. He
was deaf to the roar of the crowd. He
piled in, Tom reeled away. Harvey was
after him like a bloodhound. But be-
fore he could uncork his right, the bell
ended the round.

“What the hell's the matter with

you?” Burke demanded when Harvey
got back to his corner. “A man with a
college education ought to be able to
remember a few simple instructions!”

“What if I kill him?” Harvey argued.
“I've got the championship in the bag
anyway.”

“Maybe. Remember, this kid's got a
punch The fight ain't over yet. You
follow instructions and it'll be over
right! You can’t hit hard enough to
kill anyone. And if you do—it'll be an
accident.”

Tom'’s corner was shrouded in gloom.
They couldn’t make him understand.
They taped his cuts, stopped the flow
of blood. It seemed to make little dif-
ference to Tom. He didn't feel pain;
he felt haunted.

All around the arena people were
asking how long the Gunner could take
it, how much longer it could last. And
were secretly wondering: what if Har-
vey Day would break the Gunner's
neck . . .

The bell sounded. Tom came out
like a mechanical man. The sultry
whisper of Bill Burke cut into his con-
scious thoughts. “Your corner is
signalling you . . .” It was more like
a memory in Tom'’s ears, more like the
ghost of words in another world, Tom
stopped. He turned his head to look at
his corner! Harvey’s right crashed into
the averted face! Tom reeled away
and crashed to the canvas in Harvey’s
corner. He was on his face. Not a
muscle quivered.

Instead of the roar that usually at-
tends a knockdown, there was a mourn-
ful hush. Expectant; solemn; laden
with dread. It brought dignity to the
fallen figure.

The referee began to count. Tom
couldn’t hear him. What he heard was
the ghost of those words: “Your corner
is signalling you . . .”

He opened his puffed eyes. He heard
the referee now, but the ghostly whisper
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was stronger still. Tom picked up the
count at five. It went to six before he
realized he was in Burke’s corner. That
it was Burke who was whispering,
“Your corner is signalling . . There
was derision in the soft tones. Triumph
too. The count was eight before Tom
woke to the realization Burke's words
were a trap. And that this trap had
snared and killed his father! Burke
was giving himself away! It had been
through no accident that his father had
turned his head that fatal night long
ago!

Tom got up at the count of nine.
To the crowd it was a miracle. But Tom
felt hounded. He took a deep breath
and spat blood.

Harvey figured he had nothing to
fear now. The Gunner was all but gone.
Harvey waded in wide open. Tom
slipped Harvey’'s rush. He turned,
caught Harvey off balance, took him
by surprise. He lowered his head and
went to work. He unleashed his famous
windmill attack. He pumped rights and
lefts into Harvey’s unprotected middle.
He switched and filled Harvey’'s eyes
with gloves. He seemed to take strength
from the air. Or else he had not been
as far gone as the ringsiders thought.
He let fly with both guns. Backed Har-
vey around the ring, never giving him
a chance to recover from his first sur-
prise, never giving him a chance to
cover up or get set. The crowd was on
its feet, hoarsely shouting, mad with
surprise and excitement. Harvey was
staggering around like a blind man in a
snowstorm. His eyes were puffed to
mere slits. He was gasping, his open
mouth dripping blood. Burke's brains
had finally created a backfire. It had
ignited a spark from the old cannon.
Burke's man was bouncing on the
canvas.

I TARVEY was down.

‘

But he was
* strong, fresh in comparison to his
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opponent. He took a nine count and
got up. Blinded by fury, goaded by
pride, Harvey sailed in in his usual open
style. He forgot to box when he lost
his head. Tom met him head on. They
slugged toe to toe. Tom didn’t give an
inch. He never lessened his whirlwind
flurry. The terrific pace was new to
Harvey. The crowd was on its feet
waiting for someone to drop. The noise
was deafening.

“They're back in the center of the
ring,” the excited announcer was
screaming. “Burke is on the apron of
the ring, hanging on the ropes, screech-
ing instructions to his boy. He better
get down before he gets hurt.

“Lefts and rights are bouncing off
Harvey Day so fast it's hard to keep
track of them. He’s weakening fast.
They’'re battling in Day’s corner now.
Day’s knees are buckling. Tom Arnold
is showing no mercy. It's the most
amazing rally ever seen in ring war-
fare! Day rallies briefly. He ducks a
flurry of lefts and throws a wild punch!
The Gunner ducks and shoots a terrific
right that catches Day flush on the but-
ton, bounces off and cracks Bill Burke
on the head! A screwball punch! An
amateur wallop the Gunner picked up
off the floor! But Day is down! Burke
is down too! Pandemonium folks! But
Burke had no business hanging on the
ropes! He fell into the ringside seats!

“It looks like Day is out for keeps.
The count is . . . six, seven, eight, nine,
and out!

“The bout’s over! We have a new
lightweight champ! Tom Arnold! Son
of the famous Gattlin’ Gun Thomas who
met death in this same ring years ago
.. . Hello! What's this! Wait a minute
folks. Something’s happened. The
police are carrying Bill Burke into the
ring. They’re working over him. Stand
by, folks, it's serious. Looks like Burke
cracked his head when he fell off the
ropes. He’s dead of a broken neck ..
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The Pigskin Professor didn’t know football, he
just knew he had to put a winning team on

HE Professor was sitting by the

I jungle camp fire sampling a por-
tion of mulligan stew when two

men, their shadowy outlines quite vis-
ible, approached the circle of light. The
Professor didn’t even bother to look up.
He held a tin cup in one hand and in
the other a silver mounted pencil with

roughest giants in

which he was busy scribbling notes in
a book resting on his skinny knees. His
three companions, however, sprang to
their feet in alarm.

“Railroad bulls,” one of them mut-
tered. He was a huge man with a body
that towered like an oil derrick. A cin-
namon red beard camouflaged his

MEET THE PIGSKIN PROFESSOR AND THE FIGHTING HORDE HE MADE INTO THE TOUGHEST
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Touchdown Hero," etc.

Short Pants twisted to his feet, went another ten yards before he was brought down again!

didn’'t know a triple-threat from a referee—he
the field, and he sent out eleven of the toughest,

gridiron history |

youthful features. He stood tense as
the two strangers stopped outside the
circle of light.

“We're looking for a bird by the
name of Randolph Wayne,” the taller
of the two called. He kept one hand
inside his coat pocket.

The Professor looked up from his

notes. “lIs something wrong?” he in-
quired. “That's me.”

“I'm Carter, special railroad detail,”
the tall man said, taking his hand out
of his pocket and stepping to the edge
of the fire. “Got any credentials?”

“Just a minute, copper,” the red
bearded hobo interrupted, moving

TOUCHDOWN STEAM-ROLLER FOOTBALL HAS EVER KNOWNI—GREAT GRIDIRON NOVELETTE!
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closer to the dick. He topped Carter
by a good three inches. “The Professor
ain't done nothin’. What's this, a
pinch?” His head moved slightly as if
giving a signal.

The other two hoboes drifted away
from the fire. One of them picked up
a rock.

The Professor seemed to sense the
danger of impending trouble for the
first time. Putting down the cup of
mulligan and sliding his pencil and book
into a pocket of his blue denim overalls,
he got to his feet. “There’s no need for
alarm, Short Pants,” he said to the red
bearded giant. And peering up at the
railroad detective added, “1 don’'t quite
understand what this is all about. I'm
Professor Randolph Wayne, Doctor of
Psychology, member of the faculty at
Meredith College. 1've been on special
leave to do some research on a book I
intend writing.” He dug into his short
mackinaw and pulled out a wallet which
he extended for inspection.

“1 hope you're right,” Carter growl-
ed, holding the wallet close to the fire-
light.

The Professor's shoe button eyes
seemed to shrink into their tight sock-
ets. His pinched features, slightly red-
dish from an unaccustomed touch of
too much sun, grew redder. “I'm not
accustomed to having my word doubt-
ed,” he said stiffly.

Carter, finished with his inspection
of the wallet, passed it back. “Looks
like our chase is over,” he said with un-
mistakable relief in his voice. “We've
been on your trail over a month. Some
jasper in New York has been tearing
his hair out trying to find you. Our
orders when we found you were to say
that a guy by the name of Jonathan
Traft kicked the bucket.”

The Professor’s five foot six seemed
to actually shrink on hearing the bland
statement. “Why, that must be the Un-
cle Jonathan that always suffered from
indigestion,” he cried in utter amaze-

ment. “Uncle Jonathan never liked our
side of the family.”

“Look,” the railroad dick said impa-
tiently, “there’s a train due at the Junc-
tion in twenty minutes. Are you com-
ing, or do we drag you?”

CHORT PANTS suddenly clamped
*o steel fingers over Carter's wrist.
“The Professor ain't goin’ nowhere ’less
he wants to,” he warned.

Wayne sighed. “No trouble now,
Short Pants,” he said firmly. “Please
release the gentleman’s wrist. It cost
me ten dollars and court fees the last
time somebody stopped us.”

The red bearded giant let go reluc-
tantly. “If you say okay, Professor,
okay.”

“You saved yourself a sap over the
head,” Carter grunted, moving his wrist
carefully. He nodded to his companion
who had stepped behind Short Pants,
a sap dangling by a strap from his fin-
gers. The weapon was tucked out of
sight once more.

Wayne cracked his soft moss of whis-
kers into a grin. “You’ve been invalu-
able to me, Short Pants,” he said warm-
ly. “I won't forget it.”

Now that the prospect of a fight had
been averted, the big hobo fidgeted
from one foot to the other. “Aw, it was
nothin’,” he protested. “Every time |
opened my yawp, you wrote somethin’
in your book. But 'member, if you
ever get in a jam, just pass word to any

braky. [I'll be there.”
Wayne nodded and then said solemn-
ly, “I'll bet they don’'t know how to

make mulligan in New York.”

Joshua Crane, senior partner of
Crane, Levy & Crane, Attorneys at
Law, was ready to weep with joy when
Wayne walked into his New York office.
Crane was fiftyish, bald, and had two
hundred and five blood pressure. The
harrowing search of the past month had
added twenty points to the score.

“So you're Professor Wayne,” he
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said, pulling out a chair for his visitor.
“Mighty glad to see you.” His bulbous
nose wrinkled as he looked Wayne over.
“You look more like twenty three than
thirty three to me.”

Wayne's sun-burned, peeled face was
very solemn as he sat down. A shave,
a bath, a new suit, and a hair cut had
done wonders. He looked like a little
boy who had grown up too fast.

“Your ah, manhunt interrupted a
very enjoyable experience,” he said,
placing one razor creased trouser leg
over the other. “I was given to under-
stand that my Uncle Jonathan, lately
deceased, was the object of bringing me
here.”

The thick roll of fat hanging from
Crane’s double chin quivered as he
nodded. “Most lamentable, Professor
Wayne. He ran out of gasoline flying
at two thousand feet.” The Ilawyer
picked up an imposing looking docu-
ment from the desk. “This is your late
Uncle’s last will and testament in which
he bequeaths all his worldly goods to
you.” Crane paused. “He, ah, had no
other living kin.”

Wayne read the document through
twuce. “This sounds quite confusing,”
he confessed. “1 am at a loss for words.”

Crane cleared his throat. “Your
Uncle was a generous man. He liked
women and fast horses too much. The
total assets are, namely: one profes-
sional football team, known as ‘The
Packers,” a stadium with a hundred
thousand dollar mortgage on it, and
sundry creditors whose claims amount
to, roughly speaking, thirty-five thou-
sand dollars.” The lawyer sighed.
“Your Uncle did not believe in incor-
porating his venture. He had a lot of
strange ideas.”

The professor sat very still for a mo-
ment. Then very slowly he got to his
feet and started for the door.

“What's wrong?” Crane asked an-
xiously.

“1 think,” the Professor said, “I'll

take up where | left off. 1 suddenly
have a desire to taste mulligan.”

"RANE bounced with amazing agil-
~ ity from behind his desk. “Now
don’t be hasty,” he pleaded. “I realize
this has been quite a shock, but you
mustn't take it too hard.”

The Professor tried to swallow his
prominent Adam'’s apple. “I was happy
before I met you,” he said.

The lawyer dragged him back to the
chair. “Let’s talk this over,” he pro-
tested. “Professional football is one of
the biggest money makers in sports to-
day and growing bigger every year. A
franchise is worth a small fortune in it-
self. And remember, not many young
men have a crackerjack team and a
brand new stadium dumped into their
laps.”

“Don’t forget that hundred and thir-
ty-five thousand dollar headache,”
Wayne reminded. He was silent for a
moment. “From what' hole,” he in-
quired, “am | supposed to dig this
amazing legacy of mine?”

The Packers were playing a night
game at Traft Stadium, Fourteen hun-
dred people occupied the twenty-five
thousand seats and watched the home
team taking their third straight licking
at the hands of the Pennsylvania Cou-
gars. It was fourth quarter, and the
Packers were on the tail end of a 13-0
score.

In a box on the fifty yard line, Pro-
fessor Wayne watched a slim hipped
Packer quarterback fake beautifully
on a spinner and skirt the left side of
the Cougar line. He was thrown for a
two yard loss. Wayne turned in disgust
to his fat companion.

“There’s a lad that could go places if
he had some help,” the Professor said.
He encircled No. 34 with a pencil on the
program lineup: Marty Ryan, Q. B.,
Pittsburgh, ’38. Then he gave his com-
panion a rueful look. “Seems to me as
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if the ghosts of a hundred thousand dol-
lar mortgage are occupying most of the
seats tonight,” he observed.

Joshua Crane mopped his red face
with a silk handkerchief. “I can’'t un-
derstand it,” he said worriedly. “Two
weeks ago the Packers were at the top
of the Eastern League.”

“That was two weeks ago.”

“There’s been a little trouble,” the
lawyer admitted. “The coach tore up
his contract last week.”

“1 think,” the Professor said, “ 1 shall
pack my bags again.”

“You can’'t,” Crane wailed. “You
promised. What do | know about run-
ning a football team?”

“That makes two of us.”

“But I've got a wife and two Kids |
haven't seen in a month,” the lawyer
pleaded. “If you walk out on me now,
I'll have to administer the estate until
the court decides what's to be done.”

Wayne made no reply. His attention
was on the game again. The Packers
had possession of the ball on their own
fifteen yard stripe. Ryan was back in
kick formation waiting. The pass from
center was low. And the front wall that
was supposed to have held the Cougars
in check seemed to crumble without
making too much effort to stem the in-
vaders. Ryan managed to get off a hur-
ried kick just as three Cougar linemen
smothered him. The pigskin, turning
end over end, hit the thirty yard stripe
and bounced crazily to the sidelines
where it rolled out of bounds.

The Professor had his eye on the
players, not the ball. He saw Ryan
throw' a fist into the lanky Packer cen-
ter’s face. Before further trouble start-
ed, however, team mates separated the
two men. The Professor circled No. 62
on the program lineup: Joe Sloan, c.,
Alabama '37.

“Hmmm,” he said.

Several minutes later the final whistle
blasted.

A FIST fight was in progress in the

Packers locker room when Crane
and the Professor walked in. Nobody
paid any attention to the new arrivals.
Nobody made any move to stop the
fight.

A slim hipped figure still wearing a
jersey with a big 34 on the back was
pounding away at his lanky antagonist,
whose face was already sporting several
welts and a cut over one eye. The
smaller man seemed to be getting the
best of the fight. His square, heavy
features were unmarked with the excep-
tion of a split lip.

“1 think,” Wayne muttered, “some-
thing should be done about this.”

He shook off Crane’s hand and push-
ing through the circle of spectators,
stepped into the brawl. His entrance
was badly timed. He got a fist in the
eye and saw stars. But disregarding
the numbness in the region of his eye
and the yells from the onlookers, he
ducked away from further damage.
And then seeing his opportunity, stuck
a foot between a pair of long thin legs
and shoved. The fight ended abruptly
as Ryan’s opponent crashed to the floor
where he lay stunned for the moment.
The quarterback stepped away, frankly
astonished by the sudden interruption.

“That will be enough!” Wayne
snapped with an unaccustomed hard-
ness in his voice.

Nobody moved. But he could feel
hostile eyes boring into him. He turned
to Ryan.

“Who's in charge here?”

The quarterback moved his broad
shoulders in a gesture of disgust and
jerked a thumb at a short grey haired
man just pushing through the encircling
players. The man’s blue eyes flickered
curiously over Wayne.

“Who the devil are you?” he asked.

Wayne looked for Crane and saw the
lawyer hovering anxiously on the fringe
of the circle. Then he took a deep
breath.
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“1'm your new boss,” he said.

There was a deep murmur followed
by complete silence. The grey haired
man looked Wayne over a moment then
said, “I'm Kenyon. | suppose you're
Professor Wayne, Mr. Traft's nephew.
I've been sort of running things around
here. From the way things have been
going, you didn't get here any too
soon.” He seemed relieved by Wayne's
presence.

“What's this all about?” Wayne de-
manded, glancing at Ryan.

The quarterback glared at his late
sparring mate who had picked himself
off the floor. Then he brushed a hand
across his split lip.

“These guys are beefing because they
got dough coming for this week. They
wanted to take a powder tonight.” Ry-
an’s heavy jaw quivered with anger.
“Bunch of quitters!”

An angry muttering arose from the
others. Wayne raised his hand for si-
lence.

“Is this true, Crane?” he inquired.

The lawyer popped up cautiously
from between two players. “That's
right,” he admitted. “Gate receipts
have been very poor. What money has
been taken in has gone to satisfy the
creditors.”

Wayne pulled a checkbook and pen
from his pocket. And using Ryan’s
back for a support, he filled in a pink
slip for twelve hundred dollars. Rip-
ping out the check, he handed it to
Crane. The lawyer looked at it incred-
ulously.

“1 hope this is enough,” Wayne said.
“See that the payroll is brought up to
date.” He glanced ruefully at the stub
he had filled in. His balance was now
exactly seventeen dollars and forty-two
cents.

Kenyon’s face was a broad grin. “I
guess you mean business all right, Pro-
fessor.”

“What | need,” Wayne said solemn-
ly, “is a good doctor. To examine my

head.” He looked at Crane and raised
a thin eyebrow. Then he walked quick-
ly towards the door.

The lawyer came rushing outside
after him. “What are you going to do?”
he asked anxiously.

The Professor’s face had a very de-
termined expression on it. “For the
first time in my life,” he replied, “I'm
going out and get drunk.”

r PHE Professor woke up the following

* morning with an aching head and
some ideas. He found Crane at the
stadium waiting nervously in the late
Jonathan Traft's private office.

“l was afraid something had hap-
pened,” the lawyer greeted.

“It did. If I were in my right mind,
I wouldn’t be here.”

Crane pushed some papers towards
Wayne. “Sign these,” he begged.
“You’'ll make my wife a happy woman.”

Wayne picked them up. “This is
what you might consider in the nature
of an experiment,” he said. “Other-
wise | would have no earthly reason to
assume my late Uncle’s obligations.”

The lawyer’s blood pressure started
dropping to normal once Wayne had
signed the papers. “I hope you under-
stand the exact state of affairs,” he said.
“You've been over everything impor-
tant now. I'm leaving for New York
at once.” He hesitated. “I hope you
don’t encounter further trouble until |
return.”

Wayne sighed. “1'm afraid you don’t
know me very well, Crane.” He took
a bottle of aspirin from his pocket and
looked at it somewhat skeptically.

The brakeman on a southbound train
about to pull out of the local yards was
wondering what the well dressed young
man was doing there. He was still won-
dering when he found himself in pos-
session of a folded banknote with an
engraving of Abraham Lincoln peeping
up at him from its exposed face.

“1'd like to have you pass the word
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along the road that the Professor is
looking for Short Pants,” the young
man said. “He can find me at Traft
Stadium.”

A caller was waiting for Wayne in
his Uncle Jonathan’s office. She had
blonde hair, blue eyes, and an impudent
grin.  Wayne also noticed that she
rolled her stockings.

“l guess you must be Professor
Wayne,” she said. “I've been waiting
an hour and nobody but bill collectors
have been here.”

“I'm Wayne,” the new owner of the
Packers admitted. “I1'm not interested
in magazine subscriptions, and | don’t
believe in birth control. Good day.”

The girl blithely ignored the hint.
“I'm Merry Andrews. I.just got fired
off the City Blade. The managing ed
claimed it wasn’'t good policy for me to
write everything | dug out of the sewer.
I saw Joe Kenyon. He said an angel
had just descended from heaven. |
want a job.”

The Professor sighed. “I just bought
the Brooklyn Bridge, Miss Andrews.
And besides, you’'d look funny wearing
a football suit. See me next Christmas.”

Merry never moved. “You look like
a nice young man, but | don’t think you
know much about this racket, Profes-
sor,” she said. “This isn't college stuff.
It's strictly big dough and the hell with
little Junior. Anything goes. What
you need is somebody to help you make
some money in a hurry and somebody
to stall off the wolves howling at the
gates. You also need plenty of publi-
city. Kenyon’'s all right for office boy
routine, but he’'s getting old. The at-
tendance at the last three home games
was forty one hundred and five of
which thirty eight hundred and forty
six were paying customers. You need
more customers. And most important,
you need me.”

Wayne stared at her. “I think,” he
uttered, “1 should have gone to bed last
night. Serves me right.”

Merry grinned. “Does my salary be-
come effective as of an hour ago?”

The Professor groaned. “Short Pants,
wherever you are, please hurry.”

/FERRY didn’t give her new boss a
chance to catch his breath. She
upset the local football world and wise-
ly hid in a cyclone cellar until the Pro-
fessor had a chance to cool off. She
made sporting page headlines in every
Eastern League city. The City Blade,
however, made the most noise. Some-
body, it seemed, had forgotten to use a
blue pencil.

PACKERS CLAIM PRO TITLE
IN BAG
PREDICT CLEAN SWEEP OF
REMAINING GAMES

“It's a mathematical certainty,”
Professor Randolph Wayne, new
owner of the Packers and nephew
of the late Jonathan Traft, de-
clared in a statement issued last
night.

He seemed quite undisturbed by
the storm clouds gathering over
Traft Stadium. Nor did the fact
that the Packers face an acute
financial famine bother him a single
whit.

“Now that 1 have taken over
complete control, nothing can stop
us,” the Professor further de-
clared.

It is quite evident that Jonathan
Traft's nephew has come to Packer
City well heeled with plenty of
bankroll and a sufficient number of
rabbit feet. The Professor also
claims that he is a Doctor of
Psychology. Can it be assumed
that he is also a Doctor of
Miracles?

The Packers let out a mighty howl
when they read the story. The Pro-
fessor grabbed for the nearest tele-
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phone. The managing editor of the City
Blade wasn’'t surprised to hear from
him.

“Sorry,” he said, “but you can’t sue
us for libel, Wayne. The story was
written by your own press agent, Merry
Andrews. That gal is plenty Smart—
too much for her own good. Just a
friendly warning.” There was a slight
pause. “Can we quote you, Professor,
as stating it was merely a publicity
stunt?”

“Quotations,” Wayne said, “are
sometimes worse than a hangover. I'm
quite accustomed, however, to the fir-
ing mechanism of a gun. Especially
after someone else has loaded it.”

He took a deep breath before slam-
ming down the telephone receiver. The
snowball had started rolling from the
top of the mountain.

The team was gathered in open rebel-
lion when the Professor came down the
field towards them.

“1 understood that a light practice
was scheduled for this morning,” he
said, his eyes flickering from one sullen
face to the other.

“The boys are a little sore over that
piece in the Blade,” Ryan said, step-
ping out of the group.

“Hmm,” Wayne said.

“We've had a pretty heavy sched-
ule,” Joe Kenyon said, coming around
from the rear of the group. “The boys
ain't made of iron. I'm afraid you're
expecting an awful lot, Professor
Wayne, especially since we haven't a
coach.”

The Professor never really got mad
—just annoyed. And he had been an-
noyed ever since his taste for mulligan
had been cut short.

“We've got four more games to
play,” he declared. “And we're going
to win them if | have to put a brand
new team into those uniforms. Now, if
there’s anybody that has objections, |
know of several W.P.A, jobs available.

A strong back and a weak mind are the
only requirements.”

Nobody moved.

“Attaboy, Professor,” a cool feminine
voice spoke up from behind him.

TV/AYNE twisted his head slightly.

"' The five foot four of her was at-
tired in a smart grey suit. “l’'ve been
looking for you, Andrews.” Wayne's
voice was very gentle.

She looked at him mockingly.
“Merry’s the name,” she said. “And
you've got no idea how busy I've been
building up gate receipts.”

Wayne raised one eyebrow. Then
removing his coat and tie he placed
them carefully on the ground. “Go
away and don’'t bother me,” he said.
“And Andrews, you can have your job
back. Raise whatever your salary is
five dollars.” He turned to Kenyon
who had been listening with a sardonic
twist to his wide mouth. “Could | have
a football, please.”

A red bearded giant arrived in
Packer City on Thursday night. Fri-
day morning Wayne received a tele-
phone call from police headquarters.

“We picked up a tramp by the name
of Short Pants trying to climb over the
stadium gate,” the desk sergeant ex-
plained. “Claims he’s a friend of yours,
Professor Wayne.”

“That’s right,” Wayne said. “I've
been expecting him. And Sergeant,
I've got four box seats for the Pirate
game on Sunday that aren’t for sale.”

“I'll send him down in a patrol car,”
the desk sergeant said. “I1'm off Sun-
day.”

Wayne was studying a number of
weird looking diagrams when a police-
man escorted Short Pants into the of-
fice*

“1 got here ag soon as | could,” Short
Pants said. “l been delayed.” He
looked curiously at the papers on the
desk. “Are you writin’ another book,
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Professor?”

Wayne leaned back in his chair.
“What,” he asked, “do you know about
football?”

Short Pants grinned. “I seen a swell
pitcher show once.”

The Professor sighed.

Merry came into the office. She gave
Wayne’s visitor a quick once over.
“Business must be worse than |
thought.”

The Professor raised one eyebrow.
“Did anybody,” he inquired, “ever
think of taking you over his knee?” He
made a gesture towards Short Pants.
“This may turn out to be our new back-
field, Andrews. Take it out and feed it
well. 1'd suggest a steak, some apple
pie, and a shave.”

“Hey, wait a minute,” Short Pants
cried.

Merry grasped him firmly by the
arm. “Come on, Frank Merriwell, be-
fore the Professor lays another egg.”

Kenyon came busting into the office
several minutes later.

“There’s the devil to pay, Professor,”
he said excitedly. “The Pirates stole
two of our backfield men. Mr. Traft
lost them at poker. The Pirates had
them on option. They walked out on
us last night. And the rest of the team
is seething. There’s going to be trou-
ble.”

Wayne frowned. “1 want the entire
squad assembled in an hour, Kenyon.
I've got a few things I'd like to get off
my chest.”

He was curled up on a chair in deep
thought when Merry and Short Pants
returned thirty minutes later, minus a
shave.

“1've been doing a lot of listening for
a change,” Merry said, her eyes shin-
ing with excitement. “1’'ve got a marvel-
ous idea.”

Randolph Wayne groaned. “Uncle
Jonathan should never have run out of
gasoline.”

T/'ENYON had the entire team on the
n field waiting for Wayne. He could
sense a spirit of unrest as his eyes

moved slowly over the group. They
came to rest on Ryan.

Wayne called him over. “I’'ve got a
special job,” he explained. “That is

if you haven’t packed your bags, too.”

Ryan shook his head. “I’'ve got my
eye on a farm in Jersey. I'm sticking
as long as | get my pay envelope every
week.”

“I'd die for Alma Mater,” Wayne
murmured.

Ryan flushed.

“All right, here’s what | want you to
do . ..” Wayne continued.

The Professor kept the rest of the
team waiting twenty minutes. Then he
gave them his attention.

“The rats seem to be deserting the
ship,” he observed. “But before they
bore any more holes, | intend to finish
the game schedule.” He paused. “I'm
releasing every one of you from your
contract. You're free to go as you
please. But keep one thought in mind,
gentlemen: 1 intend to have a team on
this field Sunday night to play the
Pirates!”

“You can't pull backfield men out of
a hat,” Sloan, the lanky center, drawled.
“But I'd like to hang around anyway.”

“Hmm,” Wayne said. He looked
over the others. “All right, you chaps.
1'd like to see a little kicking and pass-
ing. Then I've got several new plays
I'm going to try out.”

With the exception of Ryan, Wayne
had discovered an alarming lack of
good kickers. And with the loss of two
backfield men, the Pitt star would carry
the burden of booting.

Wayne's attention was riveted all at
once on a mammoth figure retrieving a
kick that had rolled far down the field.
It was Jancuski, the two hundred and
twenty pound tackle from Nebraska.
He had picked up the pigskin and in-
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stead of tossing it to a nearby team-
mate booted it back up the field. It was
along, spiralling punt that traveled over
fifty yards.

Wayne waited until the tackle had
lumbered up the field.

“Where'd you learn to Kkick
that?” he asked.

The huge lineman fidgeted uncom-

like

fortably. “Aw, that was an accident,”
he said. “I ain't fast enough for the
backfield. ’Sides, the coach at Nebras-

ka figured | was better in the line.”

“1 hope | discover more accidents
like that,” the Professor said.

Sixty hoboes descended upon Packer
City Sunday morning. They came from
all directions. And they seemed to be
heading in one direction—Traft Sta-
dium. The local citizenry sent frantic
calls to the Police Department. But
there was no trouble. The Professor
had posted a fifty thousand dollar bond.
He had anticipated what would happen.

And the Sunday papers carried front
page sporting news. Merry Andrews
had capitalized on her screwball idea
and was leaving nothing to chance.

PACKERS TO INAUGURATE
HOBO NIGHT!

HALF PRICE ADMISSION TO
THOSE WHO DRESS FOR
OCCASION
FIFTEEN PER CENT OF GATE
FOR RED CROSS

Twenty five thousand people jammed
into Traft Stadium that night for the
Pirate game. The Professor sat on the
Packers bench enjoying his third help-
ing of mulligan stew. Over fires in a
corner of the field, a group of the itiner-
ant wanderers were busy Stirring huge
kettles. The local citizenry were ac-
corded the privilege of sampling mulli-
gan for the modest price of ten cents.

The crowd let out a mighty roar when
the Packer team trotted out on the field.

Short Pants, with Merry’s help, had
done a good job. Eleven of the tough-
est, roughest looking players, wearing
uniforms of all descriptions from
ragged dirty sweaters and old pants
stuffed with padding to second hand
football pants and bright colored sweat
shirts—these were the famous Bindle
Stiff Clowns whom Wayne had en-
gaged for a definite purpose. Of the
regular Packers team, there was no sign.
They were still in the locker room—at
Wayne’s orders.

A FTER a short limbering up prac-

“m tice, the substitute Packers came
over to the bench. With them .was Short
Pants looking like a strange animal
from another planet. His uniform was
striped yellow, black, and red. He wore
a nose guard brace, attached to his
bright green helmet.

“1 want a show,” The Professor ex-
plained. “I don’t expect miracles as far
as keeping the Pirates from scoring, but
just do your best.”

The leaders of the Clowns, a short
stocky fellow with a broad scarred face,
nodded. “You'll get your money’s
worth,” he said. “We ain't used to big
league stuff, but we ain't no lilies
either.”

“1 ain't feelin’ so good,” Short Pants
complained.

“Never mind,” Wayne consoled him.
“Just try and remember what Ryan was
teaching you.”

The crowd was buzzing with excite-
ment. They were still trying to figure
out what this was all about. Then the
Pirates came out onto the field. They
were big, rangy, and tough looking. As
they went through the preliminary
warmup, they shouted jibes and insults
at the Clowns. It was all a big joke to
them. But they weren't Kkicking.
Twenty-five thousand paying customers
weren't hay.

The Packer-Clowns won the toss and
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elected to receive. Trotting back to
their positions, the Clown captain whis-
pered something to Short Pants, who
started to shake his head vigorously.
The stocky Clown gave him a boot in
the pants. Short Pants grabbed him
around the waist and threw him over
his head. The crowd roared with
laughter.

One Ton Hanley, the Pirate fullback,
kicked off. It was a long, end over end
boot. Baby Face, the Clown captain,
took it on the twelve yard stripe. He
took three steps and shoved the ball into
the hands of Short Pants. The red
bearded giant stood paralyzed in his
tracks for a moment. A swarm of
Pirates were bearing down on him.
Baby Face hurled himself at one of
them, dumping him hard. Then Short
Pants woke up. His long legs picked up
speed as he started up the field. A
Pirate tackle dove at him. Short Pants
brought down one open ham-hand on
his head. The tackle smashed into the
ground and lay there. Short Pants made
no attempt to avoid two more Pirate
linemen converging on him. He hugged
the ball close to his stomach and drove
right between them. He hit hard. The
force behind the drive split them like
an axe halving a solid wedge of wood.
The invaders were sent flying to either
side of him. Other Pirates found them-
selves being flattened by Packer
Clowns. Short Pants was finally brought
down on the thirty five yard stripe by
three men. The Crowd yelled wildly.

