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Amazingly
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to getinto ELECTRICITY

Don’t spend your life waiting for $5 raises, in a dull, hopeless job. Now
e..and...forever. . .say good-bye to 25 and 35 dollars a week. Let
me show you how to qualify for jobs leading to salaries of $50, $60 and
up, a week, in Electricity—NOT by correspondence, but by an amaz-
ing way to teach, that makes you an electrical expert in 90 days! Get-
ting into Electricity is far easier than you imagine!

Learn Without Lessons in QQnas

Lack of experience—age, or ad=-
vanced education bars no one.
I don’t care if you don't know
&en armature from an air brake
—I don’t expect you tol Idon’t
care if you're 16 years old or 48
—it makes no difference! Don’t

letlack of money stop you. Most §

of the men at Coyne have no
more money than you have.

Railroad Fare
Allowed

1 will allow your railroad fare
to Chicago, and if you should
need part-time work I'll assist
you toit. Then,in12brief weeks
in the %reat roaring shops of
Coyne, I train you as you never
dreamed youcould betrained...
on the greatest outlay of elec-

d

etc., etc. That's a glimpse of
how wemake youamaster prac-
ticalelectricianin90days, teach-
ing you far more than the ave-
rage ordinary electrician ever
knowsand fitting you tostepin-
to jobsleading to big pay imme-
4 diately after graduation. Here,
in this world-famous Parent
school—and nowhere else inthe
world —can you get such trainingl

Jobs, Pay, Future

Don’t worry about a job, Coyne
training settles the jobquestion
for life. Demand for Coyne men
often exceeds the supply. Our
employment bureau gives you a
lifetimeservice.Twoweeksaft-
er duation Clyde F. Hart got
a position as electrician for the
Great Western Railroad at over
$100a week. That'snotunusual.

Prepare for Jobs
Like These

Here are a few of hundreds
of itions open to Coyne-
trained men. Ourfr pl
ment bureau gives you life-
time employment service.
Armature Expert

up to $100 a Week

trical apparatusever bl
inanyelectricalschool...costing
hundredsof thousandsofdollars
«..realdynamos,engines,power
plants, autos, switchboards,
transmitting stations...every-
thing from doorbells to farm
$Zad

Oparatar, ‘We canpoint toCoynemen mak-

ing up to $600 & month. $60 a

week is only the beginning of

your opportunity. You can go

into radio, battery, or automo-

ﬁvealectricalbusieessforyour-
t0$15,

neer
up to $150 & Week
Bervice Station Owner

up to $200 a Week
Ragio Expert up to $100 a Week

selfandmalk €ar.

powerand lighting . . .full
«..in full operation every day!

NOW IN OUR

S T e e e R N

Get the Facts

Coyne is your one great chance
togetintoelectricity. Everyob-
stacle is removed. Thisschoolis
80 years old—Coyne training is
tested—provenbeyond alldoubt
—endorsed by many large elec-
tricalconcerns. You can find out
everything absolutely free. Simply
mailthe coupon and let me send you
the big, free Coyne book of 150 pho~
tographs . . . facts . . . jobs. ..sa~
aries . .. opportunities. Tells you
how many earn expenses while train-
ng and how we assist our graduates
n the field. This does not obligate
you. Soactatonce. Justmail coupon,

Get This Free
Book,

e e R .

NO BOOKS NEW HOME I Mr. H. C. LEWIS, President
No Printed Lessons 535 This is ournew fireoroot, M Coyme Electrical School, Dept. 68-45
Nobooks,nobafflingcharts stalled thousands of dollars’ §l 500 S. Paulina Street, Chicago, lilinois
.« ..allrealactual work. ., ;gr&h °§§23nn§:7:e".tn'c.| Dear Mr. Lewis:
Girie ol . babie Svbmveteiretinont [ i derehs o Eaiond Fave 13 Ohicago. Fese.Hniploy:
e e e of Hoorspace devotedtothe M L R0 0L iR, Avistion Flectricity, and  Auto:

tical electricity in theworld. [] motive Courses, and how I can ‘‘earn while learning.”
Every comfortand conven-

ience has been arranged to

make you happy an

tented during your

real armatures, operatin
real motors, dynamos and

generators, wiringhouses
ELECTRICAL SCHOOL

COY NE FucTricaL scuoo |

500 S, Paulina Street, Dept. §9-45 Chicago, Iil. 2
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Go to High School at Home

You can secure a high school education right at
home by studying the splendid new courses re-
cently prepared by the International Correspon-
dence Schools.

These courses are equivalent to the courses"

given in resident high schools. They have been
specially arranged for men and women who
wish to meet college entrance examinations, to
qualify for a business position, or to make up
the education they missed when forced to leave
school too soon.

The College Preparatory Course, the High
School Commercial Course and the High
School English Course include English, algebra,
ancient, medieval, modern and U. S. History,
physiology, literature, geography, Latin, book-
keeping, drawing, geometry, shorthand, physics,
chemistry, salesmanship, advertising, civics,
trigonometry, economics, American business
law, corporation finance, money and bank-
ing, business and trade economics, etc. A
diploma is given at graduation.

The lessons are easy to understand and you
will make rapid progress because you will be
in a class by yourself and you will study under
the guidance of instructors who are sincerely
interested in helping you to get ahead and
achieve the bigger things in life.

Just mark and mail the coupon and we will
gladly send you interesting free booklets

Please mention this magazine

describing the High School Courses of the
International Correspondence Schools or any
other subject in which you are interested.

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS
““The Universal University’
Box 4901-8,8eranton, Penna.

Without cost or oblizltlon, meaue send me a copy of your book-
let, “Who Wins and Why, d full particulars about the subject
defore which 1 have muked X ln the list below:

[ College Prepar-tory Course
{]High School Commercial Course
[ High School English Course
{1 High School Vocational Course
[J High Schoel Agricultural Course

BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES

Business Management Salesmanship
Industrial Management Advertising

Pergonnel Management Business Correspondence
Traffic Management Show Card and Bign Lettering

[J Accounting and C. P. A. Stenography and Typing

Coaching English Civil Service

Cost Accounu.nz Rallway Mail Clerk
Bookkeeping ,omman School Subjects

L] Secretarial Work High School Subjects

O Spanish  [J French Illustrating [ Cartooning

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES

Electrical Engineering Architect
Electric Lighting Architects’ Blueprints
Mechanical Engineer Contractor and Builder
Mechanical Draftsman Architectural Draftsman
Machine Shop Practice Concrete Builder
Raflroad Positions Structural Englneer
Gas Engine Operating Chemistry (] Pharmacy
Civil Engineer [] Mining Automobile Work
{J Surveying and Mapping Airplane Engines
L[] Steam Engineering Agriculture  [] Navigation
[ Plumbing and Heating [ Mathematics [ Radlo

Nams

Street Address.

State.

City.

O

Persons_residing in Uzmada should send nm ooupan to the Interne-
tional Corr ools imited, Mentreal, Canade

when answering advertisements
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Bay goodbye to low
pay. Get into the B
AutoBusiness,
where big pay—
extramoney—rais-
es come quick! A
brilliant future
awaits you in the
World’s Biggest
Business! Earn

up to$100 aWeek

Common Schnol-
ing All You Need
fl Men between 15
and 60 with very
little education are
oming Garage
Owners, Superin~
tendents, Foremen.
Whether yon have
had years of Auto

experience, or never
Send coupon for twc‘;mfi a ea:beflgr-.

send for this Free
Free Auto Book! i L e

See how I train you
right at home, in ev~
ery branch of auto
work. Lea.m ow I
e you, auickly
easily, for the Bi
oh. p-yxnzupmsx
k—and me

Open Auto Shnn
Froo Book tells

R nior

money while u'-lnm1

& you the quick way to
§ %et in Lne for real

Consultation Service.
% howl help youget

o g Jol Send
nl' this remarkable
Free book. Clip cou-
pon now!

d 4 b ing Engin
it in Lomnlele traine < \ N'DTOR INST'TUTE
that I give you. t
l\'latwn (:aurse
nd ther
v::ln-ble faxtuuq in-

i7 you act quick
Also, writien money
agreement.

. W, COOKE
ecllnz En:lneer
MOTOR INSTITUTE ofAmg,
Hotorlnsmnte B‘;d: |be Dt. 2 '
5
Send at once gour FREE Book **Auto Facts." Also
fail pusticolaro of e R Fenining. Mo oblisation ooy pere

Name

Add:

BWRIST WAT(H

* GIVEN -

SEND No HBNEV—WE TRUST YOU
Snappy model, keeps perfect time. Guaranteed 5 ye:
Write for 12 boxes llenlh@Novn. Sell at 26¢ bol Wnsl \
s with stzzp et Yo 4 per plan i ) Big Catalog, Send Ny
e & s O

SCIENGCE FINDS
NEW DRUGCLESS
CLAND STIMULANT

Science has discovered a new method of applying a
positive-nature-force. The method is radically new,
wholly different—a tremendous step forward in re-
i ining and preserving prostate gland health.

mazing effects have been produced in thousands of
men, many beyond sixty.

“A  hundred years ahead of modern medicine,”
writes a New York physician. Doctors and Osteopaths
are using and prescribing it. Brings treatment
directly to the Prostate Gland without drugs, medi-
cine, massage, violet rays or the application of elec-
tricity. Absolutely safe—absolutely natural, pleasant
and easy to use.

Does what Gland Tablets can never do. Directly
stimulates the prostate gland, often bringing about an
amazing improvement within six days! Also fre-
quently tones up entire system, usually routs constipa-
tlon and piles. Bladder we akness and frequent pain-
ful urination often relieved as if by magic. So aston-
ishing is the cffect of this wonderful nature-force that
cither you feel ten years younger in six days, or you
pué nothing.

cientist’s FREE Book, “Why Many Men Are Old
At Forty,” explains these amazing facts about old
age. This book is now FREE. No obligations at all.
But write at once, as the edition is limited, and every
man past forty should know these vital facts. Simply
ask for FREE Book. The Electro-Thermal Co., 7621
Morris Ave., Steubenville, Ohio.

Please mention this magazine

CHELSEA HOUSE

New Copyrights

Tales of the West, of Love and Mys-
tery and Adventures on sea and land—
you can have them now, fresh from the
pens of your favorite authors. They are
real books, too—no reprints of old-timers
but new books bound in cloth, with
handsome stamping and jackets and all
for 75 cents. Ask your bookseller to
show you some of the books listed
below—

The Brand of " Good Books

THE GOLDEN BALL
Lilian Bennet-Thempson and George Hubbard

THE SHERIFF OF VACADA Joseph Montague
THE LOVES OF JANET Thomas Edgelow
MOON MAGIC Vivian Grey
THE MAVERICK OF MARBLE RANGE Robert J. Horton
ROGUES OF FORTUNE John Jay Chichester
DANCING JUDITH Coralie Stanton and Heath Hhosken
LOST ANTHILL MINE Arthur P. Hankins
THE SILENT CRACKSMAN John Jay Chichester
RESTLESS GUNS Whiliam Colt MacDonald
ANGEL FACE Vivian Grey
SPRUCE VALLEY Frank Richardson Plerce

THE BEAK OF DEATH
Lilian Bennet-Thompson and George Hubbard

RIDIN’ JIM GORMAN Joseph Montague
THE GIRL AT THE STAGE DOOR Beulah Poynter
THUNDER BRAKES Cherry Wilson
HAUNTED BELLS Madeleine Sharps Buchanan
BANDITS OF BALD HILL G. W. Barrington
RED PEARLS Merlin Moore Taylor
NICE G RL Vivian Grey
DECEIVER'S DOOR Christopher B. Booth
SQUATTERS’ RIGHTS George M. Johnson
BLACK SKIN AND BROWN Don Waters
THE ROAD TO BROADWAY Ellen Hegue and Jack Bechdolt
JuDY THE TORCH Arthur P. Hankins
WHITE WOLF'S LAW Hal Dunning

75¢c 75¢
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s 400
?Cax %Tl‘:;;npdmtzﬁse?l"v;!ms.

There are twenty beautiful girls pictured here. To be sure, they
all look alike, but, examirie them closely. TW®O and only TWO
are exactly alike in both dress and features and all the rest are
different. See if you can FIND THE TWINS,

' ‘The beautiful twins are dressed just alike—

ues their hats and clothing are just the same.

% ®  Some of the girls have beads on, others

wear earrings—the hats on some have a checker-board pattern, etc.

The twins, however, who are alike are dressed identically the same

in every way—so, study each girl carefully and if you can FEND
THE TWINS send the numbers of them to me at once. YOU ma

become the winner of a Buick Sedan or $1825.00 CASH MONEY,

—without one cent of cost to you. I will give away ABSOLUTELY

FREE, a new Buick 4-door Master Six Sedan and 9 other new

Closed Cars, including 3 Coupes, 3 Sedans and 3 Coaches and the

winners can have CASH MONEY instead of the automobiles if you

refer. 15 BIG FREE PRIZES will be given—totaling $7500.00 in

ASH MONEY.

Or Win a Buick Sedan

Choice of this beautiful Buick automobile or $1825.00 CASH. We
pay all the freight and tax in full on all the prizes and deliver them
anywhere in the U. S. A. This isan AMAZING OPPORTUNITY to
winanunusually BIGFREE PRIZE. ACT QUICK, and hereis why—

$505 Cash-Extra for Promptness

1 will pay $505.00 cash money extra just for E;omptnes. In the event of a tie for
any olplhe prizes offered, the full amount of t! L&nu tied for will be awarded to
each tying contestant. You can WIN THE BUICK SEDAN or—81825.00 CASH
MONEY. Answer quick.

Absolutely everyone who

You Cannot Lose!? o= il s

® this opportunity WILL
BE REWARDED;—but HURRY—FIND THE TWINS (the two girls who are
dressed just alike) and rush the numbers of them and your name and address to
me today on a postal card or in a letter, and just sa{;—“c-lrls No. ... and
N are the TWO who are just alike and are therefore, THE TWINS.,
Please tell me how I can get this MAGNIFICENT Buick Sedan—or—§1825.00
CASH MONEY, without obligation or one penny of cost to me,

C. A. LIST, pept. 61 piiiparn 8e. Chicago, 11l
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Raising-Plan’” \§8
1t Shows You

How I Prepare

You atHome For

uine high quality, Imported
Drawing lnsm-am. 14 Other
Tools and a Drafting Table—All
im my Home Trainiag Course.

EMPLOYMENT

In These and Other Great Industries
Automobile—Electricity—Motor Bus—Aviation—Build-
ing Construction.

There are jobs for Draftsmen in all of these industries
and in hundreds of others.

Aviation is expanding to enormous proporho& B
Electricity is getting bigger evi otor Bus
building is becgmmgga leggmg werxi in({

Building of stores, homes, factories and office bulldmgs
is going on all the time. No structure can be erected
without plans drawn by a draftsman. No machmery
can be built without plans drawn by a

1 train you at home, in Drafting, Keep the job you have
now while learning.

Eam As You Learn

I tell you how to start earning extra money a few weeks

after inning my training.

I will train you in drafting right where you are in your

spare time. I have trained men who are making $3,500.00
to §9,000.00 a year. Get started now toward a better posij-

tlon paying a , straight salary, the year around.
mfortable surroundmgs Inside work.

Employment Service

After training you I help you to get a job without charg-
ing you a cent for this service. Employers of Draftsmen
come to me for men. Employers know they are not
taking chances on men trained by me.

No Experience Necessary

Youdo not need to be a college man nor high school
graduate to learn by this method, No previous expe-
rience necessary. I make a positive money back guar-
antee with you before I begin to train you.

If you are now earning less than

s70%2 a WEEK
A Write For My FREE
¥ “Pay-Ratstng Plan”

coupon at onee. Get “’My Pay-Raising
88, You
d out

£ will eums '.o you post
1 lrain :roll paid and FREE. Mail the coupon for it today.

-------Engineer Dobe LY LY

ARTHUR
GUY
EMPEY,

famous war author, appears in every
issue of OVER THE TOP, the best
magazine of war stories in America!
His full-length, complete novels are
packed with laughs, dramatic action, and
realistic slants on men in battle.

TAKE
IT
FROM
US!

And the other authors—Raoul Whit-
field, George Bruce, Robert Carse, Bill
Morgan, Major Carneson, and many
more—fall right in line to entertain you
with tales of the trenches, of war on all
fronts, in the air, behind the lines—in
all branches of the service.

Read It To-day!

OVER THE TOP

Front-line Fighting Stories

1951 Lawrence Ave.. Div.14-06 Chicago
8end me Free of all cost, ‘‘My Pay-Raising Plan’’. Also plan
R o wiie et kibes e o ont vtk Published monthly—All stories complete
Name Age 20c for the big kick!
Add
Post Office. State.

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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Slectiical

Look What These Cooke
Trained MenareEarning

Makes $700 in 24
in Radio

course,

the average but I run from

$10 to $40 clear profit every

day; you can see what your

training has done for me."
RED G, McNAEB,

848 Spring St.,Atlants,Ga.

$70t0580a Week
Lo Ji L

DL JaC of
“‘Now 1 am specializing in
sutoelectricity and battery
work and make from $70
to $80 8 week and am just

etting started. I don’t be-
ieve there is another school in
the world liXe yours, Y our les;
soDs ere a real jo udy.
ROBERT J i UO‘T.
2008 W. Colorado Ave.,
Colorado Springs, Colo.

$20 a Day for
Schreck
“‘Use my name as a refer-
enceand dependonme as a
booster. The biggest thing
1 ever did was answer your
nd_vertiment.t lfn am aver-
i er n §500 &
;‘«;n& from my own busi-
ness now, 1us
b
Phnenix%

83500 A Year
Beckett

For
**When I began with youl
‘was just a common laborer,
going from one job to
another, working for any-

iiifo
iftoy

1 Will Tiain You
]

at Home tofil
Big-Fuy Job!

It's a shame for you to earn $15 or $20 or $30
a week, when in the same six days as an
Electrical Expert you could make $60 to $100
~and do it easier — not work half so hard. Why then
remain in the small-pay game, in‘ a line of work tha’t,;

offers no ch: no_ big

r o
Fit yourself for a real job ‘i’n the great electrical in-

dustry. I'll show you how.

L. COOKE
ChiefEngincer

LEARN TO BE AN ELECTRICAL EXPERT
Earn $3,000 to $5,000 a Year

Today even the ordinary Electrician
~—the “‘screw driver’” kind—is mak-
ing money—big money. But it’s the
trained man — the man who knows
the whys and wherefores of Electri-
city—the Electrical Expert—who is
picked out to “‘boss” the ordinary
Electricians—to boss the Big Jobs—
the jobs that pay $8,000 to $5,000 a
Year. Getinlinefor oneof these'‘Big
Jobs. Start by enrolling now for my
easilylearned,quickly grasped,right-
up-to-the-minute, Spare-Time Home-
StudyCoursein Practical Electricity.
Age or Lack of Experience
No Drawback
You don’t have to be a College Man;
you don’t have to be a High School
Graduat hief Engi of the
Chicago Engineering Works, I know
exactly the kind of training you need
and I will give you that training. My
Course in Electricity is simple, thor-
ough and complete and offers every
man, regardless of age, education or
previous experience, the chance to
become, in & very sh time, an
“‘Electrical Expert,” able to make
from $60 to $100 a week.

Neo Extra Charge for Elee-
trical Working Outfit
‘With me, you do practical work—at
home. You start right in after your
first few lessons to work at your pro-
fession in the regular way and make
extra money in your spare time. For
this you need tools, and I give them
to you—b big complete working
outfits, with tools, measuring
instrumentsand areal elec-
motor,

ol -
7 5

Satisfaction or Money Back
So sure am I that you can learn Elec=
tricity—sosure am I that after study-
ing with me, you, too, can get into the

big money’’ class in Electrical work,
that I willagree in writing to return every
single penny paid me in tuition, if, when you
have finished my Ceurse, you are not satis-
fied it was the best investment youevermade.
And back of me in my guarantee, stands the
Chicago Engineering Works, Inc., a twe
million dollar institution.

I want to send you my Electrical Book and
Proof Lessons, both Free. These cost yow
nothing and you’ll enjoy them. Make the
start today for a bright future in Eleectricity.
Send in Coupon — NOW.

L. L. COOKE, Chief instruction Engineer

L. L. COOKE SCHOOL
OF ELECTRICITY

L. COOKE, |

Chief instruction Engineer
Dept. 578,

2150 Lawrencs Ave., Chicago
Send me at once without obliga-
tion your big illustrated book and
compleéte details of your Home Study
Course in Electricity, including your,
outfit and employment service offers.

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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oul'élu/ald

J fora BlgPay :
RADIO. JOB &

$5,000 & year men

will be picked from ‘%‘3 KT
those who getin now. o
Hundreds of fine jobs are walting in Radio poed 3.25 I.4
for trained men to take them. The work is ﬂ.ﬁ?x&m—mmdﬂmmmu{ 8.25 1.4
lnterestinz fascinating, pays $50, $60, 8.50 1.4

0 & weelk. Many of these jobs quickiy 1o to SEND ONLY $1.00 3.65 1.7
150 and $200 a week. J. A. Vaughn, 2 devosit or_each tire wented—bal- 3.65 1.7
Arsenal St., St. Louls, Mo., went from $35 to se D ate whether ciin- 2.35 11
$100 & week in ‘one fump. ¥ E. Winborne, 1414 het °'x:f.‘n“f"|'f'%ztn’&:r-mx'-'; 300 13

48th St., Norfolk, Va., from a low salary to i tarn them to us for 3.25 1.4
5100 a week. You, too, can get ahead fast in und. w. 3.25 1.3
Radio with proper training. Do what hundreds AMERICAN TIRE CO. 3.2 1.4
of others have done and in & few weeks from 1329 S. Wi~“igan Boulevard 3.25 1.4

u _can_be making $5 to $25 a week on Dept. m-m. Chicago

our place in this new live-wire fleld. M
‘Rich Rewards in Radio.,”” tells yo?x wherg It’ﬂ:aﬂs‘é

jobs are, what they pay, how you can quickly ‘ : :
%;égﬂ?t }(“fel{.leaj?:o gour 1ix[mﬁeﬂtmhma to be a Radio
M e ot CATALOG

196 pagos ofr-dg
n
h-cury operated sets !
Al e M L T S

LLIED RADIO com-onnﬂou
711 W. LAKE ST., DEPT .

J. E. Smith, President,
National Radio Institute, Dept. SWX
‘Washington, C.

Dear Mr. Smith: Send your book. This
request doés not obligate me.

Name. Age____

RO STO':!#E#E&MER

iS5
ti"’ Many thousands of sufferers, even uevere
d 51.5 cases of years’ standing, after u.klna
AG' Udga Treatment, report amazing recov- %
ﬂ ery. btops paln volnmnx and_other
t]O discomfort. AT ONCE. No diet ! bo STS NOTH-
g ING unless you ars mire “than ATISFIED | |

o maeroe and 81,000.00 ‘REwara otte
UDGA MEDICINE C€O., 74 DAKOTA BLDG., ST. PAUL. MINN.

=] Salve, 25¢ a box. Select gift accord-
ing to catalog sent with salve

Quit Tobacco

Dmtmbh-ﬂﬁmﬂdthahddhheuh- gpon you,
Thousands of inveterate tobacco users have, with
oﬂh.lo:lu'rmhnant.twndltmyw';l -

e
d t th 8 CTA BJ
"""mm' s Vi st < e HoRus Eheaokaing e

KEELEY INSTITUTE, Dept.D-808 , Dwight, lllinoll

Win Nash Sedan

Or $2,750.00 in Cash

Someone who answers this ad will receive, absolutely freo, a fully equipped 7-
Passenger, Advanced 8ix Nash Sedan, or its full value in onh ($2, 000 00). We
are also giving away a Dodge Sedan, a Brunswick Phonograph and many other
valuable prizes—besides Hundreds of Dollars in Cash, This offer is open to
anyone lving in the U. S. A. outside of Chicago.

B | Solve This Puzzle

There arte 7 cars in the circle. By drawing 3 straight lines you can put eich
one in @& space by itself, When you do this send me your answer right away.

$750.00 Extra for Promptness

In addition to the many valuable prizes and Hundreds of Dollars in Cash, wé
are also giving a Special Prize of $750.00 in Cash for Promptness. First prize
winner will receive $2,750.00 in cash, or the Nash Sedan snd $750.00 in cash.
In case of ties duplicate prizes will be awarded each one tying. Solve the puzale
right away and send me your answer together with your name and address
Today plainly written. $4,500.00 in_prizes—EVERYBODY REWARD!

John T. Adams, Mgr. Dept. 1426 323 8. Peoria St,. Chlcago, M.

Please mention this mmgazine when answering advertisements

TO ANY SUIT~ﬂR
DPON'T DISCARD YOUR
OLD SUIT. Wear the coat and

Dept. A.N. 6 W. Randoiph St., hicazo, 1.
Clip
This
Ad
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Big Men

o

Big Books

If it’s action you want, the thrilling
stories of brave-hearted deeds, then ask
your bookseller to show you the fine,
cloth-covered books that bear the “CH”
mark on their handsome jackets. “CH”
books cost only 75 cents apiece.

There’s something doing all the while
in a “CH” book. These books which
have never before been published were
written for men who love the sweep of
the great West, the mysteries of big
cities, the conquest of man over his en-
vironment. Ask your bookseller to show
you these latest titles—

A

The Brand of
Wy | a Good Book
s

| Books

THE GOLDEN BALL

Lilian Bennet-Thompson and George Hubbard
THE S8HERIFF OF VACADA Jeseph Montague
ROGUES OF FORTUNE John Jay Chichester
LOST ANTHILL MINE Arthur P. Hankins

19¢

Per Copy

UnotwooD
Relow’s Prige

Now ONLY &

Standard 4-Row Keyboard
Think of it! Only $1.00 brings the World's’ most
famous Underwood Typewriter for 10 days’ free
trial. Lowest price and easiest terms ever offered.
Pay only 10c a day on easy monthly payment plan. This
is the full size standard Underwood 4-row keyboard
typewriter, manufactured to sell for $100.00.

Do not confuse this 4-row standard office model Un-
derwood with other frail machines originally costing
only one-haif as muech.

FREE!!

Lowest Price—10
Day Free Trial
This late model Under-

wood, specially priced at
$39.90 (cash) is the lowest

il

Nothing Else to Buy
We teach you free. Com-

'ypewriting

illustrated, easily learned,
used in schools, business
offices, everywhere.

price ever quoted ; has mod-
ern improvements, includ-
ing 4-row keyboard, two-
color ribbon, back spacer,
ribbon reverse, tabulator,
release, shift lock and many
other improvements., Deau-
tifully refinished and re-
newed Looks and operates
like brand new.

O B TN VY NES (NDW (PN (oW (WO NGWN UMW A WG N SR o

® International Typewriter Exchange, l
l 231 West Monroe Street, Chicago, 111, Dept. Y-9.
I enclose $1 deposit. Send Underwood No. 4 at once for 10-day '
Free Trial. f I _am not perfectly satisfled I can return itl
I Express Collect and get my deposit back. f I keep it I will
pay $3 a month until I have paid $44.90 (term price) in full. '
Name ......es srsassanasasasasrasssanaents Age ..oee sunronie i
1 Address srssssianes B

§ Town .

... State .

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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| Solemnly Promise

dyou are a good honest man or woman
will spend a few hours a week looking
ufter my established business in your local-
ity, I solemnly promise to make you my
business partner and pay you half of all
the money we take in! I don’t ask you to
invest a single penny in stock—no experi-
ence needed. I will furnish everything
and show exactly what to do to make $3 an
hour for spare time; $15 a day for full
time. I will take all the chances and give
you a written guarantee.

I offer every partner of mine a brand new

Write or Wire
““VAN,” President

Chrysler Coach as soon as they come with
me—I will offer it to you without one
penny of cost—no strings attached; not a
contest; it will be yours to keep.

Simply die(nbuta high grade food products
to list of established customers. I now
have over 20,000 partners all over the
country; many are making $125 a week.
I'll show you how to do the same. This
is my solemn promise to you, and I am
known as ‘‘the man who always keeps hig
promises.” Write or wire for details of my
amazing offer.

THE HEALTH-0 QUALITY PRODUCTS CO.

Dept. 1093-JJ Health-0 Bldg. . . . Cincinnati, Ohio.

Help Wanted

We require the services of an ambitious person to
do some speecial advertising work right in your
own locality. The work is pleasant and dignified.
Pay is oxu‘ptionully large. No previous experience
is required, as all that is necessary is a willing-
ness on your part to carry out our instructions.
It you are at present employed, we ean use your spare time in
a way that will not interfere with your present employment—yet
pay you well for your time.
If you are making less than $150 a month, the offer I am going
to make will appeal to you. Your spare time will Dly you
well—your full time will bring you in a handsome
It costs nothing to Investigate. Write me todsy I will
send you full particulars by return mail and place before you
the facts so that you can deeide for yourself.

ALBERT MILLS, Gen. Mgr. Employment Dept.
2319 Monmouth Ave., Cincinnati, Ohio

STOP Tobacco

No hum; can escape the harmful effects of tobacco.
Don’t try w quit wmmut assistance. Let our simple inexpensive
remedy help you. A complete treatments costs but $2.00. Every
penny promptly refunded if you do not got desired results.

Ours is a ion, carefully to over-
come the condition, that will make quitting of tobacco pleasant,
and easy. It comes with a money back guarantee.

Anti-Tobacco League .5 58

SONG WRITERS!

SUBSTANTIAL ADVANCE ROYALTIES
are paid on work found acceptable for publica-
tion. Anyone wishing to write either the words or
music for songs may submit work for free ex-
amination and advice. Past experience unnecessary,
New demand created by “Talking Pictures”
fully described in our free book. Write for it
Today. NEWCOMER ASSOCIATES
722 Earle Building, New York

SEA STORIES

Adventure Never Quits the Sea

SEA STORIES

the fiction magazine of the ocean, brings the world’s romance
to your own home, on the fifteenth of each month.

Twenty-five cents

““The Log Book of the Seven Seas”

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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Treasure Chest |

Here is o treasure chest and ten keys, one s
‘which will open the lock. Find the rlght kay s
Make the $2,000.00 yours and get the HUD-

SON TOWN SEDAN, too, for promptness.
Thar: '8 100 mucb at stake for you to delay &
minute. :

eyes are sharp you may find a key differ-
ent from the other nine. The top, the
bottom, the shaft, the notches or any- i
thing else is likely to be the point of i
difference. If you find the right k:g; it 8

B There are hundreds of dollars in these

. oother oagh prizes beﬂ:;ieah o
rst, prize and the now
f SON TOWN SEDAN for promptness. GOQS}’W Promptness

B That's not all. We will award hundreds

" Auto

e $2,000.00

of others with $1.26 worth of our prod-
REE. If your eyes are sharp

may win the $2,000.00
CASH ﬁrut prise and the new HUDSON TOWN SEDAN, too, for

fj promptaess, if on time—or if you prefer, $3,500.00 in all,

‘THIS IS NOT A MAGAZINE CONTEST
2 Some Person with a Sharp Eye is Going to Win
@ If you can find the lucky key, you may win. You do not have to buy or sell

Winner Gets CASH
and AUTO BOTH

If you ﬁnd the Right Key, ;
mark it with an “X” and §

Mail this Ad Quick

Put oo X" on the key right away if

you find it. Cut out this ad and rush it [g

to us at once. Be quick—because the §

firet prize winner, if on time, gets the §
$2,000.00 CASH and a new HUDSON [
TOWN SEDAN, too—or $3,500.00 in §
all If you win "the $2,000.00 CASH +

first prize you will want the new

HUDSON TOWN SEDAN. Send your §

. answer TODAY. We will forward you f

at once complete rules this prize

fj a0y magasines to win any of the 21 bizg CASH prises. We are offering
offer, telling you how close you are to

these prizes to ai the name and products of the Paris-
§ American Phnnnm.l Company. To make them better kn

{8 prize, 20 other CASH prizes and in addition & new H
ISEDAN for promptness. What's still more, duplicate prisea ‘ul.l be given
flon all awards in case of final ties.

: PARIS-AMERICAN PH.ARMACAL CO.

your answer at ONCE.,

Dept. 368 Fifth and Court Ave.; Des Moines; Towa

READERS OF THIS MAGAZINE who have been unable to get recent issues,
can obtain the missing ones by sending an order direct to us, the Publishers, inclosing
payment with the order.

A SURE WAY TO GET EVERY ISSUE of your favorite Magazine is to sub-
scribe for it. In addition to the certainty of getting all issues as published, you
will save money, as the subscnptlon rate is less than the single-copy price.

THE PRICES for single copies and for subscription appear at the foot of
the Contents page in the front section of this Magazine. A six-month subscription
accepted at half the yearly rate. Subscribe now.

Address all orders to

STREET & SMITH CORPORATION, 79 Seventh Ave., New York, N. Y.