On the Packer bench the Professor
grinned at Kenyon.

The Pirates lined up grim faced. This
crazy aggregation was plenty tough.
The tackle Short Pants had pole-axed
was still groggy.

BABY FACE took the ball on the
first play. He wheeled and started
racing towards his own goal. He ran
five yards, got mixed up in his own feet

and tumbled head over heels. The Pi-
rates had smashed hard, vindictively,
through the forward Packer wall and
bore down on him. But Baby Face,
raising to a sitting position, tossed the
ball to a baekfield team-mate waiting
for it far to the left sideline. It settled
into his arms, and he whirled towards
the Pirate goal. A Pirate started past
where Short Pants was standing near
the line of scrimmage, somewhat con-
fused by the speed of the play. The
giant reached out, caught him by the
seat of the pants and set him on the
ground. The Pirate leaped to his feet
and took a swing at Short Pants. The
Packer back with the ball deliberately
ran out of bounds on the thirty seven
yard marker, placed the ball on the
ground and wiggled his fingers at the
two Pirates all set to make a Killing.
Then he dashed towards Short Pants
who was mixing it with several Pirate
linemen. It took five minutes to restore
order. The crowd kept yelling for blood.
This was crazy football, and they loved
it. The Packer-Clowns were penalized
fifteen yards for roughing, and the game
continued.

They did everything but play foot-
ball for the entire first half. Short
Pants piled up sixty yards for penalties.
But the system of play completely de-
moralized the Pirates. And the miracle
of it was that they were held scoreless
for the entire half.

During the intermission, the Clowns
took themselves off the field. They
sported split lips, twisted knees, and
other sundry bruises. They also earned
the money the Professor paid them.
Short Pants had a dandy black eye and
a wide grin on his face.

In the locker room, Wayne raised one
eyebrow as he looked over the regular
Packers. They had been locked in dur-
ing the entire first half—at his orders.
And they were seething with rage.
Whayne

“Does anyone,” inquired,
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“have any objections to playing a little
football for the next thirty minutes?”

“Are Carson and Williams playing
for the Pirates?” Ryan asked. They
had been the two deserters.

Wayne nodded.

“That's good enough for me,” Ryan
said grimly.

Merry was waiting for the Professor
outside.

“The mulligan’s run out,” she said.
“And the Pirates are fit to be tied.”

The Professor sighed. “I think,” he
said, “things are about to happen. And
Andrews, get a piece of beefsteak for
Short Pants. He’'ll need that eye before
the game is over.”

The Pirates kicked off to open the
third quarter. Ryan took it on the five
yard stripe. He moved exactly ten
steps. A swarm of Pirates smashed
through his interference and smothered
him. The crowd howled with delight.

On the Packers’ bench, Wayne swal-
lowed an aspirin and scribbled some
hasty notes on a piece of paper. The
teams lined up. Jancuski was back in
kicking position instead of Ryan. The
ball was snapped back. Jancuski fumb-
led, tried desperately to boot out of
danger. The pigskin struck the out-
stretched hands of a charging Pirate
tackle and bounced back over the goal.
There was a mad scramble for it. The
referee dug under a pile of arms and
legs.

A wild yell went up from the stands
when he finally straightened up, shoot-
ing his hands over his head in the fa-
miliar touchdown sign. The Pirates
converted for the extra point.

From the bench, Kenyon looked up
at the jammed stands and shook his
head. “Tough break,” he muttered
glumly.

HTHE Professor glanced down the

bench to where Short Pants was
sitting, one hand holding a piece of beef-
steak over his blackened eye.

“Accidents will
mured.

Kenyon stared a moment. He hadn’t
quite been able to figure out his new
boss.

The Pirates kicked off again. This
time Ryan took it on his ten yard stripe.
He judged the tumbling pigskin a mo-
ment and then signalled for a fair catch.
The crowd booed.

There was a quick huddle. Then the
ball was snapped to Jancuski. The gar-
gantuan fullback lowered his head and
rammed through center. He made six
yards with three Pirates hanging onto
him. Ryan swept right end on the next
play, making three more. The Pirates
played a close defense. It was logical
to figure that Jancuski would try the
line again for a first down.

Ryan glanced over at the Packers
bench as the team came of the huddle.
The Professor moved his head slightly.

Ryan barked the signals and took the
ball from center. He feinted towards
the right side of the line, made a half
turn, and tossed the pigskin to Jancuski
who had scampered back to the goal
stripe. The crowd screamed its delight
as his powerful foot booted the ball far
down the field. It struck the ground on
the Pirate forty yard stripe, bounced,
and rolled crazily towards the sidelines,
going out of bounds on the ten yard
line. Not a human hand touched it.
Smart football now, after that wild first
half, and the crowd was beginning to
realize it.

Wayne grinned happily and scratch-
ed fresh notes in his little book. It
seemed as if his knowledge of psycho-
logy was meeting football technique on
a neutral ground. Kenyon slapped him
gleefully on the back. The Professor
groaned. Every bone and muscle in his
body was stiff, and he ached all over.
For five days he had been learning the
principles of football.

The play tossed a monkey wrench in-
to the Pirate steam roller. One Ton

happen,” he mur-
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Hanley kicked out of danger on the first
pfey. Ryan took the ball on his own
forty five and behind an armor of inter-
ference romped to the Pirate twenty
nine where he was finally spilled.

Jascuski brought the crowd to its
feet on the first play. From a difficult
angle on the thirty five he place kicked
for a field goal.

The aches in Wayne's body were pay-
ing dividends. The new style of play
had the Pirates running in circles.
The fireworks continued into the fourth
quarter with the Packers trailing 7-3.
It was a novel sight to watch two hun-
dred and twenty pounds of man moun-
tain punishing the pigskin. Jancuski,
on second down, booted a magnificent
spiralling punt from his own twenty to
the Pirate ten where Hanley made the
catch. He got set for a romp up the
field, but a hundred and sixty five
pounds of concentrated dynamite
flashed through his interference and
dumped him hard. Ryan was grinning
as he helped the towering Pirate to his
feet.

“With the Professor’'s compliments,”
he said.

Wayne looked very smug, watching
the play from the bench. His hunch in
taking Ryan from the booting depart-
ment and using him to cover the kicking
was getting results.

The Packers had a field day. The
Pirates were forced to kick after three
futile tries to smash the home team’s
line. The Packers took Hanley’s fourth
down kick on the midfield stripe. Jan-
cuski immediately booted a beauty to
the Pirate coffin corner. The invaders
with their backs to the wall opened up
an aerial attack. Ryan intercepted
Hanley’s short pass and twisted and
dodged his way to the fifteen yard
stripe. Ryan made three yards on a
spinner. Jancuski added four more
precious yards through center, got a
knee in the stomach, and had an ankle
twisted.

'j 'HE Packers called time out. The

team doctor rushed onto the field
with Wayne tagging at his heels. Jan-
cuski, "who was sitting on the ground,
tried to stand. He fell back with a
groan.

Wayne sighed. The mammoth full-
back was through for the night.

He went back to the bench, beckoned
to Short Pants. The giant red beard,
munching on a piece of the raw steak
he had removed from his eye, came
over.

“1’'m not looking for brains,” the Pro-
fessor said. “But I'd like to borrow a
little of that lazy power of yours. Now,
here’s what | wantyou tod o ............. "

Short Pants was grinning as he trot-
ted out to report to the referee. His
assignment had been very simple.

The whistle blew and the teams lined
up on the eight yard line. Ryan glanced
over at the Packers bench. The Pro-
fessor was twirling his pencil. On the
play, Ryan took the ball and tried to
crash center. He was stopped for no
gain. Short Pants, the minute the play
went into motion, moved back out of
the way and stood still. Two Pirate
tackles bore in and smashed him flat.

Short Pants got up, still grinning.
“That wasn’t nice,” he said. “But 1
ain’'t gonna get sore.”

Ryan looked over at the Pirate backs.
The two ex-Packers, Carson and Wil-
liams, had just reported to the referee.

“Get out of the way,” he warned
them. “This is Short Pants’ birthday.
He’s coming through for six points.”

The Pirates didn't believe him. They
were quick to recognize that Short
Pants didn’t know much about football
and his knowledge hadn’'t been geared
to fit the Packer machine. After a
quick huddle, the Packer line spread,
the two ends moving far out. The Pi-
rates shifted to meet the anticipated
play. Short Pants dug in. Ryan got
the ball arid shoved it into his hands.
Short Pants went through center. No
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power could have stopped him. He car-
ried four Pirates over the goal stripe
with him.

“All we need now is a one point frost-
ing for the cake,” Ryan called cheer-
fully, shoving a Pirate linemen off his
back. He got to his feet and slapped
Short Pants on the shoulder. “You'll
do,” he said.

“Aw, there was nothin’ to it,” the big
hobo said. But he looked pleased. He
squinted at Ryan with his black eye
which was beginning to turn purplish.
“This is more fun than a pitcher show.”

Ryan converted for the extra point.

On the Packers bench, Kenyon mut-
tered, “1'da never believed it if | hadn’t
seen it with me own eyes.”

“Just another accident,” Wayne mur-
mured.

Short Pants was replaced by another
substitute. He received a big ovation
from the crowd. And at the far end of
the field, some sixty odd hoboes were
yelling themselves hoarse.

The Packers wound up their clock to
the tinkling chimes of 10-7.

The Professor had a visitor in Uncle
Jonathan's office following the game.
He was a little gnome of a man with a
brown derby supported by donkey ears.
He carried a gold mounted malacca
cane.

“My name’s Tracy,” he said. “I en-
joyed your three ring circus immensely,
but the show is over.”

The Professor frowned and his shoe
button eyes grew very bright. “It's
open season on bill collectors,” he said.

Tracy'’s slightly mummified features
were a frozen chunk of lemon ice. “I'm
a big man in this town,” he snapped.
“1 knew your Uncle very well. About
a hundred thousand dollars worth.”

HE Professor lifted one eyebrow.

“1 think,” he said, “We’'ve met be-
fore. You're listed, | believe, among
certain unfortunate liabilities.”

“Your humor,” Tracy fumed, “has
me rolling in the aisles. 1've been in
Florida for my health, or 1 would have
been here sooner. There are several
other small debts which amount to,
roughly, around fourteen thousand
more.” The gnome grinned, revealing
two upper front teeth of solid gold.
“1've never made a bad investment yet.
I've already started action for receiver-
ship. You see, I've always had an over-
powering desire to own a football team.
As the biggest creditor, | don’t think
I’ll have any trouble.”

“You should never pick up the mar-
bles until they're out of the ring,”
Wayne said. “I'm tired. 1'm also get-
ting a bit annoyed. Good bye, Tracy.”
His voice was very gentle, but there
was no mistaking the menace in it.

The gnome shook the malacca cane
at Wayne. “I'll have you singing for
your supper before I'm through,” he
threatened.

Merry busted in several minutes aft-
er he had gone. “I just ran into a little
squirt,” she said. “Jasper Tracy. He
controls everything in Packer City that
isn’'t nailed down.”

“And about to include a stadium with
a hundred thousand dollar mortgage
and a swell football team,” Wayne said
gloomily.

Merry eyed him a moment then grab-
bed him by the arm. “An army can’t
fight on an empty stomach,” she de-
clared. “You're taking me to dinner.
I'm a swell dancer, too.”

Wayne groaned. “I think I'm going
to have a dandy case of the screaming
meemies before morning.”

Crane had returned to Packer City.
Merry and the Professor got him out
of bed two o’clock Monday morning.

“How much money have you got?”
Wayne demanded.

The lawyer woke up in a hurry.
“Have you gone crazy, or are you
drunk?”
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“That,” Wayne said, “is beside the
point. | need five thousand dollars.”

Crane placed a fat hand to his head.
“1 knew | shouldn’'t have eaten apple
pie after that lobster,” he groaned.

Merry and Wayne let him go back to
bed at three thirty. They left with a
five thousand dollar check.

A great many things happened dur-
ing the next two weeks. Tracy started
court action as he promised. Crane
choked him off short with yards of red
tape. Wayne paid off all outstanding
debts and formed a corporation, in-
stalling Merry Andrews as president.
After some thought, he made Short
Pants vice president. Crane was ap-
pointed secretary-treasurer. He made
himself general manager with Kenyon
as assistant. And he gave five shares of
stock to every member of the Packers
as a bonus.

“We are emerging from behind the
eight ball,” the Professor told Merry.

She grinned back impudently. “I
think we ought to make a habit of go-
ing out to dinner.”

The Packers played the next two
games away from home. They won
both. And Wayne’s mathematical cer-
tainty blossomed into a fight for first
place in the league.

8hor,t Pants was beginning to get out
of the habit of using his fists when car-
rying the ball. He jumped his scoring
tally another six points and played an
entire quarter in each game. Ryan was
a hard, merciless teacher. But Short
Pants caught on fast.

'T'HE Packers came off the road on a

* Friday afternoon. They had a single
game left on the schedule against the
Pennsylvania Cougars who were in first
place by a few percentage points. A
win by either team would clinch the
title and pave the way for an intersec-
tional tilt with the Pacific Coast Pro
League. The championship tilt was
scheduled for Saturday night.

Wayne was worried. Tracy had been
too quiet. There was trouble brewing.
He could sense it. And he had been li-
terally living, sleeping, and eating foot-
ball the past two weeks. He had stu-
died books on the subject, systems, field
strategy from all angles. And from this
helter skelter mass of information had
evolved his own system of pitting psy-
chology against the ball. It had worked.
Up to now. And with Merry splashing
gobs of publicity in the right places,
Packer City went football mad. It
looked like a complete advance sell-out
for the Cougar game.

The Professor was busy drawing cir-
cles on a piece of paper when Tracy
walked into Uncle Jonathan’s office. He
was still wearing the brown derby and
carrying his gold mounted malacca
cane. Wayne placed an x next to a
circle and looked up.

“1 thought you went back to Flori-
da,” he said.

Tracy leaned on the malacca cane
looking very smug. “There's a little
matter of interest due on a certain mort-
gage payable by tomorrow noon, my
dear Professor. A matter of six thou-
sand dollars. | like to do business on
a cash basis.”

“Would you like the money now?”
Wayne inquired.

“Oh, I'm not finished yet,” Tracy
said affably. “According to the con-
tract your Uncle drew up, there is a
slight amortization payment of twenty
thousand more.”

The Professor sat very still. “1 won-
der,” he said, “if Napoleon was as calm
at Waterloo. I'm afraid | didn’t hear
you correctly. The contract which my
lawyer, Joshua Crane, has in his pos-
session shows only the agreement to
meet the interest charges.”

Tracy gave a wheezing laugh. “1 for-
got to mention that the day before your
Uncle ah—met with a slight accident,
we drew up this new contract. No doubt
he had it with him when he was flying
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to New York.
Professor, everything is in order.
lawyers have their instructions.”

Wayne counted ten very slowly. He
had found it an excellent policy in times
of stress. Then he said, “I'll be at your
office ten o’clock tomorrow morning.”

Tracy chuckled “I hope you’'ll have
the money. I'll be disappointed if you
don’t.”

Wayne sat quietly a long time after
the gnome had gone. That last remark
disturbed him somewhat.

He sent for Crane and talked at great
length. When he had finished, the
lawyer was sweating freely.

“It's too dangerous,” he protested,
“ Besides, the money can't be touched.
If something should happen, there’d be
the devil to pay.”

“You get the money and leave the
rest to me,” Wayne said. “It'll be re-
turned intact on Monday morning.”

Crane groaned. “Our treasury con-
sists of only nine thousand and forty
one dollars and thirty two cents. I'll
try and stall Tracy until we can get the
rest.”

“You don’t know Tracy,” the Profes-
sor said.

I assure you, my dear
My

/I, RANE mopped off his face. “Maybe
~ | should have given that five thou-
sand to my wife after all. She’s been
yelling for mink. And she doesn’t like
football.”

The lawyer went away mumbling un-
der his breath.

Wayne spent the next hour looking
for Short Pants. He found the red
bearded hobo in a nearby barbership
getting a shave.

“Aw, | wanted to surprise you,”
Short Pants said, grinning from under
the lather. “I1'm fespectable now, you
know.”

“Hmm,” the Professor said. “I'm
wondering about that. Pve got a little
problem bothering me.”

The following morning, Wayne, car-
rying a black satchel, entered Jasper
Tracy’s office. He cooled his heels for
twenty minutes before the little gnome
arrived.

“Sorry if I'm late,” Tracy said. “I
was delayed with a very special con-
ference.”

Wayne placed the satchel on a desk
and opened it up. Inside were stacks of
currency, mostly hundred dollar bills.

“Well!” Tracy exclaimed, “l see
you're prepared to cover the note.”

“Better count it,” Wayne urged. He
glanced at his wrist watch. It was ten
twenty five.

“Everything seems to be correct,”
Tracy said several minutes later. He
handed the Professor a signed receipt.

“l had this ready,” he explained.
“Saves time. I'm a busy man.”

Wayne started for the door, glanced
at his watch and turned back.

“By the way, there’s one other thing

| forgot to mention,” Tracy said, his
beady eyes very bright. “The General
Electric & Gas Co. installed your excel-
lent lighting system. I'm afraid your
Uncle was a very poor business man.
There's still an unpaid balance of
twenty five hundred dollars. No doubt
the invoice was mislaid. And there’s
also last month’s light bill of five hun-
dred more.” The gnome paused. “I
never heard of playing a football game
in the dark. You see, | control the Gen-
eral Electric & Gas Co. The office is
closed on Saturdays. Pity, isn't it?”
. The Professor looked as if he was
actually going to be sick. Before he
could speak, however, there was a noise
of someone opening a door in the outer
office. Then two men came into Tracy'’s
private domain. They were shabbily
dressed with low-crowned snap brim
hats pulled well over their eyes. The
one held a gun in a scarred fist.

“Hoist!” he snarled.

The little gnome seemed to shrink
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smaller. He made a move towards the
black satchel. The other bandit, how-
ever, closed in fast and dealt him a
crack across the face.

The Professor suddenly leaped to-
wards the man with the gun. “You can't
get away with this,” he cried and
grabbed at the hairy gun wrist. The
bandit twisted free and brought the
barrel of the gun down on Wayne's
head. The Professor sagged and
dropped to the floor.

"TRACY was paralyzed with fear.

The bandit with the gun motioned to
the little gnome. “We're taking this
bird with us, Mac,” he growled to his
companion. “We ain't leavin’ no evi-
dence here.”

They left Wayne lying on the floor.

Ten minutes later Short Pants and
Merry burst into the office. Wayne was
sitting on the floor holding his head be-
tween his hands.

“You all right?” Merry asked anxi-
ously. “We watched Tracy being taken
away in a car from across the street.”

Wayne groaned. “Your friends didn't
have to be so realistic, Short Pants. |
think Pm going to have a dandy head-
ache.”

“There'sblood on your scalp,” Merry
cried. “Here, let me fix it.”

Wayne pushed her away. “Never
mind me. Get a block of tickets from
Kenyon, if there are any left. Go down
to the General Electric & Gas Co. and
do your stuff. We're going to need
plenty of light for the game tonight.
Tracy tricked us and had the power
shut off.”

Merry nodded.

They left Tracy’s office—Wayne for
the stadium and a little first aid, Merry
for the General Electric & Gas Co.
plant. Short Pants had his own little
job to do—about twenty six thousand
dollars worth.

At seven thirty that night the stadium

lights were still off. And long lines of
spectators were beginning to form at
the gates. Wayne hadn’t seen Merry or
Short Pants since leaving Tracy’s of-
fice. Despite his outwardly cool man-
ner, he was practically a nervous wreck.

At a quarter to eight, Merry came
bursting into Wayne’s office. Although
the current feeding the floodlights had
been shut off, other electricity in the
stadium was working. Perhaps a sar-
donic gesture by Tracy.

“I'm practically a case for the hos-
pital,” Wayne greeted. “And for Pete's
sake, where are the lights?”

Merry, despite fresh makeup on her
face, looked just about done in. “The
general plant superintendent promised
me they'd be on by now!”

“1 think,” Wayne said, “1’'m going to
be a sick man.”

Before Merry could reply, Kenyon
rushed into the office. “The lights just
went on,” he cried. “And just in time,
too. The crowds were starting to get
nasty.”

“Amen,” Wayne said fervently.

D Y eight thirty the stadium was

jammed to capacity. In the Packers’
locker room, Wayne was giving last
minute instructions to the team. He was
worried although he managed to con-
ceal it. Short Pants hadn’t come in yet.
He should have been back hours ago.
Had something gone wrong? Wayne
tried not to think about it.

A mighty roar went up from the
crowd when the Packers trotted out on
the field. They were wearing black
silk suits with dazzling white dots. Their
helmets were of similar color design.

Short Pants had come a long way in
football knowledge in the past two
weeks under Ryan’s tutelage, and sev-
eral plays had been built around the
powerful ex-hobo. It looked, however,
as if the game would have to be played
without him.
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The Packers won the toss and elected
to kick. Jancuski, looking like one of
the Gay Nineties Floradora girls in his
skin tight suit, was back, waiting for the
referee’s whistle. At the blast, he moved
forward slowly and then his right toe
met the pigskin in a mighty surge of
power. The ball, with a strong wind
behind it, carried behind the Cougar
goal stripe where the short, stocky full-
back, Tommy Evans, took it and behind
a screen of perfect interference started
up the field. The Packer line closed in to
make the tackle. But one by one they
were picked off and taken out of the
play. Evans advanced as far as the mid-
field stripe before he was stopped. Ryan,
who had been hanging back on the kick
off, got him around the neck. Jancuski
added his power. And between them
Evans was dumped hard. When he got
to his feet, he was limping.

The crowd screamed. They could
sense that this game was for blood. On
the Packer bench, the Professor grinned
happily. He hadn’t underestimated the
Cougars. Kenyon had been scouting
the Pennsylvania team for two weeks,
studying their system of play. Hence,
the reason for Ryan holding back.

The teams lined up. The Cougars
went into a quick huddle, came out fast.
The play was almost too fast for the
crowd to follow. Hannis, Cougar
guarterback, shifted to the right, took
the ball, spun, and tossed a lateral to
Evans who took it on a dead run and
without breaking his stride tossed a
pass to the Cougar right end. It clicked.
The Cougar end leaping high into the
air caught it with one hand and scuttled
down the field. He shook off a Packer
tackier, dodged another, and reversing
his field picked up speed. Ryan bore
down on him, made a desperate lunge
for those flying legs, missed. The end
went over the goal line standing up.
Evans booted for the extra point. The
crowd went wild. The Packers were

trailing 7-0 in the first two minutes of
play!

The Cougars kicked off this time.
Ryan took it on the five yard stripe and
before he had taken ten steps, was
dumped in his tracks. The entire Cougar
team piled on.

Ryan came out of the tangle of arms
and legs spitting blood from a smashed
mouth and with fists swinging. It took
half a dozen cops to break up the free
for all that resulted. The ball was
moved up t© the twenty-five yard stripe
on a fifteen yard penalty against the
visitors.

Jancuski took the ball through center
on the first play. He was stopped cold.
Second down and ten to go! Ryan
tried a short pass through the right side
of the line. Thompson, Packer right
end, grabbed it but was knocked off his
feet. The play netted three yards.

Jancuski kicked on the next play.
Evans back on his own twenty yard
stripe took it and skirted for the side-
lines. Three Packer linemen knocked
him out of bounds on the thirty. The
Packers were up against a tough team,
and they knew it. And that stunning
first play touchdown had given their
morale an awful jolt. They went through
the first quarter scoreless, but held the
Cougar steam roller from further tally.

'THE second period began with the

Packers in possession of the ball on
their own forty yard stripe, fourth down
coming up.

Jancuski moved back into kick for-
mation, hands outstretched, waiting for
the ball. Ryan, crouching low a little
to the left of the center was barking
the signals. The ball was snapped.
Instead of going to Jancuski, it was
passed to Ryan who half spun and
shoved it into the hands of Bobby Mor-
ris, Packer left end coming around fast.
He tucked the ball into his stomach and
spurted towards the right side of the
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line. The dever blending of uniform
colors was making it difficult for the
Cougars to fathom the plays. And the
speed with which it was executed mo-
mentarily confused the invaders. Morris
swept the front line and with Jancuski
and Ryan blocking, broke into the clear.
At Nebraska he had been holder of two
track records. It was now making it-
self evident as he stiff armed a Cougar
back trying to cut him off and widened
the gap between him and the stocky
Evans who had cut over to break up
the play.

He traveled the remaining forty-six
yards to score. There was a momen-
tary hush as the Packers lined up for
try at the extra point. A groan went up
as Cougar wingmen came in fast to
block Ryan’s kick.

When the half ended, the Cougars
were leading 7-6. And Short Pants
hadn’t shown up as yet. Merry was
waiting for Wayne outside the locker
room as the team went out for the start
of the third period.

“I've just come from Karp’'s Land-
ing,” she said. “Tracy and the others
aren’t there.”

The Professor was startled. “Not
there?” he echoed. Karp’s Landing was
a small boat house on Mountain Lake
ten miles outside Packer City. Crane
had made the arrangements for Tracy
to be taken there until after the game.

The impudent grin was missing as
Merry replied, “1 don’'t give a hoot
about Tracy. It's that twenty-six thou-
sand that's got me worried.”

“Get hold of Crane,” Wayne said. “I
hope he’s a good lawyer.”

The third quarter kept the crowd on
the edge of their seats. The Packers
took the kickoff and in a razzle dazzle
of everything the Professor had taught
them, stood the Cougars on their heads.
They kicked when they should have
passed, ran line plays when they should
have kicked. Ryan completed two long

passes to Morris good for seventy yards.

With ten yards and goal to go, Jan-
cuski, plunging through center, fum-
bled. The Cougars recovered. Evans
booted out of danger, Jancuski taking
the ball on his own thirty yard line. On
the first play Ryan tried a sweep around
right end. Four Cougars smacked him
so hard that the ball bounced out of
his arms. A Cougar man recovered.

The Packers held for three succes-
sive downs. On the fourth, Evans
tried for a place kick from the thirty
two yard line. It was a beautiful boot,
sailing right between the posts for three
points and shoving the Cougars ahead
10.6.

Wayne took an aspirin. His head still
ached from the crack from the pseudo-
bandit’'s gun.

The Packers seemed to have lost their
punch. Jancuski had the ankle that had

been twisted in the Pirate game
wrenched again. He was limping badly
but refused to leave the gridiron. The

team played doggedly but without their
usual fire. With two minutes remaining
in the third quarter, Ryan intercepted
a pass on his own forty yard stripe and
weaving and stiff arming his way,
brought the crowd to its feet as he raced
to the Cougar twenty yard stripe before
he was dropped by Hannis. The Packers
called time out. Ryan looked over at
the bench. Wayne was chewing on a
pencil. The former Pitt star moved his
head slightly.

TV7AYNE sighed. Then he felt Ken-

** yon nudging him in the side. He
looked around. Merry, Crane, and
Short Pants were coming down the side-
lines towards the bench. Short Pants
was carrying a black satchel.

Wayne brightened.

“Well, 1 hope you're satisfied with
your crazy monkeyshines,” Crane
snapped as he came up to the bench.

Wayne looked at the big ex-hobo.
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“Where have you been?” he inquired.

Short Pants grinned sheepishly and
handed the Professor the satchel.' “In
jail,” he said.

“Miss Andrews found him,” the law-
yer said. “He hit a truck driving back
from Karp’s Landing this afternoon.
That wasn't bad enough. He had to
pick a fight with the truck driver.”

“What happened to Tracy?” Wayne
demanded.

Short Pants looked uncomfortable.
“Aw, the boys are in a hurry to beat it.
Smiles was afraid he'd conked you too
hard and figured the job was gettin’ too

risky. | made them take Tracy along
with 'em. | think they hopped a
freight.”

He handed Crane
the black satchel. “Better put this
where it will be safe.” And turning to
Short Pants added, “ Get into a football
uniform. We've got a game to win.”

Then he called to the waterboy and
whispered something in his ear. Grab-
bing up the tray of paper containers,
the boy dashed out onto the field.
Wayne saw him whisper something to
Ryan.

When the referee’s whistle blasted,
Jancuski was sitting on the ground hold-
his ankle and groaning. It took the
Packer’s doctor five minutes to exam-
ine and tape it. By that time, Short
Pants was back from the locker room
ready for battle. He replaced a Packer
halfback. Jancuski remained in the
game. The stall had given Short Pants
time to dress.

The crowd had barely settled back in
their seats when Ryan skirted the left
side of the line, trying to break through
the Cougar forward wall. He was
dumped at the line of scrimmage fifteen
yards in from the sideline.

The Packers went into a huddle,
came out fast. Short Pants got the ball,
half turned and shoved it at Ryan who
pivoted toward the right. Short Pants,
cradling his arms close to his body, shot

Wayne groaned.

through center bowling over two men
and ploughing up to the Cougar sec-
ondary defense before he was dumped.
Meanwhile, Ryan cut back fast to the
thirty yard stripe and whirling, shot a
long pass to Morris far out in the end
zone. It came like a bullet. Morris
got it, leaping into the air. But as he
came down, he was hit by Hannis and
Evans. The ball was knocked out of
his hands.

The referee ruled the play incom-
plete. The Packers set up a howl,
claiming interference with the receiver.
For a minute, it looked as if another
free-for-all would start. Ryan, how-
ever, glancing over at the Professor for
instructions, saw Wayne switch the pen-
cil he had been holding from one hand
to the other. It was the signal the for-
mer Pitt star had been waiting for.

“Let’s go, boys!” Ryan cried. “Time
we taught these bums how to play foot-
ball.”

'THE remark brought an angry snarl

* from the Cougars, but the Packers
were already trotting back to their po-
sitions. The crowd, sensing a crisis,
was silent as play resumed.

The Packer forward line spread out
wide, leaving the center wall wide open.
Ryan was calling signals from a thirty-
degree angle position to the center.
Short Pants at left half was almost op-
posite Bobby Morris. Kyle, right half
was crouched opposite the Packer right
end. Jancuski was back ten yards in a
direct line with center, hands out-
stretched.

The ball was snapped—but to Ryan
who shot to the left a few steps and
started backing up. Short Pants came
around right tackle and dove through
the Cougar line. The two Packer ends
were scooting for the end zone. The
play was obviously a pass to either end.
But Ryan, dodging a Cougar tackle,
was holding back. Short Pants crashed
through the Cougar seco,ndary and
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sprinting goalward suddenly yelled,
“Let's go, Ryan!”

It drew the attack toward the big ex-
hobo. Ryan heaved a high floater.
Short Pants stopped dead in his tracks
just short of the goal line. Evans and
Hannis bore down on him. But Short
Pants leaped into the air, got his hands
on the ball, held for a second and then
pushing it like a basketball, heaved the
pigskin laterally to little Morris who
was left momentarily uncovered at the
goal stripe near the sidelines. Evans
and Hannis struck Short Pants simul-
taneously, but too late. Morris snared
the ball, fell over the zero stripe with
a Cougar tackier hanging onto him.

The crowd voiced a mighty roar of
approval. Wayne had a big grin on
his face, and Merry was shouting her-
self into a case of tomorrow’s whispers.
It had taken Wayne a week to drum
that play into Short Pants’ head.

Jancuski converted for the extra
point, shoving the Packers into the lead
13-10.

The whistle blasted ending the pe-
riod.

The fourth quarter was football his-
tory. Both teams were fighting mad
now. Twice the Cougars struck pay
territory and each time they were held
and forced to kick on fourth down.
Short Pants smashed through the Cou-
gar wall of defense time after time, pav-
ing the way for Ryan and Jancuski to
make the tackles.

With six minutes to play, the Cou-
gars made a desperate last stand offen-
sive. From their own twenty-five yard
line, following Jancuski’s fifty-five yard
boot, they plowed in three successive
plays to the Packer thirty-eight. The
Packers held for three downs. With
fourth coming up, Evans, the Cougar
back, retreated to kick. But instead of
punting, Evans took a stab at a field
goal. Evans booted from almost the
midfield marker. He had a strong wind
at his back. The ball hit one of the

uprights and bounced through.

Pandemonium broke out. Twenty-
five thousand spectators yelled them-
selves hoarse. 13-13 and less than five
minutes to play now!

The Cougars called time out.

They were holding a heated confer-
ence. Evans kept nodding at Short
Pants who was resting on his back chew-
ing a blade of grass.

The referee’s whistle blew and the
teams trotted into position for the kick-
off. Evans was back, ready to Kick,
waiting for the signal.