Railway Postal Clerks, City Mail Carriers, Rural Carriers, = ™~ FRANKLIN 1 INSTITUTE, D Dopt A-194, R Rochntw o e
City Postal Clerks, General Clerks q."' Gentlemen: Rush to me, entirely without ge, 32-page book with list of
31260 to $3300 a Year Q& 8. Government big paid positions obtainable. Advise me also regarding sal-
Steady, Short Hours—Long Vacations With Pay aries, hours, work, vacation and tell me how to get a position.
MEN-WOMEN 18 OR OVER ' Name
Mail Coupon immediately - - - today sure. . Address

cseesssnsane

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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START to PLAY
Very First Da)f/

Extra Money—Hosts of Friends—Loads of Fan WithinYour Reach
HAPPY DAYS are in store fory(on if you will only act on this su

ng catchy music alone or with swee

gestion! Cheery evenings pla;
g mit!ercae at gathers

heart, wifo or sister; moments as center

ibgs, nights of joy ma.Bing $5 to $25 for work

e Deagan Xylorlmba is your opportunityl Wonderful for home in

demnd at dances and entertainme pp& et :t’;sw.st of all instruments to

g“y No teacher necessary—you actual ? ay Bimple melodlea the very
't day even if you cannot read a note

Eams $60 a W“k—R.nl;:h Smith Chiecago, 8a; Pl ed 20 minutes
2t wedding. Recelved §20. allmann, Keading, Pa., writes: Made
$300 in 6 weeks, spare thne Ha,d never p.syed t before.”

0 book tells all about the delight-
Send for Big Free B°°k' e Jeraiene with e
ment, the five-day trial that removes risk, the wonderful Deagan easy-payment
plan."No obligation--simply fll in and mail'the coupon,

J. C. Deagan, Inc., Bent. 1866, 1770 Barteau Avenue, Chicago
nd me, without ohllglhon full details of ¥ree Trial offer and easy-payment
plan of the Deagan Xylorimb:

Name

Address.

'ORRECT [/
Your NOSE .

lmprove your appearance with the
Anita Nose Adjuster. Shapes flesh
and cartilage—quickly, safely and
painlessly, while you s‘ee Results
are lasting Doctors prnlse lt 68,000
& users. Write for 80-Day TRIAL
2 OFFER and FREE BOOKLET.
ANITA lNSTlTUl'E K-54 Anita Bldg., Newark, N. J.

On Jifth Avernite-

MAKE STEADY MONEY
weekly solling this combined line. Public Service offers
the bt money-maker in tbe’ country for fall time or

orkers.

l.ndid Fifth Ave. Styled shirts. Beautifnl fnbrle- to

atisfy every taste. s.n on u-.ht bn men and w at
flcwry prices. Bi it assortment in the bus(nun Cal
lestour commissions in advance. neat new Fal

Start earning more money at once. Wril 'l'ODA .
s RUBLILREIEE ML b,
udson Blv en, N. J.

Canadian Office, 110 Dundas t.,London,Ontario,

l d izes ﬂ:
(i L
nh“nﬂnn

Tanners Shoe COmpany
819 C §t., Boston, Mass

Please mention this magazine

PICTURE
PLAY

The Best Magazine
of the Screen

Price,
Twenty-five Cents

Per Copy

ON SALE

AT ALL NEWS STANDS
A A

when answering advertisements
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e

CHELSEA HOUSE

New Copyrights

The biggest and fastest selling line of cloth-
covered books. Ask your druggist—your book-
seller to show you any of these latest titles.

There’s something doing all the while in a
“CH” book. These books which have never
before been published were written for men
who fove the sweep of the great West, the
mysteries of big cities, the conquest of man
over his environment.

THE GOLDEN BALL
Litian Bennet-Thompson and George Hubhard

THE SHERIFF OF VACADA Joseph Montague
THE LOVES OF JANET Thomas Edgelow
MOON MAGIC Vivian Grey
THE MAVERICK OF MARBLE RANGE Robert J. Horton
ROGUES OF FORTUNE John Jay Chichester
DANCING JUDITH Corafie Stanton and Heath Hosken
LOST ANTHILL MINE Arthur P. Hankins
THE S1LENT CRACKSMAN John Jay Chichester
RESTLESS GUNS William Colt MacDonald
ANGEL FACE Vivian Grey
SPRUCE VALLEY Frank Richardsen Plerce

THE BEAK OF DEATH
Litian Bennet-Thompson and George Hubbard

RIDIN’ JIM GORMAN Joseph Montague
THE GIRL AT THE STAGE DOOR Beulah Poynter
THUNDER BRAKES Cherry Wilson
HAUNTED BELLS Madeieine Sharps Buchanan
BANDITS OF BALD HILL G. W. Barrington
RED PEARLS Merlin Moore Taylor
NICE GIRL Vivian Grey
DECEIVER'S DOOR Christopher B. Booth
SQUATTERS’ RIGHTS George M. Johnson
BLACK SKIN AND BROWN Don Waters
THE ROAD TO BROADWAY Elien Hogue and Jack Bechdeit
JUDY THE TORCH Arthur P. Hankins
WHITE WOLF'S LAW Hal Dunning

75c

Per Copy

F1LSFA HOUSE
1 PUDLISITER®

79-89 SEVENTH AVE.
NEW YORK CITY

WONDERFUL SPORT!/

improvements

— including Super-
Strength Frame
with Drop Forged
Fork, 4” Balloon
Tires on Drop
Center Rims,
Oversize Clutch,
Lowered Ridin
Position, an
many others.

SWING into the comfortable saddle of
this motorcycle—let its quiet, power-
ful motor whisk you over hills and down
beckoning roads—feel its eager response
to throttle and brakes, the perfect balance
of its low riding position, the restful com-
fort of its springing and its big, 4-inch
balloon tires. What a motorcycle!

You enjoy motorcycling at its best with this
latest 45" Twin. Wonderful performance.
Amazing economy~—costs barely 2¢ per mile!

See the 1930 models at your local dealer’s,
Ask about his Pay-As-You-Ride Plan.

HARLEY-])AviDSON

Mail this Coupon
— for literature HARLEY-DAVIDSON MOTOR CO.
showing all our Dept. S. S., Milwaukee, Wis.

1930 models,
Singles, Twins,
and Sidecars.
Name.

‘A dd.

My age is [J 12-15 years [J 16-19 years [] 20-30

. years [ 31 years and up. Check your age group. ‘

Interested in your motorcycles.
Send literature.

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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Cornered!

Sanderson’s face grew rigid as he saw the detective in the doorway,
automatic in hand. At last he was cornered—on a speeding express, a
thousand miles from his accomplice. Capture meant twenty years in
prison. In a split second his lightning brain grasped the one chance of
escape.

Mazxwell Sanderson, “The Silent Cracksman,” gentleman rogue, was
again pitting his brain against the relentless forces of the law. The stakes
were a hundred thousand in diamonds. But the lure of matching wits
tempted Sanderson even more than the stakes.

The grim thrills of Sanderson’s game with the law will get you! The
schemings of his master brain will again and again astound you in this
new volume of his adventures, entitled

ROGUES OF FORTUNE

By JOHN JAY CHICHESTER

Author of “The Silent Cracksman.”

This is one of the famous Chelsea House New Copyrights—a line of
cloth-bound books—the equal in binding and make-up of many books selling
at $2.00. But the price is only

75 CENTS A VOLUME

Go to your bookseller now and order your copy of “ROGUES OF
FORTUNE,” or, if he does not carry it in stock, order direct from the
publishers.

CHELSEA HOUSE, Publishers 79 Seventh Avenue, New York

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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Don’t Miss It!

You owe it to yourself not
to miss the good things of life.
There is nothing more pleas-
ant than a good story—and
when you get a bunch of good
stories between the covers of
one magazine you’ve got some-
thing really worth while. Read:

TRAILS

’o 0 ERE'S yohur clgam:‘ei
to own that bran.
e new Genuine Model 3 Corona
; DOWN B SR T
The newest, biggest and best , B PRICE cver offeredl Complete in
magazine of aviation stories. BALANCE BRI s T A
EASY TEIt:l l}eco%mzted the two{kldovetr
; Gl as the finest, strongest, sturdies
For thousands of years men WGP poriapls buil, Oulya inited nury
have hunted new trails. Han_ able. To get one, you must act now!
nibal, Caesar, Columbus, Bal- You”shrdigol;?:;el; REE~—
boa’ Llndbef.gh were SearChers Expenence t’h%mytthgldpersfonsll wr{tli’ng portnblahtypcwrlte;
fOr new trallS. the sé?:ndcﬁly tsyepledl let::e’flul ::etur:g (ﬁ:: eﬁza:tfortel::’;si%
on

uend ‘out letters reports, billé in poor hangwritmg when you can

You can’t see the trails in the 'ﬂ.‘eﬁﬂr”tgg ‘;i‘e“b‘fi‘;ﬁ‘n‘.ﬁ:‘;‘"&ﬁiéﬁ ';f‘g;':cguetag‘g i Cororia
factory
sky; but they are there, leading Carrying Case Included—If
to realms of high adventure, You Act Now
great achievement, and alluring &5&“&5&’&:%%%&?&%&’“’“’E&"&‘é‘%‘}a}ﬁé’%‘%&:“
myster y. g%;s::d u{ onl! SZ«rtom tx'i montﬁ‘ntil ot}:?“sp:cmapne:?)‘;

90 is paid. Now is the time to buy. This offer may never be
ted. Mail coupon now.

That’s why aviation is forg- MONEY SAVED

ing ahead by leaps and bounds.
By Using This Coupon
That’s why AIR TRAILS ; '

N i 3 Sal
oﬂers the b‘lggeSt buy fqr H [Cyorona I;!e:li?on]
twenty cents in the field of air o G o gt o SFict L gt 82wt
. a8 agent. If I ki machine, a until tbe 53790
fiction. B B o o i e T, Fogale il on sl e, i
l and Eufir: ‘f:rgwr Bent, who will return my $3. You are’to give your
Don’t miss it! Get a copy! § Name
It’s on the stands now! e
[ ]
I Empl by.

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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No alibis now for
not learning to play !

y DON'T LK

G\N oN

amo TO et wes 70° &

*_AY —_
WA ANO

g YOO FROM

*\T'S oW ONE NQTE
T K

«y pON

g€ THE |DEA OF

A PRIVATE TEACHER”

Easy as A-B-C to become a popular musician
on any instrument this ‘“‘no teacher’’ way

HY let your imagination run
loose and keep you from be-
coming a popular musician? Haven't
you heard that there is a way of
learning to play your favorite in-
strument in a few short months?
Without taking lessons from a
teacher! Without paying expen-
give fees! Without any tiresome
technique or dry-as-dust exercises
to struggle through—a way that hs_m
been vouched for by over a half-mil-
lion people in all parts of the world !
The U. S. School of Music has
completely removed all the difficulty,
boredom and extravagance from
music lessons. It has made the read-
ing and playing of music $0 down-
right simple that you don’t have to

water. First you are told how a
thing is done, then a picture shows
you how, then you do it yourself
and hear it. No private teacher
could make it clearer or easier.

“Goodbye Blues”

Sooner than you realize you will
be bringing cheer to the folks at
home with your playing. Gradual-
ly you gain confidence and profes-
sional expression. Then parties,
popularity, orchestra work follow
in short order. You'll know how
good it feels to be out of the wall-
flower class and into the whirl of
things . to be able to provide
musiceal enjoyment for others when-

know one note from another to begin. ever you are called upon.
i The abundance of
’ 1 s oys that music can
lt s SO Easy'i Plck Your bring into anyone’s life
Your own home is is now yours to share.
your studio. T‘,". ]({R: o1 Ins"“ment Let the time-proven
gons come to you by | Tlano AL and tested U. S. School
mail. They consist of rgan Collo
complete printed in- | Yiolin d f}'kqh"f"‘ﬂ"'“ home-study method
gtructions, diagrams, Trams Hawailan help you to increased
and all music you need. | Guitar Steel Guitar pleasure and financial
You study with a ﬂﬂ"ﬂﬂlin glﬂinﬂ gain. Bear in mind no
smile. For instead of | Zar® i matter which instru-
just scales you learn coret Trom?r:::u ¥ ment you select—the
to play real tunes Voice and Speech Culture cost of learning in each
from actual notes Automatic Finger Control L ¢
right from the very Piano Aecordion case will average the
first lesson on. And Banjo (':'r"fr'g:;'l':)s's"i“' same — just a few
you're never in hot cents a day!

Please mention this magazine when answering

Free Book and Demon-
stration Lesson

Our wonderful illustrated Free
Book and our Free Demonstration
Lesson explain all about this re-
markable method. They prove just
how anyone can learn to play his
favorite instrument in half the
time and for just a fraction of
what old slow methods cost. The
booklet will also tell you all about
the amazing new Automatic Finger
Oontrol.

If you really want to
new friends, good times, soclal popularity,
and Increased income appeal to you—take
this opportunity to make your dreams come
true. Now! Rign the coupon and send it

learn to play—h

before 1it’s toe late. Instruments supplted

when nceded. cash or credit. U. 8. Schoo!

of Music, 35909 Brunswick Building, New

York City.

U. 8. SCHOOL OF MUSIC

3599 Brunswick Bldg., New York City
Please send me your free book, ‘‘Musie

Lessons in Your Own Home,"”

with Intro-
duction by Dr. Frank Crane,

Free Demon-

stratlon Lesson, and particulars of your easy
payment plan.
lowing course:

am interested in the fol-

Have You
..Thls Inst?

City

advertisements



Borrowed Power
By Jackson Scholz

“Midge” and Don each lacked an essential quality for victory, but together
they made a pair of cross-country runncrs seldom equalled in the Valley
championships.

ALMOST hate to tell you this yarn
I for fear that you will find certain

parts of it hard to believe. You
will probably lay it down to the fact
that my twenty years of coaching that
high strung, temperamental organism
known as an athlete has more than
likely distorted my imagination. Maybe
it has at that. Goodness knows I would
not dream of denying it, because I have
always maintained that some wealthy
person charitably inclined should set

SPO—1B

aside a fund for the maintenance of
a comfortable home for athletic coach-
es, who have become mentally unbal-
anced in the pursuit of their duties.
At any rate, here are the facts.

In the first place you may find it
hard to believe that a school the size of
Valley University could get all excited
over such a sport as cross-country. I'll
admit it doesn’t generally happen but
this year proves to be the exception for
several reasons. In the first place, I had



2

had the good fortune to turn out three
powerful teams over the three preceding
years which swept everything before
them in the Valley and, as a conse-
quence, trotted home with the Valley
championship. This in itself was enough
to steam up the student body, but add-
ed to this was the fact that one of
our alumni, with more money than he
lnew what to ¢o with, had donated a
huge trophy which was to become the
permanent property of the school which
won it four consecutive times. Needless
to say, the thing had rested in our tro-
phy room for the last three years and
the student body was now looking to
me to win the last and final leg on it.
To complicate matters still further, the
Beavers, our most devoted rivals in
everything pertaining to sports, had de-
veloped a flock of harriers, led by Max
Stanley, which team the DBeavers
claimed to be the best cross-country
team they had ever turned out. They
did not hesitate to anuounce, of course,
that they would win the Valley cham-
pionship and relieve us of our pos-
session of the trophy.

And on top of all this the school
was faced with an almost incredible
situation which was something entirely
new in my experience. [t scems that
a certain group of the student body
had conceived the idea that we were
over-emphasizing athletics, if such a
thing is possible. They had organized
a society on this basis which impressed
me, naturally, as a socicty of lunatics.
Their righteous aim appeared to be to
save the schonl from self-destruction
and to eliminate, if possible, the evil
of placing too much stress upon ath-
letics. Strange as it may seem the so-
ciety was actually growing and begin-
ning to make itself felt; but more of
this later.

My own prospects for the season
were far from bright and I was not
inclined to be hysterical over my
chances for placing the cross-country
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trophy in the lap of the student body.
I had lost three of my best men through
graduation, oune through matrimony,
and the men 1 had left could hardiy
be classified as first-string competitors.
I had hoped to pick up some new mate-
rial at the start of the season. but what
material did show up was hardly cal-
culated to make the coach weep with
joy. 1 drafted a couple of middle-dis-
tance men from my regular track team,
but it is only on rare occasions that a
middle-distance man develops into a
good hill and dale runner, and this did
not seem to be one of the occasions.

The man whom I was forced to
place most of my hopes in was Don
Baxter. Don was a member of last
year’s team and one of the finest nat-
ural runners I have ever had. He was
a big, blond, good-looking chap, stand-
ing six feet in his stockings and built
in proportion. He had an easy style
of running, apparently unlimited pow-
er and endurance, but Don unfortunate-
ly lacked one of the greatest essentials
in a runner. He was too darned good-
natured, and too sociably inclined. By
that I mean that Don seemed to de-
rive his chief enjoyment out of cross-
country running by loafing around with
the pack. He seemed to have some par-
ticular aversion to running by himself,
to getting out in the lead, as I am quite
sure he was capable of doing.

I had hardly realized this quality
during the previous year because of
the fact that Don was always up with
the rest of my men and was always
able to finish well up in front, provided
he was not called upon to sprint. I
believe he could have run almost all
day at a certain pace, but he was one
of those peculiar runners who are un-
able to uncork a burst of speed.

In our early work-out it became evi-
dent that, although IDon was unques-
tionably the best man on my squad, he
could not be prevailed upon to go out
ahead and set a pace. I raved at him
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and bawled him out to no advantage,
and my hard-boiled criticism rolled off
of his bland good nature as water rolls
off the back of a duck. I had never been
faced with a similar problem before.
Previously I had always been able to
sting such a man into action with a
few well-chosen words, but Don’s good
nature seemed to defy all of the per-
suasive qualities of my vocabulary.
There were times during the early part
of the season when my blood pressure
arose to a point where I feared that I
might do something desperate, but Don
merely continued to gallop along with
the pack like some big friendly pup.

lT was on one of these days, when I

had just finished talking myself blue
in the face, that I was accosted on the
field by a lad whom I had never seen.
He was a small, slender, serious-eyed
youngster, whom I do not believe would
have tipped the scale over one hundred
and twenty pounds. His distinguishing
characteristic was a shock of flaming,
red hair.

“Well, what do you want?” I said
grufly, and I am told that I can be
rather disagreeable when 1 have a
grouch.

Rather than intimidate the young-
ster, however, the tone of my voice
seemed to kindle a spark of indigna-
tion in his eyes.

“I want to come out for your cross-
country team,” he said with some
spirit, “and you don’t have to be so
snappy about it.” :

I accepted the rebuke in the spirit
in which it was offered. He reminded
me somehow o0f a bantam rooster.
“Sorry, son,” T said, “I didn’t mean to
take out my grouch on you, but this
team of mine is beginning to get my
goat. You say you'd like to join it?
Why ?”

“Because,” he flushed slightly, “I
want to be an athlete.”

He eyed me challengingly, as though
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expecting me to make light of the mat-
ter, but, although I must admit I re-
garded his slight frame with some mis-
giving, I tried to keep this fact from
my expression.

“What's your name?” I demanded.

“Paul Manni 2.”

“Have you cver done any running?”’

“No, sir,” he admitted.

“Then what makes you think,” I
asked in some surprise ‘“that you would
be good at cross-country ?”

“T don’t know that I would be good,”
he admitted frankly, “but 1 have al-
ways wanted to do something in ath-
letics and I have tried everything but
track. My size, of course, has always
been against me, but my endurance
seems to be fairly good and there is
always a possibility that I may be able
to run.”

“Always that chance, and it won’t
take us a great deal of time to find out.
Go into the gym and tell them I sent
you in for a running outfit. They’ll
give you a locker, too. Report back
here when you're ready.”

The boy hurried off and by the time
I had given my squad instructions for
their work-out and had sent them jog-
ging off in the direction of the golf
course, young Manning was back on
the field.

The first unfortunate impression
which I received was that of a kitten
which had just had the hose turned
upon it. His over-sized trunks and jer-
sey hung about him in loose folds,
which were accentuated by the skinny
length of his arms. I noticed, however,
that, despite this handicap the lad bore
himself with a certain cocksure confi-
dence that was admirable under the con-
ditions. My second glance showed me
that his body was not as skinny as it
first appeared to be. It was, as a mat-
ter of fact, surprisingly well developed,
with an unusual depth of chest and a
certain limber wiryness to his legs,
which met with my immediate approval.
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“Jog across the field,” T told him.

He did as T ordered and I experi-
enced another surprise. ‘His knees
camec up with a clean, natural action
that was mighty pleasing to the eye,
and those slender wiry legs of his
carried his body with a spring and
grace that actually caused one to over-
look the discrepancies of the track suit.
I noted a few improvements I could
make in his arm action, and in another
moment he was standing once more be-
fore me.

“You have a natural stride, son,” 1
told him, “which I'll admit took me by
surprise. You haven’t eneugh speed for
a sprinter or a little distance man, but
you're plenty loose in the hips and you
don’t waste much effort when you run.
[f you have any endurance I probably
could use you.”

The lad seemed to be well pleased
with the idea and T had seme difficulty
in preventing him from follewing the
rest of the squad.

“Take it easy for the first few days,”
| advised sternly. “Do just what T tell
you to and no more. Do you get me?”

“Yes, sir.”

I mapped out an easy work-out for
him, which I gradually increased during
the next few days. I'll admit that I
didn’t waste much enthusiasm over him,
but he seemed to be standing up to it
nicely, and what is more, the rest of
the squad seemed to have taken a liking
to him as evidenced by the fact that
they immediately wished upon him the
nickname of “Midget” which was soon
shortened to ‘‘Midge.” It was a week
before I sent Midge out with the rest
of the boys and on that day something
happened which 1 believed changed the
destiny of my squad.

Midge, it scems—as the story was
told to me later—allowed his enthusi-
asm to get the better of him. I had
sent the boys out with instructions to
cover our entire course, but to take it
casy all the way. 1 had given Midge

Sport Story Magazine

special instructions to drop out when
he became tired and to walk back to
the gym by the closest way. Instead,
hewever, of sticking with the pack as
I naturally supposed he would do,
Midge -tore out at a stiff pace, and was
soon eut ahead by a good margin. The
rest of the fellows let him go, realizing
that, with his lack of training, he
couldn’t maintain that speed for any
great length of time and would soon
peter out.

In a short time, Midge was lost from
sight, and as the course was half com-
pleted and still the fellows had not
cverhauled him, they began to wonder
whether or not Midge had alrcady Dhe-
come tired and had headed for home
upon my instructions.

Our course, at one point, crosses a
narrow bridge over a stream which is
dignified by the name of the Hinxton
River. The path forks just on the other
side of the bridge, one branch leading
along the edge of the stream, and the
other winding upwards through the
woods to the top of the hill, and from
there paralleled the course of the
stream. The route, as all of our
fellows know, was by the right-hand
path up to the top of the hill, and
while on this day they were toiling
upward, well bunched, they were
halted by a sharp cry from some place
down along the river. They stopped,
heard the cry repeated and then broken
off abruptly. As they stood staring un-
certainly at each other, Don Baxter
scemed to be the first to grasp the
situation.

“Maybe he took the wrong path,”
he grunted, and the next moment was
dashing down the hill regardless of
the heavy underbrush which tore at
his legs. He headed through the woods
directly toward the point where the cry
was last heard and shortly came out
on the bank of the stream, opposite a
deep pool formed at the elbow of the
turn. The path at this point was just

.
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at the edge of the water, and, slippery
with a carpet of fallen leaves, provided
a treacherous footing. Midge, as Don
had guessed, being unfamiliar with the
course, had taken the wrong path, had
slipped upon these leaves and was now
struggling helplessly in the cold water
of the stream.

It was apparent that he was unable
to swim and his ghastly face, contorted
with the agong of exhaustion, slipped
quietly below the surface as Don dived.

It was a simple matter for the pow-
erful athlete to bring the slim form
back to the bank, where they were
dragged ashore by the anxious hands
of the rest of the squad. Midge, for-
tunately, was not completely uncon-
scious, and after a short, desperate
fight for breath, was soon breathing
normally again. When the squad came
in bursting with the news, I noticed
they were two men short.

“Where are Don and Midge?” I de-
manded, and then they told me the
story I had just repeated to you.

A short time later the two came in,
Midge jogging determinedly and Don
loafing along protectingly at his shoul-
der, watching Midge with all the anx-
iety of a mother hen.

“I tried to make him walk in,” Don
informed me as soon as they were
within speaking distance, “but he in-
sisted on running.”

I turned sternly upon Midge,

“What’s the idea,” I demanded an-
grily, “I expect my orders to be obeyed,
and if you'd done so to-day, you
wouldn’t have nearly got yourself
drowned, and then after that, why
didn’t you walk in like I told you to?”

Midge held my gaze steadily and I
read something in his eyes that caused
my heart to sink. There was a stub-
bornness there in direct opposition to
Don’s passiveness, but equally difficult
to contend with. I read a smoldering,
fighting spirit in the gaze of the young-
er man, a spirit which will listen to
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no reason but the instinct of the person
who possesses it. I had roted this only
on a few previous occasions in my ath-
letes, but I recognized it at this time,
and, as I said before, my heart sank
at the prospect of what I would have
to contend with.

“I ran fast because the pace was too
slow,” Midge said, “and I ran the rest
of the way home, because I don’t in-
tend to let a little water get my goat.”

Well, I bawled him out some more,
merely for the sake of discipline, but
deep down in my heart I knew that |
was going to have trouble with the blind
courage of this youngster, which was
so out of proportion to his size. Even
at that time, however, it struck me as
amusing that I should have two such
men on the same team—men, who were
as much unlike as daylight and dark.

For this reason, it seemed all the
more peculiar that such intense friend-
ship should spring up between the two.
Don, of course, had saved Midge’s life
and Midge was thoroughly grateful in
his sober, quiet way. Midge admired
Don, too, for the things which he him-
self did not possess. IHe admired the
magnificence of Don’s body, his terrific
fund of animal strength and endurance.
He admired the placidity of larger men,
which was so opposed to his own tur-
bulent nature.

And, on the other hand, it was cvi-
dent that Don had conceived a tremen-
dous fondness for the smaller man
whom he had pulled from the water.
His attitude, which was almost paternal
at times, was blended with a sincere
respect for Midge’s stubborn aggres-
siveness. Don was experiencing a pow-
erful protective instinct which Mirlge,
strangely, did not resent. It seems that
Don was afraid to let Midge out of his
sight again during the daily work-out
for fear Midge might get himself into
more trouble. Consequently, Don loafed
along like a faithful escort, and as you
can well imagine this relationship be-
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gan to have a defnite effect upon my
cross-country team.

In the first place, it almost ran the
boys to the point of staleness because,
as I had feared from the start, I could
not break Midge of his bad habit of
going to the front and setting the pace.
As the time went on the youngster
became hard as steel and developed a
certain sense of pace which was far in
excess of his own ability. This, he could
never realize. It never occurred to him
that he would be unable to maintain this
terrific pace, nor was he ever able to
reconcile himself to his own physical
limitations.

He would hold the pace, therefore,
until he staggered from exhaustion, but
it was significant that he always man-
aged to hinish somehow, attended by the
faithful Don.

Don’s running, of course, increased
materially, under the inspiration of
Midge. The big man needed somebody
to pull him out, although he was never
extended to his limit; the pair of them
always finished, nevertheless, well ahead
of the rest of the pack. As the strain
of the pace was soon beginning to tell
upon the whole squad, I solved the dif-
ficulty by allowing Midge to run only
three times a week and by allowing him
to join the squad on only one of these
occasions. In this way, I was able to
regulate his work to a reasonable ex-
teirt and to conserve the limited amount
of strength in the frail body. Don,
throughout the week, plodded along
with the rest of the squad like a lost
soul. Dut when Saturday would come
around, T would send the boys over the
full six-mile course, and Don was as
happy as a St. Bernard dog as he loafed
faithfully along behind the grimly run-
ning little Midget.

HE strange friendship of these two,
of course, was not long in being
recognized by the student body who
were always anxious to welcome any-
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thing out of the ordinary. To find either
of the men, it was generally necessary
merely to locate one of them, because
they were inseparable. That, probably,
1s the reason why the thing which hap-
pened came as a distinct shock not only
to me but to the student body as a
whole.

Our first dual meet of the season
was with the Beavers, and hoth student
bodies were looking forward eagerly to
the results of this meet, which would
naturally be regarded as a criterion for
the Valley championship, the final and
deciding meet of the season. We were
to meet the Beavers upon their own
course, and, considering the showing
my squad had made up to the present,
1 was confident that we could at least
hold our own, even though I did not
have a man on my team who I believed
could hope to beat Max Stanley. The
Don and Midget combination had acted
as a surprising stimulant for the rest of
my squad, and, even though the Beav-
ers claimed to have such a remarkable
team, I was confident that my hoys
would be well up there when the final
point score was counted.

It was a couple of days before this
meet that Don Baxter paid me a visit.
[ was sitting on the steps of my porch
enjoying one of the last warm days
of the year and puffing contentedly
away on my after-dinner cigar. I saw
a tall, broad figure turn in at my walk,
whom I recognized in the dark by his
imposing outline,

“Hullo, Don,” T said in some sur-
prise, “come up and have a seat and tell
me what’s on your mind.”

“How did you know that anything
was on my mind?” he demanded.

“That’s my business, son,” I told him.
“Come on, get it off your chest.”

He sat down beside me on the top
step.
“Midge and T have busted up,” he
announced, and T noticed a little catch
in his voice. :
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I sat for some moments in silence,
because this was a piece of news much
too serious to get excited ‘over. My
mind, | am ashamed to say, flashed at
once to my own selfish interest and to
the manner in which the school and the
cross-country squad would be effected
by this tragedy. Suddenly it dawned
on me how the man at my side must be
suffering, so I turned to him and said
as gently as possible: “Tell me about it,
Don.”

The boy sat for some moments try-
ing to adjust his thoughts which from
all appearances were rather badly mud-
dled.

“Why, I—I'm not quite sure yet,
coach, how it happened,” he began.
“It all came about so suddenly that we
just—well, we just broke up.”

“That’s evident,” I conceded dryly,
“but what was the argument about?”

“Athletics.”

“Now, we're getting somewhere,” I
said. “Just what particular phase of
athletics did you fight about.”

Don’s mind seemed to be slowly
clearing and his thoughts began to ad-
just themselves. “Athletics in general,
coach,” he said, with a certain resent-
ment in his tone. “You probably heard
this organization here in school formed
for the prevention of over-emphasis in
athletics.”

“Yes,” 1 exploded, “you don’t mean
to tell me that Midge is becoming mixed
up with that.”

Don nodded sorrowfully. “That
seems to be about the dope,” he said.
“Some one has told the little fool the
idea that this school would be a finer
and better place if the student body
attached less importance to athletics. I
don't know how they convinced him but
he swallowed it whole, and you know
yourself that when Midge once gets an
idea in his head, it takes about a ton
of dynamite to jar it loose, and in the
meantime, he is putting his whole soul
and body in it.”
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“I know that only too well,” T ac-
knowledged grimly. *So he seems to
be taking the matter seriously."”

“Plenty seriously” said Don, “but to
give the kid credit, I am convinced that
he is absolutely sincere about it. Up to
the present he has merely regarded it in
a broad, general way. I got next to it
this evening when I saw him talking
seriously with a bird called DBeeker,
whom I haven’t any use for at all, but
whom I have heard is heading the move-
ment. When I mentioned the matter
later to Midge, he admitted his interest
in it, and then tried to couvert me. Of
course I laughed at him and tried to kid
him out of his crazy ideas and then he
lost his temper and told me where to go.
Well, I'd do it willingly for the little
brat, but T figured that he needed to
have a bit of sense shaken into him,
just at that time, so 1 grabbed him by
the shoulders and rattled his teeth a bit.
Somehow or other it didn’t seem to ap-
peal to him, because he got good and
sore and accused me of being a big
bully without a brain in my head and
ended up by saying that he was through
with me for good.”

Don smiled ruefully at the recollec-
tion and shrugged his shoulders hope-
lessly. ‘‘So that’s that,” he added.

I sat in silence, while 1 watched the
smoke of my cigar absorbed by the
darkness. I suddenly felt like an old,
old man, as I saw the foundations. upon
which [ had built my squad for that
year, crumbling before my eyes. [ tried
to keep the disappointment and discour-
agement out of my tone, however, as I
laid a hand on Don’s shoulder.

“It’s a tough break, son,” I said, “but
not necessarily serious. Midge will un-
doubtedly snap out of it all right, but
in the meantime all we can do is sit
tight and hope for the best. Do what
you can to patch things up.”

“I'm sorry, coach,” Don said, with a
temperamental dignity which I was not
aware he possessed, “but the next move
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has to come from Midge. I'd do any--

thing in the world for the kid, but I'm
pretty peeved at him right now. I'll be
darned if T'll play nurse to him any-
more.”

“Oh, well,” T advised, “don’t worry
about him any more than you have to.
You'd better go home now and go to
bed.”