T 11S boot was at an angle. Jancuski

* grabbed it near the coffin corner.
His short legs were working like pis-
tons as he scampered along the side-
lines. Five Cougar linemen hit him at
the same time, throwing him out of
bounds on the twenty-five. He didn't
get up right away. A knee in the stom-
ach had pounded the breath out of him.

Short Pants hauled him to his feet.

“1 had a horse step on me once,” he
consoled.

Jancuski grinned feebly.
still gasping for breath.

The next four minutes of play were
the roughest the crowd had ever seen.
Hannis was carried off the field on a
stretcher with a broken ankle. Ryan
had a rib cracked. Short Pants was
roughed unmercifully. But he only
laughed and taunted the Cougars, beg-
ging for more.

With the seconds fleeting, it looked
as if the game was going to end in a
deadlock. But with three minutes left
to play, Evans tried a desperate long
pass from his own thirty-yard stripe.
Short Pants, coming from out of no-
where, snagged the ball, knocked aside
the intended Cougar receiver and
sprinted toward a touchdown.

A two-hundred-pound lineman dove
for him, hooked fingers around the
giant’s legs. Short Pants hit the ground
and with a mighty surge of power, did

He was
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a complete roll; the Cougar tackle tried
to hang on. Short Pants twisted to his
feet, went another ten yards before he
was brought down again, with the ball
resting on the Cougar twelve-yard
stripe directly in line with the goal
posts.

The crowd was tense and hushed as
Jancuski dug a spot into the ground,
preparing for the vital placement kick
that would mean 3 points and victory.
The Packer right half was kneeling now
ready to hold the ball in position.

The Cougars, grim-faced, dug in to
block the kick at any cost.

Ryan barked the signals slowly. He
shifted and moved closer to the front
wall. The ball was snapped back. Jan-
cuski went through the motions of
kicking, but with Short Pants cleaving
a hole in front of him, Ryan dove
through a cleft in the Cougar line. For
a moment, there seemed to be a tangle
of players and then Ryan broke from
the center of it. He had three yards to
the zero stripe and it looked as if he
wouldn’t make it. But Short Pants had
somehow gotten behind him. And with
a mighty shove literally pushed Ryan
across the final marker. The try for
the extra point was never made. A Cou-
gar back took a swing at Short Pants.
The big ex-hobo countered with a vi-
cious left that landed solidly on the
other’s nose, smashing it flat. Wayne
looked at the time left to play, chuckled,
and made no effort to stop the remain-
ing Packer players from rushing out
onto the field from the bench to join
the battle royal.

He was in Uncle Jonathan's office
with Merry when an ambulance pulled
up to the north stadium gate and more
police reserves began pouring onto the
field with clubs swinging.

And then into the office burst Jasper
Tracy. His clothes were ripped to
shreds and he was sporting a black eye.

“You'll pay for this, Wayne!” he

shouted, waving a small fist in the air.

The Professor lifted one eyebrow.
“How,” he inquired, “did you get back
S0 soon?”

' f 'RACY snatched up an inkwell from

the desk and heaved it at Wayne.
The Professor ducked. The inkwell
went through a pane of glass. Wayne
leaped from behind the desk, grabbed
the little gnome around the waist, and
hung him, kicki'ng and squirming, by
the seat of the pants from a clothes
hook on the wall by the door.

Merry was watching, the impudent
grin back on her face. She put her
hands to her ears. Tracy was shouting,
and the words he was using weren't gen-
tlemanlike.

“1 always count ten,” Wayne said.
“It keeps my blood pressure down.”

And opening a desk drawer, he took
out a pink slip which he stuffed into
Tracy’s pocket.

“You’ll find this check made out for
twenty-six thousand,” he said. “It’s no
good until the bank opens Monday
morning. And I'll have Miss Andrews
stop by the electric company to pay my
bill in full.”

“You can't get away with this, I've
been tricked,” the little gnome
screeched.

The Professor winked at Merry. “I
didn’t get that bump on the head by ac-
cident. 1 think that under the circum-
stances, |'ve been very generous. Be-
sides, I've got an excellent lawyer.”

And to make it more dramatic, Crane
walked into the office. He took one
look at Tracy fastened to the wall and
almost choked on the cigar he wasn't
supposed to be smoking.

“What's going on?” he gasped.

Merry grinned. “The Professor was
about to invite me out to supper.”

“Let me down!” Tracy yelled.

Wayne looked at him solemnly, then
at Merry. “It’s a date, Andrews.”

The End.
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The B ig-League /Pushers
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Author of “Coaches’ Backfield Dream,” etc.

Blazing line drives might put Poly Marue’s Lakewood Pioneers back in the league-
blazing line drives, and a brilliant fireballer out on the mound, and a fighting heart
behind first base!

dugput rail and said: “l’'ve run a

ball dub in this town for twenty
years, and | ain’t stoppin’ now. Not if
I have to buck all the big shots in Lake-
wood. The Pioneers put this burg on
the map. The Pioneers are the oldest
club in this section of the country. And
they’'re goin’ to represent Lakewood
in the new league.” Poly Marue’s gar-
goyle face was wrinkled and twisted
with feeling. His pale blue eyes popped,
and his teeth protruded in a snarl. Fac-
ing portly Mayor Fairfax he was small
and defiant.

“1 know how vyou fee], Poly,”
wheezed the mayor. “We all appre-
ciate what you and the Pioneers have
done for Lakewood. We've always sup-
ported you well, haven’'t we? And we've
been proud of you and your glorious
record. But this new league’s going to

POLY MARUE leaned against the

be pretty fast, Poly, Real professional
stuff. We don’t figure any outfit of
local semi-pro boys is good enough to
represent Lakewood in the league. No
offense, but—"

“Not good enough, huh?” cut in Poly
Marue. “That's gratitude for you!
For five years we been cleanin’ up all
the teams in the state, and knockin’ off
every road team that came along. Look
at last year. Look at the clubs we beat.
Philly Colored Giants, Brooklyn Royal
Giants, House of David, Kentucky
Colonels, Havana Red Sox, Cuban All
Stars, Boston Tigers, and all the rest.
And some of them teams ought to be
playin’ with the Big Time. So the Pio-
neers ain't good enough no more!”

“Some of your boys are getting pretty
old, Poly,” said Mayor Fairfax. “Old
Sky Kelsey must be forty now. He
can’'t cover much ground at first base.
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Lefty Scoffield’'s getting along, too,
slowing up a lot. Catcher Baylor’s not so
young and his arm is weakening. Jig
Vance and Jo-Jo Riley don’t keep train-
ing any too well. Truck Drury is awful
clumsy and slow in right field.
Courtney’s temperamental and erratic.
You—"

“Lemme tell you somethin’,” said
Poly Marue. “Old Sky Kelsey will hit
with anybody in that league. Lefty
Scoffield’s still got perfect control and
a smart head. Baylor’'s in good shape
and they won't steal many bases off him
either. Jig Vance and Joe Riley can get
cockeyed drunk and still play beauti-
ful ball. Truck Drury’s sluggin’ more
than makes up for his slowness in the
field. Courtney’s temperament don't
hurt him no more'n Garbo’s does her.
Court’ll grab off balls in left that no-
body else'd touch, and he can sure pow-
der that pellet when he takes a cut at
it.”

“I'm sorry, Poly,” the mayor said.
“But you might as well know that the
City Council and all our influential citi-
zens are in favor of hiring in a pro-
fessional team to represent Lakewood
this summer.”

“Professional, hell!” said Poly Ma-
rue. “Young college punks and broken-
down minor leaguers. We got boys that
starred in college right here. Look at
Courtney, Scoffield, Jack Ordway, Steve
Dorrance, Doc Wade. All college stars.
Sky Kelsey and Franky Cross both
been in the Big Show. Jig Vance and
Jo-Jo Riley have played organized dou-
ble-A ball. What more you want?”

“George K. Beasley,” said Mayor
Fairfax pompously, “has indicated his
willingness to contribute thousands of
dollars for the support of a professional
team in Lakewood. We can’'t very well
ignore such a generous offer, Marue.”

“Sure, sure, sure!” Poly Marue said
bitterly. “Why does he make that of-
fer? Because that swell-headed kid of
his thinks he!s a pitcher, and he wants

to give him a chance to pitch.”

* “Junior Beasley does complain that
you refused to give him a fair tryout to
pitch for the Pioneers.”

“He can't pitch!” yelled Poly Marue
in fury.

“Junior has a most excellent college
record,” contradicted Mayor Fairfax.
“1 have looked over the clippings in his
scrapbook.”

“Scrapbook!” jeered Poly Marue.
“Old George K. prob’ly paid for all
those write-ups.”

“I've no time to waste in useless
arguing with you, Marue,” the mayor
said firmly. “I'll just warn you that we
are all behind Mr. Beasley. He already
has scouts rounding up players for us.
You might as well disband the Pioneers
atonce. Lakewood isn't big enough for
two ball clubs.”

“You're damn right it isn't!” said
Poly Marue. “We were here first, and
we're stayin’ here. Old Beasley’s only
been in town a year and he’s got all
you small-time suckers nibblin’ out of
his hand already. All you influential
citizens! He's got more money than all
the rest of you, so you get down and
crawl. Well, Mr. Mayor, I've got some
support in this town myself. From the
more honest and less influential citizens
maybe, but there’'s quite a bunch of
them, Fairfax. I'm goin’ to fight this
thing to the last innin’ and then some.
If George Beasley brings a team in here
they’ll have to prove they're better'n
my club is. They’ll have to lick the
Pioneers in a series of games before
they ever get a franchise.”

“I'm sorry you've taken this un-
pleasant attitude, Marue,” Mayor Fair-
fax said stiffly. “You’ll be sorry too.
Your element cannot hope to oppose the
best people of Lakewood. You haven't
got a chance.” Fat and sleek and dig-
nified, the mayor turned away.

DOLY MARUE grimaced and spat
- after him, his gargoyle face uglier
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than ever. “We’ll see about that,” he
muttered, turning his attention back to
the playing field where the Pioneers
were at batting practice.

They wore sober gray uniforms, not
new but washed clean and neatly
patched, lettered and numbered in blue,
with blue caps and blue-and-white
stockings. The Pioneers for the most
part were a big rangy crew. They were
all from Lakewood or nearby towns, for
Poly Marue had always boasted a
strictly local outfit. In regular bat-
ting order they were stepping up to take
their three cuts at the ball and then lay
one down.

Jo-Jo Riley, second baseman, was the
lead-off hitter, short, square and com-
pact, with a hard freckled face and a
slit-eyed grin of menace. Joe Riley was
tough and stocky and aggressive, a
great all-round athlete. He worked in a
mill and did some boxing in the ring.
Now Riley chopped out three short
singles and laid a nice bunt. He was
the club’s best base-runner.

Jack Ordway, the shortstop, was a
reteran, a high school coach with the
dark square-jawed face of a pugilist
and a mild earnest manner. He clipped
a hit-and-run shot between first and
second, boosted a long high fly, blasted
a harsh line drive, and dumped a per-
fect sacrifice.

Jig Vance played center, a dark
rugged Adonis with curly black hair and
a splendid body. He was powerful and
muscular, brawny as a young black-
smith, and a long-range slugger. Lake-
wood was near the Canadian border,
and Jig Vance had driven cars for a ring
of bootleggers during prohibition. He
whaled out three long drives over the
outfield. Disdaining to bunt he belted
another clout on his fourth swing, and
laughed when Poly Marue scolded him.

Old Sky Kelsey, the first sacker,
was bow-legged, leather-faced, hawk-
beaked, and lop-eared. He had tried
out in the American League and played

in the International, American Associa-
tion and old New England Leagues. He
was forever griping and mumbling
curses, jawing with umpires, opponents,
teammates, and fans. At bat he got all
his power with a whiplash wrist action
and great forearm muscles. A right-
hand hitter he hooked balls past third
base like bullets. He still had the best
batting eye on the club. Kelsey was a
lineman for the electric light depart-
ment.

Al Courtney, left fielder, was just out
of college, the youngest player on the
team. Courtney was tall and slender
and blond, the fastest of the Pioneers, a
hard hitter who came through in the
clutch and a swift fielder with a deadly
throwing arm. Courtney had a lean
boyish face, the grin of a kid, and dan-
gerous green eyes. He took a free clean
cut and lashed out ringing line drives.

RUCK DRURY, the right gar-

dener, looked like a big overgrown
awkward farmer boy with a smiling red-
cheeked face. He weighed well over
two-hundred and swung the lightest bat-
on the rack, smiting prodigious blows
with the toothpick. Drury’s work afield
left much to be desired, but he could
sock the apple. He worked in his
father’s general store in a little village
outside of Lakewood.

Captain Bo Baylor, the catcher, was
tall and lanky for a backstop, smart and
qguick and aggressive, full of vitality and
nervous energy. He handled his pitch-
ers well and kept the infield alive and
chattering. If his peg to second was
weaker he wasn't admitting it to any-
one. Bo Baylor was an erratic but ever-
dangerous batter, a shrewd field-general
and an inspired leader. He operated a
gasoline station in the city.

Steve Dorrance at third base was
another high school coach, a serious
sober chap with no bad habits. He
was a graceful and efficient fielder, a
switch-hitter who went from sudden
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streaks of banging the ball to sudden
and hopeless slumps. The conservative
element in Lakewood approved of Dor-
rance more than they did of most of the
Pioneers, but he was not popular with
the real rabid shirt-sleeve fans. He was
too cold, aloof and superior.

There were his eight regulars: Riley,
Ordway, Vance, Kelsey, Courtney,
Drury, Baylor, Dorrance. Poly Marue
nodded with grim satisfaction and
switched his attention to the bull-pen
where the pitchers were limbering up.

Franky Cross had been up with the
Indians, and still had plenty of stuff
left. Off the diamond he had a good
position in the office of a local manu-
facturer. Lefty Scoffield coached the
Lakewood High team, a grave dignified
man in his early thirties, who didn't
approve of the way some of his team-
mates carried on. Doc Wade was a bril-
liant fireballer, but inclined to be wild
and unpredictable. A military school
product he was now an officer in a CCC
camp. Pep Yeager, aquiet stolid tramp
athlete, was hard-working, steady and
reliable on the mound. Bud Smythers
was a youngster with a great deal of
smoke and stuff, improving all the time.
The rest of the pitching staff wasn't
much, but Poly Marue nodded again
with secret satisfaction.

As he got ready to hit them for in-
field practice Poly Marue wondered
how business was going in his small
restaurant and beer tavern. He hoped
it was good. He was going to need
money to fight the Beasley machine.
And he was going to fight if he had to
beg, borrow or steal to do it.

I AKEWOOD split squarely in two
* gver the issue. On one side, secure
behind the bulwark of Beasley's money-
bags, were the city officials and poli-
ticians, executives, bankers and big
business men. On the other side, loyal
to the Pioneers and Poly Marue, were
the smaller business men and less pros-

perous professional men, the workmen,
the unemployed and the young people.

The local papers were filled with
praise for the players recruited by the
Beasley faction, names that were
familiar even in the hinterlands. “The
Cream Of The College Crop,” said the
Lakewood Clarion. “All  Potential
Major Leaguers.” And the Pioneers
found it almost impossible, all of a sud-
den, to get any space on the sporting
pages.

There were pictures of the Beasley
players, topped by a large photo of
young Junior Beasley himself. Gyp
Gokey, Holy Cross shortstop; Hy
Rubin, N.Y.U. third baseman; Crash
Kavanich, right fielder from Duke;
Teke Nobel, center fielder from
Temple; Fin Borowski, left fielder from
Holy Cross; Lou Trelli, Fordham first
sacker; Candy Cardac, second base, of
William and Mary; Jug Bolas, Notre
Dame catcher. And pitchers Clipper

Croft (Tennessee); . Pat Montini
(Fordham); Dolly Gray (Duke);
Johnny Jurras (Alabama); and of

course Junior Beasley, ex-Harvard ace.
Jay Rooney, old-time big league ace
and present great coach, was to run
the team.

Al Courtney and Captain Bo Baylor
of the Pioneers sat in Poly Marue's
tavern smoking cigarettes and discus-
sing the situation and their first practice
game of the season which was coming
with a semi-pro outfit from a rival city.
Poly Marue sat with them, his homely
face a caricature of sadness under his
white cap. Except for them the place
was empty.

“Business is
Marue. “Terrible.
more business.”

“Probably the town fathers have
blacklisted you,” Courtney said. “I
wouldn’t put it past them.”

“They've sure blacklisted my filling
station,” said Baylor. “I've lost alot of
my best customers all at once.”

awful,” said Poly
There just ain’t no
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“You wouldn’t think people could be
so low and mean and rotten,” Poly
Marue said, shaking his head. “Them
big shots are the ones that are always
cryin’, ‘Buy Lakewood! Buy at home!
Support your hometown merchants.’
But when it comes to spendin’ money
for a ball club they got to go way out
of the state to hire players. We give
'em a great club, a winnin' club for
years, without no salaries. We depend
on gate receipts fol our pay. Of course
they ain’t payin’ salaries to local boys.
When there’s salaries to be paid they
got to import boys and hand it to them.
I don’t understand it. It burns me up.
But we got to raise money some way.”

“We ought to make a little on that
exhibition game with Moretown,” said
Courtney. “They say Junior Beasley
volunteered to pitch for them, just for
the sake of getting a crack at us.”

“1 hope he does,” Baylor growled.
“We'll knock his block off!  You know
what the School Board told Lefty
Scoffield? They insinuated that it'd be
just as well for Lefty, and his job, if he
didn't do any more pitching for the
Pioneers. Now in some ways Lefty is
kind of a cold fish, but he's independent
and honest and loyal. He told 'em
he'd pitch for the Pioneers as long as
his arm lasted.”

pOURTNEY laughed. “The electric
company threatened old Sky Kel-
sey, too. Sky told 'em if they took his
job he'd take their whole damn place
apart, and every one of them with it.
That'’s the last he heard about that.”

“They're doin’ everythin’ they can
,0 bust us,” said Poly Marue. “Noth-
in's too low for old George Beasley,
Fairfax, and them.”

Jo-Jo Riley swaggered in, grinning
his freckled slit-eyed grin. “Well, 1
lost my job,” Riley announced cheer-
fully. “OlId Beasley’s son-in-law took
over the mill, you know. Put in new
foremep and all. My boss started ridin’

me right away. | stood it long as |
could. This afternoon | cooled him.”
Riley looked at his knuckles. “1 must've
broke his jaw, honest. It felt like a
home run. Of course all they wanted
was some excuse to fire me.”

“1f you didn’t like beer so much, Joe,
I'd give you a job in here,” said Poly
Marue.

Jig Vance entered, black and laugh-
ing, to cuff and maul his teammates
playfully as he crowded into the booth.
“1 feel pretty good,” said Jig. “Just
got canned. | thought it was too good
to last. | been driving for Fairfax, you
know. Pennies from heaven! All |
had to do was hang round, run a few
errands, drive people places. Swell set-
up. Tonight Fairfax said he wouldn’t
need me any more. Hinted that my
reputation was against me. So I'm a
free man again. Bring on a round of
ales, Poly!”

Poly Marue drew a round of ales and
delivered them sorrowfully. “Don’t
you guys get started drinkin’,” he said.
“Looks like | got to put Joe and Jig to
work in here. It ain’t no place for two
boys that like the suds like you two,
but I got to do it. And we all got to
think up ways to raise some money.”

Bo Baylor said: “Well, Court, | guess
you’re about the only guy on the team
they can’'t crack down on one way or
another.”

Courtney shook his fair head and

smiled. “Not much!” he said. “They
got to me first. You know I've been
going round with Ann Fairfax. She'’s

a nice kid; the mayor must have
adopted her. Well, last night when 1
called for her | was told that she wasn't
in, and wouldn’t be in any more, so far
as | was concerned. The mayor wants
Junior Beasley to have a clear field
ahead.”

“It's a crime!” yelled Poly Marue.
“It ain't even decent or human. It's
a disgrace to civilization. It's just like
Russia!”
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rT tHE Pioneers started a drive to raise
funds for the coming campaign.

Poly Marue put on dances in the
armory. Jo-Jo Riley went back to fight-
ing in the ring. Jack Ordway, a licensed
pilot, took passengers up in a rented
plane. Jig Vance went on a mysterious
mission to Montreal and returned with
a roll. Sky Kelsey, as Lefty Scoffield's
assistant, coached the Lakewood High
boys in batting. Truck Drury con-
ducted a series of profitable raffles in his
father’s store. Captain Bo Baylor can-
vassed the city and made the loyal
rooters dig up. Steve Dorrance and
Lefty Schoffield gave lectures to clubs
and organizations. Doc Wade spoke
over the radio on the benefits of the
CCC. Bud Smythers and Pep Yeager
conducted a baseball pool on the major
league games. Franky Cross, expert
bowler and billiard player, lured victims
into playing for money.

Al Courtney entered a diving contest
at Pine Bluffs, and found Junior
Beasley one of his opponents. The
others were lifeguards, early summer
visitors, and counselors from boys’
camps. If Junior Beasley hadn’t been
in it Courtney would have been tempted
to withdraw. He was a finished diver
with natural grace and poise, but he
had never done much competitive div-
ing. Beasley was a handsome rangy
fellow with insolent dark eyes and a
sulky full-lipped mouth. He surveyed
the other entrants with amused scorn,
and turned to smile at Ann Fairfax on
the pier. Junior Beasley was cocksure
and arrogant. The fifty dollar prize
money meant nothing to him, but he was
bent on winning for the sake of win-
ning—and pleasing Ann Fairfax.

At the start Beasley showed himself
practice-perfect. On the board his ex-
hibitionism made him outstanding, but
after leaving the board his performance
was somewhat stiff, wooden and routine.
Al Courtney had more fire and grace by
far. Watching Beasley leftyou approv-

ing but cold. Watching Courtney was
thrilling, uplifting, and gave the sensa-
tion of flying with winged and daring
grace.

Ann Fairfax, like everyone else,
found herself following the lithe
bronzed Courtney and applauding him
spasmodically. Ann Fairfax had chest-
nut hair piled in vagrant curls above a
pure brow, aBd eyes that were clear
and blue. The lines of her face were
sharply patrician, but her mouth was
wide and generous and gracious. Feel-
ing that he was beaten Junior Beasley
became sullen and sneering, and his
diving suffered. With exultance Al
Courtney went through half-gainors,
full-gainors, one-and-a-halves, front
and back jacks, forgetting competition
in the sheer fun of diving.

The judges’ announcement was no
surprise to anyone— not even to Junior
Beasley. And young Al Courtney had
contributed a good share to the cause
of the Pioneers. Poly Marue made him
keep fifteen dollars, taking thirty-five
for the club treasury. At the last prac-
tice before the exhibition game with
Moretown Poly Marue said that they
had reached the five-hundred dollar
mark, and everyone felt very good
about it. Adversity had welded the
Pioneers into a closer unit than ever.

The exhibition contest drew a capac-
ity crowd to Lakewood Park. Junior
Beasley’'s presence in the Moretown
box attracted all the Beasley adherents,
and the regular Pioneer fans turned out
to see their team face its initial test.
Moretown, while slightly inferior to the
Pioneers, had always been a dangerous
rival. Playing on their home grounds
the Pioneers found themselves in the
unique position of outsiders. Lake-
wood fans favored and cheered the visit-
ing team from Moretown. It bothered
the Pioneers, and it hurt Poly Marue.
It's never pleasant to be made total
strangers and outcasts in your own
hometown.
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OLANNING to use all his twirlers

Poly started Franky Cross, the
veteran right-hander. Cross got started
badly, walking two invaders. The next
man sacrificed, Dorranee to Kelsey be-
ing the play. The Moretown clean-up
man, Beezer Brock, walloped a double
out of Truck Drury’s reach in right and
two runs scored. Jo-Jo Riley made a
life-saving stop and a bullet peg to Dor-
rance nipped Brock sliding into third,
Al Courtney raced deep in left-center
to haul down a drive and retire the side.
Jig Vance pulled up beside Courtney
cursing in mock anger. “What you try-
ing to do, hog 'em all?”

Junior Beasley pitched with elaborate
motions and lots of flourish, but he did
have plenty of speed. Little Joe Riley
swaggered out to greet him, grinning
with slit-eyed scorn. Beasley dusted
Riley with the first pitch. Jo-Jo got up
laughing. “Don’t make a habit of that,
Junior. | might get mad and bend
a bat on your conk.” Beasley hooked a
curve in there for strike one, and then
his fast one sailed at Riley’s head again.
Jo-Jo got mad then and took a few steps
toward the mound. “I'm telling you,
punk. Another duster and I'll climb
all over you with my cleats.” Junior
Beasley twisted another curve and Jo-
Jo Riley slapped it straight back
through the box for a single.

Riley stole second with a quick break
and a reckless slide. Ordway flied out
to short left. Jig Vance flied out to
deep right. Old Sky Kelsey swore and
sputtered as Beasley made him a dodge
back. “If you hit me,” snarled Sky,
“it'll be the last damn thing you do in
this world!” Beasley slanted a curve
over and old Sky Kelsey rifled it down
the left field line, scoring Riley. Al
Courtney went up, fouled off a half-
dozen, and then missed a fireball. Junior
Beasley laughed at him. Moretown 2
—Pioneers 1.

Franky Cross got through the second
inning, but he wasn’t going right. Great

stops by Jack Ordway and Steve Bor-
rance cut off base knocks, and Jig Vance
traveled a long way to snare a clout
over center. For the Pioneers big
Truck Drury singled sharply to right,
but Junior Beasley set down Baylor,
Dorrance and Cross in rapid order.

“That swell-headed monkey’s bet-
ter'n we thought,” muttered Baylor.
“He’s get a good hard one there.”

Old Sky Kelsey scoffed profanely.
“1 got a kid home that could knock his
ears off.”

Lefty Scoffield took the hill for the
Pioneers and stopped the visitors cold
for his two rounds, aided by Kelsey's
grab of a liner over first, Riley’s bare-
handed stab behind second, and Court-
ney’s shoe-top snatch in short left.

The Pioneers tied it up at 2-2 when
Jo-Jo Riley drew a free ticket, moved
up on Ordway'’s neat bunt, and slid over
the dish after Jig Vance ripped a wicked
ground single through the infield. With
two out Al Courtney had to drop flat
twice to escape Beasley's fast ball.
Courtney was shaken and hot with rage,
but he kept a grip on himself. When
the curve came Courtney dragged a long
bunt between the pitcher's box and
first. The first-baseman fielded it, and
Junior Beasley ran over to cover the
bag. Running like the wind Al Court-
ney beat the toss and crashed into
Beasley at top speed. Beasley hit the
ground hard and rolled over from the
force of the collision. Beasley got up,
half-greggy and crazed with fury, and
leaped at Al Courtney. They swapped
smashes to the face and head before the
umpire and other players pulled them
apart. Panting on the first cushion Al
Courtney realized that the boging was
for him, and his green eyes narrowed.
After playing four years for Lakewood
High and five summers with the
Pioneers Courtney was being con-
demned and booed by a hometown
crowd. He died on first.

Doc Wa.de was wild and only stayed
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in there one inning, in which Moretown
regained the lead, 3-2. Young Bud
Smythers pitched shutout ball in his
two frames. In the last of the seventh,
with only part of the crowd standing in
honor of the home team, Jo-Jo Riley
punched out a single to start things.
Ordway whiffed, but Jo-Jo again stole
second with a terrific slide into the bag.
Jig Vance, swinging mightily, popped
for the second out. Then Junior Beas-
ley purposely passed old Sky Kelsey to
get at Al Courtney.

Captain Baylor pounded Courtney’s
back. “Make him sorry he did it,
Court.” Courtney walked into the
box, planted his spikes and waited. With
a 2-2 count Junior Beasley got every-
thing behind his fast one. Al Court-
ney took a clean stride forward,
whipped his long bat around and met
the ball squarely. The crash resounded
like an explosion and the ball went
streaking on a line between left and cen-
ter. Riley and old Sky Kelsey scored.
Moving fleet and smooth as a gray-
hound Al Courtney went round first and
second, and skimmed into third with a
long daring slide. He was left there,
but the Pioneers led, 4-3.

\Y7ITH Pep Yeager on the slab

' ' -everything went wrong. Dorranee
hobbled an easy grounder at third.
Truck Drury mis-judged a soft fly ball
in right field. Ordway dropped Riley’s
toss that should have started a double-
play, and the sacks were jammed full.
Then Yeager made one too good and
Junior Beasley hoisted a high one over
the right field fence for four runs. More-
town was up, 7-4.

In the last two stanzas Junior Beas-
ley turned on the heat and cut loose
with everything. The Pioneers could
not touch him. The game ended in a
decisive victory for Moretown, 8-4, and
it was a crushing blow to Poly Marue
and his Pioneers.

“The poor old Pioneers,” everyone

was saying and laughing. “Can’'t even
beat that outfit, and they want to get
in that new league! They better fold
up before they get to be more of a joke
and a laughing-stock. Poor old Poly
Marue and his Pioneers!”

The next day half of Lakewood
turned out at the station to welcome the
ball players hired by George K. Beas-
ley.

George K. made a speech, after in-
troducing his athletes to the throng.
He said his Lakewood Lions, attired in
the best new uniforms that money could
buy, would play a three-game series
with the Pioneers. The club winning
two out of three would be paid good sal-
aries to represent Lakewood in the
league. “Of course there is no doubt
as to the ultimate results,” boomed
George K. Beasley. “Just yesterday
the Pioneers were badly whipped by a
team of backwoodsmen from More-
town. The Lion players are fresh from
college diamonds and triumphs, ready
to sweep the league. But this three-
game series, which will no doubt last
only two games, will be good practice
for the Lions and get them accustomed
to their new home-grounds.”

That evening there was a dinner and
reception for the new ball players in
City Hall.

The Pioneers sat around Poly
Marue’s place, and even Jig Vance wes
quiet and subdued for once. There
were no other customers in sight.

T TNDER the unusual tension and

strain, the criticisms and mockery
that was poured like vitriol over them,
the Pioneers began to wilt and wither,
crack and break. Poly Marue tried to
keep their spirits burning, but it was
difficult, for in himself the spark was
low.

The Lakewood Lions roved the
streets like cavaliers, accepting the adu-
lation they were given but making little
effort to conceal their contempt for the
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little country city and its inhabitants.

They were resplendent in scarlet
jackets with sleeves of royal blue.
Above the blue-and-gold numbers on
their backs was embossed a lion’s head
in gold-and-blue. Their new baseball
uniforms were a creamy white piped,
lettered and numbered in scarlet-and-
blue, with red caps and stockings
striped red, blue and gold. They fairly
glittered on the field, and their work
in practice sparkled too. Large crowds
turned out to watch this dazzling array
go through the paces. In town they
strolled about like conquering warriors,
laughing, wisecracking, kidding the
local girls.

Mayor Fairfax gave a dance in their
honor at the country club. Al Court-
ney stood on the porch with Jo-Jo Riley,
Jig Vance, Truck Drury, and Captain
Bo Baylor, watching the dancers. The
young ladies of Lakewood looked up at
the suntanned Lions with worshipful
eyes. Ann Fairfax was no exception.
Al Courtney’s hands clenched as he saw
her spinning from one man to another,
and always ending up in Junior
Beasley’'s Harvard embrace.

Informed of their presence Mayor
Fairfax and George K. Beasley came
outside and frowned upon them. “This
is a private dance,” the mayor said.
“We don’'t want any disturbances or
trouble here. 1'd advise you fellows
to leave at once.”

Jig Vance laughed at the two fat per-
spiring men. Bo Baylor told them to
go ~hove their private dance. Al Court-
ney said: “It's probably the first time
those gorillas ever got into a country
club.” Then they all had to hold Jo-Jo
Riley who wanted to see how deep his
fists wo.uld sink into those swollen
waistlines.

Shortly afterward a squad of Lions
appeared on the porch, stared at the
faded Pioneer jackets, and began to
laugh and crack wise. “Are these our
worthy opponents?” . “Sure, our

country cousins!” . . . “Well, well,
well!” Jo-Jo Riley broke loose and
burst into the midst of them, slashing
away with both fists. Gyp Gokey
sprawled over the railing and Lou Trelli
was flattened against the wall. The
other Lions were swarming over little
Jo-Jo when the Pioneers jumped into it.

A! Courtney knocked Hy Rubin flat
on his back with a whipping left, and
took a flurry of jarring punches on the
head and return. The air was full of
flying fists. Brawny Jig Vance sent
Kavanich and Fin Borowski crashing
over the rail to the ground. Bo
Baylor hurled Pat Montini through
a window. Big Truck Drury plucked
Teke Nobel and Johnny Jurras off
little Joe Riley, and heaved them
bodily into the shadows at the far end
of the veranda.