As he disappeared in the darkness,
I sighed wearily and inwardly cursed
these high-strung athletes.

TIlE following afternoon we boarded

the train to invade the Deaver ter-
ritory. The team was in the best of
spirits to start out with, but before the
end of our journey was reached, it
became painfully evident to all the boys
that Don and Midge were no longer
upon speaking terms. The result was
very much as I had feared, because the
squad had looked upon the two as nat-
ural leaders, and to suddenly find a
breach of no small proportions between
them had tended to confuse the other
members of the team and make them
wonder toward whom they should look
for leadership in the race. I did what I
could to bolster up their morale, but no
one knew better than myself that I was
fighting a losing battle against the odds
far too great for a lone coach to com-
pete against.

I might have appealed to Midge, I
suppose, but something told me that I
would merely make myself ridictlous
in the role of peacemaker. [ tried, there-
fore, to appear unaware that any mis-
understanding existed, which merely
added a note of irony to the farce.

The result was, that I led to the
starting line on the following afternoon,
a team of which I was by no means
proud. Physically every lad was in the
pink of condition and to a casual ob-
server, stacked up convincingly against
the Beaver squad, but, to a person who
knew athletes, the contrast in the two
squads was pathetitally marked.
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The Beavers were nervous, of course,
but beneath that nervousness was an
undercurrent of self-confidence and
poise which showed them to he mentally
as well as physically fit.

My squad, on the other hand, were
nervous, but with a nervous uncertain-
ty, a lack of definiteness about their
movements.

They appeared worried and a trifle
scared, and it did not take the Beaver
squad long to recognize the symptoms.

The Beaver coach, in particular, re-
garded my men, first, with amazement,
which expression soon turned to one
of smug satisfaction. It made me rage
and boil inside, but there was nothing
to do about it, except to maintain a
casual front.

When the race started, the thing which
I had expected happened. Midge at once
set out as though he had but a mile
to run and, before the team had cov-
ered the first half mile of the course,
Midge was fifty yards to the good.
Another of my boys made a half-heart-
ed attempt to follow Midge., but for-
tunately, realizing the suicide of the
pace, dropped back with the rest of the
squad, although not before he had ex-
pended a lot of valuable energy.

The Beavers, running easily behind
their leader, Max Stanley, appeared to
regard Midge in some amazement, but,
very wisely, made no efforts to close
the gap. Stanley was setting a stiff pace
of his own, however, and my boys,
well bunched, swung along behind.

The Beaver coach and I had mean-
while climbed to a watch tower built
on one of the turrets of the gymnasium.
We were both equipped with powerful
binoculars, and due to the fact that the
Beavers’ course is laid out over the
flat country surrounding the school, we
were able to keep the runners within
the range of our glasses over almost
the entire course.

At the end of the first half mile,
they swung into a thick woods which
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swallowed the colored jerseys one by
one. [ trained my glasses upon the
point at the farther end of the woods
where the runners would emerge and,
as I had expected, the red head of
Midge Manning appeared far in ad-
vance of all the rest. The Beaver squad
came out next, still well bunched, with
Stanley running easily, slightly in the
lead. My boys followed closely upon
their heels with the big figure of Don
Baxter loping along in their midst. I
grunted angrily to myself. Don was up
to his old tricks again. He was the logi-
cal man to carry my squad along and
yet with his apparent craving for com-
panionship, he was allowing a less ex-
perienced man to set the pace.

We were able to keep them in sight
for another three quarters of a mile,
watching them climb fences, labor over
plowed land and splash through a shal-
low stream which meandered carelessly
over the course.

By the time they had covered two
miles, both teams were pretty well
strung out. Midge still maintained his
reckless lead, but from that distance
it was impossible for me to tell what
condition he was in. They disappeared
from view at that point, as the coarse
swung into a valley formed by two low
hills, and the Beaver coach lowered his
glasses from his eyes and advised me
to do the same.

“The boys are in for about a mile
and a half of rough going behind that
hill,” he explained. “We will be able to
pick them up again in about ten min-
utes.”

I watched eagerly at the point in-
dicated, and as the first dot appeared
I clapped my glasses once more to my
eyes. Sure enough it was Midge, but
there was no doubt now but that his
stride had slowed down and he was
making a belated effort to save his
strength. Stanley came next, still run-
ning with beautiful precision, and the
Beaver coach grunted with satisfaction
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as he noted that Stanley had closed
the gap considerably. Another Beaver
appeared, then two of my men, the
remaining Beavers and finally the last
two of my squad.

Don seemed to be still well within
himself, but rather than take out after
the flying Stanley, was making an ef-
fort to hold his own squad together.
Don was running his old, uncertain, lan-
guid race, completely lost without some
other member of his team to pull him
along, and it was easily evident that he
had no intention of reassuming his old
relationship with Midge.

The result, of course, was inevitable.
In another mile, Stanley had overhauled
the tired Midge who had killed himself
off by the ridiculous pace he had set in
the early stages of the race. The little
fellow hung stubbornly on for another
half mile, after which point he had
nothing left but his nerve.

One by one, he was passed by the
members of his own squad and the
Beaver squad. I noted with a tighten-
ing at my throat, that when Don finally
pulled abreast of the laboring Midge,
he seemed to hesitate uncertainly, then
forged grimly ahead.

It probably occurred to Don at that
time that he should attempt to overhaul
Stanley, but, of course, it was much too
late and Stanley finally jogged across
the finish line, two hundred yards to
the good. Two of his own team-mates
came in next, then Don, making a ludi-
crous attempt to sprint. Two Beavers
finished next, then three of my men,
tired and weary from the uncertainty
of the race and from their attempt
to vary their pace with the various
members of the two squads.

One hundred yards back was the
pathetic figure of Midge Manning. The
poor kid was ghastly with fatigue and
staggering upon legs which were up-
held by the force of his will alone. T
turned sadly away but could not escape

- the comment of the Beaver coach.
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“Your squad doesn’t look so hot this
year,” he observed maliciously. “You
seem to have a good man, however, in
this lad Baxter, if he only knew how
to run. He seems to be as fresh as a
daisy now, and,” he conceded grudg-
ingly, “I wouldn’t be surprised, if,
under the proper conditions he could
give my boy Stanley a race.”

I merely grunted acknowledgment.
I was much too discouraged to discuss
the matter, because even in my most
pessimistic moment, I could not believe
that my squad could suffer such a
crushing defeat. The reason, of course,
was evident to me, but it would be a
mighty weak alibi so far as anyone else
was concerned. Everyone is willing to
concede in a general sort of way that
such a thing as psychology exists in
athletics, but when faced with the defi-
nite application of same, they are too
apt to smile knowingly and to tell each
other that the coach is slipping, that he’s
lost his grip, that he has lost the knack
of conditioning his men,

T was a nasty mess, and the condi-

tions were not improved much by our
return to school. It was a big shock
to the student body and even more so
because of the fact that they were un-
able to understand it. It left them grop-
ing around in the dark, and the Valley
championships—which, by the way,
were to be run on our own course—
but two weeks off, there was a lot of
unpleasant speculation as to what hap-
pened to our cross-country team.

Needless to say, as far as the public
was concerned, I was unable to throw
any light upon the matter. It is an
unfortunate fact that trouble seems to
pile up in heaps. Added to the sar-
castic comments the newspapers were
making concerning our sad showing
with the Beavers, another suspicion
was lifting its ugly head in the columns
of the newspapers. I have mentioned
before, this organization for the sup-
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pression of sports, and because of its
utter novelty, the idea suggested itself
to the writers of the press for special
articles and editorials.

It brought our school into the public
eve in an unfortunate sort of way,
and when some sports writer suggested
in a burst of distorted humor that our
defeat at the hands of the Beavers was
a deliberate attempt on our part to
equalize matters in the Valley confer-
ence, it seemed to me that things were
being carried to extremes. The rot-
ten part of it was, however, that even
though this writer had apparently sug-
gested it merely in the nature of a
joke, the idea gained support among
other writers who actually commented
seriously on the matter. It is incredible
and hard to believe, but within a short
space of time our athletic department
was flooded with letters of protest from
alumni and other prominent figures in
the State. It was impossible to laugh
the thing off, but I was not impressed
by its actual seriousness unti! T was
summoned one-day by the President of
the University.’

“Coach,” he said without prelimina-
ries, ‘‘we’ve got to kill these vicious in-
sinuations that we are deliberately abet-
ting this society for the suppression of
sports. Incredible as it may seem, there
are certain people who believe that we
are deliberately allowing ourselves to
be beaten. You realize, of course, that
it is a malevolent insinuation against
our sportsmanship, against the spirit of
the University as a whole. Something
must be done about it.”

“I quite agree with you,” T said dry-
ly. “Probably you have some sugges-
tions.”

“Just one suggestion,” said the Presi-
dent, “we must win the Valley cham-
pionships.”

Well, grin and bear that one. I told
him, of course, that I would do the
best T could, but, with the morale of my
squad going from bad to worse and
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with Midge and Don behaving more
coldly toward each other every day,
I had to admit to myself that my
hopes were pretty low. I accumulated
gray hairs and lost weight during the
next two weeks, but it was not until
the evening before the college cham-
pionships that something happened to
give me a new lease on life.

I was sitting before a fire in my liv-
ing room when Don, who now had be-
come a regular visitor, dropped in. He
sat for a while dejectedly in a chair,
and then by way of conversation said:
“That society is having another meet-
ing to-night.”

I nodded indifferently, then an idea
began to form slowly in my mind. Any-
thing, I figured, was better than to sit
by helplessly without doing a thing.

“Do you know where they are meet-
ing ?” I asked.

Don glanced at me in some surprise.
“Sure,” he said, “the lunatics have din-
ner and hold their meetings afterward
in the private dining room down at
Long’s.”

Well, the fact that Long’s is one of
our popular eating places in town, and
the fact that I knew the proprietor
quite well, tended to formulate my
ideas. “Come on, Don,” I said, “we’re
going down to pay them a visit.”

Don grinned in anticipation and
reached eagerly for his hat.

“It's a swell idea,” he said. “Funny
I didn't think of it myself.”

After a short conference with Mr.
Long, the proprietor of the restaurant,
I gained my point and in another mo-
ment Don and I had slipped, by way
of the kitchen, into a small curtained
alcove, just off the private dining room.
The meeting was apparently in full
swing, and by the excited tone of the
voices it became evident that some al-
tercation was in progress. Some one
pounded upon the table with a gavel
and the chatter finally narrowed down
to two voices, one of which I recog-
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nized as belonging to Midge. I applied
my eye cautiously to a crack in the
curtains and noticed that Midge was
facing a big, arrogant chap to whom I
took an instant dislike. I was pleased
to note a certain belligerency in Midge's
attitude.

“It seems that Mr. Manning,” the big
man was saying coldly, “has misinter-
preted the purpose of this organization.”

“I certainly have,” said Midge hotly,
“if you mean that I am supposed to go
out there to-morrow and deliberately
lay down in that race.”

“That’s exactly what [ mean,”
snapped the chap whose name I later
learned was Beeker, “and if you're go-
ing to double cross us now, we’ll find
a way to make things hot for you.”

There was a tense silence among the
other twenty members in the room, then
suddenly something happened with the
startling abruptness of an explosion.

Midge’s fist shot out with amazing
speed and caught Beeker flush on the
jaw. The big man staggered back, shook
his head like a goaded bull, then gath-
ered himself to leap upon the small
figure before him.

That, however, was as far as hé
got, because the gathering was inter-
rupted by a roar which froze every
man to his seat. Don had leaped from
his hiding place and with his huge
arms swinging at his sides, and his
great fists clenched and threatening, he
faced the startled group.

It’s the first and last time I ever saw
Don Baxter lose his temper, but, as is
the case with mild-natured men, slow
to arouse, Don dominated those men
with a savage intensity that curdled
the blood of every one who saw him.
I believe there was actual murder in
his eyes that night as he snarled his
challenge into the astounded faces be-
fore him.

“You swine,” he gritted. “You dirty,
treacherous swine, if any of you touch
that kid, I swear to heaven I'll tear

-
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you apart. And what is more, if I ever
hear another whisper of your filthy or-
ganization, I'll organize this school to
ride you out of town en rails.”

He waited, glaring savagely, for
an answer, but no one seemed willing
to pick up the gauntlet tossed in their
midst. They were a thoroughly cowed
bunch of reformers.

“Come on, Midge,” Don said at last,
“let's get out of here. I don’t even
like the smell of these birds.”

“We at least agree on that,” said
Midge, and soon the three of us, un-
molested, made our way out into the
air. We walked some distance in si-
lence. Midge was the first to speak
and his voice, I noted, was a trifle
husky.

“Honestly, coach, I didn't realize
what sort of an outfit that was. I'm
awfully sorry I made an ass of my-
self.”

“Forget it, son, forget it,” I said.
“Here’s where I leave you boys.”

I walked a short distance up my own
street, but my curiosity forced me to
turn. I saw the shadowy form of the
two boys going in the opposite direc-
tion, and it didn’t disappoint me at all to
note that Don had one big arm around
the narrow shoulders of Midge.

HE school, on the following day,

was in a ferment. The town, too,
was filled with outsiders and rooters
from the nine other schools entered in
the championships. As long as I could
remember, no Valley cross-country
championship had received the publicity
that this one was receiving, with the
natural result that it was drawing a
crowd in proportion.

Our student body, considering what
had happened in the past two weeks,
was none too hopeful, but they were a
loyal bunch, nevertheless, and 1 was
confident that every last one of them
would turn out in the hope that some
miracle would happen.
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Long before the race was scheduled
to start, the course was lined with spec-
tators.

Part of the squad was already in the
varsity room when [ came to the gym.
The poor kids were feverish and des-
pondent, for, with their team all shot
to pieces, they could see no other out-
come than defeat. They blamed the
whole thing, of course, upon the misun-
derstanding between Don and Midge,
so you can probably imagine the sur-
prise in store for my squad when Midge
and Don finally entered, arm in arm.

There was a moment of dead si-
lence, as the significance of this slowly
penetrated the minds of the men. Not
a word was said, but I grinned happi-
ly to myself as I noted the relaxing of
the tension, and the new quality of con-
fidence creeping into the faces of the
team. It was as though they had been
given a new lease on life, something
tangible to lean against, some definite
object on which to place their hopes.

They were soon joking and actually
laughing among themselves, and 1 knew
with a vast feeling of contentment, that
this time I was sending a team on to
the course which was mentally as well
as physically fit. The transformation
was sudden and complete. Midge and
Don stuck together like a couple of long-
lost brothers, and their own reéstab-
lished unity actually served as a unify-
ing element for the team as a whole.

The fifty runners in their various col-
ored jerseys, presented a colorful sight
as they bunched together at the starting
line. The only two teams which were
conceded a chance to win, were the
Beavers and my own squad, although
there were several individual runners
of brilliance among the other schools.
I had dressed my boys in brilliant red
jerseys for the purpose of identification,
and I was pleased to note that the
Beavers were wearing a bright yellow
and could also easily be distinguished
from the rest at a distance.



Borrowed Power

At the report of the gun, the mass
of runners broke into motion and by
the time they had completed the first
lap of the quarter-mile track and had
swung out the gate, they had begun to
string out a bit, although each squad
remained intact.

Max Stanley, as I had expected, led
the DBeavers at once to the front, and
my own squad, according to instruc-
tions edged into second place.

This condition, however, did not ex-
ist for long. I had, as a matter of
fact, not expected it to, because I knew
there was no power on earth that could
keep Midge anywhere but in the lead
as long as he was able to move his legs.
So 1 was not surprised, therefore, when
I saw the slim figure with the flaming
red hair slip determinedly out in front.
But this time he was not alone, as on
the previous occasion, because the big,
smooth, moving bulk of Don Baxter
moved easily alongside like a protecting
convoy.

Before the first man had left the
field, | was already in my small car
and after a short detour had taken up
a position along the golf course, where
I watched the runners spread out over
the rolling turf of the links. They were
coming toward me and as Midge passed,
still in the lead, I noticed the expres-
sion of grim determination on his face,
contrasted by the bland look of con-
tentment which Don had assumed. The
Beaver squad passed me, and then came
my other three men. These, I studied
with more concern than I had shown
the leaders, and grunted with satisfac-
tion as I noticed their expression to be
unstrained and confident. Each of them
realized that he would never be able
to catch up with Don or Midge, but
they experienced the satisfying convic-
tion that the other team could find it
equally as difficult to catch them. Tt is
comforting knowledge for a squad to
know that some of its members are
eut in front, a knowledge which will
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impart strength to their legs and give
them an incentive to fight until they
drop.

When the last runner had swung to
the road, I fell in behind, followed
them for a quarter of a mile and then
abruptly turned off into a seldom used
road, which was nothing more than a
couple of deep ruts, winding up the side
of a steep hill. My radiator was boii-
ing merrily as I reached the top, but
I paid no attention to this as I un-
limbered my binoculars and picked u»
the runners far below. There was plen-
ty of other occupants of the hill, some
of whom pestered me for information,
until I made myself decidedly unpop-
ular by getting hard-boiled about it. I
couldn’t be bothered.

Midge and Don were still out in the
lead, but it was significant that Midge
was setting a more sensible pace than
he had in the dual meet with the Beav-
ers. He was moving smoothly and Don
was having no trouble in keeping up.
Another runner, whom I did not recog-
nize, had accepted the challenge and
was following on their heels. Back of
hiks, Stanley was leading his squad at a
good sensible pace and my other three
boys seemed to be still holding their
own without any degree of difficulty.
The rest of the field was strung out in
a long, many-colored line behind, and
some of these were already beginning
to labor.

The runners disappeared from sight
for a few moments as they swung from
the road into a narrow lane of trecs.
As they emerged from this lane I could
see their colored jerseys flashing in and
out among huge shocks of corn await-
ing to be husked. It looked almost like
a game of hide and seek during which
I was unable to tell the exact position
of the runners.

As they left the cornfield and labored
over a field of freshly plowed ground, I
noticed a strange thing. The distance
was rather great, but I could almost
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swear that as Midge and Don ran
alongside, one of Midge’s hands was
locked in Don’s arm. The heavy going
would, of course, be hard for the
lighter man, but would scarcely be any
impediment for Don’s great strength.
Was it possible, I demanded of myself,
that Midge was actually using some of
Don's excess power.

They disappeared over the crest of a
hill a short way farther on and dipped
down to the valley of the Hinxton
River, spanned by the narrow bridge
near the spot where Don had first
dragged Midge from the water. I wait-
ed patiently until the tiny figures ap-
peared at the top of the hill on the
other side of the river where they were
silhouetted against the sky.

The course, paralleling this ridge was
a quarter of a mile, and afforded an ex-
cellent and most picturesque view of the
race. The figures looked like pygmies,
and to the naked eye, scarcely seemed to
be moving.

Before the last man disappeared from
the ridge, | was again in my car, lung-
ing at break-neck speed down another
rocky road which led from the top of the
hill. I hurried by way of a previously
calculated short cut to a point where
the land suddenly dropped away, offer-
ing a marvelous panorama of the coun-
try beneath. The last mile and a half
of the course was visible from this point.
and T trained my glasses anxiously on
the spot at the base of a hill where the
runners would appear.

[ waited for a couple of moments with
bated breath before the first two figures
appeared and then gasped with relief as
I noted that they bheth wore crimson
shirts, and the small man in the lead
wore a flaming shock of red hair.

Midge and Don! I studied them with
all my eyes until I saw with no little
concern that the pace had begun to tell
upon the smaller man. I cursed wor-
riedly under my breath because the most
grueling part of the course was still
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ahead—the steep rocky trail leading up
the side of the great bluff upon which I
stood, surrounded by hundreds of tense-
faced watchers.  Fifty yards hehind
came a figure in a yellow shirt, which I
knew to be Max Stanley. Three more
Beavers followed, then two of my men.
My last man, and the last Beaver I
picked out some time later from the trail
of weary runners facing the last punish-
ing mile and a half.

The course up to the base of the hill
led through the stubble of wheat fields.
Stanley, over this stretch, increased his
pace and cut down the distance hetween
my two leaders by about twenty-five
yards.

The Hinxton, wide and shallow at this
point, flowed along at the base of the
bluff. The runners would be forced to
wade it, and as Midge and Don flung
themselves into the water, I knew that
my eyes this time were not mistaken,
because Midge hooked his hand into the
crook of DNon’s elbow and was literally
towed across the stream. The two lads
then forged up the steep slope of the
hill, and with my glasses glued to my
eyes, conscious of every expression on
their faces, I witnessed one of the
strangest struggles which ever took
place in the history of racing.

The mystery which had always sur-
rounded these two was suddenly clear.
The solution flashed into my mind like
a bolt of blinding light. I knew now
why they were such a splendid team.
Each was giving to the other man qual-
ities he himself lacked. It’s incredible,
but true, and as 1 watched these lads,
I was choked with an emotion which
tightened my throat and blurred my
eyes to the point where 1 could no
longer use the glasses.

Midge had expended practically all the
strength in his slender body. Nothing
remained but that flaming, savage spirit,
a great unconquerable will.

The boy was actually giving off a
force which stimulated the milder char-
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acter of Don as electricity is forced into
a storage battery. Don, too, was tired,
but for the first time in his life he found
himself whipped along by a fierce desire
to win—a refusal to be beaten.

In return he was pouring out the
physical strength of his body to help the
man at his side. He squandered his
magnificent strength in that last awful
climb, as with one hand beneath the arm
of Midge he kept the frail youngster
upon his feet, at the same time driving
his own big body upward with powerful
strides of his sturdy legs. The crowd
watching the struggle from above, saw
something which they will never forget.
There was something tremendous in
the mutual sacrifice which was suggested
in the blazing indomitableness of these
two men.

Stanley, coming behind, was perform-
ing valiantly, but he, too, was tired,
desperately tired, and puzzled as well by
the unbelievable behavior of these two
men ahead.

A hasty computation of the relative
positions of our squad, showed me that
we would need the first two places to
win.

It secemed impossible that Midge and
Don could last that last half mile, but
they staggered over the top of the hill
amd set out grimly for their goal, be-
tween the shouting, screaming lines of
maniacs which lined the course all the
way to the gym.

[ was in my car again, following them
home by a road parallel to the course.

They were no longer touching each
cther now, but still that uncanny rela-
tionship existed. Their eyes were glazed
and their legs moved by instinct, but
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still I was conscious of that strange ex-
change of forces. Midge was in some
unexplainable way receiving strength
from Don’s magnificent body while
Don’s great heart was sustained in its
duties by the indomitable courage which
pulsated from the smaller man like cur-
rent from a dynamo.

Stanley was still twenty-five yards be-
hind, fighting with a courage that only
a great competitor can show, but the lad
on that day was fighting something
greater than he had ever fought before,
a combination of forces beyond any one’s
power to understand.

That last half mile was a nightmare,
as the three valiant youngsters poured
their strength and courage into those
last awful yards. They seemed to be
submerged in the sea of sound which
rose from the frantic throats of the
spectators, and actually seemed to beat
against the skies above.

I was at the finish line when my two
boys staggered across, side by side. I
saw Don catch the unconscious form of
Midge in his arms and lay him gently
on the grass. Other willing hands ad-
ministered to Stanley.

As ] bent over my two brave boys
with a constricted throat and blurred
eyes, I was imterrupted by a touch on
the shoulder. It was the president of
the university, violently blowing his nose
to conceal his emotion.

“Coach,” he said, “I want to thank
you. You have saved the university
from a very embarrassing situation.”

I turned and glared at him for a mo-
ment.

“Saved them,” I choked, “be vourself,
will you. I had nothing to do with it.”




Hooley’s Unmentionables

Beanville University fought a losing game against the Indians untii they
started using a tropic team for a tropic day.

ERE, boy, two ice-cream cones.
E-e-e-yow! Just look at that
bare-legged boy run with the ball.

E-e-e-yow! Make a touchdown, you
Florida alligator! Whoopee! Down
with Harvard! Down in front there!
Down with everybody !

[ guess that was Bennie yowling like
the little mucker he is. It was an early
secason football game. I had taken Ben-
nie to watch that bare-legged Florida
team try and beat Harvard, and now I
had plenty to be ashamed of. Though
1 never studied to be a bond salesman,
at Harvard, I am a gentleman for all
of that omission, and I know it isn’t
right to yell “down wvith Harvard” at
any of their foothall spectacles. It
makes the graduate manager sore, then
he hoosts the price of tickets to keep you
out, and you have to huy two bonds in-
stead of only one before you can get a

seat behind some post at the Harvard
and Yale annual classic.

This was a late September {oothall
game, it being one of those vears in
which the calendar is unfair to fair un-
dergraduates, and so makes them start
two weeks earlier or something. It was
as hot as an equinox spent on the equa-
tor. The heat made that Florida giant
tired as he crossed llarvard's thirty-
yard stripe, and so Harvard's one-hun-
dred-and-forty-five-pound quarter back
sat him down so he could rest up a bit
Liefore he made that touchdown. Right
at that point the summer foothall com-
edy began.

The Florida man fumbled, and this
was in the days when fumbles were still
golden opportunities and not just some-
thing dead for the coaches, the referee
and the umpires to argue about where
the ball had really died Harvard’s

SPO—1B
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two-hundred-and-ten-pound half back
scooped it up and proceeded irresistibly.
Shortly he met up with an immovable
hody in the shape of three huge Florida
line men. The crash sent the hall shoot-
ing up in the air like a fungo fly. When
it came down it nestled in a Florida
man's arms. The poor silly had turned
around one too many times waiting for
the ball to come down and so was headed
for his own goal line when he got un-
derway. Three Florida men tackled that
straying brother on the spot. They hit
him as though he was a wolf in goat's
clothing or something. He got square
on them for that by letting go of the
hall again. A Harvard man now grabbed
it because he figured it mwust be their
turn again. On account of the honest
sweat that nearly blinded him after run-
ning up and down the field three times
following this one play, he couldn't re-
member which of two goal lines he was
supposed to run for.

But Harvard football men are noted
for quick thinking. Of course he should
run exactly opposite to the wav that
IFlorida man had been running. That's
how come he started for a touchdown
on his own goal line. All this time that
I7lorida center had heen circling around
and around the field trying to get in on
that play some place, hut he couldn't
catch up with it. He saw that Harvard
man coming with the ball and did his
duty. He threw that boy outside just
ten vards too soon to let him score a
touchdown for Tlorida.

“Summer foothall,” velled Bennie at
me.  “That’s what that was. It's too
hot for football. Nobody can play foot-
hall *+ such weather, hey?”’

“ 1 ves, theycan.” [ protested. “I've
sce. .cams that were better on a hot
day than any other.”

“What? On a hot day*
come 7’

“It depends on the climate they were
brought up in,” T explained. “Now one
time at Beanville University——"
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“How the merce mention of that place
pains me,” sighed Bennie. “'I suppose
it's an animal story, but never mind. Co
on." So I did.

“(et away from me, Hooley, you
psychoanalyzing lobster, or every day in
cvery way I'll sock you one better and
better.”

| guess that was the “Flea,” our star
quarter back acting awfully rude or
something to Algernon Hooley. Hooley
was a very thin, spindly, bespectacled
gadget who had a wild desire to uplift
the football team in a psychological
manner. He thought football could he
vastlv  1mproved by his scientific
methods. He had also convinced Dan
\Veatherspoon, the unseen power at
Beanville University, that it could be.
So now we were afflicted with Alger-
non's chatter.

His gab was making the Flea awfully
mad, for he wasn't sold on psychology,
due to the fact that a double I' was the
highest mark he had ever received in
any of those courses. The Flea just
never could seem to remember that out
of every ten thousand hombres, one was
destined to he a murderer, five bankers.
cighty per cent die homeless, and ten
per cent without friends, or relatives.

“You psycho guys give me a deep
pain,” the Flea broadcasted further. “1f
vour figures are so good why can't you
tell just which guy in every ten thou-
sand is going to be an unpopular mil-
lionaire.  Youare just a bunch of high
brow fortune tellers, that's what. Tie
a tin can on yourself and depart quickly.
Algernon.  The fact that you were the
hest fourth assistant substitute quarter
Fack Spinksburg High ever had doesn't
mean a thing in my young life, see?

“But every time the Spinksburg coach
took my advice we won,” insisied
Hooley.  “Every time he did not,
Spinkshurg lost.”

“Do you know what 1 am going to
do. Hooley, old scout?" said the [lea



18

sunnily. T am going to give yeu com-
plete charge of the ‘Unmentionables.” [f
they get as good as the varsity, due to
your brilliant coaching, why, maybe 1
will let them play in a game some time.
You may start right out by talking over
your theories with Matsi Togo. He
won't know any bLetter than to listen to
vou. He's too polite not to, anyway.”

“But old Dan said P

“That doesn’t count. T am captain of
the football team and also part of the
undergraduate coaching staff that 1is
such a noble experiment. You go on
and play ball with the scrubs. 1 only
wish that your father hadn’t told you
he'd yank you out of college if he caught
you' playing football again. T'd make
you quarter back of the Unmentionables
and iron vou permanently into the dirt,
you dog-gone dizzy pest you.”

“Very well,” replied Algernon stiffly,
and with a haughty air of “so you have
spurncd my proffered assistance, but you
shall rue it anon, aha!” or something.
“I will tecach my newer and modern
craftsmanship to the scrubs, and par-
ticularly to the Unmentionables. I will
build up a team there that will soon
show you just how correct I am in grid-
iron diagnosis.”

“Well, go right along and start it,
you cracked crock,” howled the Flea.
“One of them will probably get sore and
talke you apart just to see where the
extra wheel 1s located, but I can stand
that easy.”

Algernon strolled off huffily. He sure
was a peculiar gadget. FHe was nutty
about football and he was built for noth-
ing more rugged than playing the violin
or a typewriter. I‘or all of that he had
spent twelve minutes of play, divided
among four games, in his senior year at
Spinkshurg High and had won all four
games by unorthodox maneuvers at crit-
ical times. But he had paid a wicked
price for victory. In those twelve min-
utes he had gathered as injuries, one
busted nose, four cracked ribs, a new
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set of front teeth, a cracked wrist and a
Lroken leg. No wonder his fond father
had said foctball was werboten  for
Hooley. But then we'd have gladly told
him so anyway. so the father’s reserva-
tion didn’t amount to much. Now, these
psvchology courses Algernon was tak-
mg had made him think he was the
greatest football expert on earth.

However, Algernon, for all of his
poor physique, did know football. and
he had an uncanny memory for plays
and weaknesses of other teams. There
was method in the Flea’s apparent mad-
ness in placing him in charge of the Un-
mentionables. As every onc knows,
there 1s alwavs one team of scrubs
trained to attack iu the plays and form-
ations used hy prospective opponents
m order to give the varsity good prac-
tice in breaking themi up.  In most col-
leges they consist of football plavers who
are ineligible {or the varsity, and so they
are generally called the “Incligibles.”
But all of our scrubs were eligible, so
we had facetiously dubbed the team in
uestion the Unmentionables.

Algernon got into football togs and
got to work. He was a master at the
work we had set him to and no mistake
about it. If you called for Danhurst to
mcet veou, the Unmentionables were
nothing else but. If you asked them to
act hke Harvard, Hooley had those hirds
howling for pink tea between the halves.
He gave you the plays and the atmos-
phere both.

“Maybe Hooley is destined to be a
great moving-picture director 7’ the Flea
remarked the third or fourth clay after
we began earnest training.

“I beg pardon, sir,” Matsi Togo ac-
costed the Flea just then. Matsi Togo
was a Japanese student who was just
polite enough to be the exact opposite
of the tough-acting Flea. e was a
good quarter back, though, and didn’t
telegraph his plays to the opposition. It
was a shame that he was so darned po-
lite. Football isn’t exactly a game for
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polite people. Still, we were glad that
Matsi Togo was with us. If the Flea
ever got cracked up, Matsi would do,

“What is it now, Togo, you zigzag-
ging butterfly ?” the Flea asked amiably.
Togo had wound up the afternoon for
the Unmentionables by dodging through
the varsity secondary for a touchdown.
The Flea had made a deadly tackle, but
it was only Togo’s lazy little shadow that
he killed.

“I desire to apologize to the honorable.

varsity quarter back for what I, Matsi
Togo, propose to think in the imme-
diate future. Mr. Hooley, he says that
should ignoble substitute quarter back
crave to arise in his profession he should
constantly repeat the words of the fol-
lowing tendency. That is to become bet-
ter 1 must continually think that I am
Letter and better, and this I must think
each day.” :

“Reduced to simple sentences, Togo,
1 gather that Hooley has suggested that
you begin in every way every day to be-
come better and hetter, eh?”

“Yes,” agreed Togo, “that is pre-
cisely it.  But question of importance
now arises. [ grow better and better
every day, that is true. Soon, due to
this tendency not to hecome worse, I am
better than varsity quarter back now is.
That is most uncomfortable position for
insignificant substitute to be in. There-
fore I humbly request varsity quarter
back that he also become better and bet-
ter.”