More men were rushing out into the
surging and embattled dimness. The
Pioneers got together, wrenching and
smashing away from grasping arms,
and fled into the night. Some of the
Lions followed them to their car, and
there was another savage skirmish in
the shadows. Jig Vance laughed as he
struck out with terrible hands. Jo-Jo
Riley was like a wildcat. Truck
Drury’s huge hands tossed men about
like straw. Al Courtney's fists and
forearms were numb from the solid
blows he landed. Bo Baylor got the
car started, and his teammates piled in
and made their getaway.

In the back room at Poly Marue's
they found that they had not escaped
unscathed by any means. In the heat
of conflict they hadn’t noticed the pun-
ishment, but now their heads were
throbbing and their faces were bruised
and cut. Al Courtney’s nose was swol-
len and bleeding, and his cheekbones
were welted blue. Jig Vance had a
black eye and a cut lip. Joe Riley’s
freckled face was badly marked and his
lips were puffed. Bo Baylor's cheek
was gashed deeply, and Big Truck
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Drury’s face was scratched and torn.

The following day there was little
else talked of in Lakewood, and vitu-
perative abuse was heaped upon the
Pioneers, who were blamed entirely for
the brawl. There were warrants out
for the five players, but they were no-
where to be found. Poly Marue had
foreseen just such an event. It was a
perfect opportunity for Fairfax and
Beasley to disgrace the Pioneers for-
ever.

So the Pioneer stock dropped lower

and lower until it hit rock-bottom.
Steve Dorrance, Lefty Scoffield, Doc
Wade, and Jack Ordway told Poly

Marue frankly that they were afraid
they’d have to quit the club, and
Franky Cross was of the same mind.
These five contended that men in their
positions might well be ruined by asso-
ciation with an organization guilty of
such rowdyism.

“All right, boys,” said Poly Marue
sadly. “If that's how you feel about it,
okay. | know our boys didn’t start that
scrap. But it's up to you fellows. You
know how you feel and what you want
to do. Anyway it looks like the end of
the old Pioneers.”

S* EORGE K. BEASLEY was wor-

ried. His Lions had lost most of
their cockiness and some of their con-
fidence since that first unofficial meeting
with the Pioneers. OIld Beasley over-
heard his players discussing the brawl.
“1 never saw guys fight like those guys!
That little Riley’s been in the ring, you
know. That black Vance is dynamite,
boy, I'm telling you! He’'s powerful
and tough. Did you see him laughing
all the time? Yeah, and that big farmer
Drury. He don't know his own
strength 1 Courtney looks kinda skinny
but he hits like a mule. Maybe Baylor
isn't quick and tricky! Well, perhaps
they don’t play ball as good as they
fight . .

The conversation did not please

George K. Beasley. He thought he had
gambled on a sure thing, but now he
began to wonder. Anything could hap-
pen in baseball. Nothing was sure.
The Pioneers might have a crazy streak
and wreck the Lions. Well, if it wasn't
a sure thing it could be made into one.
George K. had the money and power to
do it. He told Mayor Fairfax to have
the breach-of-peace charges dropped.
It was a gesture that should win more
supporters to the Lions’ side.

“We’ll take care of those five tough
guys a different way,” promised George
K. Beasley. “Another thing, | don't
want any of the Pioneers quitting on ac-
count of public opinion or pressure.
We don’'t want that at all, see? If
some of them—say Riley, Vance, Bay-
lor, Courtney, and Drury—should get
drunk and not show up, why that's an-
other matter. You see my point, Fair-
fax?”

The mayor didn't exactly, but he
nodded his bald head. It was a move-
ment that had become automatic with
Mayor Fairfax since the advent of Mr.
George K. Beasley.

“1 happen to know where, those five
are hiding out,” went on Beasley.
“They’'re in the summer cottage owned
by Courtney’s family. It's up the lake
on Arrowhead Point, north of Pine
Bluffs. They may decide to stay there
longer than they intended.” The two
men exchanged wise and sinister smiles,
and the mayor was nodding violently
again.

As they finished talking Ann Fairfax
came in from a side room, paused ir-
resolutely and said: “Oh, excuse me.
But have you seen Junior, Mr. Beas-
ley?” Mr. Beasley hadn't, but he
thought Junior had taken some of the
boys out on the lake in his speedboat.

Ann Fairfax walked ©n through the
room and out of the house. Swiftly she
slid in back of the wheel of her con-
vertible coupe and swung it down the
drive. With little regard for stop
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streets and traffic she drove across
town, parked a block from her destina-
tion, and entered Poly Marne’s place
for the first time in her life. Surprise
revealed itself on Poly’'s wrinkled and
unhappy face.

“Mr. Marue, is there a phone at the
Courtney cottage?”

“There was,” said Poly. “But some-
thin's happened to it. The line's dead.
I been tryin’ to call— But say, what
do you want to know for?”

“Don’'t worry. I'm on your side.
You've got to believe me. | think it's
an awful shame the way Lakewood has
treated you and the Pioneers. And now
that old robber-baron, George Beasley,
is going to pull another crooked deal. |
don’t know just what. Something about
the boys at the Courtney camp. I'm
going to drive up there and warn
them.”

“The road’s terrible,” said Poly Ma-
rue. “It's a long trip by land. Lots
faster in a boat.”

“Well, I have a boat, too. One of the
fastest boats on the lake. You'd better
come with me, Mr. Marue. And round
up some of your ball players, too. We
may need them.”

“My ball players! My ball players!”
groaned Poly Marue. “They're all
quittin’ on me now. But I can get old
Sky maybe, and Bud Smythers and Pep
Yeager.”

“1'd like to take some of your sissy
school teachers along, just to show 'em,”
said Ann Fairfax. “They're ashamed
of something they should be proud of.
It's Beasley’'s bunch that ought to be
ashamed, Mr. Marue.”

“1 know it, I know it, Miss Fairfax.
But they can’t see it right. Like most
folks they’'re scared to death of public
opinion and gossip. Let 'em talk, | say.
I know what's right and what’s wrong.
Don’t call me Mr. Marue, Miss Fairfax.
Everybody calls me Poly.”

The girl smiled. “And my name is
Ann,” she said.

'T '"HE five refugees had been enjoying

their lazy stay in the Courtney cot-
tage, but now they were getting rest-
less and uneasy. Truck Drury had
proven himself a good cook, assisted by
Baylor. There was a great stone fire-
place, many comfortable chairs and
lounges, and lots of books and maga-
zines to read at night. The daytimes
they spent swimming, sunning them-
selves on the wooden pier, rowing the
boat or paddling the canoe, pitching
horseshoes and tossing baseballs
around.

It was pleasant enough for a while,
but they were beginning to feel ner-
vous, impatient, irritable from boredom.
It was almost time for the first game
of the series with the Lions. They had
been in exile three days, and it seemed
a great deal longer. They were on the
dock in swimming trunks when a boat
carrying two men came toward them.
The boat drew up to the pier. The
strangers chatted with Baylor, while
Vance and Drury wrestled about, and
Courtney and Riley went on diving
from the board. The sun was sinking
red behind the western mountain peaks
now.

“Time for a drink, Ed,”
short stocky man.

“You said it, Sam,” agreed the big
husky man. “Will you boys join us?
We got some awful nice drinkin’ whisky
here.”

Baylor shook his head regretfully.
“Thanks, but we're supposed to be in
training.”

“Oh, are you fellow's playin’ ball
with the Lakewood Lions? Thought
you looked like college ball players.”

“We're with the Pioneers,” Baylor
said.

“Oh, yeah. Gettin’ pushed around a
little, huh? Haven't got much chance
of bearin’ the Lions, have you? Well,
sorry you won't take a drink with us.”

“Hey, wait a minutel” yelled Jig
Vance. “ I'll drink with you guys. Come

said the
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on, Drury. A few shots won’'t hurt us.
It'll do us good. Come on, Court and

Courtney grinned. “Let’s go inside
and do it right. We've got soda and ice
and glasses in there.”

“That’s wonderful,” said Sam. “Let’s
go. What's holding us?”

“We got to take it easy,” Bo Baylor
said. “Got to go easy, gang.”

“Listen to Captain Baylor!” jeered
Jo-Jo Riley. “Hear him talk, and he’ll
drink more’n any of us.”

“We got plenty of liquor,” volun-
teered Ed, dragging forth two quart
bottles from under a tarpaulin.

A cheer volleyed across the darkening
water as they went toward the camp.
In a few minutes ice was clinking in
tall glasses and the seltzer bottle was
fizzing merrily.  Half-an-hour later
Sam and Ed had been invited to supper
and everyone was feeling mellow and
happy.

About eight o’'clock Bo Baylor said:
“1 feel kind of funny. Dopey and
sleepy . ..” And he passed out on the
couch in the corner. Five minutes later
Jo-Jo Riley was snoring in his chair,
and Courtney kept awake only with
great effort. Jig Vance got unsteadily to
his feet, growling: “Something’s screwy
here. That whisky. We haven’t had
enough to pass those guys out.” He
started toward the big man called Ed,
weaving and swaying weakly. The
stocky Sam clipped him from the side,
and Jig Vance fell to the floor. Truck
Drury heaved to his feet, stared stup-
idly at the gun thrust into his face, and
slumped back into his chair. Courtney
tried to rise but there was no strength or
feeling in his limbs. Weary and sick
he gave up, closed his eyes and sank
into depths of darkness. From the lake
came the growing noise of a high-
powered boat.

“There's the boys,” Ed said. “Il hope
you didn't give these guys too much of
that stuff.”

“Aw, they'll be ofeay”’ said Sam.
“Won't feel much like playin’ ball for a
while maybe. 1I'm glad the boys are
here. These kids are pretty big to be
luggin’ round in the dark.”

I AKEWOOD PARK was packed
*-J solid-full of humanity for the open-
ing game of the Lion-Pioneer series.
The Lions were shining figures on the
field in their white uniforms and red,
blue and gold spangles. The Pioneers
hadn’t showed up yet, and it was almost
game-time. “They won’'t even come,”
fans were muttering to one another.
“They know they're licked. They don’t
want to make fools of themselves. We'll
get our money back today.”

In a box behind the Lion dugout.
Mayor Fairfax and George K. Beasley
sat smug and complacent, smiling be-
hind their cigars. Suddenly Fairfax
stiffened in his seat and nudged Beas-
ley. They both stared in amazement as
a squad of players in plain gray uni-
forms appeared in front of the opposite
dugout. “Good God!” gasped Fairfax.
“There’s Jig Vance—and Truck Drury.
They're all there! Yes, there's Riley
and Courtney and Baylor. All of
them.”

“What in the— ?” wheezed Beasley.

“Well, I'll be—! How in the name
of—? What could’'ve happened any-
way?”

Poly Marue told the umpires his team
would take no practice and be ready to
go in a few minutes. Poly went back to
the Pioneer dugout. “Boys, we may
have to spot 'em this one game,” he
said. “But we'll take the next two. To-
day Baylor, Riley, Vance, Courtney,
and Drury are sick men. They
shouldn’t be playin’ ball at all. They
ought to be in bed. | want you to all
know what happened, if you don’t al-
ready. So you won't have to be
ashamed of belongin’ to the Pioneers.
You can be proud and thankful you're
Pioneers instead of on Beasley's side.
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These five boys were drugged by men
hired by George K, Beasley. And they
wouldn’t even be here today if it wasn't
for Miss Ann Fairfax. She took us up
the lake in her speedboat, and we got
there just in time. They even shot at
us, but Ann Fairfax kept on goin’. And
we drove 'em away and got these five
boys out of there safe. They're sick,
but they’ll be in there tryin’. It's up
to you men that aren’'t sick to play
twice as hard. All right, go out there,
gang!”

The Pioneers took the field for the
first inning, and there were five very
sick boys in the lineup. Their faces
were gray and drawn under the tan,
and their eyes were dull and heavy.
Their legs and arms felt numb and
weak, and nausea still writhed under
their belts.

“Look at 'em,” people said in the
crowd. “They've been on another
drunk. They’re still rum-dumb. This’ll
be pitiful!”

It was almost that bad. Bud Smy-
thers breezed through two innings all
right, but in the third his defense col-
lapsed in back of him. Jig Vance lost
a fly ball in center; Jo-Jo Riley fell
over a grounder with a double-play all
set up; both runners advanced when
Baylor let a pitch get away from him.
Then Al Courtney dropped a long drive
and two runs scored. Young Smythers
blew up then, walking three in a row
to force in two more Lions. Doc Wade
went in, cold mad, and struck out three
men in succession to end the massacre.
The Lions were ahead, 4-0.

Jack Ordway singled and scored on
Sky Kelsey’s long double in the fifth.
Bo Baylor got a fluke double and
counted on Steve Dorrance’s one-shot
blow in the sixth. And Doc Wade, still
in a grim rage, kept the Lions hand-
cuffed until the seventh. In that frame
Jug Bolas and Gyp Gokey rapped out
safeties, and Crash Kavanich propelled
i triple over Drury’s head in right to

chase them across.
6-2.

Al Courtney had a chance to drive in
two scores in the seventh, after Jo-Jo
Riley and Jig Vance had somehow man-
aged to connect safely. But Courtney
was weak and sick, an easy victim for
Fordham Pat Montini. In the ninth
Doc Wade blew, and the Lions crossed
the plate three times more.

The final score was 9-2, for the Beas-
ley aggregation. And the Pioneers were
more of a joke club than ever. Lake-
wood was rife with lurid details of the
debauchery of the Pioneer players and
the disgraceful condition in which five
of them tried to play ball.

Lions out front,

IT'HE second game was but scantily

attended. Everybody expected an-
other walk-away for the Lions. Those
who went did so in the hope that the
Lions might take it easy and make a
ball game of it instead of a farce. And
they were rewarded by seeing a dose
hard-fought battle of beautiful baseball.

The five ailing Pioneers had recov-
ered and were raring to go. Lefty
Scoffield, the grave and sober school-
master, was on the slab for Poly
Marue’s gang, and never had he been
cooler, smarter, or had such superb
control. With rifle accuracy Lefty
Scoffield drilled his pitches into Bo
Baylor's mitt. Like the rest of the
Pioneers Scoffield burned with vengeful
anger at the foul tactics George K.
Beasley had employed. The big south-
paw hurled his heart out that day, and
was accorded sensational support by
his mates.

Bo Baylor rode without mercy every
Lion that came to bat. On the bases
Jo-Jo Riley, Jig Vance and Al Court-
ney, the Pioneer speed-boys, had the
enemy basemen backing away from
their savage slides and flashing steel
cleats. Fin Borowski tried to spike
Sky Kelsey in a close play at first. The
next Lion that rounded die initial has-
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sock got old Sky’s expert hip and took
a stunning nosedive. For the Beasley
bunch Dolly Gray of Duke was chuck-
ing brilliantly, too.

In the field Jo-Jo Riley came up with
impossible stops and deadly snap
throws. Old Sky Kelsey stretched to
dig pegs out of the dirt and spear them
out of the air—and cursed the infielders
for no-good scatter-armed bushers. Al
Courtney sprinted back in left to make
a running leaping glove-hand catch of
what looked like a sure triple. Jig
Vance galloped far and wide to snag
blows to center. Bo Baylor nailed two
runners stealing and picked another off
second with a surprise throw.

With Lions on first and third they
started a double-steal. Faking a throw
to second Baylor lined the ball to Lefty
Scoffield in the box, and Lefty drove it
to Dorrance at third, catching that run-
ner flat-footed off the bag. Once more
with a Lion on third Poly Marue saw
a squeeze play coming and signaled to
his players. Steve Dorrance crept in
on the grass as if forgetting the runner
on third. The Lion took a long lead.
Scoffield threw a pitchout, and Bo Bay-
lor gunned the ball down the line to
third. Jack Ordway raced over from
short to take the throw and slap it onto
the surprised runner as he dived back
at the base.

No score until the seventh. Jo-Jo
Riley singled viciously. With Ordway
up Riley started with the second pitch,
and Ordway tapped a bunt. They got
Ordway at first, but Riley went all the
way round to third, running and sliding
like a wild man, spilling Hy Rubin as he
rode into the bag in showers of dust.
Then Jig Vance powered a triple to
right-center, Sky Kelsey blasted a sin-
gle past third, and the Pioneers led, 2-0.
Al Courtney slammed out another ring-
ing three-base blow, making it 3-0. . . .
The Lions threatened in the eighth, but
Jo-Jo Riley pivoted a double-play toss
from Dorrance to stop them short.

The Pioneers got one more to make
it sure. Al Courtney was on second
after smashing out a double. With one
out Bo Baylor laid down a bunt. Off to
a flying start Courtney rounded third
and raced for home while they were
getting Baylor at first. Lou Trelli
heaved the bail in to Jug Bolas, but
Courtney slid safely over in a torrent of
dust, the fury of his slide knocking Bo-
las flat on his shoulderblades.

That's the way it ended: Pioneers
4—Lions 0. Everyone said the Lions
had eased up to let the Pioneers win and
make a third-game necessary. Old
George K. Beasley was smart enough
to grab all the gate-receipts possible.

The morning of the third game Ann
Fairfax’s story appeared in the local pa-
pers, a story that rocked Lakewood
from the tower of City Hall to its very
foundations.

nPHE park was mobbed for the final
game and excitement ran high. The
Lions found themselves in great and
sudden disfavor, the immense crowd
booing and jeering their every move.
All this added to the demoralization and
disgust the Lions already knew.

George K. Beasley threatened Mayor
Fairfax with revenge for the act of trea-
son perpetrated by Ann. For the first
time the mayor faced Beasley in up-
right wrath and said: “You're done in
this town. You'll be lucky if you get
out of here without being lynched, you
crook!”

Junior Beasley started for the Lions,
at George K.'s demand, but Junior
wasn't in there for long. In the second
stanza Al Courtney, Truck Drury and
Bo Baylor slashed out driving singles
in succession. Then with two out Jo-Jo
Riley bounced a double off the right
field wall, and Junior Beasley walked
off the diamond, booed every step of the
way. The Pioneers had three runs.

George K. Beasley and his son left
the park at once and in a hurry.
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Alabama Johnny Jurras replaced Ju-
nior on the mound. In the fifth the
Pioneers got after him. Jig Vance and
Sky Kelsey started it with blazing sin-
gles, and Courtney bunted them along
a notch. Big Truck Drury went up,
red-faced and smiling, and sent a
mighty home run arching far over the
right field barrier. The Pioneers were
way out front, 6-0, and Poly Marue was
happier than ever before. “Keep slug-
gin’, boys,” said Poly. “I hope you get
a hundred runs!” And apparently the
crowd did, too, for they cheered every
Pioneer hit as if it were badly needed.

For the Pioneers Franky Cross
pitched the first half of the game, and
Pep Yeager finished up in grand style.
The Lions were dazed, dumbfounded,
bewildered, and broken. Many of
them, sickened by Beasley’s methods,
hoped the local team would win and did
not care by what top-heavy score.

Before it was over the boys in sombre
gray went on another spree, with Riley,
Vance, Kelsey, Courtney, and Baylor
doing the damage with their terrible
war-clubs. The final score was 10-1.
The Pioneers were in the league for
Lakewood, and salaried players now.

Mayor Fairfax sought Poly Marue
after the slaughter, and tried to shake
hands with him. The city officials were

at his heels. Poly Marue said: “All
we want from you, Fairfax, is our sal-
aries.”

“You'll get 'em, Poly, don't worry,”
said the mayor humbly.

“How about his daughter?” said Ann
Fairfax brightly. “She wants to be
your mascot, Poly.”

“She is!” laughed Poly Marue.

The Lions came over to offer congrat-
ulations, and to apologize for their
sponsor’s actions. But Ann Fairfax’s
blue eyes saw nothing but the bronzed
and grimy face of Al Courtney, slim and
smiling and fair in his dirty uniform.

And Poly Marue, shaking hands with
everyone in sight now, was looking into
the glorious summer that stretched
ahead, his pop-eyes shining, his gar-
goyle face ecstatic. He saw his boys
fighting their way toward the league
pennant. And he saw his restaurant and
tavern crowded and swarming with cus-
tomers from now on.

“It’'s going to be a great summer,
boys,” said Poly Marue.

Old Sky Kelsey swore. “Yuh!” he
grunted. “If you can teach them half-
baked infielders of ours how to throw a
ball to first base.”

Al Courtney grinned at Ann Fairfax.
“It certainly feels just like getting back
home.”
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Fs omething
should be said

about young Jogger

Haight's mother. She

was a football fan.

Now there are many

girls of these modern

days who pride them-

selves upon their

knowledge of the sa-

lient points of the grid-

iron game; who fol-

low it not only be-

cause some one in

whom they are interested is playing it, but
because the sport in its very nature makes a
brave appeal.

None the less, Jogger Haight's mother was differ-
ent. She was one of those sturdy pioneers of the
early nineties who recognized the scientific possibil-
ities of the game before almost any one else—except, of
course, Walter Camp and Dudley Dean and Alonzo Stagg
and Marshall Newell and Alec Moffat and George Wood-
ruff and a few other great thinkers who served significantly to
make football what it is today. Her brother was a back on a
Wesleyan eleven, a man rated among the best drop-kickers and
runners of his day. His name would be familiar to any old-time
football enthusiast were | to mention it. Through him, as a
mere girl, Sally King met many gridiron heroes whose names are
still to be reckoned with when we consider the traditions of the
game.

There were no great football stadiums in those days, and a
crowd of 10,000 spectators such as gathered to see Yale and Har-
vard and Princeton play was a mighty throng. There were no
staffs of coaches and professional trainers and rubbers and team
physicians and the like. But there was something that got into

His educated toe could never put Jogger

Haight in footbalVs hall of fame, and

thousands would never roar their acclaim

while Jogger smashed through to touch-
down after touchdown!
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one’s blood, never to be eradicated—an
undefinable essence made up of the joy
of physical clash, of the matching of
wits against wits, of the tang of chilly
autumn days, and the smell of the crisp
turf.

It got into the blood of Sally King,
despite her knowledge of the grim fact
that she would never wear a canvas uni-
form and buck the line for old Wes-
leyan. It was a carking sorrow. Her
brother taught her to drop-kick. By
the time he was graduated his little sis-
ter could stand fifteen yards from a pair
of goal posts and send the ball over the
cross bar fifteen times out of twenty
with her eyes shut. More than fifteen
yards her lack of strength denied.

T ATER came long skirts and a theory

on the part of her family—which
the girl reluctantly shared that the time
for drop-kicking and kindred pursuits
had logically vanished. She couldn’t
ever be a boy—but she could be an at-
tractive young lady. So that was what
she came to be.

“Have you ever thought,” she said to
a Yale football captain at one of the
prom dances at New Haven, “that none
of you chaps is passing a football as it
should be passed?”

The Yale captain raised his eyebrows
and smiled.

“How should you pass it?” he asked.

“Why, the way my brother, Gordon
King—of Wesleyan, you know—and |
used to pass it; so that it spirals like a
bullet. It really goes a great deal far-
ther and straighter.”

If that Yale captain had not been an
opinionated young man, who among
other things believed that as all knowl-
edge of football lived at Yale so would
it die there, the spiral pass might well
have become a factor in the play of the
early nineties instead of waiting until
the late 1900’s. As perhaps, too, Sally
King then and there would not have

developed an abiding longing to see the
proud and puissant sons of Eli discom-
fited and brought to earth.

Or it may have been because at this
very prom she met Jogger Haight, the
famous Princeton tackle, who appealed
to her at once because he took her foot-
ball theories seriously. Jogger took se-
riously not only her theories, but every-
thing else about her. In the next foot-
ball season he had her down to a dance
at Princeton and next afternoon—it was
Sunday—Jogger and Sally King and the
football captain and two of the backs
sneaked down to university field with a
football.

“You see,” said Sally, “the way my
brother and | used to throw it was this
way.” She took the ball and threw it
to the varsity captain. It went through
his arms and struck his chest like a bul-
let.

“How’d you hold that ball?” asked
the captain.

Sally showed him.

Two weeks later on Thanksgiving
Day at Manhattan field in New York
City, Sally King sat on top of a coach
and saw a Princeton back throw the
ball practically across the gridiron to
another Princeton back who caught it
clear of all opposition. A long gain fol-
lowed. Only a stumble at an ill-timed
moment prevented a touchdown. Sally
King laughed aloud. She saw the
dazed expression on the faces of the
Yale players, saw a Yale party on the
top of an adjoining coach exchange puz-
zled glances. She laughed again. Her
satisfaction was as great as though she
had made the pass.

This, too, should be said: her pleas-
ure over the extraordinary game that
Jogger Haight played at left tackle that
day was even greater than though she
herself had played that game. Prince-
ton won.

Jogger got his diploma the following
June and two months later he got some-
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thing even more desirable—he married
Sally King.

VTOW Jogger Haight immediately

upon graduation plunged into the
vast interests of Haight & Co., steel
people. The game he came to play in-
volved prices per pound of steel rails,
manufacturing costs, and general busi-
ness competition. Football was merged
in the golden midst of dead college
years.

At a certain time each November Sal-
ly Haight would turn to him with a faint
smile.

“Jogger, | suppose you know Prince-
ton plays Yale tomorrow.”

And Jogger would look up with a
smile equally faint.

“By George, Sally girl, that's so, isn't
it? Some time, by Jove, we'll go east
and take one of 'em in.”

“Yes—some time.” There was al-
ways something wistful about the way
Sally said that.

There came a day when a trim, effi-
cient young woman garbed in white,
with impeccable cuffs, collar, and cap,
came to Sally Haight's bedside bearing
a mite of a thing all pink and wriggling.

Sally turned her face toward it wide
eyed.

“Don’'t—don’t tell me it's a girl,” she
said in a low voice.

Her husband, kneeling by the bed
holding her hand, spoke, his big voice
quivering.

“No, it's a boy, my darling girl.”

Then suddenly Sally Haight raised
up on her elbow.

“Hello, little Jogger,” she said. “I'm
so glad, nurse, that you remembered to
put on those orange and black socks |
knitted.”

When Jogger Jr. was 3 years old his
mother took a great yellow object and
handed it to him.

“What's that, Jogger?” she asked.

“Easter egg,” chuckled the boy.

“No, Jogger-——-- ” The woman shook
her head gravely. “That's a football.
No, it’'s not made to eat.”

“1 think, Sally,” laughed her hus-
band, who had taken on weight and was
a man of serious affairs, “that you'd bet-
ter let it go at eggs for a year or so.”

“l guess | had better,” replied his
wife.

Sally waited then until Jogger's fifth
birthday. He seized the gleaming foot-
ball with an eagerness which Sally was
convinced was instinctive. Five minutes
later he had sent it flying through one
of the big drawing room windows to an
accompaniment of crashing glass and
screams of the nurse.

“Jogger,” said the father, aroused
from contemplative depths of the blue
smoke of his Sunday morning cigar,
“hereafter—"”

“Just a minute, my dear,” said Sally.
“Did you aim for the window, Jogger?”

“Y-yes,” Jogger had heard of Wash-
ington and his hatchet. “I did it wif
my little football.”

“Ho! Ho!” Jogger senior disap-
peared within the folds of his newspa-
per, writhing.

“Don’t be silly, Jogger.” Sally frown-
ed upon her husband and then smiled.
“The point you seem to miss is that
he aimed for that window—and that
he hit it, fairly and squarely.”

“1'd have been more impressed,” re-
plied the man humorously, “if he'd bag-
ged that Sevres vase on the table. How-
ever-——-- ” he shrugged.

But Jogger after all was a normal
child who didn’'t see any reason at all
why he should become excited over a
certain game which men played with
an oval ball when two blocks down was
a fire truck upon which a number of
the most wonderful men in the world
rode ever and again to put out real
houses on fire. Then, too, there was
Jim Halpin, the policeman whose beat
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lay in front of Jogger's house. Also
there was that big, smiling engineer who
drove the train which took the Haights
to their summer place at Lake Forest
every year.

C O the football gathered the dust of

disuse in a corner of the playroom,
while railroad trains and toy fire en-
gines and the like appeared and were
broken and replaced.

Sally Haight was a wise mother who
didn't believe in forcing things, and
anyway, she had an abiding faith in the
theory that blood, after all, will tell.
Besides, Jogger had a little sister now
who occupied a lot of Sally’s thought
and attention.

Jogger was nine years old when he
saw his first big game. He walked be-
tween his father and mother through a
tunnel delved into a vast concrete struc-
ture— a huge horseshoe filled with more
than 50,000 spectators; a throng color-
ful in all that variation of brilliant hues
which are applied to feminine costume;
a throng brave with banners and com-
pelling in its enthusiasm.

The thought occurred then and there
that by no possibility could there be
anything finer or bigger in this life than
to run out upon a football field while
thousands roared their acclaim and
strive to make touchdowns for Prince-
ton. Yale won that day. Is made a
stunning impression on the boy, that
defeat.

“Does Yale always win?” he asked
his mother.

“Not always, my dear.”

“Father beat Yale, didn't he?” Jog-
ger’s eyes were big.

“He helped, my dear. He stood down
there—well, not on this field—it was
in New York—but he stood there, and
whenever those Yale men came within
reach of his arms he threw them down
so hard—so hard that the field trem-
bled.”

They were sorry they came
near dad, eh? I'll bet they were.”

“They were, Jogger. And when
you're big and in Princeton | want them
to be sorry they came near you. At
that time 1’'m going to sit right up here
and laugh and say: ‘Well, old Yale,
you didn't know you were playing
against Jogger Haight's son, did you?' ”

The boy’s eyes burned. Thereafter
Sally Haight had never to worry about
her son’s interest in football. While the
firemen and the policemen and the rail-
road engineer were not altogether dis-
carded, they were obliged definitely to
yield precedence to a new line of heroes
at the head of which was Jogger senior,
Uncle Gordon King of Wesleyan, Phil
King, Johnny Poe, Marshall Newell,
Frank Hinkey—and yes, Sally Haight.

For one day while Jogger was prac-
ticing football with the class team of
the school he was attending, his mother
and father came by the field on horse-
back. One of the boys was trying to
drop-kick.

“Just a minute.” Sally Haight threw
her reins to her husband and dismount-
ing walked upon the field.

“Tommy,” she said, “that is not the
way to drop-kick. Don’'t you see—"
She turned to the sturdy redhaired boy,
whose eyes were dancing with interest.
“Here, Tommy, give me that ball; yes,
throw it. That's it.” Catching it ac-
cording to Hoyle she turned it lovingly
in her hands and then took sight at the
goal about twenty-five yards away.
With her knee length riding skirt and
square toed boots she was perfectly at-
tired for kicking. “You drop the ball
so, see, and then you begin to swing
your leg forward as the ball falls. That
is, you time your Kick so that the toe
will meet the ball at just instant it starts
to bounce from the ground.”

“Hey!

CHE illustrated slowly and gently so
~  that all might see, sending the ball
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a few feet along the ground.

“Do you understand? All right; now
give me the ball again. Here’s the way
to make a real field goal.” So saying
she dropped the ball and then booted it
with all the power that was in her. And
the ball flew on a straight line over the
cross bar.

Amazing! The boys who were
grouped about her stared with open
mouths, first at the woman, then at the
goal posts, then at Jogger. There came
a chuckle from behind. Sally, turning,
flushing, recognized the headmaster of
the school.

“Dr. Elcock!”

“Oh, Mrs. Haight, you mustn’'t mind
me. It was simply beautiful. Now I
know where Jogger gets his kicking
ability.”

“His kicking ability! Can Jogger
really kick? He hasn’t told me.”

“Can he kick! Here, Jogger. Take
that ball and show your mother what
you can do.”

For the next fifteen minutes Jogger
Haight with apparent indifference
kicked goals from the twenty yard line
at every angle, using his right or left
foot as fancy dictated.

Sally Haight went to her son, and
placing both hands upon his shoulders
looked him in the eyes. Then without
a word she rejoined her husband.

“Did you see Jogger?”

Her husband nodded.

“Yes, | saw him.” He didn’t say any-
thing more. And his face had a solemn
expression which his wife could not
interpret. Nor would he explain.

Two weeks later Jogger was brought
home with a dislocated shoulder and a
badly sprained ankle. He had tackled
a runner head on.

When Sally told her husband about
it that evening he shook his head.

“Doesn’t look like varsity material,
does he.”

“Why, what do you mean, Jogger?

Did you ever know a boy who didn’'t
get banged up at football?”

“Sally, you'd be terribly disap-
pointed, wouldn't you, if Jogger didn't
make the varsity at college? Aren't
you counting on it heavily? Many are
called and few are chosen for the eleven,
you know.”

“He’s your son, Jared.”

“Yes, and yours, you little firebrand.
But look here, Sally; | haven't wanted
to speak about it, but—"~

“But what?”

“Well, Jogger isn’t going to have my
build; he’s taking after you.”

“A boy doesn’t have to be a giant or
a physical marvel to play football.”

“No—" Haight hesitated. “But he’s
got to have some physique; at least
Jogger has to have before I'll give him
permission to play.”

“Jared Haight!”

“He looks to be small boned, like you.
And today’s accident means he may be
brittle. Now it's all right to play foot-
ball; but | have some ambitions for
Jogger, too. | want him to come into
the works and take things up just as |
did. I'm counting on him too heavily
to risk breaking his neck or have him a
man with an over-strained heart and a
crippled body.”

AS Sally did not reply the man went
on.

“Now, I love football as much as you
do. But it's a hard, rough game; brute
rough. | liked it while 1 was playing
it; but after all it was a grind. And |
wasn’t sorry when my four years were
up. Anyway, I've seen too many boys
ruined because they were permitted to
play a game for which they were not
physically qualified.”

Sally Haight's eyes flashed.

“Jared, dear, the only cross | have
had to bear was that | wasn't a boy
and couldn't play football. Nature
made a mistake and put football blood
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in me. But | was a girl and couldn’t
play. But I always knew, knew from
girlhood, that | was going to have a son
who could play. That was my dream.
And | was to sit in the stand and play
the game with him—be almost in the
game. That was another part of the
dream. Then Jogger came—the first
part of the dream. And then | knew,
simply all the rest was to come true.”

“1 know, Sally.” Jared Haight took
her in his arms and kissed her. “1 know
exactly how you feel. Well, I may be
wrong about Jogger. He may come
through physically after all. | hope so.
For 1 shouldn’t mind seeing him wear
my old sweater in his first Yale game.”

Sally stared at him. “You will see
that,” she said quietly. But there was
a dubious note in her voice. Somehow
the idea that Jogger might be lacking
in physique had never occurred to her.
In fact, she had taken it as much for
granted that her son would grow up and
play football on the Princeton varsity
eleven as she had that in good time his
voice would change, that his wisdom
teeth would come, or that he would ex-
perience all the natural and logical mu-
tations that mark the course of boyhood
and youth.

Sally had counted a lot on this, think-
ing as much of herself as of the boy. For
those old days of the late eighties and
the early years of the golden nineties
had held for her an enduring flavor.
Veiled as they now were in that full,
mellow tone which time alone can sup-
ply, those years involved an epic quality
which she fain would live again—which
in sooth through her son, with her son,
indeed, she intended to live.

But now— ?

One night when Jogger was undress-
ing for bed Sally entered the room.
“Jogger,” she said, “stand up.”

She studied the straight, slim figure
not with a fond maternal eye, but with
the keen appraising glance of a trainer

of men. She flinched as she saw the
shoulder blades and the thin arms. How
swiftly he had outgrown the sturdiness
of boyhood.

“Jogger boy”—Sally hesitated and
then spoke rapidly and a bit thickly.
“Jogger, we'll never make the varsity
unless we begin to get more of a chest
and bigger shoulders and a thicker”—
she stopped short.

After all, Jogger could not be blamed
for the shortcomings of nature.

“You see,” she went on, “you’re
growing swiftly—very swiftly. But you
must grow out sidewise, too. Of course,
when you get to college”—speech
ceased.

INDEED, no further words were neces-

sary. Jogger was awise boy. He saw.
The shock of that head-on tackle
seemed to have penetrated his very
bones.

Several blocks down there was a
garage. Among the mechanicians was
a man who in his youth, according to
repute, had been a prize fighter. He and
Jogger were fast friends-—had been for
several years.

“Swipes,” he said, “when | go to col-
lege |1 want to play football.”

The mechanic smiled.

“Sure you do. And will if you take
after the old man. He was some foot-
ball player, kid.”

“Yes, he was. But look at how big
he was. | ain't going to be so big as
that.”

“Who told you you wasn't?”

“Oh, | heard father and mother talk-
ing. It was after | was hurt and they
thought | was in bed. And | was so
hurt and felt bum. But | knew they
were talking about me; so | sneaked
out of bed to the head of the stairs, and
father said that 1 wasn’t going to take
after him, he didn't think; that | was
more like mother. He said he wasn't
going to let me play if | didn’t get big
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when | went to college.”

“So he said that, did he, kid? Well,
he ought to a known better than to say
that.”

“Why should he?”

“Because —” Swipes McAvoy
paused, his eyes glistened. “I'll tell you
why, Jogger. It's because in this fight

game, fists, football, or rough and tum-
ble—any old sort of a fight game—it
ain’'t the big guy that always wins the
money. Not by a da—not by a good
deal. A bloke may be as big as a house
and yet not have the stuff inside of him.
I've seen lots of 'em. [I've seen little
men make ’em jump out of the ring—
lots of times.”

“You have, en?”

“Why, sure, | have. Of course, a
good big man will lick a good little man
any day. Butyou take a little guy who's
got the real fightin’ stuff in him and he
gets my money against every big man
he tackles that hasn’'t. It's all in the
mind, kid; all in the mind. If you won’t
be beat you can’t be beat. Mike Mur-
phy said that and he said an earful,
son.”

“You mean never give up?”

“Well, not only that. Yes, sure, never
give up. But give to the other guy, too.
Now, kid, you got hurt tryin’ to tackle
a bigger guy at your school. Your
mother told me. She knows | helped
Mike Murphy train two Yale elevens,
so me and her’s great pals. Why, she'll
set in her car here while I'm fixin' some-
thing on it and talk football the whole
time. She’s a woman, that mother of
yours is. Well, anyhow, I'm going to
tell you what | told her about that
tackle where you got hurt.”

“All right, Swipes.”

“You see that guy cornin’ for you
with the ball. And you says, ‘Hully, gee,
this is a big bloke, and when we meet
there’s going to be trouble for yours
truly.” Didn’t you think somethin’ like
that, kid?”

“Well, something, | guess.”

“CURE, you did. You got mellow in-

side, instead of saying: ‘Here
comes this big stiff; I'll show him up
good.” What you shoulda done, kid, was
to have started for him a little faster
than he was cornin’ for you. Fur in-
stance, if a pumpkin cornin’ through the
air was to meet a little hard, green ap-
ple cornin’ faster than the pumpkin was,
that little apple would bore a hole clean
through the punkin. Catch it? Think
it over.”

“All right, Swipes, | will. But—" Jog-
ger was a manly little chap with a lot of
persistence—“what | want you to do is
to tell me how I can get big.”

“Sure.” The man looked at the boy.
“You go back there in the toolroom and
peel off your clothes and let me have
a look at you.”

A few minutes later the ex-pugilist
was studying him with professional eye.

“Well, Jogger,” he said at length,
“one can’'t never tell about a boy, but
it looks to me as if you was always go-
ing to be kindg stringy. That's the way
| size you up, at least.”

“Yes?” Jogger's face fell.

“But—" Swipe's powerful fingers
were busy prodding and pinching the
lad— “beef ain't everything. Double up
your arm and let’s see your biceps. Gee,
that's a little lump, for certain. Jog-
ier, kid, you're all muscle, all bone and
muscle. Your dad’s got you all wrong.”

“You think so?”

“Sure, 1 think so. You take care of
yourself and you’ll be like a whip.
Drink any milk?”

“Lots of it.”

“Well, keep on and eat potatoes and
bread and butter, all you can stuff.
That'll help some—and don’t you ever
make a movement in a game when you
don’t put everythin’ you've got into it.
You weigh ninety pounds. Well, you
put all that ninety pounds into a punch
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or a tackle and it'll be worth more than
the heavyweight who only puts forty
pounds or less into what he does. Catch
it?”

As Jogger nodded the man went on.

“Now there was once a guy named
Frank Hinkey, who played football at
Yale. He—"

“Oh, father’s told me all about Frank
Hinkey—and mother, too.”

“Well, they never told you what I'm
thinkin’ of. So you just go home to
mamma and say: ‘Ma, | was talkin’ to
Swipes McAvoy and he told me to get
you to tell that story about Frank Hin-
key.” She’ll know—and mebbe she'll
tell—if your pa’ll let her.”

So that night at dinner Jogger turned
to his mother and repeated his conversa-
tion with the garage man.

“1 think, Jared—” Sally Haight's
eyes were filled with laughter—*“that
you had better tell him.”

Haight laughed comfortably.

“No, you. | haven't a bit of false
pride about that.”

“Well, one day when your father was
at Princeton there came to Yale a thin,
pale boy with blue eyes and sandy hair.
He weighed, | think, about one hun-
dred and thirty-eight pounds. | sup-
pose, really, son, that he looked about
as much like a varsity football player
as you would if you—well, not quite so
bad as that. Anyway, he looked weak
and sick and everything. So in the first
Princeton game in which he played a
Yale man fumbled a punt and your
father, who happened to be out to one
side, picked it up. He started for the
Yale goal. And there was a clear field,
except for one man—that pale, sickly
looking young novice, Hinkey. Father
weighed nearly two hundred pounds,
and when he ran he was like a runaway
locomotive. He didn’t think any more
of that pale young chap standing in his
path than he would have thought of a
fly. So he didn’'t even try to dodge—"

“He went straight at him?”

“VTES, straight, thinking that if the
player didn’'t jump to one side he

would be knocked there. Well—" Sally
smiled at her husband. “You tell the
rest, dear.”

“There isn't much to tell,” laughed

her husband. “When | came to, Jogger,
| saw the captain and two or three oth-
ers bending over me. And | looked at
them and | said, still a bit out of my
sense— | said: ‘How many were killed
in the train wreck? Or am | the only
one?"”

“Gee! And Hinkey weighed 138
pounds and you weighed nearly 200!

“Yes, but look here, son”—Jared
Haight leaned forward, shaking a
solemn finger. “Remember there has
been only one Frank Hinkey since foot-
ball started, down to the present day.”

Sally Haight's eyes were sparkling.

“Which doesn’'t mean, Jared, darling,
that there may not be another some
day.”

Jared stared at ther and then shook
his head solemnly.

A week later Jogger Haight limped
home from school with a swollen eye,
rapidly turning a convincing blue-black.

“Jogger, come here.” His mother left
a caller in the drawing room and hur-
ried to his side. “You’'ve been fighting.”

“Well—not fighting—that is, 1 was
playing football. And I tackled Tommy
Treadwell again.”

“1 see. Well, I think, Jogger”—there
was a catch in Sally’s voice— “that here-
after when you see Tommy Treadwell
coming your way you'd, you'd—well,
I think—" She paused.

“Oh, Tommy won't come my way
again this season, mother. He was so
long coming to that | got scared. But
the coach brought him ar—"

“Jogger, look at me,” The eyes of
mother and son met. Both pairs were
that cold gray that verges upon blue.
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Neither said anything.

Each afternoon Jogger went down to
the garage and took boxing lessons from
Swipes. He said nothing to his father
and mother about this, paying for the
lessons out of his allowance. But Swipes
would not have been Swipes had he not
told Sally Haight all about it.

When Jogger was fifteen his father
leaned back in his chair at the break-
fast table.

“Sally,” he said, “we’ve got to think
about prep school. Shall Jogger go to
my old place at Lawrenceville or do
you want him nearer home at Culver?”

Sally Haight shook her head.

“l don't want him any place but
home, Jared. He's the only son we have
and four years at college will be quite
enough. Besides, he’'s doing splendidly
at school here. | most certainly shall
want him to be under Prof. McAvoy’s
influence as long as possible.”

“Prof, who?” Haight stared at his
wife.

“Why, Prof. McAvoy. You needn’t
worry at all about his being throughly
prepared for college.”

“Well, all right.” Haight & Co. were
having a fight with the government and
Jared Haight, therefore, had troubles
enough of his own.

One beautiful September morning at
the Haight Lake Forest home Sally and
her husband were seated on the veranda
in their tennis flannels waiting for the
man to set the net.

Jogger came out of the house. He
was attired in a bathing suit and wore
sneakers. In his hands were a set of box-
ing gloves.

“Dad,” he said. His face was highly
colored and there was sort of a catch in
his voice. “In two weeks | leave for
Princeton. Can | go out for the fresh-
man eleven?”

C ALLY caught her breath. This was
an issue that had been put off for

several months. Jared Haight sat up
straight, glancing at the boy’s long, thin
legs and arms and the broad bony shoul-
ders.

“How much do you weigh, Jogger?”

“A hundred and thirty pounds, sir.”

“Well, I'll be fair. When you weigh
ISO you may play football.”

“But, father, I'll—1 don’'t know that
I'll ever weigh that.”

“All right. Then go in for track or
baseball or tennis. No football.”

“Father—” The boy’s voice trem-
bled—“1 knew you’'d say that. Well,
weight isn't everything. | suppose you
think because you're so big that no one
is any good who—"

“Jogger!” Sally shook her head at
the boy, who, however, bore on, not dis-
respectfully, but full of his subject.

“That no one is any good who hasn't
got weight. | think, really, dad, that
you're too big to get out of your way. If
you're not, put on these gloves.”

“What's that?” The big man looked
at his son and threw back his head,
roaring with laughter.

“All right, laugh. But if you're a
sport you’ll come out there on the tennis
court with me. You'd hate to be shown
up, wouldn’t you?”

Jared studied his son for a moment,
then slowly rose.

“All right,” he said, “give me the
gloves.”

“Do you think, Jared, you're in con-
dition? You oughtn’t hurt yourself.”

“Eh!” Haight stared at his wife.
Then he smiled. “You quit kidding.
Come on, there, bantam.”

As the two faced each other, one a
great hulking man weighing 230 pounds,
6 feet tall, the other a stripling of 18,
Sally laughed, seeking to mitigate a
tenseness in the atmosphere caused by
her son’s burning seriousness.

“History repeating itself. David and
Goliath,” she said.

“Eh, so you've been taking boxing
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lessons/’ observed the man as he noted
his son’s businesslike stance. *“Look
out, there.” He swung playfully at the
boy.

The next instant Jared Haight had
the impression of a white streak flashing
in under his arm and rising close to
him. The next instant something hit
him under the eye. It felt as hard as a
baseball.

“Hi!” Jared clinched to save another
blow and the thing his arms enclosed
felt like an eel with a steel backbone.
“You little—” But Jogger had wrig-
gled loose, delivering a sharp jab under
his father’s ribs as he went. Jared
grunted.

Sally was laughing.

“That eye, Jared. |I'm afraid it's go-
ing to be black and blue.”

“\TEVER mind the eye,” growled her
N ' husband. His old knowledge of
the art of fisticuffs was coming back to
him. He deftly blocked Jogger’s right
hand feint for the head with a shift and
a left hand stab at the jaw and then
swung in a counter which Jogger
ducked. Immediately the boy flashed
in under the man'’s left lead and beat
a tattoo upon Jared's body, ducking
away from under a big right fist.

“You look out, Jogger.” The father
was blowing like a walrus. “Next time
you come in I'm going to land you. Be
warned.”

Jogger, without a smile or a word,
launched a left hand lead for the head
and then, suddenly turning and duck-
ing, sent his right into the man’s
stomach, a blow so painful that the
father, thoroughly irritated, rushed his
opponent like a bull. Jogger’'s defense
under the flailing attack was a beautiful
thing to see. He ducked in and out,
countered, but Jared Haight was not to
be denied. A hard right hand wallop
caught the boy on the side of the head,
and as Sally rushed forward she saw

him catapulting into the tennis net,
which he carried to earth with him.

“Jogger!”

“Nonsense, mother.” The boy had
bounced to his feet like a rubber ball.
“All right, father.”

But Jared Haight, who had observed
the effects of his blow with apprehen-
sion bordering on panic, was taking off
the gloves.

“Sure you're all right, Jogger?”

“Certainly 1 am. What'’s the matter.”

“Nothing, Jogger, nothing at all.” He
hesitated. “If you want to play foot-
ball at Princeton it's all right so far as
I am concerned.”

In the rear of the Osborn field house
at Princeton is a fine stretch of turf, a
section of University Field annually de-
voted to the candidates for the freshman
team. As Jogger, who had dressed in
his room in one of the freshman dormi-
tories, came upon the field he paused
irresolutely, his hands clenching and
unclenching nervously. Before him
were boys garbed in the jerseys and
stockings of almost every preparatory
school of which he had ever heard.

So these were freshmen! How big,
in sooth, must varsity men be! For the
chests of most of these boys were like
barrels; their legs tapering beautifully
at the ankles reminded him of the un-
derpinning of the grand piano at home.
The 132 pounds of which he had been
so proud dwindled infinitesimally. He
felt weak and puny. Feverishly, as
though it were a ritual, he murmured
the words of Swipes McAvoy:

“ ‘It's all in the mind, kid. All in the
mind. If you won't be beat you can’t
be beat.””

He walked out on the field to where
the coach was assorting his material in-
to linemen and backs, kickers and the
like. He was a powerfully built man
with a shock of red hair, and he wore
his varsity sweater inside out. He
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glanced at Jogger with obvious lack of
interest.

“Where you from?” he asked.

“Dean school in Indiana, sir.”

“Get your letter?”

“Yes, sir; that is, | was put in games
to kick drop-kicks.”

“Good at that, eh?”
voice was ravelling on.

“Pretty good, sir.”

“All right, I'll try you out some
time.” The coach turned away to speak
to a candidate. He never did try Jogger
out. He forgot all about him. For a
week he came down to the field and
hung around, and then one day when a
list of cuts from the squad was posted
in the dressing room Jogger’'s name led
all the rest.

The coach'’s

| I1E kept that fact out of his letters to
* his mother, but like all wise moth-
ers she read between the lines.

“You know, son,” she wrote, “the
men who succeed in this world are the
men who believe so firmly in themselves
that they make others believe in them,
too. You can at least kick. You know
that. You inherited ability to do this
and you've improved upon it. You
know what you can do and | know—
whether that old coach knows it or not.
Your father withdrew his objections to
having you play after that roughhouse
you and he had last summer when you
had him puffing. So that was the hard-
est part of your battle; 1 mean winning
him over. See if you can't win that
coach. Does he know you're the son of
Jogger Haight?”

Jogger dropped the letter, flushing,

“1 don’t know whether he knows it
or not. Anyway, I'll never tell him.
I'll stand on my own feet if | can stand
at all.”

It was the week before the game
against the Yale freshmen. He put on
his uniform, which had not been worn
for nearly two months, and went down

to the field. The coach, an old felt hat
pulled down over his eyes, was fussing
with the tackling dummy.

“Mr. Sprague—" Jogger cleared his
throat. “You don’t remember me.”

“No, | don't.”

“Well, sir, my name is Haight. |
don’'t want to be fresh, but I've been
watching the practice, and I've seen all
the games. You've'got a good back-
field.”

“Thanks for the information,” was
the dry rejoinder.

“But,” pressed on Jogger, “you need
a drop-kicker.”

“1'll say we do, son.
kick?”

“Try me, sir.”

Sprague hesitated and then picking
up a ball walked out to the twenty-five-
yard line, where, with an underhand
motion he spiraled the ball to Jogger,
standing a yard or two back of the thir-
ty-yard mark. The ball whistled
through the goal posts like a bullet.
Sprague’s face was noncommittal as he
motioned Jogger to a point fifteen yards
to one side of center. Again the ball
described a true course over the cross
bar. From the forty- yard-line Jogger
shot seven out of ten goals at all angles.

“That’ll do.” Sprague’'s voice was
genial now. “We’ll see what you can
do from scrimmage later.”

Jogger did so well that in the crucial
game against the Yale freshmen the fol-
lowing Saturday he was sent in to kick
a goal in the first period when Prince-
ton was stopped on the thirty-yard line,
and having performed his duty with
neatness and dispatch was immediately
withdrawn. Both teams made touch-
downs in the following periods and then
Yale scored on a drop-kick, tying the
score. In the final period with a few
minutes left to play, a Yale man drop-
ped a punt on his own twenty-five-yard
line. Princeton played the ball so faul-
tily in her efforts to advance that when

Can you drop-
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the time for a drop-kick came and Jog-
ger was sent in the angle was almost

prohibitive. But Jogger made it with-

out a flaw.

ITIS reputation was made. He was
* Princeton’s pinch kicker. He was

used in both the Yale and Harvard
games in his sophomore year to perform
his specialty; having performed it he
was forthwith returned to the bench.
The coaches were as careful of this
weedy youth as though they feared he
were made of glass, liable to be broken
to bits upon the slightest jostling.

But no team had a chance to even
jostle him. At just the psychological
moment he was rushed into the game
and then, having delivered his kick, was
hastily rushed out. And his rivals
prayed for just one shot at him, just
one. They reviled him and joshed him
when he ran upon the field and kissed
their hands satirically when, having
done his bit, he was withdrawn. In a
way he became sort of an intercollegiate
joke by the time he was in his junior
year—a rather bitter joke to opposing
elevens, but none the less a joke.

“1 suppose,” he wrote to his mother,
“that my status in football is about the
same as that of a submarine in war—a
stealthy, skulking thing that sneaks up
and puts big, brave battleships out of
business without chance for a come-
back.

“There’s that big back, Chauneey of
Yale. Last year and this he has glared
at me like a lion with the pip, and when
I have the ball for the kick he comes
through the line with a bull-like rush,
his hands out— his fists, | mean—just
dying for acrack at me. And each time
Slugger Dean, who protects my left
side, bumps him off to the turf, where
he lies fairly frothing at the mouth. I'm
praying that next year he'll get past
Dean and just see where he lands when
he tries to plaster me. But he won't.

“And there are two protectors on my
kicking side. Now, mother darling,
you saw me get my varsity letter two
years ago against Yale and Harvard and
you saw it again this year. And you'll
see it next. | could see how happy you
were—and dad, too.

“But, mother, do you realize, that |
bid fair to leave Old Nassau with the
solitary distinction, the unique distinc-
tion, of having played on the varsity
some twenty minutes all told in the
course of three years without having
felt the angry caress of a Johnny or an
Eli or myself having so much as touched
the hem of an enemy’s sweater? O,
I'm fragile—warranted to break. 1 re-
ceived a post card from New Haven to
that effect the other day; it was un-
signed, but it came from Chauneey, I'm
sure. And the worst of it is that both
Yale and Harvard have beaten us the
two last years, because of poor tackling
at critical moments. And, mother, you
know | can tackle. Gee, | can tackle!”

“Yes,” wrote Sally in reply. “I know
you can tackle.” That was all she said.
Sally’s unsaid things were very fre-
guently more effective than reams of
things written by other women.

-TH E cheers of some 20,000 Princeton

* partisans, a small segment indeed in
that immense crowd of nearly 80,000
spectators which filled the Yale bowl at
New Haven, had not died away when
one of the backfield coaches who had
been watching the team working its way
down the field in preliminary signal
practice turned to Haight.

“Go out there with Kelly and Arm-
strong, Jogger, and see how your toe is.
We may need it today.”

Jogger nodded, gloomily. It was to
be the same old story of a pinch kicker
regarded as fit for nothing else. With
all solemnity he had submitted his plea
to the head coach before the Harvard
game, and the coach had run his eye up
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and down the tall, spare figure and
smiled.

“We're taking no chances on you,
Jogger. You're too valuable.”

After the game there was little com-
pensation in the fact that his successful
drop kick in the last few minutes of
play had turned approaching defeat in-
to a tie game. And now there was to
be the same procedure against Yale. He
glanced toward Princeton sections;
somewhere amid that vast human med-
ley were ensconced his mother and his
father and his sister. And it was the
last game he was ever to play on an
intercollegiate gridiron; the last game
—and he had never felt the joy of a fal-
len Eli nor had himself been downed
by one.

“Fragile! Breakable!” The Yale
eleven was sweeping by in signal prac-
tice. Looking about he saw Chauncey
mouthing the words with a malevolent
grin.

Jogger colored.
easy try for goal from the thirty yard
line.

Suddenly he saw the teams walking
to the side lines. The referee and the
two captains and coaches were standing
together in midfield. Jogger seized his
blanket and sank into a seat on the
bench among the substitutes. Somehow
the vividness of the scene seemed to
have departed. As through a haze he
saw his captain run to the side lines, saw
the members of the varsity arise, throw
off their blankets, and coalesce into a
knot, heads bent forward, arms about
one another’s shoulders.

Then, as though a new picture had
been thrown upon the screen, he saw
the teams lined up for the kick-off, the
referee standing in midfield with whis-
tle poised. The next moment it shrilled
insistently, the game was on.

It came to be a gruelling struggle.
Both elevens were about the average,
both evenly matched in offensive and

Then he missed an.

defensive ability. And both had been
coached up to the hilt in all the tactics
that the modern game embodies. There
were forward passes, met by defense
scientifically arranged so that only
small gains resulted, if any, and sharp
line attack as sharply met by cool, re-
sourceful diagnosticians.

The first quarter found the teams at
a perfect checkmate, and in the second
both elevens unlimbered a punting
game, looking for a break of some sort.
But distance gained was about equal,
certainly there was no discrepancy of
importance sufficient to bring advantage
to either side. The half ended with the
ball in midfield and with neither side
having been anywhere near a score.

W /HILE the bands played and the

™ cheering sections sang, Jogger
watched the varsity men go off the field
to the dressing room while he, together
with a number of substitutes, went out
on the field. His mood had changed;
he was filled with a spirit which he did
not recognize—a cold, nervous tense-
ness which made him move like a de-
licately geared machine. He took the
ball and kicked such drop kicks as he
never before had kicked, from all dis-
tances inside of midfield. He heard ap-
plause and realized that the cheers were
for him. For a few minutes he enjoyed
it. Then he scowled. It was too much
like a star actor. Casting the ball aside
he walked to the side lines and picked
up his blanket.

“What is the matter, Jogger?” asked
the assistant coach. “You had the
crowd all to yourself.”

Jogger muttered something and dis-
appeared within the folds of his
blanket.

Almost before he realized the game
was resumed. For a brief period he sat
watching the play with vacant eyes.
Then suddenly his vision cleared. The
Princeton backfield were lined up in
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that new formation on the weak side of
an unbalanced line. Jogger scanned the
team eagerly. Yes, there was Chan-
ning, the end, just where he should be.

An instant later Channing was com-
ing around from behind while the Yale
defense was being drawn to the other
side. There was a flashing of legs, and
a long-drawn-out roar from the stands,
rising and reverberating with ever
increasing force. A touchdown? No.
The Yale quarterback downed his man
on the thirty yard line.

Like veritable tigers the men of
Princeton rushed into the line-up, while
the quarter-back, like a man possessed,
rushed among them shaking his fist.
Case, the plunging full-back, dived
into the line. A yard. Case took the
ball again and then on split interfer-
ence passed the ball to Loomis, who
squirmed two yards through tackle.
Clearly a line attack was not going to
succeed.

Jogger felt a hand slap upon his
shoulder. He shot to his feet as though
struck by electricity. It was the coach.
“Go out there, Jogger, and kick that
goal. Be sure and report to the referee.
Here’s your chance to win a game.”

The field was a blur, the stands with
their tense thousands were vague and
unreal as he rushed across the turf.
Straight he made for the referee. The
man standing poised nodded as Jogger
touched his shoulder.

“In for Watson,” he said.

“All right,” he said. “Speak to no
one. Keep your mouth shut.”

The quarter-back barked the signal.
Jogger listened. So he was not to kick
this time. It was third down. It was to
be a fal™e kick formation with a forward
pass.

Well, Jogger knew the part he had to
play. Bending down he carefully re-
moved tufts of grass from the space in
front of him. He lifted his feet and ex-
amined his cleats. He nodded and

stood with arms outstretched. The
guarter snapped out the passing signal.
Back straight and true came the ball,
not to Jogger, but to Loomis, the for-
ward passer. But Yale had not been
fooled. Both the ends were well covered
and the other eligible men were in dan-
gerous positions. The result was a toss
straight over center that netted but half
a yard gain.
“Now, Jogger!”

IT WAS the fourth down. There was
no doubt that this time he would have
to Kick.

Again he stretched out his arms and
again the ball spiraled like a bullet. He
caught it, turned it in his hand, sighted
at the posts. And then—the two Yale
guards by prearrangement had seized
the Princeton center, pulling him over
on his face. And through the hole thus
made leaped Chauncey with fearful
volition.

Jogger saw him coming. He knew he
couldn't kick. That would be fatal.
Somehow he wasn’t chagrined. With a
gurgle of delight he hugged the ball
close and then swung sideways so that
he was all hips and elbows.

Chauncey’s impression probably was
that he had collided with a steel fence
post filled with sharp knobs. He
glanced off, hurtling to the ground on
his face, while Jogger’s taunting laugh-
ter rose clear even as he was buried
under an avalanche of hungry Elis.

Yale had the ball. Yale was lining up
to take it out of her territory. Jogger
looked about guiltily. But no one said
anything about his coming out of the
game. Perhaps? But a player was gal-
loping out from the side lines.

“All right, Jogger, beat it.”

Jogger wondered if his mother was
watching him as he made his way to the
side lines. He would wager she was not.

The quarter ended, the game still
scoreless. Yale had gained more con-
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sistently than Princeton, but not enough
to produce scores.

The last period began as a reproduc-
tion of all that had gone before, and
upon the stands had settled that so-
lidity which marks the conviction of a
football crowd that nothing is going to
happen, when suddenly, blazingly came
a Yale score, a place-kick unerringly
driven from a spot a few yards inside of
midfield, an appalling, a perfectly stun-
ning blow to Princeton’s rooters, who
but a moment before had been grum-
bling over the prospect of a tie game.

The brightness slowly stole out of the
sunlight; the haze in which West Rock
beyond the bowl had been swimming
turned to steel. Jogger was not watch-
ing the field. His sun was setting, too.
In five more minutes he would walk
from the field never to play football
again—and the sting to carry through
life of a victory won by Yale. He was

sodden; it seemed to him almost as
though he could fall asleep in his,
blanket.

A sharp staccato roar aroused him.
Looking curiously out upon the field he
saw Loomis dusting toward Yale terri-
tory. He had intercepted a forward
pass upon his own goal line and was—
well, was he clear? Jogger, now upon
his feet, strained his eyes upon the
scene, saw a Yale tackier cutting across,
saw him dive and bring the runner to
earth on Yale’'s twenty-five yard line.

W /ITH aquick motion he flung aside
W his blanket. He needed no word
from the coach. At least he had a
chance to tie the score. As he raced up
and down the side lines he saw a for-
ward pass fail. He saw an end run
smeared.

“Jogger, out you go. Third down.
Take out Loomis.”

The captain of the team came up as
Jogger spoke to the referee.

“You can do it, can't you, Jogger?”

The man’s face was working. “We
need those three points.”
Jogger without a word of reply

stepped to one side of the captain and
took his place.

“Third down.” He heard the quar-
ter-back’s signal calling for a drop-kick
formation, a real one this time, no
camouflage.

Jogger leaned down, his hands upon
his knees. Somehow he wasn't thinking
about a kick at all. Through his mind
in a series of sharp impressions came
streaming detail upon detail of the inci-
dents which had led up to his failure to
get away with the previous drop-kick.
The center had been pulled over, yes.
But the tackles, too, had come through
converging while the ends and backs,
seeing no forward pass was intended,
had run up to block it with their up-
lifted palms.

The ball came back straight into his
hands. Jogger gripped it cleanly. He
turned up the lacing. Upon his right
and left sides Yale men were blocked in
their frenzied course to reach him. An
alley seemed to have formed before
him, a clear, straight alley with the goal
posts beyond; a narrow alley banked
on all sides by struggling figures.

Then Jogger went insane. Tucking
the ball under his arm he dashed for
that alley; he knew not whether it was
a real one or one imagined. He had a
flashing glimpse of a face, distorted by
a fierce grin. Chauncey! Jogger’s arm
went out straight and stiff. It was as
though the Yale tackier had run into a
bayonet. He slewed to one side, sting-
ing with pain, and fell. The alley was
closed now. But there was a patch to
the left. Like a being furiously endowed,
as indeed Jogger was, he sprang for it.

His feet were still pounding the turf.
He felt the grip of an arm. He twisted
out of it. Overhead the goal posts
loomed. Jogger left his feet in a dive.
He felt a hand. He kicked back with
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the left foot and felt his cleats crunch
into a face. He scrambled on. A white
chalk mark appeared beneath his eyes.
He thrust the football forward, and
then as a pain too great to bear shot up
his left leg, he closed his eyes. . . .

In the depths of the Princeton cheer-
ing sections, a section containing thou-
sands suddenly gone mad, gyrating,
shouting raucously, throwing away hats
with supreme indifference to the high
cost of fall headgear—in the depths of
the insane welter Sally Haight's fingers
tightened upon her husband’s arm, her
eyes fixed upon a knot of players bend-
ing over a figure lying beneath the Yale
goal posts.

“Jared!” She was staring at the man
wild eyed. “You've simply got to go
down to the field and find out what has
happened. The players’ bench is just
below us. Hurry.”

Her husband nodded, hurrying down
the aisle toward the lower tiers of the
bowl.