“You leave that to me, Togo, old top.
I will do that very thing. And the
sooner you become more better the more
worse it will he for our worthy oppo-
nents.”

Togo departed quite evidently much
relieved. He was much too polite to
try and cop the Flea’s berth as regular
quarter back. Now he felt that he could
safely go about the business of becom-
ing a better quarter back in every wc;
every day because the Flea had admitted
a like ambition.
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“What the deuce are you mumbling
to yourself, Don Estrada?” I asked two
days later during scrimmage with the
Unmentionables.  “And what’s that
crazy Arab with you mumbling every
time he throws me for a loss?”

“Sefior Hooley, he say that the right
way to grow in football is that I recite
while T play it, ‘every day in every way
perhaps I am Dbetter, who knows." I
think that is it. Well, who knows, per-
haps I am with practice? And when |
am not, why that does not count any-
way.”

Like all big universities, Beanville had
students from all over the world. They
were an enthusiastic bunch and insisted
on learning American sports as well as
other branches of the college curriculum.
Don Estrada, for instance, was a big
Spaniard who had openly expressed
drcams of starting a brand new sport
when he got back to Spain after gradu-
ation. It was to he more interesting
than bull fighting or foothall. He was
going to toss eleven tough hombres who
didn’t care a hang into an arena with
eleven tough bulls who didn’t care that
much. The Arabian, who also played
on the Unmentionables, was continually
trying to dope out some way to play
football on horseback.

“I say, my good fellow,” a little cock-
ney Englishman hailed me the follow-
ing afternoon. “The coach of this bally
football team1 now, where is he at now,
what

“The footbhall coach of this year is
divided into four parts,” ! informed.
“You are now speaking to the most im-
portant one quarter of that hydra. But
don’t tell me that you crave to play foot-
ball 2"’

“Oh, no, really, no, not at all. A
deucedly silly sport, I'm sure. [ am
Prince Alabastine’s man, vou know,
what? He wishes to learn this silly
American game. All rot, you know,
what? But I can do nothing. I am his
man, you know. I say, you must let
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him play football now. It says in your
college catalogue that students are al-
lowed to play football. Arrange that
please and send the bill to me, what 7™

A beturbaned affair showed up at that
moment.

“His highness.” the cockney informed
me.

His highness was six feet two inches
high all right. He was plenty wide
cnough to be foothall material. He was
a Iindu prince who had matriculated at
Ieanville the year hefore.

“T understand it is a rough sport,” old
“Alabaster,” as the student body called
him. explained in a sighing voice. *I
regret that 1 did not take it up in my
freshman year. My countrymen love
rough sports, really. 1f this sport is as
rough as | hear it is, it is my duty to
learn the game thoroughly that 1 may
teach my people what of it when I re-
turn to India. My scholastic standing is
such that ?

I just cut him short. *‘Hey, Hooley !”
I yelled. “Here's another nation wants
to be admitted to your Unmentionables.
He’s even got a servant to put on his
foothall pants for Lim and maybe carry
the ball. Try and kill him. If he lives
through your eftorts, why

“Ah, indeed "’ murmured Prince Ala-
bastine, a hungry and interested gleam
lighting up his black eves. “I sec this
will be a wonderful gamie. Let us start
something at once.”

“Delighted to meet you, prince,”
panted Flooley, dashing up. “Say, you
are just what I'm looking forf as right
suard. It’s all very simple. It’s an easy
game; you can tell hy the people now
playing it. Why, that wisecracker you
were just now talking to can play it.
Think of it. Almost incredible. Just
listen to me and do what I say, and i
They departed to plant old Alabaster
on the right side of the Unmentionahles’
line.

They hadn’t any more than got started
when “Cowboy” Jones was aware that
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two young Chinamen had been follow-
ing him around, waiting for a good
chance to say hello or something. “Well,
what do you canary birds want?”’ Cow-
boy snapped irritably.

“This.” They handed over a bulletin
that we had posted a few days before
for all good men and true to for
Heaven's sake report for football
P.D. Q. We were having a tough time
finding a line. “We wish to play this
game. In China there is none such yet.
But when we go back perhaps we can
teach them that, too, yes?”

“If you live through the terrible ex-
perience,” growled Cowbhoy. “Hooley,
here are two foreign cggs for the Un-
mentionables. Come here and get
them.”

“Ah, capital, capital,” exclaimed Al-
gernon Hooley, rubbing his eyes. “I
can tell just from sizing you up that
you will make two brilliant ends. Just
what I'm looking for. Comwe with me.”

“Gee!” crabbed Cowboy Jones a few
days later. “I don’t mind getting
dumped by that big Egyptian every time
I try his side of the line, but what is it
that clanged fool mutters cevery time I
hit him, or rather, he hits me, for a
loss?"  The LEgyptian was another big
foreigner that Hooley had known at a
glance was a natural born left guard.
We asked him what kind of an Egyp-
tian hymn he was singing while he
played.

“Not a hymn,” he insisted. ‘“Merely
a good luck, motto, Mr. Fooley, he gives
me. [ recite it always like this: 'Every
day, every way, better and hetter I am’!”

“Not a darned one of Hooley’s men
have old Coué’s formula right, but they
sure do seem1 to get better and better
just from yelling their own version of
it,” laughed the Flea.

“Talk about Oberlander’s famous bat-
tle yell, ‘ten thousand Swedes jumped
out of weeds,” remarked “Whitey.”
“But, say, those Unmentionables are get-
ting awfully hard to stop.”
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“Unmentionables ?”* I croaked. “That
is the original tower of Babel, and
Hooley is making them a tower of
strength.  Yousouff, that Turk we were
thinking of grabhing for the wrestling
tecam, is playing right tackle now. We
ought to call them the League of Na-
tions. There aren’t many nations who
haven’t got a representative aboard. And
as for stopping them? Say, they’re stop-
ping us.”

“This wasn’t a football day, that's
what,” the Flea alibied. The Unmen-
tionables had scored two touchdowns on
us that very day, and the nearest we
had gotten to their goal line was the
thirty-yard mark.

“No, it was those two Chinamen
they've got at ends,” Cowboy grunted.
“They seemed to be everywhere. They
aren’t very big, but they're as tough as
a pair of coolie stevedores. They sat me
down, politely, that is true, but terribly
often and most awfully firm.”

“It was the hot weather,” insisted the
Flea. “Not good football weather at
all.” It was drawing to the end of Sep-
tember and we were having some real
dog days for sure.

Next day as if to prove his statement,
it being a raw, cool day, the varsity
wrecked the Unmentionables to the tune
of thirty-four to nothing. The follow-
ing day was sweltering again. The hest
we could get with those dumb swabs
was a tie. That ended the scrimmaging
before the first game of the season, how-
ever, so we had no more of Hooley’s
experiment for the time being.

We had to play the heavy Army team
for a starter. It was a game that had us
worried, for the Army is always long on
reserves and never fails to have a heavy.
strong line. Our line was green almost
from end to end, and the part that wasn't
was almost as bad. The saving part
of the situation was our experienced
backfield which consisted of Cowboy
Tones, full back; Whitey, and myself,
as the two half backs; and the Flea as
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quarter back. We were also the under-
graduate coaches, having an arrange-
ment that I ran the works whencver
completely conscious.

It was not mere accident that we were
called the “Four Galloping Sea Ser-
pents.” In the first place we had played
as a unit on bluejacket teams in the navy
for a few years. Then coming to BBean-
ville University together after the war
we began again as a unit. Playing some
of the best teams in the country had
failed to wreck us as yet. Still. no mat-
ter how good a backfield is, if the line
isn’'t strong, the former has consider-
able difficulty in functioning.

We did our functioning early in the
Army game -while the line was still
fresh. Forward passing down the field,
three passes coupled with two end runs
netted a touchdown. After shifting
about the field a bit a trick play allowed
Cowboy to make the Army ten-yardline
after a great forty-yard run through a
broken field. Two shots at tackle and
a lateral pass, something' not often used
then, put the ball over for another. But
shortly the Army held for downs and
got the ball. Their line nnmediately
went to work on us.

We backfield men did all the tackling
from the very outset. The whole Bean-
ville line was simply tipped over by the
Army forwards on each play and the
backs smashed over the line of scrim-
mage into our secondary defense. Tt
was typical Army footbatl, a game of
attrition. When an Army lineman
weakened, in came another. Biff, bang.
smash! Three yards through our tackle.
two at center, four at guard. five around
end. First down. Then once more:
center buck for three yards, split tackle
for eight, first down. Five through left
guard, two more through him on the
next play, a crack at the same hole tor
eleven more. The left guard is then
carted away, wondering how ceme loco-
motives are allowed to play in Army uni-
forms.
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Army’s first forward pass of the game
is grounded. Never mind.
crack the Beanville center for five yards,
then hit him again for six. First down.
The center is carried away, for he is now
a mere inanimate object cluttering up
the scrimmage line. If they stepped on
liim once more they might kill the poor
hoy. Touchdown! The point after
touchdown is also kicked. Back and
start all over again. Half ended ? Never
mind, there is another one coming.
Beanville still leads by a score of four-
teen to seven, hut any one can sec that
it won’t be long now.

BEANVILLE takes the kick-off. A

desperate forward pass put the ball
on Armny’s eighteen-yard line. Two
shots at the Army ends lost four yards.
A forward pass was knocked down. [
dropped back and kicked a field goal.
At least that would make the Army play
for two touchdowns to win.

In no time they were after us again.
Now it was seven yards at guard, ten
more at center, fifteen around end,
twenty-five on a forward pass, three at
guard, eight at tackle, fourteen on a trick
play and touchdown. On the next play
the extra point after touchdown is rung
up and the score is now Army, four-
teen ; Deanville, seventeen,

We got possession of the ball on a
{fumble, held it as long as we could and
kicked. By a superhuman effort we held
for downs at midfield and the third
quarter ended with us there. We made
a first down, then killed time on three
more plays to kick outside on the Army
three-yard line.  The Army took no
chances on exchange of kicks. Once
more they began a relentless steam-roll-
ing march. Without a single forward
pass they marched down the field mak-
ing first downs with monotonous regu-
larity on two and three plays through
the line. There was no holding them,
worse, if we did, there wasn’t any
chance of scoring, for us famous gallop-

They just.
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ers in the back field weren't any more
than able to stand up by now, due to the
pounding we had taken.

A beautiful forvcard was caught for
a touchdown, but an Army man was off
side on the play so the ball went back.
The man who had thrown it got peeved
at this and smashed through our center
for 2 first down. We held, for a won-
der, on the twenty-five vard line and
after killing time for three plays, each
of which lost a yard, kicked back agnin.
Back the Army came smashing and ham-
mering, over the thirty-yard line, now
on the twenty, now the ten. Only five
minutes to playv. Cowboy, Whitey, the
Flea, and I prepared to die in our tracks.
The Army was going to gamhie ¢n 2
win. It was touchdown or nothing.
Four yards through center on the first
play. It took all four of us to stop
that Army back. The next play nctted
them two yards at tackle. It was four
yards to go in two downs. The play
came tearing through center without a
signal heing called. That Ariay line hit
the four of us and the back ficld jumped
over the top of the pile. The I'lca was
out cold on this scoring play. | sig-
naled for Matsi Togo to come out and
tale his place.

The Army kicked the extra point and
the score was now twenty-one to scven-
teen in their favor. We kicked off to
them and the ball went outside on
Army’s seven-yard line. They uearly
caught us flat-footed by punting hack on
the first down—did catch us all but
Togo. The ball came whistling down
field to plunk smack into the alert little
Jap’s arms.  He was off, slanting across
the field like a runaway jack rahbit
Four line men took a shot at him and
made big holes in thin air. He re-
versed and gave five more Army men
what looked like easy tackles of empty
space. A half back managed to hit him,
but only knocked him four feet in the
air and couldn’t seem to gather him in
when he came down. Every one of
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those Army men took at least one shot
at Togo and some took two. It was a
record for team misses. Togo didn't
stop running until he hit their goal line,
and he crossed it standing up. His run
was about three hundred yards long the
way he did it, sometimes eight or ten
yards toward his own goal line to dodge
an Army tackler. As for interference,
we were still twenty yards from catching
up when Togo scored. There were a
few more plays in this game, but they
were unnecessary. The little Japanese
quarter back had turned the tide of vic-
tory on this one play. The end of the
game saw the score Beanville University,
twenty-three; Army, twenty-one.

Little Matsi Togo, not a pound over
one hundred and thirty-five pounds, took
his place in the Beanville Hall of Fame.
Of course we went right to work on
Matsi to make him the regular under-
study for the Flea. He learned all of
the Flea’s tricks and had plenty of his
own, but he never seemed to be able to
get going, except when we had him run-
ning old Algernon Hooley’s Unmention-
ables. Once he got the reins on that
miscellaneous collection of irrespon-
sibles hailing from ten or twelve differ-
cut equatorial nations he began to feel
right at home. If it was a nice sunny
day, Togo and “The League of Na-
tions” would give the varsity a royal
licking, but if a chilly breeze blew, it
scemed as though those birds just lost
all interest in football and became down-
right terrible. So we never knew
whether to bring then1 up to the varsity
or let them ride where they were, and
the net result was that they just re-
mained in status quo you might say.
They seemed much happier so.

HE next game was an easy one for
us, played on a chilly October day,
and Beanville won it, thirty-five to three,
without much effort. It was the next
game that had us worried, however. We
were conditioning this green line of ours
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carefully. Our real objective was the
last two games of the season and we
wanted to win them. But here in the
third game was perhaps the toughest
game on our whole schedule. This con-
test was with none other than the fa-
mous Taskella Indians. We prayed for
a cool day and got what we didn’t want,
a hot, sticky, muggy day, which is the
despair of all football coaches and the
undoing of many a good team.

The crowd sweltered in the stadium
as the two teams took the field. The
huge Indian line looked as though it
could stand the heat if any foothall tean:
could. Our new line was not in tip-top
condition by any means. \We hadn’t
dared to point for this game. The In-
dians won the toss and elected to re-
ceive. It was a good idea. Taking the
ball on their own three-yard line, they
marched steadily up the field for a touch-
down. It was just a question of seven
big Indians sitting on seven Beanville
line men while the backs went tearing
by or something. Cowhoy, Whitey, the
Flea, and I had our hands full stopping
them.

We weren't much better at standing
cxcessive heat than our line was, and
we were doing practically all of the de-
fensive work. And it was defensive
work and no mistake. Those Indians
just insisted on keeping that ball all
through the first half. When the second
half started with every line man we had
on the bench, having been in at least
once, the score was twenty-one to noth-
ing against us. It looked like curtains
for Beanville. Practically every Indian
runner tackled had heen tackled by us
four back-field men. If we ever did get
the ball now we were entirely too near
to being all done to bretk away for our
usual brilliant running attack.

The half opened up with the Indians
staging another terrific assault at our
line. It was melting before the heavy
Indians like butter under a midday sun.
I noticed glumly that the Indian line
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was now pretty tired, too. They didn’t
hike hot foothall weather any more than
we did, they just happened to be in het-
ter condition, that was the answer. But
what good did it do me to note that they
were tired? It was increasingly cvident
that a strong fresh line would be able
to tramp all over them in these last two
quarters even & thev had over us in the
first two, hut we had nothing left to
throw at them. While T was pondering
this fact, an Indian back came tearing
through for a long gain. I got him, hut
his interfecrence stepped on my counte-
nance and other tender places during the
process. When I waked up they were
supporting me off the field, and our
stands were giving me a cheer, though
just what for was hard to determine. 1
was all through, but still conscious. I
would automatically coach from the side
lines.

On the very next play the [Flea was
buried under half a ton of Indians on
our six-yard line. He was groggy when
he was extricated. There was nothing
to do hut pull him. Might as well let
Matsi Togo get in a little practice. T
sent him in to replace the Flea. Matsi
signalized his entry by smearing the next
Indian play for a two-yard loss. Mean-
while, watching Matsi do it had given
me one of those sudden inspirations of
the sort that made me the greatest un-
dergraduate coach ever inflicted upon a
suffering team. My eye scanned the
bench. T needed a new fresh line. 1
didn’t have one, or, or—well, why not?
It was hot weather. I gave a surrepti-
tious signal to Matsi to have some one
collapse for time out. The right guard
was tickled to death to do so. Then I
grahbed IMooley, standing there in foot-
hall togs with the Unmentionables hud-
dled around him. Incidentally they were
the only football players on the field
actually wearing blankets.

“Those boys of yours, what's their
scholastic standing? Are they all eli-
gible? Tell me quick.” I snapped.
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“Those foreigners? Say, they are
real students. Most of them are honor

men. They know what college is all
about. Which one do you want?”