AS THE cheering grew in volume
m**Sally took her eyes from the group

[aps...

beneath the goal and glanced swiftly
toward the scoreboard, where the sign
Princeton, 6; Yale, 3; had appeared.
Flushing, she turned her eyes to the
field again. A slight figure was being
borne to the side lines, a figure with one
leg dangling. She saw her husband’'s
big form scaling the wall below.

A silence settled upon the field. Sally
closed her eyes. Possibly it was because
they were preparing for the try for
goal. Sally did not know. And she
dared not look. Thus she sat, she knew
not how long. She felt a hand upon her
shoulder as a great cheer rose.

“Jared!” She sprang to her feet.
“What was it?”

“Oh, nothing terrible—a dislocated
knee and a badly sprained ankle. Why,
Sally! You're pale.” Suddenly Jared
Haight threw back his head and
laughed. “Well, for a Spartan mother
you certainly—"

She held up her hand, interrupting
him.

“Jared, dear, don’'t be a goose. 1—I
was merely afraid that Jogger had
dropped the ball.”

The End
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Football looked too easy to Culpepper Darius Higbhy. .

what could be hard about taking the pigskin and smacking

the other team out of your way and putting the ball down
beyond their goal linel

HE empty stands of Southmore

I College’'s stadium looked down

upon this practice session—a
session that was sprouting gray hairs
on the temples of Coach Kip McDonald
so rapidly you could almost count them.

Team A came out of its huddle and
shifted.

“36—45—27—"

An end from Team B shot into the
backfield. A tackle went with him.
Lines went down like rows of brick. In
a moment you couldn't tell toward
which goal each team was headed.

Kip McDonald tried to blow his whis-

tle, but his blazing cheeks refused to
puff.

“No, no, NO” he shouted. *“How-
many times have | got to tell you to
stay on side? Listen,” he said patiently
to the gawking end of Team B. “A
long time ago someone decided that
football ought to be played according to
rules. | know that sounds silly to most
of you. But so long as | am being paid
to coach a so-called football team, and
you are provided with nice uniforms,
free trips and a crack at a training ta-
ble, let's pretend football ought to have
some rules. Is that clear?”
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He allowed his sarcasm to sink in.
The teams had been lined up pretty
close to a sideline and standing off the
gridiron was a hulking chap with a load
of books under his arm. There was a
big grin on his freckled face as if the
coach were putting on an act for his
benefit. On the contrary the amuse-
ment of the spectator only served as a
flux to McDonald’s bitterness.

“Okay,” he said to the team. “As-
suming that we play by rules, one of
those rules is that the defending team
can not cross the line of play until the
ball is snapped. A very difficult thing
to remember of course, but please try.
Otherwise our opponents will march to
touchdowns without even putting the
ball into play. Try it again.”

The teams lined up once more in the
same formation. McDonald shot a
glance toward the sideline and scowled.
One thing the coach liked most was a
big student. And what he disliked most
of all was a big student who wouldn't
report for football.

\Y/HEN McDonald accepted the of-

" fer to coach Southmore he had
reached around and patted himself on
the back. He looked at the large en-
rollment and decided that any college
boasting that many students should
turn out plenty material.

But to his surprise and disgust he
learned that this enrollment included
graduate students, special students and
many who took night courses. Despite
the best efforts of the Student Council
which was manfully trying to inject a
real college spirit into Southmore’s scat-
tered enrollment the best McDonald
could muster for football was a grab
bag collection of about thirty-five.

The quarterback started chanting his
signals. With premeditation and fore-
boding the coach heard the quarter call
a reverse. The ball passed to the left
halfback who was to cross-cross with

the right halfback, Bill Burnell, better
known as the “Kangaroo.”

But instead of taking the ball, Bur-
nell crashed into the left halfback and
the pair fell in a tangle of arms and legs
with the ball spurting free and rolling
out of bounds.

Burnell started for the ball and then
stopped. His anger at the mishap was
heightened by the loud guffaws of the
student on the sideline.

“What are you laughing at,” he de-
manded. “Why don’t you get the ball?”

“Sure.” The student loped after the
bounding ball, scooped it up the way
a thirdsacker grabs a topped grounder
and whipped the ball to Burnell. It
bounded from the back’s hands.

Burnell started for the student, but
the coach stopped him.

“Wait a minute. Cool down. Know
that guy?”
“Sure,” said Burnell. “He’s a fresh-

man even if he is older than.l am. One
of those birds who come to college late
and think football and all that stuff is
kid play. Name is Culpepper Higby.”

“Then why not take him before the
Bat Board?” suggested the coach.

Burnell's blue eyes brightened at the
suggestion. “Not a bad idea,” he mur-
mured.

The Bat Board was the Student
Council, but in more recent years its
functions had approached dangerously
near to an instrument for hazing and
because of that weakness the board had
lost some of its influence.

All this Culpepper Higby appreciated
when he received a summons. He could
ignore the summons if he chose, and
was inclined to do so. But Burnell had
other ideas. He made it a point to way-
lay the mature freshman outside a class-
room.

“1 heard you got a summons to go
before the Bat Board. |'m betting you
won’t go because | don't think you have
it in you to take a little ribbing.”
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Burnell had a jutting jaw that made
his remarks sound even meaner than
their intent. Right now he was getting
under the skin of the good-natured
farmer boy who desired nothing more
than to be left alone. He realized stu-
dents were hovering close by.

“Don'tworry/" he said, “I'll be there,
and ready to take anything you can
hand out.”

But even as he went toward the des-
ignated room he was sore with himself
at having been made do something
against his will. He wouldn’t back out.
He would be dignified and condescend-
ing—

COMETHING struck him on the
head as he entered a darkened
room. An inflated bladder. He con-
trolled his anger as laughter rippled.
By the muffled light of a red bulb he
could make out the top of a desk and
a robed figure behind it. The latter
pointed to a chair before the table.

Higby sat in it—and it collapsed un-
der him! More laughter. They were
having swell fun.

“Your full name, neophyte.”

“Culpepper Darius Higby.”

The inquisitor rolled the name lus-
ciously before his tone became severe.
“Southmore has been accused of not
possessing a proper spirit. It is about
time that we made an example of this in-
difference on the part of students. You
are charged with refusing to come out
for football yourself and at the same
time deriding and otherwise making
sport of those who are endeavoring to
uphold the valor of Southmore on the
gridiron. Do you deny this?”

The charge was not true as put, but
Higby saw no sense in denying. He said
So.

“Very well, you are guilty as charged
by your own admission. You are sen-
tenced to take part in next Saturday’'s
game—as waterboy!”

Two o’clock Saturday afternoon
found Culpepper Higby lying on the
grass just off the sideline and since the
squad had not yet come upon the field
he realized that he was the center of at-
tention. His ears burned. He knew he
was being pointed out. The student
body was poking fun at him. Well, he
could take it. They should laugh. Why
didn’'t they come out for the team. At
least some of them had played football.
That was more than he could say.

Bands began to play. On both sides
sweatered cheer leaders that included
co-eds began to lead the songs and
cheers. Higby felt his pulses stirring.
A squad of blue jerseys blossomed at
the entrance and came racing across the
field.

“Rah! Rah! Rah! Rah! Rah!
Southmore! Southmore! Team! Team!
TEAM!

Higby felt his skin creep. An in-
stant later a similar greeting rolled from
the far side. Now Higby watched the
captains meet and toss a coin. The cap-
tains came back. The teams huddled
and then raced to their places. Highy
was amazed at his own nervousness as
he waited for the kick to be booted.

He saw it go down. He leaped to his
feet as Burnell caught the ball and
started up the field with that loping gait.
Players dove at each other, muscles
taut from excitment. Burnell went
down. The whistle shrilled. Someone
in blue remained on the ground. The
referee waved his hand.

“Hey, you,” snapped Coach McDon-
ald, “you with the water. Get out
there.”

Higby picked up his pail and started
out.

“Come back here.
cups.”

Higby returned for the cups. He
pinked as he heard the laughter from
the stands. But his embarrassment
soon passed as he reached the players.

You forgot the
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He couldn’t explain his new feeling, but
there was a joy in being out here—even
as a waterboy.

He returned with his pail and
dropped on the grass. His regret was
genuine as he saw Southmore fail to
pierce the Malden line. He watched the
punt and then trembled as Malden took
over the ball.

KTOW he watched closely. He stud-

ied each player and figured out his
assignment. He sensed the danger as
Southmore yielded ground, cheered as
his college mates took over and began to
understand how a shortage of reserves
held Southmore back. He groaned with
dismay as Malden pushed over a score
and made the count 7 to 0.

Higby accompanied the tired players
to the locker room at the end of the
half. No one noticed him. He would
even have welcomed a wisecrack from
Burnell.

He went back to his water pail for the
second half and saw a determined
Southmore team stall twice inside the
twenty-yard line and throw puny
passes. On a third effort Martell
elected to drop kick on the fourth down
and made the count 7 to 3.

Southmore had its first chance to
cheer. But the game was running out.

Malden stalled and held onto the ball
and with about two minutes of play re-
maining the visitors punted. Higby
watched as Burnell waited under the
ball. He saw Burnell make the catch
and shoot past a diving end. He rose to
his feet and cheered as Burnell got into
the clear with that deceptive bounding
but speedy style of running that had
won him the name of “Kangaroo.”

Higby found himself yelling madly as
Burnell seemed in the clear for a touch-
down, but a desperate lunge knocked
him out on the five-yard line. Higby
sank down on the sideline limp from
cheering.

The teams lined up again. South-
more was within five yards of winning
the game. Krascow, the fullback,
banged the line, but Malden held with
the secondary backing up. Burnell
tried an end but only made a yard.
Krascow hit again and picked up two.
Fourth down and about a yard to go.

Burnell came away from the scrim-
mage and Higby saw him reel a bit. He
was hurt.

Without waiting for a summons from
the referee Higby picked up his pail
and cups and raced out.

“Give it to 'em,” he exclaimed to Bur-
nell. “You can put it over.”

The referee’s whistle shrilled. “Pen-
alty for coming onto the field without a
summons and for giving instructions.”

The referee picked up the ball and as
he paced off the yards dismay stilled the
Southmore cheering. It broke into boos
as Higby came off the field with head
down.

He turned to see Burnell throw a des-
perate forward for the final effort and
watched it fail. A moment later the
game ended. A waterboy had lost a
game for Southmore.

Culpepper Higby remained in self im-
posed solitary. But those thin lips
were set grimly and his gray eyes
flashed with a new light of determina-
tion. He burned the midnight oil, but
none knew what he was studying.

In the small country school from
which Culpepper Higby had graduated
there had never been enough men for
a football team, but the school did play
basketball. Somewhere  Culpepper
Higby had a newspaper clipping. In
the solitude of his room he finally dug
it out. It was three years old.

. The big disappointment o/
the State Basketball Tournament
was the forced withdrawal of the
Buxton High team for the astound-
ing reason that the high school only
has five male students and when
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Granston was injured there was no
substitute. Buxton asked to con-
tinue with jour men and it is inter-
esting to speculate just what might
have happened. The brilliant scor-
ing evinced by Culpepper Higby,
who handles a basketball like a
baseball, makes it seem possible
that Buxton might have won even
with jour men.”

COUTHMORE left to play Glendale

College the following Saturday and
although Glendale had a much weaker
team than either Malden or Southmore
the Southmore eleven barely eked out a
7 to 6 victory. The team was certainly
in the dumps and Coach McDonald
could trace his trouble right back to one
play— the penalty that robbed South-
more of an inspiring victory over Mal-
den.

On Monday, McDonald summoned
his slim squad onto the practice field
in the desperate hope of drilling enthu-
siasm into his players. As he came onto
the field he stopped in his tracks as he
saw Culpepper Higby standing waiting
for him.

“Well, what do you want—your job
as waterboy again?”

“No,” he said quietly, “1'd like to
play football.”

“Football?” His angry amazement
inspired a general laugh from the squad.
But Higby's jaws hardened.

“And just what position would you
like to play?” said McDonald with a
thinly disguised sarcasm.

“Halfback.” The laughter doubled.

The coach smiled. “All right. I'll
use you on the seconds. See if you can
dig up a uniform.”

In the clubhouse Higby managed to
put together a complete uniform. He
returned to the field where the teams
were already scrimmaging. McDon-
ald assigned him to right half on the
second team. Burnell came over.

“You don’t need the signals,” he said
with a smile. “I’ll tell you the play in
advance. I'm coming right through
you.”

Burnell did as he said. Maybe the
line allowed him to shoot through with-
out making a real effort to halt him.
At any rate, Higby saw the fast-running
back charging down on him. Higby set
himself for the dive— and a stiff straight
arm cupped him on the chin and flat-
tened him.

He rose to his feet with the laughter
of his mates ringing in his ears. He

waited until Burnell came back. *“Just
try that again,” he challenged.
“Sure,” agreed Burnell. “Anything

to oblige.”

This time Higby watched for the
straight arm. He batted it aside and
crashed the Kangaroo in a diving
tackle. A third time he dove and this
time Burnell sailed over him. But a
fourth time when Burnell tried his Kan-
garoo leap Higby caught him in mid-air
and tossed him back as if he were a
sack of laundry clothes.

The coach had been watching with-
out comment, but now he stepped in.
“Well, we've had enough of this per-
sonal feud. Now let's play some foot-
ball.”

Higby remained in the backfield.
Everything seemed so simple from the
book, but with twenty-two men tangling
on the pass of the ball Higby had no
time to recall what the book said. He
was caught out of position, he chased
the wrong men and he was fooled by
backs who didn’'t charge straight on or
leap into the air as did Burnell.

Finally, he got a chance to carry the
ball. Simple plays were explained to
him in huddles, but they failed to re-
main simple as he attempted to carry
them out. Naturally, the coach made
allowances, but he was also looking for
some glimmer of talent—and he failed
to find it. He stopped the play.
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“Just where did you learn to play
football?” he demanded of Higby.

Higby hesitated, but it was his nature
to answer truthfully. “From books,
sir.”

“Books?” The coach’s eyes flamed as
if he suspected he was being made the
butt of some gag, but the seriousness of
the tall lad’'s expression changed his
mind.

“I'm sorry, but you can’'t get this
game from books.” The coach offered
his hand. “Thanks for trying,” he said,
“and come out for the team early next
season when I'll have time to teach you
fundamentals.” He looked down at his
hand and found it engulfed in the largest
paw he had ever encountered.

“Wait a minute,” he said. “You're
the bird who threw a football at Burnell
one day. Get back in the game.”

*] ‘HE coach gave instructions to the

“m quarterback to call pass plays and
explained to Higby who his eligibles
were on the plays.

The ball snapped back to Higby.
Casually he spotted a man who had run
to his usual receiving position on the
play, about ten yards beyond scrim-
mage, and was waiting for the pass with-
out the least bit of deception. Higby
smacked the ball right into his hands,
but it bounded out even as he was hit.
The teams lined up again and another
swift pass slapped out of a receiver’s
hands.

Burnell came back protesting. “Why
don’t you throw your passes to me?
I'll hold 'em.”

“Well, don’t stand out there with a
flag up telling the world you're waiting
for a pass,” declared Higby. “You're
supposed to be fast. Let's see you get
down to the twenty yard mark and I'll
bounce one off your helmet.”

“Oh, a wise guy,” said Burnell as
the team huddled.

But on the play Burnell started

sprinting with his bounding, deceiving
gait. Higby faded back of the mid-
field stripe. Down at the twenty Burnell
smiled. He started to turn his head—
when something smacked him like a
club on the helmet. His ungainly legs
tangled and he went down.

Higby smiled. Now the players could
laugh at someone else beside him. But
the laughter was cut short by a sharp
bark from Coach McDonald.

“So we're having a vaudeville show
instead of a football practice. Maybe
I'm at the wrong place. Higby, come
here.” Higby crossed, disturbed by the
tone and not noting the gleam in the
coach’s eyes.

“I'm sorry, feller, but you showed up
a month too late, and | haven't the time
to hold up the team to go back and start
all over again just to make room for
you. In those books you read, do you
remember anything about tackling dum-
mies and training equipment?”

“Yes, sir,” said Higby, wondering.

“Well, you'll find all that stuff over
behind the stadium. You’ll have to be
your own instructor. Heaven knows
I have enough to do trying to whip this
assortment into a team that has four
more games to play to say nothing of
meeting Colford. Now if you make a
serious job of learning fundamentals
you ought to make the team next year.
I may even let you into the Colford
game long enough to earn your letter.”

Culpepper Higby took his dismissal
in good spirit, although he thought the
coach had been a little bit hasty. He
could improve with practice and the
coach hadn’t given him a fair chance to
show his passing ability. Southmore
could stand a good passer.

But Higby followed instructions and
conducted a one man show with the
tackling dummies. “Show” seemed to
be the right word, for an increasing
number of Southmore students, includ-
ing co-eds, watched him with uncon-
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cealed amusement until he began to
suspect he was being made the object
of a gag.

On Saturdays he had the privilege of
sitting on the bench and watching the
squad show anything but an inspiring
brand of football. He heard Coach Mc-
Donald bitterly criticised for lack of
victories, but it seemed to Higby that
McDonald was doing wonders with the
material wished upon him.

Every college has its rival which it
meets in the objective climax game of
the season. Colford College was South-
more’s big rival. This year Colford had
its team of teams, a powerful aggrega-
tion that had not been scored on since
the second game of the season. Its stu-
dents and alumni were already talking
of Bowl contests that would come after
the slaughter of Southmore.

In apparent desperation for material
the coach drafted Higby for the scant
squad of reserves and ineligibles upon
whom the varsity practiced. Higby
took the punishment without a murmur
and actually began to believe he was
finding himself.

A N Monday of the final week which
~  would close with the all important
clash with Colford Higby felt en-
couraged enough to approach the coach.

“Coach, I don't mind being on the
scrubs, but I would like a chance to try
for the varsity-—

He was interrupted by a laugh from
Burnell. “You certainly have a swell
impression of yourself,” he said. “In
four weeks you think you can become
a star.”

“1 didn’'t say | was a star,” snapped
Higby. “I have plenty to learn, but I
can pass right now as good as anyone
on the team. Remember | smacked you
on the head at forty yards.”

“1 remember that,” cut in the coach
without enthusiasm. “Suppose you two
go down to the other end of the field

and play pass. I'll look you over.”

Reluctantly, Burnell complied. The
coach came down once and suggested
faster running by Burnell with longer
passes by Higby, but otherwise showed
scant interest.

On Thursday the coach brought Bur-
nell and Higby back to the squad and
placed the former in his old position at
left halfback on the first team while
Higby was assigned to right half on
the scrubs. Two teams went through
a final rugged session and then were
dismissed.

Higby followed the players into the
locker room feeling pretty good. He
had done nothing but back up the line
defensively but he had a feeling as
though he had found himself. He hadn’t
been confused or tricked. He didn’t
have to pause to figure out the right
play. He moved instinctively, and usu-
ally correctly. Yeah, he was only a sub,
but he felt pleased.

Obviously his mood was not shared
by others. Not feeling privileged to
mix and embarrassed also because he
was older than most of the players to
whom he was only a sub Higby un-
dressed without paying much attention
to the grumbling.

He came out of the showers with a
towel about his gleaming body to hear
Burnell addressing a group of players.

“The trouble with Kip is that he is
quitting. Teams as lowly rated as ours
have beaten Colford and we can do it
again.”

There were murmurs of approval...
Higby paused. So far he could agree
with Burnell, except for the quitting
part. But Burnell went on.

“But what chance have we? What's
he given us this week? Nothing but
defensive plays. The way | figure it
Kip wants to keep his job so he’s out
to keep Colford’s margin of victory as
low as possible.” \%

Higby had heard enough. He pushed
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through the ring of players.

“Burnell,” he said quietly, “get down
off the soap box. You've talked enough.
You ain't said anything, because you
talk like you run—a lot of leaps and
bounds that like as not get you tangled
up.”

Burnell crimsoned at the interrup-
tion. “Look who's talking. You're the
best proof of what I've been saying—
that Kip McDonald is only thinking
about next year. He uses you in the
scrub backfield to give you experience.
He thinks he can make a passer out of
you so what does he do? Makes me
waste my time acting as a target for
you.”

“Listen, Burnell,” said Higby quietly,
“you’ve got the wrong slant on things.
Your eagerness to beat a team every-
one knows is better than ours deserves
a few bouquets, but it can be carried
too far. The place to win the game is
out on the field and not in the locker
room. | won't even be in the game,
but I'm willing to do my part sitting on
the bench.”

“And rushing out the water pail,”
suggested the belligerent Burnell. It
got some snickers which ended quickly
as the players saw Higby’s jaw tighten
and his eyes narrow.

“Yes—rushing out the water pail, if
that's what I'm asked to do by the
coach. I've seen Kip McDonald do a
hell of a lot with the handful of material
thrown at him, and | don’t like to hear
anyone accuse him of folding up. And
when | don't like something I'm in-
clined sometimes to get mean about it.”

And Culpepper Higby let the towel
slip from his shoulders, shoulders that
were well muscled, arms that seemed
banded with layers of tempered steel.
There was a cut to his jaw and a gleam
in his gray eyes that sort of made the
gathering of players, some of them as
big as himself or bigger, edge away.

Culpepper Higby went to his locker

and proceeded to dress.

CATURDAY proved an ideal day for

football; cool, crisp and with a
bright sun. A good many alumni had
come back to Southmore for the game,
refusing to be disturbed by the state-
ments of experts that Colford greatly
excelled the Southmore eleven. They
insisted loudly that a Southmore team
that played in seven games and a South-
more team that played against Colford
were two distinct teams. And some-
how the assurance of the old grads acted
as a tonic and revived hope.

And this hope was carried into the
stadium. It rolled forth in the cheers
that went booming across the gridiron
to the Colford adherents. It exploded
in the welcome showered upon the slim
Southmore squad that raced upon the
field in blue jerseys with clean white
numbers on the backs.

And as Higby ran on to the bench
with the other subs while the starting
eleven took a few shadow charges he
was reconciled to the fact that when the
game ended his number 47 would be as
virgin white as it was now. The only
part of his uniform that might show
usage would be the seat of his pants
made shiny from sitting on the bench.

But Higby didn’t care. He could still
yell. Yes, and he could carry the bucket.

Southmore won the toss, which
seemed like a good sign, and Al Martell,
the quarterback, ran the ball back to
the thirty-five for a cheering start. But
the heavy crimson line of Colford quick-
ly revealed its power by stopping South-
more on three line plays for no game.

Kraskow punted deeply and Colford
began its march. Southmore resisted
stubbornly. Sliding on the bench, Higby
could see the value of the coach’s defen-
sive drilling. The men played well, and
their spirit was good. But after they
had been pounded by the heavier Col-
ford players, what then? Higby could
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only wonder.

Yard by yard Colford pounded up the
field, but a stubborn Southmore eleven
held in the shadow of its goal and Kras-
kow continued to kick deep with the
wind at his back. This advantage was
lost with the change of the quarter and
Colford’s drive finally pushed over a
touchdown,

Southmore’s resistance snapped. Hig-
by could sense it on the bench. Mec-
Donald rushed in substitutes, mostly
linemen, but the crimson horde had
tasted blood and would not be denied.
Colford scored again and was ten yards
short of a third touchdown when the
half ended.

But that touchdown was delayed only
by the period of intermission. South-
more returned to the battle only partly
refreshed by the half hour respite. Col-
ford received and started its drive. In
ten successive plays the crimson tide
rolled over and with the kick made the
score 20 to O.

Colford took advantage of the big
lead to send in many substitutes anxious
to earn a letter and against these second
stringers Southmore made some prog-
ress. But the boys in blue failed to
string together enough successive first
downs to excite the dying hopes of their
supporters.

Southmore had given too much in the
futile task of stemming the terrific drive
of the crimson warriors. But more
than that, now that Southmore had a
weakened defense, the team seemed to
lack offensive plays.

Had Burnell been right? Higby, who
chanced to be sitting near the coach,
began to doubt. A worried frown
wrinkled his brow. He studied Mc-
Donald. Now, as all through the game,
the coach was watching the play like a
scientist staring through a microscope.

Yeah, Burnell must have had the
right dope. Kip had thrown this game
into the ash can. He was looking

through the contest to next season. His
only desire was to keep the game from
becoming a rout. As if he sensed Higby
looking at him he turned.

“You'd like to win this
wouldn’'t you?” observed the coach.
Higby laughed. Win the game? Al-
ready the timekeeper was watching the
fading seconds of the third quarter.

“So would 1,” answered the coach for
himself. “I'd like to win it for you.
Or should | say for what you stand for.
Six weeks ago you weren't interested in
football. You had no college spirit.
That is what is wrong with Southmore.
No college spirit. My call for football
candidates brings out forty when there
should be a hundred.”

game,

T I E paused to make two substitutions
* as the quarter ended. “What do
you think would arouse that spirit? A
victory. Pulling this game out of the
fire when it seems hopelessly lost.”

Higby laughed. *“Seems hopelessly
lost?”

“That's right,” said the coach look-
ing directly at him. “And you’'re going
to win it. What do you think I've had
you throwing those hit-the-dime passes
at Burnell for? Because you're going
to do that very thing right now. Colford
is so certain of victory that the team has
let down. It can’'t snap back. Okay,
get ready to go in.”

Higby was flabbergasted. “But—
but, does Burnell know about this?”

“No. He’'d talk too much. And he'd
stay up all night trying to make im-
provements. Tell him all he’s got to do
is to run like he never ran before. That
bounding gait will fool the secondary
and if you throw your passes at the top
of one of those kangaroo leaps of his
they’ll never intercept. The quarter-
back knows what to do. [I've posted
him. And I've been drilling the team
to give you protection while all the time
they thought I was only trying to keep
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down the size of the beating Colford
would give us—oh, I know what the
campus gossip is.”

The coach slapped Higby on the
shoulder. “Okay, you have the college
spirit. See if you can make it spread
to the whole school.”

Higby ran out to the play, conspicu-
ous in his clean uniform. Martell, the
guarterback, ran off a play and then
Southmore huddled.

Burnell glowered at Higby.
you're going to win a letter.
fit.”

“I'm going to win the game,” said
Higby. “And you're going to help me.
Play close to the line and wide and run
like hell. Keep running and I'll plant
a pass right in your mitts.”

Southmore came out of its huddle.
The ball came to Martell who dodged a
bit as if uncertain and then tossed the
ball to Higby just before a tackier dove
for him. Higby had plenty of time. He
let Burnell get well down the field and
from his own twenty Higby let go.

Well beyond the midfield stripe the
bounding Burnell turned his head. He
saw the ball and reached up. Colford
secondary had been caught flat footed.
The safety made a belated chase but the
bounding Burnell streaked the remain-
ing yards for a score.

Martell kicked the seventh point. For
the first time in the game the Southmore
students had a chance to cheer.

Colford received, but with substitutes
still ki the game an attempted drive
petered out and Colford punted. It
was a good punt. It sailed over Mar-
tell’s head and was touched down on the
five yard line.

Southmore huddled. Martell said,
“Higby, go back as if to punt and hit
Burnell with another of those passes.”

Higby went back, held a finger up to
gauge the wind, cleaned his cleat, took
the ball and held it as if to punt and
then whipped the ball toward the rac-

13 SO
You must

ing, bounding Burnell.

The ball was high and soaring like a
punt. Both the safety and Burnell
raced for it. But the kangaroo hop
proved faster. Burnell clutched the ball
in stride and was by the safety even as
the latter leaped through empty space.

With the stands cheering madly Bur-
nell romped away from the pursuing
Colford pack and bounded across for a
second touchdown.

And now it seemed as if the South-
more side of the stands had awakened
from a trance as a frenzy of yelling
burst from students and fans too excited
to remember the rehearsed cheers.
Spectators starting to leave now turned
back. Anything could happen.

And the Colford bench regulars who
had considered themselves finished for
the afternoon scrambled for helmets
and threw off blankets. A swarm of
first string players rushed out, but even
their added strength failed to block the
kick that made the count 20 to 14.

BUT Colford’s first team received. A
tired but aroused Southmore line
smothered the driving plunges of des-
perate Colford backs fighting to keep
the ball until the final gun would sound.

A third down off tackle smash re-
sulted in no gain and Colford had to
punt. Amid the unceasing frenzy of the
cheering fans Martell took the punt
and was immediately smacked down,

Colford huddled quickly and snapped
into formation. The ball came back to
Higby. He saw a blur of crimson as
the ends charged swiftly and his hur-
ried pass went wide. Martell called
for the same play and this time Higby
was prepared. He whipped the ball
away quickly and smacked into the
hands of Burnell at the top of one his
bounds.

Burnell was immediately tackled, but
the pass was good for fifteen yards.
Working swiftly Higby fired bulletlike
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short passes. Several missed, but enough
of them found haven in Burnell’s hands.
Down the field Southmore marched
twelve and fifteen yards at a time until
with only a minute of play Southmore
stood in the shadow of Colford’s goal.

Higby stood deep and waited for the
ball. It was a tough spot for him and
tough for Burnell, foo. The ball came
back. Higby drew bead. Burnell was
covered so closely that Higby had to
catch him at the top of one of his leaps.
He fired. And the ball slapped into
Burnell’'s hands as he crossed the goal
line!

The score was tied and Southmore
had its chance to cash in on the winning
point. Martell went back to kick. Higby
moved forward to block off the end. His
work was done for the day. Carlow,
the fullback, knelt for the ball. Higby
watching the center thought he saw him
sway. He had taken plenty of punish-
ment.

The ball came back. The pass was
bad. Higby saw it shoot past Carlow.
Higby wheeled and raced with the

charging ends for the loose ball. An
end made a grab for the ball and batted
it and Higby lunged for it and caught
it.

Wheeling quickly and cool in the
frenzy of excitement he raced toward
the sideline and looked for Burnell. But
Burnell was covered!

Higby brushed off a tackier. The big
fellow started running for the coffin cor-
ner. Crimson tacklers closed in on him,
but the big boy was on the loose.
Straight arming, head lowered and
charging, Higby ploughed through a
wall of crimson and plunged over the
line for the winning point!

Southmore had won. A certain rout
had been turned into a sensational vic-
tory in the closing minutes.

Teammates pounded Higby on the
back. But he was looking at the South-
m9re student body, leaping, dancing
and hugging each other. Higby smiled.
They would be talking about this game
until the next season started. Kip Mc-
Donald wouldn’'t have to worry about
getting candidates next season.
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APPY HOUR, manager-coach of
H the last place Rangers, gloomily
watched the latest addition to
his second line. Jerry Moad, new de-
fenseman straddled the dasher, prep-

aratory to entering the fray. His face
was stretched in a broad, homely grin.

Lights glancing off the dazzling expanse
of ice reflected in lively, blue eyes.
Jerry Moad, fresh from an amateur
league, playing big league hockey. Car-
rying all the physical requirements of a
rear-guard. Huge, with shoulders from
here to there. Legs like strong tree
trunks. Hands, large, capable. Weight
in the right places. And skate—Happy

By GILES A. LUTZ

Author of “The Ice-King,” etc.

Hour had whistled in amazement when
Jerry raced down the rink. Some of the
league’s shooting stars wouldn’'t beat
this boy.

He had taken the boy on Fox Larue’s
recommendation. Larue, out of the
wars for years, but with eyes still keenly

aware of future hockey material. Happy
admitted Larue was right. This kid
showed a definite stamp of greatness.
He couldn’'t have made the long jump
otherwise. But one thing was lacking.
Fight. This game was fun to Jerry.
Despite Happy’s flaying, there wasn't
the added effort, the on-your-toes alert-
ness all stars must have.



SMASHING FEATURE-LENGTH NOVELETTE OF RINK-FEUD FURY AND
TWO HARD-HITTING HELLIONS WHO DIDN'T KNOW THE MEANING
OF FEAR!

Happy had just about given up. Al-
ready he'd sent out feelers for a new
defenseman. If the Rangers didn't
make the playoff this year— Happy set
his jaw grimly. No one wanted the
manager of an also ran. If he didn't
pull the Rangers up, he was through.

the ice. Happy half-arose, sat down
wearily. Leading by 1to O, in the sec-
ond period, against last year’s champion
Eskimos and this kid still thought it was
fun—

A handful of disinterested fans ap-
plauded half-heartedly the retiring de-

Cyclone Couture, the toughest puck-pusher in the big
leagues, versus the Blonde Bullet, an ice-wise defenseman
brought up on brain-busting blocks!

Through everywhere.
“Come on, Moad,” he rasped harshly.
“Get out there and make it good.”
Unmoved, Jerry turned his head,
grinned and leisurely skated out onto

fenseman. Happy couldn’t blame their
lack of enthusiam. The fifth game of
the year and the Rangers needing it to
keep on the up side of .500.

The shrill blast of the referee's
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whistle. Wood against wood, as the
centers slashed at the disc.

Heck Blair of the Eskimos hooked
the puck, started around the Ranger
Center. A few choppy strides. His
wings raced goalward, already intent on
setting up a scoring play.

Another stride. Blair bent over the
puck, rapidly going places. From out
of nowhere, a deft stick flicked. Reg
Hamilton, Ranger Center, was famous
for his poke-checks. Blair dug in his
points, changed direction. Hamilton
was far down the ice, the disc nestled
in the heel of his stick.

Finding his team-mates unable to
shake the Eskimos tight guarding, he
shot from far out. Dutch Strauss, the
Eskimo goalie, made the save.

Happy shook his head impatiently.
This club of his was ducking punish-
ment. Hamilton should have been in
closer. If Happy didn't know better,
he’d say Hamilton was afraid of Cy-
clone Couture, the rough, tough and
dirty Eskimo defenseman. Hamilton
wasn't afraid. The dub simply lacked

spark, fight. Two straight years in the
cellar killed ambition. He glared at the
blond Moad. Happy had hoped Moad

would strike that spark,

He remembered Moad’s reporting.
The big kid said diffidently, “Moad.
Gerald Gordon Moad.”

Iceberg Callahan, the husky net-
minder had guffawed aloud. “If that
ain't hell of a handle. 1 bet he ain't
in the mood to play hockey. Mood
Moad.”

Everyone rode him. Their razzing
carried a bite. When the riding grew
too rough, Moad grinned his broad,
homely grin, protested gently, “Aw, cut
it out.”

TTAPPY didn't believe there was a
* * gpark of fight in the kid. Big,
good-natured, all of the ability, none of
the push.

Sometimes he thought handling
hockey players was making him nuts.
Or he was nuts to handle hockey play-
ers. On paper, this team was far better
than the cellar. Reg Hamilton could
hold his own with any center in the
league. The wings, Wee Wee Lalonde
and Baldy Horman. Lalonde, so called
because of his size and his Oui, Oui to
everything. One sports writer kidded,
“He’s the size of a chigger. And as
hard to catch.” Baldy Horman was an
old, canny head.

The rear guard trio, Bumps Catha-
way, lIce'berg Callahan and Russ Gai-
nor. Cathaway was expert at knocking
opponents base over apex. Callahan,
a goalie par-excellence. Age had finally
trapped Gainor. Happy had looked to
Jerry Moad to fill the gap.

He sat glowering as the play surged
back and forth. Hold 'em you dogs.
He'd howled so much the last couple
weeks, he felt like one.

The crowd came to its feet as Moad
started a solo dash. How that kid could
skate. Puck glued to stick, he was
through the front line. He rocked to
the left, wobbled a little as a defense-
man brushed him with a block, was
clear. He feinted, hoping to pull the
net-minder out of position. The goalie’s
eyes were warily glued on the puck. He
knew the answers.

From the corner of his eye, Jerry
watched the defenseman, he had just
passed, cutting in. Frenzied yells from
the audience, from his own bench

warned him.
He continued his tantalizing puck-
ragging, waiting. Waiting. Another

feint at the goal, then swiftly slid the
puck to the racing Lalonde. The burly
defenseman had been neatly sucked on
that one.

He stood relaxed, watching the new
play. Lalonde cuddled the disc with
deft sureness, whipped it on aline. The
puck cleared the straining fingers of the
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Eskimo goalie, bellied the twine, high
in the corner.

Moad saw the red bulb flash, then all
the rink and most of the crowd seemed
to hit him. The red light's flash was
black night compared to the lights flash-
ing in his skull. He slammed forward,
hit the ice, struggled to arise and fell
back dazed.

His eyes refused to focus, his legs
were wet macaroni. Lalonde and Ham-
ilton held him erect. Cyclone Couture’s
grinning face swam and twisted through
a sickening, hazy mist.

“The. ape clipped you,” Lalonde
growled. “If you don't pay him for
that, mom ami—"

Moad pushed his hands aside. Some-
thing inside him seethed. So Couture
wanted to cripple him. He took a wob-
bly step forward. Couture was leaving
the ice, thumbed to the penalty box by
an irate official.

Happy sent in a substitute for Moad,
who sank weakly beside him. Cleverly,
he fanned the fire. “Toughest man in
the league,” he gloomed. “No one can
stop him. Thought you would, but—"
he shook his head. “It's too much to
ask. Was it imagination? He could
swear those blue eyes grew frosty.

As the period ended, Happy followed
Moad, who clumped up the wooden
ramp leading to the dressing rooms. He
saw him pass Couture, heard Couture
rumble, “next time, they'll drag you
off.”

Jerry Moad’s face was harder than
Happy ever hoped for. The kid strug-
gled into a dry jersey, sat staring at
his locker. Occasionally, he gingerly
tested his shoulder. Make it work,
Happy begged silently.

The third period trickled away. The
Eskimos abandoned defensive hockey.
Two goals behind, no good in saving a
possible score. Three, four, even five
men boiled around the Ranger goal.
Callahan made save after save. An
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animated jumping - jack, effectively
plugging up the net’s entrance.

/"OUTURE with the puck. He evad-

ed the front line, whipped down
the ice like a runaway locomotive. La-
londe was beside him, harrassing, an-
noying. Matching speed with more
speed. Cleverly Lalonde turned himin.
Always in. Couture doggedly refused
to give up the puck. He didn’t see Moad
braced in his path. Didn’'t know he ex-
isted, until he found himself plowing
the ice, ending with a crash against the
dasher. Even Happy gasped at the
body-check. If Couture got up from
that—the kid had repaid his debt. Re-
paid it legally.

Lalonde grabbed the loose puck,
streaked thru the startled Eskimos.
Only the goalie in front. Moad aching
from the vicious block on Couture,
slowly followed. Yells. Screams. Why
were they yelling? He didn’t have the
puck. He turned as the roof dropped
on him.

He regained consciousness in the
dressing room. Happy and the Doc
worked over him. “Wh—what hap-
pened?” he managed.

“Couture busted you with his stick.
You turned just in time to get it over
the eye.” He paused, said slowly, “Six
stitches, Jerry. Every time you look in
the mirror and see that scar, think of
Couture. He’'s not the only tough one
in the league. You gotta keep a jump
ahead of them, Jerry. Or guys like
Couture will run you out of hockey. Not
dirty playing, Jerry, but hard playing.
A couple teeth-rattling blocks will put
respect in any man.”

“It didn't me,” Jerry said in clipped
tones.

“Didn't it Jerry?” Happy asked
softly. Jerry didn't see his grin.

A new Moad skated out for the Ran-
ger’'s next game. One, who after play-
ing two periods, brought forth an ad-
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miring, “he’s in the mood, tonight,”
from Callahan. Jerry Moad of the easy-
going, soft playing had vanished. This
hard-eyed, hard-jawed kid was a slam-
bang, vicious checking demon. Before
the game ended, fans howled vociferous
approval. This was the kind of Hockey
they paid to see.

Moad'’s checks and bumps jarred the
innards of the opposing front line.
Happy gave the defenseman two re-
liefs, both short. Why not? The fans
wanted Moad. The team wanted and
needed him. His playing was begin-
ning to lift and carry every man on the
dub. Happy could have hugged him.
The spark kindled.

In the third period, Moad slammed a
wingman viciously into the ice. The
wing climbed shakily to his feet, his
eyes burning. His fourth hard block
from this same green kid. He raised
his stick, swung the butt in a sharp blow
at Moad'’s jaw.

Moad jerked off a glove, stiffened the
wing with a punch. Harrassed officials
strained to prevent an open melee.
Moad was thumbed out. The Rangers
slowed down, played more cautiously
after his ejection. No need for whirl-
wind playing. This game was literally
and figuratively on ice.

Happy talked to Jerry Moad earn-
estly after the game. “ Great going, son.
But keep those hands open. We need
you too much. Let the other guys get
thrown out. Besides, those fines will
put an awful nick in your check.”

The blond kid opened and closed his
huge fists reflectively. “I'll make you
that promise, Happy. That guy was
too little tonight, anyway. But not for
Couture. | still owe him something.”

The morning columns gave Happy’s
six quite a splash.

“Happy Hour, manager-coach of the
beleagured Rangers, has found a de-
fenseman that may fill a gaping hole.
Jerry Moad, until tonight an unknown

quality, played with dash and verve
reminding this writer of Eddie Shore
and King Clancey. His inspired block-
ing, his great stick-handling and ter-
rific speed definitely put the Rangers
on the right side tonight. His solo
dash, in the second period, literally
barging through both defensemen,
was the winning score. Opposing
teams will do well to watch the Blonde
Bullet.”

The name stuck. Under the impetus
of Moad’s driving, slashing play, the
Rangers climbed in the race. Fans, who
stayed away before, now packed the
arena to the rafters. “Give us the Bul-
let. Give us the Bullet,” they chanted.

| 70R the first time in years, Happy’'s
* sour visage wreathed in smiles. This
team had the feel of champions. If
nothing happened to Moad. One swing
around the circuit and every player and
fan knew the Blonde Bullet. On enemy
ice, he was booed and bumped. He
came up grinning. On home Ice, he was
lauded to the skies and still came up
grinning. Happy liked that. Nothing
would turn the kid’'s head. He got his
share of bumps, regardless of enemy or
home ice. Stop the Bullet was the com-
mon word. And he could take it and
dish it in copious quantities.

He packed a wicked shot, from cen-
ter-ice Or close in. The puck hurtling
like a comet, never more than two feet
from the ice, drove goalies wild. His
stick-handling was superb, his strategy
perfect. He could eliminate an enemy
wing from the scene by skating him off
into a corner and relieving him of the
puck. He preferred the pitch and toss

method. He sparkled from the fierce
body contacts. They kept an inner fire
burning.

No question about it. Jerry Moad
was the Rangers. Happy was a little
worried about the next meeting with
Couture. If the kid didn't lose his
head—
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Couture gave the Bullet everything
in the books. Hard body-blocks, el-
bows, high sticks and trips but never
ruffled Moad’s composure. Couture took
three trips to the cooler, on fouls, hawk-
eyed officials detected. The further the
game progressed, the worse Couture
played. This green kid was out-skating,
out-playing, out-checking him. As the
second period ended, Couture skated
from the ice, lathered with sweat, his
face savage. His reputation as the
hardest defenseman in the league was
wavering.

The third period was veritable war-
fare. The Eskimos trailed by a 2-1
count. Fighting to tie with the leading
Rangers, they charged like maddened
animals.

Moad, ably assisted by Bumps Cath-
away, viciously broke up or turned
aside, rush after rush. What few got
through, Iceberg Callahan smothered
and tossed out of danger. Couture en-
deavored again and again to break
through the Bullet. In the press box,
tense writers looked at each other and
nodded. Cyclone was bowing his neck.
Forgetting everything, in his determina-
tion to prove his superiority. His wild,
bull-like rushes, thick, flying black hair,
glaring, muddy eyes made him an awe-
some sight. The Bullet cooly judged,
his twisting, shifting course. One step
forward. Slam. Couture picked him-
self from the ice again.

A tripping penalty cooled his heels
late in the period. Moad’s satisfied grin
infuriated him further. He waited,
literally frothing to return to the fray.

Only seconds left, when he skated
from the box. On the referee's flop,
Hamilton’s stick snaked out, cuddled
the disc. He zipped forward, found
himself blocked and flicked the puck
back to Moad.

The stands were on their feet
as Moad tore enemy goalward. The
Bullet was off again. He stick-handled
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his way around a wing, brushed past a
reaching stick and headed straight for
Cyclone Couture. He never hesitated.
Gaining speed with every stroke, he
plowed into the waiting defenseman.
The crash was amply satisfying to the
most gore-loving fan. Both down. The
black pellet lying loose a few feet be-
yond. It was Moad who scrambled to
his skates, reached the puck first and
whipped it into the net, just as the final
buzzer sounded. Two goals for the
crazy, high-flying kid against last year’s
champs. Papers would be buzzing with
the league’s new sensation tomorrow.

Moad skated from the ice amidst
wild acclaim from fans and team-mates.
As he started to climb onto the wooden
ramp, startled fans warned him. Cou-
ture had dropped his stick, gloves and
was charging.

The fight was a beauty until they
were stopped. Officials, players, police-
men tore the struggling players apart,
escorted them to their respective dress-
ing rooms.

A /[OAD fingured a cut lip, spat blood
N on the floor. “That guy Cou-
ture,” he said slowly. “I hated his guts.
Funny, I don’t now. Most of the rough,
tough guys | ever knew were a little
yellow when pressed. He's not.” He
grinned, grimaced as his split lip pro-
tested.

“No,” agreed Happy. “And Kkid,
you're sure not.” He was so tickled he
could hardly contain himself. “You
really beat those bums tonight.”

“1 wasn't the only man on the ice,”
Moad replied simply.

Callahan threw a sweaty jersey at
him. “I bet you wish there were more
of us around you when the battle

started.” No petty jealousies or bicker-
ings. A whole unit, fused as solid as
quartz.

By the middle of the season, the Ran-
gers were leading a snarling pack by a
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comfortable margin. The games be-
tween the Rangers and Eskimos were
hockey epics. Standing room was at a
premium when the Bullet and Couture
met. The fiercest hockey feud waged
for years, sporting columns agreed. The
Bullet repeatedly came up with a tiny
margin, driving Couture to wilder, more
desperate measures. Penalty after pen-
alty and he was still trying to break
the green Kkid.

Twelve stitches were taken in Moad’s
leg when Couture’'s skate raked him,
after he had fallen. The officials ab-
sorbed by rough high-sticking over
against the boards missed that one.
Moad was out for six games. The
Rangers missed his playing, the Eski-
mos whittling at their lead.

Moad repaid Couture the first pos-
sible chance. A savage body-check
lifted and threw the Eskimo defense-
man into the boards. Couture spat
three teeth on the ice. Blood streamed
from his mouth, but he refused to leave
the game. This feud was a bitter, driv-
ing, personal thing. Leave the ice and
lose a valuable opportunity to cripple
the grinning idiot across from him?
Couture would have tried to play on
broken pins.

Happy's smile was broad and con-
stant these days. “You know,” he con-
fided to Lalonde, “I used to eat a meal
and feel sour in my belly. Everything
agrees with me now. | wonder how
long it'll last.”

He hovered over Moad like a hen
with a lone chicken. Moad, his most
important cog in a highly-geared ma-
chine. Better keep him mentally and
physically atuned.

During a game with the last place
Hawks, the old, worried frown returned
to Happy's face. Moad drifted along
with the plays, was never an active part
of them. Not one body check meted
out the enter evening. He wore a grin,
that Happy thought irritably was down-

right idiotic. The Rangers lost, when
they were expected to sweep the ice.
The Bullet's faulty, sloppy checking
put men, time after time, on Callahan.
Five electrifying saves, before they
passed him. Another shot- bellied the
twines. The man shouldn’'t have been
even close.

“Get in the game,” Callahan growled
at Moad.

Moad only nodded vaguely and
skated away.

“The damn fool acts like he’s in
love,” Callahan told Happy after the

game. “He ain't sick. Better get him
going. Without the Bullet, this team
just ain’'t.”

Happy accused Moad directly. Re-
ceived the same, idotic grin. “Oh Lord,
Happy, I've met the swellest girl. I'm
bringing her to the game tonight. I'll
introduce you.” He refused to say
more.

Happy's nervous, roving glances
failed to locate the girl before game-
time. During the game, the Bullet's
mind was a million miles from hockey.
At the end, fans rode him with bite in
their voices. He never even heard them.

The team unravelled, became loose,
jerky instead of Happy’s closely-knit
unit. Happy removed Moad, but the
second-string defenseman failed to stem
the tide. Another game dropped. The
Eskimos won their tilt and crept to a
hair’s breath of the leading Rangers.

TJAPPY bit through his cigar as the
final buzzer sounded. Reached
for another, broke it with angry hands
and threw it on the floor in disgust. He
turned to give Moad a verbal lashing.
Moad was gone. The others had al-
ready clumped to the dressing room.
Happy arose wearily. That's what you
get for building around one, green Kkid,
he thought bitterly.
There was Moad, coming down an
aisle, still grinning like a damn fool.
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Like — the worse thing Happy could
think of—Ilike they just hadn’t lost a
game. He strangled a gasp, as he saw
the girl with Moad. Know her? He
ought to. Nona Velmar, hockey widow
of the league. Moad bringing her to a
game. Hell, he didn’'t have to. She was
always around.

The crazy kid would fall for someone
like this. She probably told him how
much she admired his playing, how
much she admired his big muscles. He
refrained from mirroring his disgust as
Moad introduced her. One look at the
dope’s face told him words would be
useless.

Nona’'s black eyes were cold, wary
until she decided Happy would say

nothing." Then she effused all over the
place. “Oh Mr. Hour. I've so ad-
mired you and your team. | was just
telling Jerry—"

Happy listened for a solid quarter
hour before he could break away. He
walked beside Moad into the dressing
room. “Boy, ain't she wonderful?”
breathed Moad. “And just think, she'd
go with a lug like me.”

Happy checked a snort. “Jeez,” he
said to Callahan. “I'm worried. |
don’t dare say anything to the kid. And
if he don’t snap out of it.” He shook
his head. “The Eskimos are in town
tomorrow night. That so and so would
have to get her hooks into him.”

“That ain’t nice language,” Callahan
reproved.

“This is serious,”
“Dammit—"

“1 know it is.” Callahan sobered in-
stantly. “If the kid plays tomorrow
night like he’s been playing, Couture’ll
lay him all over the ice.”

Callahan’s prediction came true.
Couture smashed over, around and
through the Bullet. Made him look like
the rankest of novices, had him backing
up time after time.

Happy groaned, swore and raved.

Happy growled.
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The red bulb behind the Ranger’s cage
flashed so often, he thought an epidemic
of crimson-colored fireflies had hit the
rink.

Once, the Bullet crouched in old-time
form. Shifted his stick restlessly as he
awaited the onrushing Couture. He's
after him, thought Happy exultantly.

“J-e-r-r-i-e.” A shrill, feminine
scream split the crowd noise. The Bul-
let turned his head apologetically, at-
tempted to skate Couture into the
boards, lost him. Callahan’s brilliant
save of Couture’s hard, low-flying shot
didn’t help Happy’'s apoplexy.

Happy shuddered at the final score.
Championship team? Hell, he knew
of prep-school outfits that could beat
this bunch. He backed Moad into a
corner of the dressing room and verb-
ally lashed him. “You're afraid of that
big bum,” he finished scornfully.

Some of the flame returned to the
kid’'s eyes. “1'm not,” he denied hotly.
“But—"

“But what,” Happy prompted.

“Well,” Moad said weakly. “Nona
doesn't want me getting hurt. She wor-
ries. She, I mean we, don’'t think you
have to play that kind of hockey.” He
waxed eloguent. “Look at Wee Wee.
He never gets slammed all over the ice.
You don't see him sitting in the box.
That's the kind of hockey, I'm going to
play. So Nona’'ll be proud,” he finished
stoutly.

“Lalonde’s small and fast,” Happy
patiently explained. He’s clever enough
with his stick, he don’'t have to smash
'em. He’s not hired to smash 'em. You
are. Beside,” Happy was roaring now.
“Who's running this team? Me or—"
He sputtered helplessly. “That— that
girl?”

“l gotta do something,” Happy
moaned to Callahan. “Moad’s off his
nut. A couple more games like the last
and we’'re headed for our old seat
around the furnace. | got burned too
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much last year,” he added plaintively.

' 1 '"HE Rangers dropped another game.

* Then another. Luckily, the hapless
Hawks rose up in wrath and tossed the
Eskimos for one. Every time Moad
got set for his famous pitch and toss,
that thin, shrill voice came, “J-e-r-
r-i-e.” Every time Happy heard the
voice, he jumped. His hands worked
convulsively, his face twitched.

“Sounds like she’s hired to keep the
kid from playing,” Callahan said
darkly.

“Naw,” Happy answered disgusted-
ly. “She's got herself a star athlete.
She’'s gonna see he stays wrapped
around her finger. Iceberg, | gotta do
something.”

Callahan left him sitting slumped on
a locker room bench.

Happy blessed the three, open days.
If this team didn’t collect its wits— He
wondered if his plan was working.

During the pre-game warmup with
the Cougars, Moad'’s face was a brown
study. He kept watching the crowded
seats and shaking his head. His prac-
tice sniping was abstract, listless.

“Listen, kid,” Happy pleaded ear-
nestly. “Play me a game like you used
to. Smash these guys down. We need
this one.”

“Nona didn't come tonight,” Moad
muttered. “She’'s been acting funny
lately. All last week—"

Happy shook him roughly. “Will you
get in there and play?”

“Oh, sure,” Moad answered despon-
dently.

His playing was better. The shrill
voice didn’'t stop him when the action
grew toughest. Almost, but not quite
the old Bullet. The Rangers eked
through by the sweating margin of a
goal rifled in by Hamilton late in the
last period.

They took a long swing around the
circuit. Moad’s playing was definitely
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better on the road. They even gained
a little on the out-in-front Eskimos.

Four home games left. Three of them
needed for the championship. Happy
wanted the top. He wasn’t content with
the playoffs now. Two tough ones left
with the Eskimos and those babies
would count.

Moad came to Happy the afternoon
of the opening game. His face was
strained, dejected. “Nona gave me the
air. She wouldn’'t say who for. I'm
gonna get plastered.” He left hur-
riedly, before Happy could stop him.”

< Happy spent the afternoon fran-
tically searching bars. No Moad.
What a hell of a plan. When he en-
tered the dressing room again, his eyes
popped open in amazement. Moad was
calmly pulling on his green and white
jersey. Happy stared helplessly.

As Moad clumped out to the ice, he
paused beside Happy. “You know,
Happy,” as if he had made a great dis-
covery, “I think I've been a damn fool.
When | left you, | didn’t really want to
get drunk. | got to thinking and | was
kinda relieved. Boy, could she cling.
Kinda cramped my style.” He grinned,
embarrassed.

“Where you been all afternoon?”
Happy finally gasped.

Moad looked surprised. “Home,
sleeping. | want to really go tonight.”

'TH E Bullet ranged far and wide. He

made the opposing goalie’'s life a
nightmare. Puck-harriers shrunk from
coming down his lane.

“That's the Bullet, all right,” a gray-
haired veteran reporter nodded in the
press box. “For awhile, | was afraid he
was just a blank cartridge. Musta been
off his feed.”

Three games remained. Scattered
over two weeks. The next, with the Es-
kimos, one with the Hawks, finishing up
with the Eskimos. All three would look
good in the win column.
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When the Eskimos skated out, Cou-
ture wasn't with them. To all queries,
no one learned his whereabouts.
Funny, there had been no report of in-
jury. Only Happy seemed uncon-
cerned. “You know something,” Calla-
han accused.

“Who me?” Happy looked sur-
prised. “What're you kicking about?
That's a break for us.”

Without Couture, the Eskimos hung
and missed fire. Ranger wingmen had
a difficult time keeping ahead of the
Bullet. The home crowd was in ecstacy
at the final score, Sto 2.

No trouble with the Hawks. Right
down to the wire, neck and neck, the
Rangers and Eskimos. This final game
telling the story.

“Couture’ll be back tonight,” Happy
announced to Callahan and grinned.
“Last time this year, the kid meets him.
Wonder what'll happen.”

“You're smirking like you enjoy the
thought,” Callahan grumbled. “Re-
member last game?”

The partisan crowd on seat’s edge as
the game progressed. Couture’s bel-
ligerant attitude seemed dampened.
Twice, he missed his man. His goalie
did yeoman work behind him.

“Move over, guys,” Happy instructed
his reserves. “This guy really oughta
have a suit.” He made room for the
keen-eyed, white-haired man. “Jim,
you did it.”

“Looks like it,” Jim Blake, writer of
hockey’s most pertinent column, slid

into his seat. “Wanted to see the finish
from here.”

“There! He’'s away, Happy,” as the
Bullet soloed down the ice. “At Cou-
ture. Now what happens?”

The lightning flick of hips. Blades

flashing almost too fast for eyes to fol-
low, the Bullet was across center ice,
through the first line. At Couture.
Without swerving. Picking up speed.
Couture crouched. A thin, shrill
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voice tore out of the crowd bedlam.
“T-0-m-m-i-e, Tommie.” High, com-
manding. Couture straightened, poked
weakly with his stick. The Bullet was
past, rifling one at the nets. It passed
the Eskimo goalie before he could move
a hand.

Jim Blake looked at Happy, nodded

solemnly. “1 hope Couture enjoyed his
honeymoon. He ain’'t going to enjoy
this.”

Happy guffawed in glee. “I couldn’t
worked it without your help, Jim. 1
said she’'d take a star instead of a green
kid. When you told Couture nobody
could take Moad'’s girl, it worked. He
would have to outdo the kid and she
took him. Look! Moad’s through again.
Oh, sweet,” as Moad passed crisply to
Lalonde. “Chalk us up another one,
Jim.” He slid down on his spine, sighed
blissfully. “This is one game I'm gonna
enjoy.”

It wasn't a hockey game. It was a

rout. Four Ranger goals in the first pe-
riod. Two more in the second. Cy-
clone Couture was gone. In his place,

T-0-m-m-i-e Couture.

Happy relieved Moad in the second
period. The Blonde Bullet was burst-
ing with news. “You know where Cou-
ture’'s been? On his honeymoon. He's
the guy Nona threw me over for.” He
stopped, his brows wrinkled. “Gee, I
feel kinda sorry—"

Happy straightened hastily. “Sorry?
I thought you was glad she was gone.
You said she cramped you too much—"

“Oh her,” Moad interrupted with a
wave of his hand. “I wasn't thinking
of her. | was thinking of Couture. It
won’'t be much fun playing against him
now. I'm gonna miss all that fun.”

Happy thought of all the bumps, the
bruises, the high-carried sticks, the el-
bows this kid had taken from Couture.
“Hell's fire,” he grunted helplessly,
pushing Moad towards the dasher. “Go
out and shoot me another goal.”
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He forced himself to greater efforts, the roar of the mob like thunder in his ears!

Shoulders of concrete and arms of steel stood in Roy Waiter’s path
to gridiron glory. and he was substituting for an All-American
cannonball!

R OY WANER jammed his helmet

on his kinky blond head. The

-firm line of the sophomore’s jaw
set grimly. The blue eyes gleamed with
the flash of battle. This might be a
practice session to others, but to Roy
Waner it meant his chance, his crack
at what meant so much to him.

Off to one side stood two men wear-
ing sweat shirts over baseball uniforms.
Budge Hoffman, Blakely’'s assistant
coach, turned to his superior, Coach
Jonas Barton.

“Watch Waner, Chief.
I was telling you about.”

Barton’s dark eyes frowned. It didn't
seem in the cards that he should hear
good news. This was just one of those
years. The newspapers, alumni and
even the students were saying he had
outlived his usefulness. On paper he
had great material. But with only two

He’s the kid

games to go he was still experimenting.

Now he had mixed up his teams as
he practiced Ardale’s plays. Team A's
backfield lined up behind the B line and
the B backfield behind the A line, with
a few scrubs added. Roy Waner was
one of these scrub backs.

The Ardale reverse was clicking.
Once again a swiftly forming wedge
smacked into Riggs Talbert. Last year
some selector had mentioned Talbert in
his All-American guard choices and this
year Talbert had needed an oversize
head guard.

Once again the interference brushed
Talbert aside. But the ball carrier
didn't get very far. A blond cannon-
ball flashed into the breach. Shoulders
of concrete smacked the carrier. Arms
of steel wrapped around the legs. A
lift and a charge tossed a very much
surprised first string back, Mai Heav-
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ing, for a loss.
Heaving smacked the turf, stared up
at Waner, and then smiled. “Nice go-

ing, kid. | thought a freight train hit
me.”

Waner felt embarrassed by the
praise. “Oh, you shouldn’'t have gotten

as far as you did. If Talbert carried his
charge lower he wouldn't be taken
out—"

“What's that?”

Waner turned to find Talbert, with
cockiness and now anger written all
over his dark features, crowding up on
him.

“Are you trying to tell me how to
play my position, sophomore? Listen,
it's a good thing you are behind me and
not trying to carry the ball through me.
1'd slap you down.”

Waner flushed with anger. He did
not like Talbert. Talbert had expected
to be elected captain. But he was too
unpopular to win that honor. Judging
from his play this year, Talbert sulked
like Achilles, safe in the knowledge that
Blakely had no fit candidate for his po-

sition. And Roy Waner had no use for
a shirker.
But before Talbert could reply,

Coach Barton thrust himself into the
knot of players. Sarcasm dripped from
his lips. “So we have actually reached
the stage where we are passing out chal-
lenges. All right, Heaving, swap places
with Mister Waner. We want to see
how good Mister Talbert is at stopping
that play.”

Roy Waner felt the hair curl up on
the back of his neck. He had worked
so hard for this opportunity to show
Coach Barton that he had the goods,
and now he had probably booted his
chances by getting into a jam with Tal-
bert. He went into the opposite back-
field aware of sly grins. He had no de-
sire to battle with Talbert. Football
meant far more to him than settling a
grudge.
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He couldn’t back out of the assign-
ment, however. He took the ball and
he cracked Riggs Talbert on the line of
scrimmage. Talbert came forward with
a charge and lift that was more like the
Talbert of the previous year. Roy
Waner was belted hard against the
yielding turf.

""TALBERT rose with a smirk on his

A face. Waner shook himself and
went back to position. When Waner
carried again it was he who charged
low, arm out stiff, piano legs pumping
in high knee action—and it was Talbert
who was knocked flying.

A third time it was the terrible irre-
sistible force meeting the immovable
object. Both of them flopped on the
line of scrimmage and lay there for a
good moment.

Barton’s whistle shrilled. “All right.
You two go in and cool off. If | had a
little more action like that on Saturday
we might get somewhere.”

Waner and Talbert turned toward
the sidelines. All anger had vanished
from Waner’'s makeup. He offered his
hand to Talbert, but the latter refused
it with a sneer.

“Are you trying to play me for a
sucker? | know your game. You hoped
to attract attention to yourself by tak-
ing advantage of my reputation as a
player.”

Waner burned the color of a sun-
roasted brick. “Listen, Talbert,” he
said, “you’re a false alarm, an accident.
You're actually such a rotten guard that
| could take your job away from you if
| wanted to.”

Talbert roared and stood and glared
at Waner until the latter burned to a
crisp.

“You take my job away from me?
That's the laugh of the week. Wait
until | tell that to the gang. You—take
my job as guard. Boy, what a pip.”

Waner's ears as well as his cheeks
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should have been burning, because at
the moment he was the subject of dis-
cussion.

Budge Hoffman, looking after the
well set up figure of the young sopho-
more, said to the coach, “Chief, how
do you like my discovery? Haven't |
got something in young Waner?”

“Yes, for next year, perhaps.”

“Next year?” exclaimed the assist-
ant.

“Yes. I've got all the backfield stars
I need. What | want is linemen. That’s
always the why it is in football, one
year you can't put your finger on a good
center and you have a dozen quarter-
backs. Next season you haven't a
quarterback and you're lousy with cen-
ters. This year it's guards. That is
why we don't click. What's the matter
with our alumni, anyway? We were
going to have such great line prospects.
MacCusland, Fowler, Bates.”

“Yeah,” agreed Budge, scratching
his head. “MacCusland went to West
Point, Fowler—no one knows what be-
came of him, maybe he joined the army
—and Bates couldn’t pass the Board
exams.” But he saw that the coach
wasn't listening, so Budge fell back on
his initial request.

“This Waner kid— 1 think you ought
to give him a chance, Chief. | never
saw a kid so eager to be a backfield
star.”

“Maybe,” mused the coach. “He has
a football name, anyway. Remember
Jim Waner, the great Yale back?”

“Yeah. He wrecked his stock broker
firm and comitted suicide, didn't he?”

“No he didn't,” snapped Barton.
“That was the impression when he died.
But afterwards it was found that his
firm was solvent and that death from
pnuemonia as a result of overwork was
the true verdict. However, that's got
nothing to do with us. Take over the
squad and give them some forward
passing work. Ardale may take to the
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air on us Saturday.”

The grapevine thrives handsomely
on the college campus. It wasn’t long
before Roy Waner’s threat to oust Bla-
kely’'s only All-American mention from
his position began to sweep through the
dormitories. Eventually the story came
to the coach.

When the squad reported the next
day Waner was the object of pointed
remarks. The comments were humor-
ous or sarcastic according to whether
the man disliked or liked Riggs Talbert.
Roy Waner kept his lips tightly com-
pressed as he realized that he had talked
too much for his own good.

Out on the field Coach Barton drew
him aside. “Waner,” he said grimly,
“1 understand you told Talbert that
you could beat him out of his position
if you had a mind to.”

Waner looked over to where the
squad was watching him. They might
be oqgt of ear shot, but they had a pretty
good idea of what the coach was saying.

“l1 was a little upset I guess,” said
Waner somewhat apologetically.

“You wouldn't make that statement
unless you had some idea of how the
position should be played,” snapped the
coach.

YV/ANER looked wide eyed at the

** coach excited by the level gaze.
Did the coach suspect? Did he know?
Waner felt his heart pounding, his
temples throbbed, his lips felt dry and
he licked them with his tongue.

“I—1 played some at school,” he
gulped. “Filled in—1 mean.”

“That's what | thought,” rasped Bar-
ton. His keen eyes ran over the splen-
did physique of Waner. “You've got
the build of a guard. I'm turning you
over to the line coach.”

“No,” protested Waner in alarm.
And then as Barton wheeled back to
him, his face storming with anger, Wag-
ner softened his protest.
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“1 mean | want to play in the back-
field.”

“You want to? Who is running this
squad? Sure, everyone wants to be a
back. They want the applause and the
headlines—"

“That isn't my reason,” insisted Wa-
ner.

“l1 don’t care what your reason is,”
cracked Barton. “You're a guard—or
nothing.”

Waner reported to Debs Feely, the
line coach, and did everything Feely
asked him to. But Feely had reason
not to be satisfied. He had been tipped
off by Barton that Waner had protested
being shifted to the line. Feely rode
Waner, but that didn't help. Waner
wasn't lying down. He loved football
too much to dog it intentionally. But
his heart wasn't in his work. It was so
important to him to be a back. At least,
he thought so.

To make matters worse the word got
around that Waner had come out for
guard because of his threat to take Tal-
bert's job away from him. Talbert, an
All-American—and a rookie was going
to take his job. What a laugh.

Talbert and his cronies watched Wa-
ner work whenever possible and no at-
tempt was made to guard their critic-
ism. Waner burned inwardly at their
jibes, but sometimes he thought there
would be greater relish in actually going
through with his threat to supplant the
Great Talbert. No, he mustn't let his
emotions sway him.

Despite the fact that he had not
shown enough in his line practice ses-
sions to warrant his transfer from the
backfield squad, Waner was placed at
guard in scrimmage on the Thursday
before the Ardale game.

The teams lined up. Roy Waner
lunged through the line—and a back
went through his position only to be
smacked down by a secondary. On the
next play Waner was properly scissored

and another gain was made through his
spot.

Riggs Talbert came over and gave
him the horse laugh. “And you were
the guy who was going to take my job
away. Or was it two other fellows?”

Roy Waner bit his lip while inwardly
he seethed. How he longed to teach
that leering Talbert a lesson. What a
humiliation it would be to have a sopho-
more, and a converted back at that,
beat out the man who couldn’t forget
that he had been named as an All-
American.

But Roy Waner caught hold of him-
self. He must not yield to temptation.
He must get back on the backfield
squad as soon as possible.

Waner failed to show any better on
the offensive than he did on the defen-
sive, and Barton’s style of play called
for the left guard to come out of the
line and lead the interference.

It was because Waner had revealed
both speed and hard hitting power that
Coach Barton had hoped he had found
an answer to his problem.

On Friday the squad eased off for its
game with Ardale. At the beginning of
the season Blakely figured to take Ar-
dale with ease; but Ardale had shown
better football than had been expected
by the experts.

In contrast, Blakely’'s ragged perfor-
mances to date had the hammers ring-
ing. Because of its backfield strength
the Blue had rolled up an impressive
score. But other teams rambled over
the Blakely goal line as if they had a
mortgage on it. Blakely had won three,
tied two and lost one. And the two
really tough games lay ahead— Ardale
and Kenniston.

A COOL, crisp day found Roy Wa-

ner in his usual spot—on the
bench. Narrowed eyes watched as Bla-
kely won the toss and took the south
goal with the wind behind it. Would
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Barton relent and stick him in the back-
field on the strength of what he had
shown earlier in the week and forget
all about the guard business? If he
could only get in that backfield for five
minutes he would show the coach some-
thing.

But the breaks went against Blakely
immediately. On the first play from
scrimmage, Waner'saw Talbert fail dis-
mally. On the snap of the ball the Ar-
dale center, playing in the line, hurled
himself at the self-satisfied Talbert and
flattened him. A secondary came
through the hole and cracked Heaving
before the Blakely back got a real hold
on the ball given to him on a reverse.

The ball plopped free and a swarm of
Ardale players fell on the bounding
pigskin on Blakely’'s twenty-six yard
line!

Waner had leaped to his feet along
with other players on the bench. A man
next to Waner exclaimed, “Look at
Heaving. What's he got-—b utter
fingers?”

“That wasn't Heaving's fault,” ex-
claimed Waner. “Talbert let the man
through—" He checked himself. He
saw he’was talking to one of Talbert’'s
friends. He sat down and turned his
attention to the field. Blakely players
stood limp with discouragement, all but
the strutting Talbert. Ardale players
hopped around joyously over the break
and huddled quickly.

They came out of the huddle. Waner
saw them shift. He saw an end tense
himself. It was on Waner's lips to yell,
“Watch for a pass!”

No dice. The ball snapped back. The
passer drifted. The ball shot from his
hand—and down on the Blakely eight
yard line the end leaped up to grab the
pumpkin!

Blakely called time. Barton sent in
new men—to no avail. On the next
play Ardale powered through Talbert's
position to send the ball over the goal
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linel

Blakely received but failed to get go-
ing. Barton made more changes, Tal-
bert came out, but his successor pos-
sessed obvious faults. Waner saw Bar-
ton’s eyes linger on him speculatively,
and then pass on to Talbert.

“Okay, Talbert, go back.”

A satisfied, almost gloating smile
played on Talbert’s lips as he ran back
to his position. He. turned on the heat,
crashing through the Ardale line spec-
tacularly even if he usually lunged at
open space. The half ended without
Blakely scoring.

The team trudged disconsolately into
the dressing room—and the sickest man
of all was Roy Waner. He was seeing
himself in a new light, and the sight was
far from pleasant. What a fool he had
been.

The returning Blakely team received
a cheer that warmed the cockles of Roy
Waner’'s heart and lent power to the
purpose that had been forming within
him. Who was he to set his personal
desires above the welfare of the college?
In his heart he had been critical of
Riggs Talbert for failing to give his best
because he had not been elected cap-
tain. Well, was he any better?

The referee’s whistle shrilled and the
starting elevens ran out onto the field.
Riggs Talbert was in the line of blue
that raced down under the Kick-off.
Blakely pressed hard. Blue jerseyed
bodies crashed in on the Ardale forma-
tions. It seemed that Blakely had at
last awakened.

Ardale was forced to kick, and Peter-
sen, lanky Blakely end, all but blocked
the kick. Waner watched the Blakely
machine function with a smoothness
that ironed out some of the wrinkles on
Coach Barton'’s leathery face. And then
the machine missed fire.

Ardale had been hitting Talbert
hard. Waner had been watching the
guard on every play. Everything that
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was legitimate had been tossed at him.
Whether the play went through Tal-
bert's position or not a husky Ardale
forward or two smacked him and
smacked him hard. Well, it's strategy
to find a weak spot and then work on it.

DOY WANER saw the wrinkles re-
~ turn tg Barton’s face. He saw the
coach look over the bench. Waner got
up and crossed to the coach.
“Coach, I'd like to go in—as guard.”
“Guard?” questioned Barton frown-
ing. “On what you showed this week?”
“1 didn't show you my best,” con-

fessed Roy. “I can play guard. | am
Roy Fowler.”
“Fowler?” repeated the amazed

coach. “You mean you're the All-Inter-
scholastic guard who never showed up
here?”

“1’ve been here. You see, | wanted to
play in the backfield—"

“Oh, you wanted to play in the back-
field,” repeated the coach through
clenched teeth. “So, all the time we
have been needing linesmen you’ve been
masquerading under a phony name.
And you had to take the name of a great
back at that. All right, Mister Roy
Waner-Fowler, I'm sending you in—
into the club house. Take off your uni-
form.”

Waner stared incredulously. “But
you don’'t understand. I'm sure | can
plug up that hole on the defensive and
lead the interference as running guard.”

Muscles rippled in the coach’s lean
jaws. “Sure, you'd like to make head-
lines. Well, not on my team. I'm fed
up on you glory grabbers and grand
standers. Go on. Into the club house
before | lose my temper.”

Ray Waner turned and left for the
club house with head down. Across the
way Ardale fans were cheering another
Ardale drive.

If the coach would only let him ex-
plain. Sure, he had been wrong. But
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not for the reasons the coach implied.
He wasn’'t seeking glory. Not for him-
self, anyway.

Blakely was beaten 37 to 7. It was
the worst slaughtering in the history of
the oldest Blakely grad. Under-grad-
uates and alumni went scalp hunting.
If Ardale could beat Blakely by such a
score, what would Kenniston do on the
following Saturday?

Abuse and criticism rained down on
the luckless head of Coach Barton. But
the hungry hammer wielders wanted to
swing at some player too.

Someone remembered that Roy
Waner had been kicked off the bench
and sent to the club house. A sub with
alert ears had tuned in on the bawling
out. It seemed that Waner wasn't
Waner at all. He was the famous Roy
Fowler. But he didn’'t want to play in
the line. He wanted to be a half back
or nothing.

Roy Whaner heard the whisperings
and saw the dark looks sent his way in
class and on the campus walks as he
traveled alone. But the line of his jaw
set grimly. He wasn't the first man to
be condemned without a hearing.

The Blakely squad went about their
preparation for the season’s objective
game with Kenniston like so many men
in the death house awaiting the day of
execution. Roy Whner did not even at-
tend practice.

A cool, crisp November afternoon
found the Blakely Stadium filled with
fans who never missed this annual
classic. Gloom, or at best, a forlorn
hope, shrouded one side of the stadium
while across the way floated the confi-
dent orange pennants of Kenniston.

'THE two starting elevens took their
~ positions. A hush settled over the
thousands leaning forward. A shrill
whistle shattered the stillness. The
long line of blue moved forward.

From the passageway behind the
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detailed criticism. Experienced writers patiently
correct your work and help develop your style
to suit the demands of the modern magazine
market. You ask all the questions you like. As
your ability grows you get a chance to concen-
trate on the sort of thing you do best—essays,
features, short sketches, etc.

Writers themselves active in the magazine field
help you find your best outlets, often suggest
markets you might never have heard of.

\ me
the nightmare
of false teeth.”

SEND THE COUPON TODAY for the free
booklet which tells how you may get started
toward a writing career.

THE MAGAZINE INSTITUTE. Otpt H-I-83
SO Rockefeller Plan, New York, N. Y.

Please send your booklet, without obligation, to:

N an*::::

Address, itS.........ccoen. e et .
{Inquiries confidential. No salesman will call.)

REAP MARVEL COMICS— ALL COLOR

COMPLETE SPORTS

IBlakely squad a uniformed figure ap-
Jpeared. He squeezed himself into the
rear row of subs. Startled faces stared
at him, and then turned toward the field.

A wave of Orange moved up on the
scattered Blakely players. A crescendo
yell rose from across the way as the ball
carrier fought through blue arms and
finally reached the thirty-eight yard line
on a great run back.

Roy Waner, sitting unnoticed in the
back row of subs, saw Kenniston come
out of a huddle. He studied the posi-
tions of each man. He saw the reverse
unroll. He watched as the ball carrier
cut sharply into the line. And where
Talbert should have been blocking the
way there was a yawning gap.

The ball carrier shot through, cut
back, swerved and wiggled his way for
twelve yards to midfield.

Orange players leaped off the ground
smartly. Kenniston was keyed up. This
was their day. Nothing could stop them.
Perfectly executed running plays ripped
the blue line. First down piled up on
first down and Kenniston went over in
less than five minutes of play.

Blakely received but the Orange
wave engulfed the running attack.
Blakely had to kick. Waner saw Ken-
niston take the ball on its forty, run
back the kick twenty yards and then
power over again for a second score.

On the goal line play time was taken
out and Talbert limped off the field.
Maybe it was one of those leg injuries
that are cured by the final whistle.

Killion went in, and did a fair defen-
sive job when Kenniston took over the
ball again, which was soon enough. But
at the turn of the quarter the orange
tornado blasted over for its third score.

Trailing by three touchdowns, Blake-
ly made an effort to get going again, but
once more failed to get as much as a
first down. Heaving got off a good kick
and a diving tackle by Peterson pinned
the receiver on the Kenniston thirty-.

ILLUSTRATED STORIES!
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three.

On the next play, a power buck
through the weak side buried Killion.
Blakely took time out again. Coach
Barton looked around for a replace-
ment. Roy Waner came out of his place
on the top tier and descended to the
coach. Barton glared at him.

“1 thought 1 told you to take off your
uniform.”

Waner answered calmly: “That was
last Saturday.”

Barton stared at his man. Waner
stared back.

Barton was the first to waver. “You
must have had some reason for con-
cealing your identity,” he said.

“1 had a very good reason.”

“Never mind it now,” snapped the
coach. “I'm ready to play a hunch. Go
in for Killion.”

Waner raced out onto the field and
the referee’s whistle blew. Waner re-
ported. Killion went out. The Blakely
players stared at Waner.

Waner went into his spot In the line
and went down on one knee. Kenniston
came out of the huddle and shifted to
the right. Waner found himself con-
fronted by a pair of guards. He sensed
that they were going to try to scissors
him. Waner watched the ball out of the
corner of his eye.

A S the ball left the center’s fingers

Waner shot forward. He hit one
startled guard and lifted him out of
position. Using his large hands legiti-
mately, Waner banged the other man
aside.

Behind the line Kenniston's effective
reverse was forming. A streak of blue
broke inon it. A pair of arms encircled
the ball carrier about the knees and
crashed him for a five yard loss. The
Blakely fans had their first chance to
cheer, and they really yelled.

Again Kenniston huddled. The

Orange came out. Watching closely, '
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Getting Up Nights
Makes Many Feel Old

Do you feel older than you are or suffer from
Getting Up Nights, Backache, Nervousness, Deg
Pains, Dizziness, Swollen Ankles, Rheumatic
Pains, Burning, scanty or frequent passages? If
so, remember that your Kidneys are vital to your
health and that these symptoms may be due to
non-organlc and non-systemic Kidney and Blad-
der troubles—in such cases CYSTEX (a physi-
cian’'s prescription) usually gkl\(es prompt and
joyous relief by helping the Kidneys hush out
poisonous excess acids and_wastes. You have
everything to gain and nothing to l-ose In tryin
Cystex. An iron-clad guarantee wrapped aroun
each package assures a refund of your mon_e¥_ on
return of empty package unless fully satisfied
Don’'t take chances on any Kidney medicine that

is not" guaranteed. Don’t de-
lay. et Cystex _(Sies-tex)
from E\)/our druggist today.
Only 35c. The guarantee pro-
tects you.
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BACKACHE?

Try Flushing Excess Poisons
And Acid Thru Kidneys
And Stop Getting Up Nights

35 CENTS PROVES IT

When your kidneys are overtaxed and your
bladder is Irritated and passage scanty and often
smarts and burns, you may need Gold Medal
Haarlem Oil Capsules, a fine harmless stimulant
and diuretic that starts to work at once and costs
but 35 cents at any modem drugstore.

It's one good safe way to put more healthy ac-
tivity into kidneys and bladder —you should
sleep more soundly the whole night through. But
be sure to get GOLD MEDAL — it's a genuine
medicine for weak kidneys. Don't accept a sub-
stitute.
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INVENTORS

Don't daisy. Protect your idea with a Patent. Get Free Pat-
ent Guide. No charge for preliminary information. Write
Clarence A. OBrieti, Registered Patent Attorney, OM44
Adams Building, Washington, D. C.

COMPLETE SPORTS

Waner saw Felton unconsciously pick
the dirt from the cleats on his right
shoe. Yet he wasn’t in punt formation.
A quick kick? Waner took a deep
breath and felt he had called the play.

The ball shot back from the center.
But something else shot along with it.
That same streak of blue that had been
in the backfield a moment before. Fel-
ton backed up for his quick kick. The
ball pumped off his foot, but a wall of
blue loomed up in front of him.

Waner felt the ball bounce off his
chest. His charge carried him forward.
As his feet hit the turf he looked up and
saw the ball dropping in front of him.
Waner lunged. His outstretched hands
grabbed up the pigskin.

Felton took a shot at him. Waner
spun around, recovered balance and got
under way. A Kenniston back gave
chase, but Waner pivoted. He shot off
at a tangent and threw off pursuit. Then
he straightened out. Fresh into the
game, his winged feet gained .speed, and
he breezed over for a score.

The half ended a few seconds later.
And the teams went off the field with
Kenniston leading 19 to 7.

And the Kenniston rooters could dis-
count that Blakely touchdown. It had
been scored on a fluke. Fluke? Well,
maybe.

Coach Barton didn’'t think so as he
faced the group of tired players in the
dressingroom.

“1 was going to give you a fight talk,”
he said. “I intended to flay you alive
in the hope | might put some pep into
you. I've changed my mind. Maybe
that touchdown we got looked like an
accident. Maybe we were lucky. But
that's football. The breaks are there if
you keep your eyes open. We can still
win this game.”

The second half started with Roy
Waner still in at left guard. With
Waner leading the attack, Blakely be-
gan to roll off sizeable gains. Kenniston

DID YOU READ— SNAP— The New PICTURE MAGAZINE— NOW ON SALE— 10c
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forgot that lopsided score they were go-
ing to pile up. Instead, the Orange
played strictly defensive ball.

Blakely kept driving the Orange
back, but it was not until the closing
minutes of the third quarter that they
had Kenniston in the shadow of its goal
as the result of a coffin corner Kick.

With the ball on the six yard line,
Felton went back in the end zone to
punt out of danger. The Orange line
stiffened. Roy Waner tensed. Care-
fully his blue eyes sought a weak spot in
that orange line.

Roy glared at a guard. The ball
snapped, but even as it left the center’s
fingers Waner swerved and went in over
the center. A back took a shot at him,
but he wheeled aside. An up-flung arm
hurled itself in the path of the kick. The
ball bounded off the flat of his hand.

A roar went up from the frenzied fans
as the loose ball bobbled around the end
zone. It seemed as if a dozen bodies
lunged for the oval. But when the
referee unpeeled the players it was Roy
Waner resting on the ball |

DEFORE a cheering mob of aroused
~  Blakely fans, Heaving kicked the
extra point to make the score Kenniston
19, Blakely 14. There was less than a
touchdown difference between the
teams in a game that was expected to
be one-sided.

Kenniston received as the final
guarter began. With shadows creeping
over the gridiron, the Orange tried
desperately to smother the ball. Long
boots helped by the wind compensated
for the Blakely drives that powered
over tackles with Roy Waner swinging
out of the line to lead the interference.

Repeatedly Judson called his power
plays. Time after time the tired Roy
Waner came out to lead the attack. The
average fan saw Heaving or Melton
roll over the Orange for sizable gains.
But your expert fan knew that Roy

Old Age Insurance
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Costs Only One-Cent~a-Day

The National Protective Insurance Co., 423 Pickwick Bldg.,
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FREE SAMPLES OF REMARK-

ABLE TREATMENT FOR

Stomach Ulcers

Due to Gastric Hyperacidity

H- H- Bromley» of Shelburne, Vt,,
X®writes: “1 suffered for yews with
acid-stomach trouble. My doctors told
me | had acid stomach ulcers and
would have to diet the rest of my life,
Before taking your treatment | had
lost a lot of weight and could eat
nothing but soft foods and milk.
After taking Von's Tablets, | felt perfectl
well, ate almost anything and gained bac
o ) . he weight | had lost." 1f you suffer from
inaigeetioo, gastritis, heartburn, bloating or any othef stomach trou-
ble ‘due to gastric hyperacidity, j'ou, too, should try Von's for
prompt relief. Send for FREE Samples of this remarkable treat-
ment _ana_details of trial offer with money back guarantee. In-
structive Booklet is included. Write:
PHILADELPHIA VON CO.

Fox Building, Philadelphia,, Pa.

If Ruptured
Try This Out

Modem Protection Provides Great Comfort and
Holding' Security
Without Tortuous Truss Wearing

An “eye-opening” revelation in sensible and
comfortable reducible ru_?ture protection _ma%/_ be
yours for the asking, without cost or obligation
SimpB/ send name and address to William S. Rice
Inc., Dept. 82-P, Adams, N. Y., and full details of
the new and different Rice Method will be sent you
Free. Without hard flesh—gougqmg pads or for-
menting pressure, here’s a Support that has
brought Jo]y and comfort to thousands—by releas-
ing them from Trusses with springs and straps,
that bind and cut. Designed to securely hold a
rupture up and in where it belongs and 'get give
freedom of body and genuine comfort. or full
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COMPLETE SPORTS

Waner battered down the defenses.

Roy Waner provided the artillery
that blasted the holes in the enemy line.
The backs, one of which Roy Waner
had hoped to be, made the gains.

Down by the Ardale goal line, the
Orange took time out again. And when
play started again the Orange changed
its style of play. Tip Condon, the Ken-
niston coach, decided that the best
defense was a good offense.

Kenniston suddenly opened up with
its first quarter scoring plays. An un-
expected lateral swept the Blakely right
end for a fifteen yard gain. A line play
failed, but then the lateral was reversed
and a swing around the Blakely left end
went for seventeen more.

Blakely took time out. And now the
Kenniston cheer leaders had a chance
to pull out some real Kenniston yells.

The whistle shrilled and the two
teams came back into position. Only a
minute or two of play remained. And
Kenniston had the upper hand. Atten-
tion was focused on the ends. Roy
Waner, crouching in the cleat-torn turf
saw where attention was directed by his
mates. And suddenly the blood rushed
hotly through his veins. He had an idea.

As the Kenniston quarterback
chirped his signals, Waner seemed
tensed to swing out to back up his left
end. But out of the corner of his eye
he watched the fingers of the Kenniston
center on the ball.

Even as those fingers tightened and
the ball moved, Roy Waner sprang like
acoiled spring. He shot straight through
the line into the Kenniston backfield.
The ball snapped back into the quarter-
back’s waiting hands. Ahead of him
moved the tail back, ready to take a
lateral. Twenty yards away from him
was pay dirt in the Blakely end zone.
But even a gain of three yards would
give him a first down and a new series
of downs. And before those downs
could be run off the game would be over

COMIC COLORED MAGAZINE— I0e
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and Kenniston would win.

All the tail back needed to do was
grab the ball. But even as he reached
back for the lateral a pair of blue clad
arms sprang high into the air. Large
hands clasped about the pigskin.

The hands came down with the ball
—and without breaking stride, Roy
Waner leaped away on an interception.

A sudden silence stilled the wonder-
ing spectators. And then from the
Blakely side came a roar of joy. A
Blakely man had the ball. A clear field
deep in shadows stretched ahead of him.

Cleated boots pounded behind Roy
Waner. He glanced over his shoulder.
Desperate Kenniston men were in pur-
suit. Waner drew deep of the Novem-
ber air. He gritted his teeth. He wasn't
good enough for a halfback. He was
only a running guard. Well, he'd show
them some running.

TVIJEN fresh into the game were on

his heels. Legs that were tired
from incessant blocking lifted and fell.
Every muscle strained. His helmet fell
over his staring eyes and he yanked it
off.

The midfield stripe passed under his
striding legs. The pounding feet
sounded closer. He forced himself to
greater efforts. The roar of the mob
was like the thunder of surf in his ears.
Forty yards to go, thirty, twenty—

Something hit him from behind. He
staggered, recovered and stumbled on.
Another crashing body smacked him
about the hips. Again he staggered.
Ten yards to go. A smashing blow on
his back. Arms and dead weight drag-
ging him down. Arms about his right
leg. He pulled, staggered? Five yards.
He flung himself forward—and dropped
across the line.

Blakely 20, Kenniston 19.
Waner smiled, and closed his eyes.

Inside the clubhouse, Roy Waner's
jubilant teammates finally gave him a

Roy

13

respite. Riggs Talbert came over and
held out his hand.

“1 was going to apologize,” he said.
“But instead | want to offer you my
thanks. You taught me a lesson, before
it was too late.”

Waner took the hand and grinned. “I
guess | taught myself a lesson. | wanted
to be a halfback or 1 wouldn’t play.
Maybe that is what football is for—to
teach us lessons.” He turned and found
Coach Barton smiling down at him.

“I'm glad you two got the right
slant,” he said. “And I'm glad my
hunch on you was right, Waner. Maybe
now you’ll tell me why you took an as-
sumed name.”

Waner looked away soberly. “Waner
is my real name,” he said. “Or it was.
An uncle brought me up and | took his
name. My father was Jim Waner.”

“Waner of Yale?” exclaimed the
coach. “Why, Budge Hoffman and |
were only discussing him last week.”

“And | bet,” said Waner, “you said
my father committed suicide.”

“No, | told Budge that there was a
retraction of that story—"

“Sure. But people forget the retrac-
tions. They remember only the false
original story. Now you know why |
wanted to be a back. | wanted to get
publicity. | wanted people to know
whose son | was. And then they would
remember my father, and remember the
truth.”

Barton rubbed his chin. “You
wanted publicity,” he mused. “As a
back. Listen, son, all over the country
today halfbacks scored touchdowns.
But are the papers going to play them
up, or are they going to play up the up-
set game where all the touchdowns were
scored by a guard?”

Waner's eyes widened. “Gee, that's
right. 1 did score all the touchdowns.”

“And son,” grinned the coach, “that’s
something. If you don’t think so, read
tomorrow’s papers.”
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learning.

Anatomy Charts & Booklet FREE

Enroll now and we will include uniform coat,
medical dictionary, patented reducing roller and
Hydro-Therapy supplies without extra cost. The
reducing course alone may be worth many times
the modest tuition fee.

Send coupon now for Anatomy Charts and booklet
containing photographs and letters from successful
graduates. These will all besent postpaid— FREE.

THE College of Swedish Massage (Successor to National College of
Massage),

Dept, BOS, 30 E. Adams St., Chioago.

You may send me FREE and postpaid. Anatomy Charts, booklet

containing photographs and letters from graduates, and complete

details of your offer.

Name

LOOK FOR THE SIGN OF THE RED CIRCLE ON THE MAGAZINE COVER— FUU VALUE— SURE!
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You NeedBTc?(l)Sk- YOUR CAR

JUST OUT!
Audels New Auto Guide

Audels New Automobile Guide Is New from Cover to Cover.

I've Contains all you need to know about the 1. Construction, 2.
Operation, 3. Service, 4. Repair of Modern Motor Cars, Trucks,

gotthe Buses and Diesel Engines. It contains Practical Information In
a Handy Form—1540 Pages—1540 Illustrations. Written by

answer an engineering authority and presented with forceful directness
m-PLAIN LANG IMRLE RERMS I-

lustrated. It Is an up-to-date authoritative Book of Complete

Instructions for all service Jobs giving a New Vision of the

The | automotive field. Covers the Entire Subject in Every Detail.

ALHOGuUIde Does Not Deal in Idle Theories, but gives Definite Directions

telling Exactly What To Do and How To Do It. It is Packed

Sure FH[H:“\IE Full with Important Information. Indispensable to Auto Me-
chanics, Service Men and Owners.

INSIDE VIEWS OF AUTOMOBILE PARTS
FUi.lv ILLUSTRATED

The contents is ProgressivelK_Arrant. ~*thus making it a Text Book
and a Reference Book, to which you wul re*. - again and again. This
book»com}l)_lete(lsy covers the Parts of an Autouiv-VI*—Automotive—

1YSi he Gas Engine—How a Gas Engine Wor”~»- ~Engine
Principles—Multi-Cylinder Engines—Horse Power—Automobile
Engines—Engines: tatmnar{_ Parts—Englnes: Moving Parts—Pis-
tons—Piston Rings—Connecting Rods—Crank Shafts—The Valves
—The Valve Gear—Cams and Cam Action—Valve Timing—Cooling
Systems—Gasoline—Fuel Feed Systems—The Mixture—Carbu-
retors—Automatic Choke—Super Chargers—Transmissions—Syn-
chro-Mesh—Clutches—Universalsand Propeller Shafts—The Differ-
ential —Rear Axles—The Running Gear—Brakes—Wheel Alignment
—Knee Action—Steering Gear—Tires—Lubricants and Lubrication
—Automotive Electricity—Ignition Systems—Magneto Ignition—
Spark quigs—lgm_tlon Coils—Distributors—Automatic Spark Con-
trol—Ignition Timing—Generators—Starters—Generator and Start-
er Testing—Lighting '§I_ystems—5torage Batteries—Battery Charg-
ing-Battery Testing Troubles.

The 1540 Illustrationsin this

ANSWERS YOUR QUESTIONS eaterr Cardand Meshanica DIESEL

drawings giving details for

SPARK PLUG guidance. They explain all E S
VALVE BONNET working parts and theirfunc- E N G I N
Alphabetical

tions. Index

lists 55 interesting and in-
\I/XIE\E/E ) E)\(/iﬁ\L/JEST structiv% c#aptgrs Wibt'h FU”y Treated
many sub-chapters—a big .
If you are Interested in the
(BEGINS TO (CLOSED) time saver. Coynstruction, Operation
OPEN) or Maintenance of Mod-
TO GET THIS ASSISTANCE ern Diesel Engines includ-
ingthe New 2cycle Diesel
FOR YOURSELF {mslneuw bfovlal? gflves F;_rac-
ical, Useful Information.
SIMPLY FILL IN AND Contains over 100 pages
MAIL COUPON TODAY on Diesel with many illus-

trations. All details thor-
oughly and clearly ex-

COMPLETE plained. These interesting

ages will answer your
iesel questions—save fuel

PAY $1 A R mplete with il Snswers.
ONLY | MO.

__ASKTO SEE IT!

THEO.AUDEL & CO.,49 West 23rd St.rNew York
Please send me postpaid AUDELS NEW AUTOMOBILE
GUIDE ($4) for free examination. If | decide to keep it, 1 will
send you $1 within 7 days: then remit $1 monthly until purchase
price of $4 is paid. Otherwise, | will return It to you promptly.

OIL PAN
~CRANK SHAFT GEAR .
Occupation__
INLET CAM SHAFT GEAR-'

SPECIMEN ILLUSTRATION — INSIDE Reference... . Quig.



GROUP LIFE
INSURES THE

TOTAL COST ONLY
$hoo0
B A MONTH

GRANDPARENTS, PARENTS,

CHILDREN, AGES 1T0 75

ALL INSURED IN ONE SINGLE
LIFE INSURANCE POUSY

Genu'ne Life Insurance —
No Medical Examination

The extremely low cost of this marvelous Family
Group Life Insurance Policy is made possible
because the Bankers Life and Casualty Co. has
reduced selling costs to a minimum . . . this
policy is sold by mail—no high-priced, high-
pressure selling agents will call on you. Book-
keeping costs have been reduced because an
entire family can be insured in a single policy—
requiring only one policy, one premium notice,
etc., etc., for as many as ten persons in a family.

FREE Inspection for 10 Days

Now everyone in your family may enjoy sound
life insurance protection. Regardless of which
member of your family dies ... or how they
die, after this policy is in full benefit, it pays
cash promptly. You don’t have to risk a penny
to inspect this policy ... we want you to examine
it carefully, ask your friends about it. Don’t
delay . . . you never know when misfortune
strikes. Be prepared with safe, sound life insur-
ance for every member of your family.

Send No Money— No Agent Will Call

Don’t send money! Just fill out the coupon and
get the details now, without a single penny of
expense to you. Learn all about the free 10-day
inspection offer.

ACT NOW « SEND COUPON!

POLICY THAT
ENTIRE FAMILY

*1,000.00 *2,000.00
Maximum Indemnity for Nat- Maximum Indemnity for
ural or Ordinary Death Auto'Accidental Death

*3,000.00

Maximum Triple Indemnity
for Travel Death

LIBERAL BENEFITS SHOWN IN TABLE BELOW
The amount of insurance payable upon the death of any of the
persons insured hereunder shall be the amount set out in the follow-
ing table for the attained age nearest birthday at death of such
person divided by the number of persons insured hereunder im-
mediately preceding such death.

Table of amount of insurance purchased by a
monthly payment of one dollar.

Natural
or Ordinar Auto Travel

Attained Acgléj:t?lta AC-Igaetl'IU Achléj:t?‘tal
at Death Amount Amount Amount
1-40 $1000.00 $2000.00 $3000.00
41-50 750.00 1500.00 2250.00
51-56 500.00 1000.00 1500.00
57-62 300.00 600.00 900.00
63-68 200.00 400.00 600.00
69-75 100.00 200.00 300.00

ACT NOW—- AND RETURN COUPON AT ONCE

BANKERS LIFE AND CASUALTY CO. B-w
Bankers Insurance Bldg., Jefferson Sta., Desk 128, Chicago, llI.

Please send details and tell me how to get the Family
Group Policy for free inspection.

L [ 13— State