“All of them. This is a hot day, and
those boys come from hot countries.
They can stand the pace on a hot day
like this. Send them in, and remember,
I want an ofi'ense and nothing else.”

Hooley gasped. “You’re right. Why
didn't T think of that? Say, Yale heat
those Injuns last week and my crowd
are simply nutty about the Vale plays
because they’re so dog-gone rough. [.ct
them use the Yale plays—and say. They

are used to me coaching them. You'd
better &
“Anything. Iiven that to win. It's

vour golden opportunity. Get them cut
there, psychology and all.”

“The big day is here, gang,” yelled
Hooley. “Get out there and cat them
up. Yale plays and nothing else. Tell
Matsi that.”

“Every day in every way, we are het-
ter and better!” that crowd of miscel-
laneous nations chanted as they eagerly
took the field. The crowd in the greet
stadium sat stunned. Nothing like this
had ever hegen seen on an American
gridiron before.  Reporters hurriedly
came and asked me to spell all the trick
names for them as the Unmentionables
streamed out. [ give them here with
their nicknames and nationalities:

Togo, Matsi Togo, quarter back, Japanese:
Don, Don Estrada, right half, Spanish; Ali
Baha, Al Ben Adam, left half, Arahian:
Toots, Tootuhammegand, full bhack, Ha-
waitan; Siki, Jeanne Sarki, center, Morrocan;;
Alabaster, Prince Alabastine, right guard,
Hindu; Bow Wow, Kur Yousouff, right
tackie, Turk; Tank, Tankatumen, left guard,
Egyvptian; Moe, En Mordalay, left tackle,
Siamese; Soocy, Soy Lee Wing, right end,
Chinese; Oolong, Sing Hoy Long, left end,
Chinese.

They swept out on the field as though
this was one of the most invigorating
days they had ever seen. In fact, a
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couple of them swung their arms about
as though they had got slightly chilled
sitting idle in that ninety-degree tem-
perature, with nothing but an extra blan-
ket over them. The referee scratched
his bald spot and accepted them. The
red men took one look at them and pre-
pared to scalp all four continents repre-
scuted.  The fact that the four different
shades that go to make up mankind were
facing them on this one team, didn't
mean a thing to our aborigines.

“Signals!” shouted the Indian quarter
back, preparing for a score. “Ninety-
ong, two, twenty-seven, four, three, two,
one.”

Smash! There on the field lay a sur-
prised Indian line. On top of then: sat
a fresh and determined Beanville line
for the first time that day. Two speed-
ing Chinamen, holding down the Bean-
ville end berths, hit the Indian runner
just as he tucked the ball under his arm.
It popped into the waiting hands of Don
Fstrada as he hurled himseli over the
prostrate Indian line. He was away like
a flash. 1In the short space of time it
takes to run the length of the field he
had rung up a touchdown. The Bean-
ville stands went crazy. Matsi Togo
kicked the extra point.

The Indians kicked off. Togo went
through the whole field with beautifut
interference to their forty-five-yard line.
On the next play, Sing Hoy Long took
a forward pass and wasn't dropped until
he hit the Indians’ ten-yard line. The
Beanville Unmentionables were lined up
at the whistle. As it blew, Togo slapped
his hands swmartly, the ball was passed
to Don Lstrada and he hit the Indian
linc like an express train adrift on a
doven grade.  He knocked all three !n-
dian backs kicking while Togo dumped
their quarter and scored. As he kicked
the extra point the score had become
fourteen to twenty with Beanville still
hehind.

The Indians in the stands were now
crazy again. They were velling for the
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touchdown that would surcly make their
lead safe. Beanville’s line promptly
smeared the frst play for a four-yard
loss. The two teams lined up again. !t
was a trick play and caught the Unmen-
tionables flat-footed. The Indian runner
got through the scrimmage line with a
man i front for interference. It looked
like a sure touchdown. On the one-yard
line the interferer dived for Togo,
missed him, and Togo slapped the run-
ner down on the six-inch stripe. That
saved things temporarily.

Quickly the Indians lined up and tried
to hatter through center for the neces-
cary six inches. After the pile of bodies
had been unravelled, it was found that
the Indians had lost a good three inches
on the play. They lined up for another
smash. 1t was merely a trick. The
quarter back grabbed the ball and raced
back to toss a forward. He shot jt—it
was going to go—it was a score. No!
A Hashing yellow hand had reached up
and knocked the ball down. It was
Beanville’s ball on her nine-inch line.

Don Estrada carried the ball out four
vards. Al Baba crashed left tackle for
New Indians came rushing in.  They
were going to batter down this Beanville
live with overwhelming reserves. But
this team of ten nations inured from
babyhood to hot weather, simply out-
sweated them. Tor a few plays the In-
dians drove them® hack. steadily but
surely, but lost men at every yard in do-
ing it.  After making three first downs
against this Beanville stoncwall, they
were all in agamn. It was now well into
the fourth quarter, and the Indians had
the hall on Beanville’s thirty-yard lige.
Here the Unmentionables rallied and
held for downs.

Togo had the hall again, and that was
just what he craved. The fourth quar-
ter was quickly fading. but his line was
still strong. He opened up another tre-
mendous march down the field. Virtu-
ally dying in their tracks the Indians
fought to hold them. Don Istrada



26

smashed through right tackle for five
yards. Ali Baba crashed left tackle for
three more. Toots, the huge full back,
tore through center for scven yards and
a first down. Oolong, the Chinese left
end, took a forward pass for twelve
yards and another first down. Toots
smashed holes in the center three suc-
cessive times for another first down. Ali
Baba skirted right end for sixteen more.
Don Istrada cracked the same end for
four. They plunged and bucked past
midficld like so many maniacs. The
spirit of American football had suddenly
gripped these foreign students and
whipped them into a wild frenzy. It
i:ad ccased to be mercly an interesting
sport. It was a grim life and death
tussle which thev were duty bound to
win for their college.

Smash! Crash! Thud! Cresh! The
march continued, through center, around
end.  Battering through everything the
Indians had to offer, these four shades
of skin continued their inexorable prog-
ress down the field. Thirty-five-yard
line, but only three minutes now left to
play. The Indians were stiffening des-
perately. Their stands were praying for
them to hold.  The DBeanville stands
were shouting {or the Unmentionahles
to mow them down. Would the Un-
mentionables he able to make the goal
mn time?

One more play. Al Baba, twisting
and squirming like a dancing dervish,
made a first down on the Indians’ fif-
teen-yard line. A little over two min-
utes and a half left to play. Togo took
the ball on a trick play and fell. Two
[ndians crashed him onto the dirt as he
tried to get up and get clear. Ile lay
there very still on the Indians’ twenty-
two-yard line.

The Indians were in a frenzy of joy.
There was only two more minutes to
play. That demon Japanese quarter
hack of Deanville's who had been run-
ning riot was out cold. He was being
carried to the side lines with a broken

Sport Story Magazine

leg. That iron team of his that didn’t
seem to mind the terrific heat would
surely go to pieces now. It was all over.

Over on the Beanville side lines Cow-
boy, Whitey, the Flea, and 1 felt sick
as we saw the chances of victory go so
suddenly aglimmering. *“What to do
for a quarter back ?’ | muttered, hastily
looking over the available substitutes. I
motioned to one in despair.

“Here! Stop that!” a voice snapped
at my elbow. *I am still running those
Unmentionables. T have a quarter back

selected.” That was that dumb egg of
an Algernon Hooley asserting himself
again.

“Produce him,” T howled. “What
have you got better than that one?”

“The hest one in this college,” growled
Hooley. To our dismay he grabbed a
loose headguard and slipped it on.

“Come back here, you dizzy num-
skull,” we velled. “You'll get killed and
vour father will take you out of college
besides.”

“ITe can go to blazes—and you birds
with him,” Algernon vyelled back. The
next moment he was reporting to the
referee—a scarccrow in foothall togs if
ever there was onc.

Two minutes to plty, and the next
play was wasted so that tlooley could
get a chance to talk to the Unmention-
ables. One minute and a half, they were
in huddle a bare second. Then Hooley
dropping well hack hegan to shout.

“Tivery day!"  The team suddenly
spread out in an open formation.

“Tlvery way!” shouted Hooley again.
There was another rapid shift. Tt
seemed that the line now consisted of
sets of twos. The hack field was well
back.

“Better!”” yelled Hooley as they
paused a bare fraction of a second. The
ball came straight and true to him. What
foliowed was a masterpiece of prear-
ranged strategy. The whole left side of
the line came out to run interference for
him as Hooley slanted off suddenly to
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“the right. The right side of the line
let the left side of the Indian line come
through and the three hacks and part of
Beanville's left side flattened them as
they came. Hooley went over and passed
them with some of his left side linemen
still ahead of him and all of the right
side.  The Indians’ secondary was
smashed out as fast as they came up
by these men. It was two flying ends
who caught and hit Hooley on the In-
dians’ two-yard line. But they never
stopped him. Like a great battering-
ram, Ali Baba, following closely in his
wake, hutted into the pile and with a
mighty heave hurled the five or six hun-
dred pounds of humanity far over the
goal line. Hooley's forward progress
had not been checked. The touchdown
scored. The score was tied.

Hooley was white and shaky as he
quickly lired the Unmentionables up
again for the try at an extra point. e
held his right arm queerly, there was an
ugly red smear beneath his nose guard.
But he prepared to kick the extra point
for all of that, with Don Estrada kneel-
ing to hold the ball.

The whistle blew. The ball was
snapped. Al Baba caught it. He
turned and threw it far over to the left
and over the goal line. Under the hall
a racing end ducked, shot up long, ca-
pable yellow fingers and plucked the
pigskin down. The extra point after
touchdown was won, scored with a for-
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ward pass {rom scrimmage. As the hall
was booted for another kick-off the
timer's gun was heard. Beanville’s Un-
mentionables had come off victorious
with a score of twenty-one to twenty,
the first strictly hot-day team I ever saw.

T was less than half an hour later, and

we four varsity back-field men were
grouped around Hooley's cot in the in-
firmary. He had a broken arm of
course. He sure was Drittle porcelain.
In the next cot was Matsi Togo who had
acquired a broken leg in hecoming fa-
mous.  An agitated individual came in
unannounced. As I saw lloolev’s facc
pale, I knew that this must be the stern
parent. It was.

“Son, yvou've been playing foothall
again.  Son, I saw you playing it. What
was it T said I'd do if you cver played
again?”

Hooley’s lips were dry.
and then said huskily :

“Why you said you'd yank me out of
college, dad. Go ahead and yank.”

“Consider yoursel{ yanked, reinstated
and readmitted, my boy. ['m proud of
vou."  le placed a reassuring hand on
Algernon’s good one. The rest of us
slipped away from there and left them
alone, while Matsi Togo turned his head
away so that Algernon would never
know he had seen the tears in our hero's
cves. The Japauese are awiuily polite
about the little things that really count.

He wet them




One Gentleman’s Game
By Ralph Henry Barbour

Jerry Leeds had the intolerance of youth, but he succumbed to the gallantry
of his expected opponent and played the game as a sportsman should.

R. LEEDS, forty-six, militantly
1 youthful, sipped his coffee and

read the stock market news.
Jerry, nincteen, life-wearied, gulped
chilled orange juice and perused the
sports page. Mrs. [eeds seldom came
down to Dbreakfast, but had she Dbeen
at the table this late fune morning she
would undoubtedly have given her at-
tention to the steamship sailings.

Jerry peered over the top of his
paper, his good-looking, tanned counte-
nance  showing  faint  annoyance.
“Dad,” he asked, “what do you know
about the Chandler Cup?”

Mr. Leeds wooed his thoughts from
the stock market with an obvious effort.
“The Chandler Cup? I know that it
was lost. found again and is being put
up next month by the Winding Brook
Club.”

“Well, but what’s its romantic his-
tory? How did it get lost? [ never
heard of it hefore.”

“There was quite a lot in the papers
along in November, but I helieve you
told me once that you hadn’t time for
the papers in college. ‘Romantic his-
tory,” you say? Well, curious, anyway.
The Chandler Cup went up first in—
let’s see—yes, 1913. l.oring Brattle got
his name on it that year. Then Peter-
son won it the next time. Brattle got
his second leg in 1915 T saw that
match. Peterson was rumner-up. Tt
went iive sets. In 1916 a fellow named
Hendrix won—DBrattle was offl at a
training camp, I think—and was, of
course, given custody of the cup. Then
the war came along and there were no
tournaments held for a couple of years.
When they were started again the cup
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couldn’t he found. It appeared that
Hendrix had been killed in France and
that his widow had moved away, no
one knew where. So Winding, Brook
put up a new trophy—two, I fancy.
during the next eight or nine years.
Then, early last winter, the cup turned
up again. Mrs. Hendrix had run across
it among some things that had been
stored after her husband's death. He
had gone off to training camp before
it was time to return the thing and she
had forgotten it. You say there's
something about it in there?” '

“Quite a lot, sir. Care to read it?
That chap DBrattle is staging a come-
back, it seems.”

“Brattle?  Incredible!
man's at least forty!”

“Forty-two, if this is correct.” The
paper crossed the table, and Mr. Leeds
read the half-column story.

Why the

“Well, well,” he mused. “Old Lor-
ing DBrattle! By Jove, the chap's

plucky. Of course he hasn’t a chance
in the world to win that last leg and
get the cup, but I like his grit. A very
handsome gesture, eh?”

“If you like, sir. Rather theatrical.
I'd say, and a bit silly.”

“Theatrical!  Silty? What’s silly
about it? Why shouldn't he have an-
other try at it if he wants to?”

“Oh, quite all right, dad. Only I've
heard you say a hundred times that a
man’'s game starts downhill after he's
thirty, and this chap’s forty-two. No
reason why a man of his age shouldn't
amuse himself with tennis, but entering
a tournament—well, seems to me he's
acting the silly goat, sir.”

Mr. Leeds frowned. ““Not at all, not
at all! Drattle can't play the game he
once did, of course, hut that doesn’t
mean that he's out of tennis. In his
time he was awfully good. He had
about the nicest backhand 1 ever saw,
and I've seen them all, including Pell's.
And he had plenty more. He had
strategy and finesse; in short, brains.
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He used his head, Jerry. And if you
youngsters think he’s going to be easy
you're mistaken. The man who meets
him has got to be smart!”

“Ever play Mr. Brattle, sir?”

“Twice. Southampton in—yes, 1906.
West Side the next year. He put me
out of the second round each time.”
Mr. Leeds' tone hecame wistful. “Ior-
ing DBrattle was one chap I always
wanted to beat. And I never did.”

“He must have been awfully good,
sir,”” murmured Jerry.

“Well, he was never ranked among
the first ten, of course, but he was
harder to win from than some who
were””  Mr. Leeds impaled his pince-
nez on the index finger of his right
hand and regarded them thoughtfully.
This talk of Loring Brattle had
brought the old days very ncar, the
old days of glorious competition and.
alas, blighted hopes. He had been in
his time a great tennis player in every-
thing save performance. In the brave
days when Tarned and Whitman,
Wright and Ward had held their sway
he had fought determinedly to win his
way into the company of the elect, and
he had failed. He had been with them
but never of them. He had played the
best of them—he could give you dates
and scores from a remarkable memory
—but seldom in tournaments, although
year after year his name had appeared
in the brackets at longwood and
Chestnut Hill, Newport and the Pier;
wherever, in fact, white balls flew above
turf or gravel. DBut he knew the game;
few better in theory; and for all of ten
vears he had patiently and unceasingly
—and at last proudly—implanted his
knowledge in his son.

He had had an apt pupil, for Jerry
surely must have inherited the elder’s
passion for the game. The boy took
to it as a duck to water, and, being sup-
plied with both the physical and mental
essentials of a tennis player, he pro-
gressed surprisingly. At sixteen he had
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been invincible on the home court and
Number One amongst the juniors at
the Suttondale Tennis Club. At pre-
paratory school he had captured most
of the honors, had eventually captained
his team and now, at college, was con-
tinuing his triumphal advance. Two
days before he had reached the semi-
fimals at Westchester, yielding there to
a flashy collegian from the Coast.
Jjerry’s success was as the breath of
life to his [ather who was seeing his
own carlier hopes about to be realized,
if only by proxy.

“I dancy I'll enter for the singles
at \Winding Brook, dad,” said Jerry in
the tone of one to whom nothing much
matters,

“Tih?” ejaculated his father. *“My
dear fellow. why on earth?”
Jerry shrugged gracefully. “Well,

I’lIl be through at Merion the last of the
weck. and the Seabright thing doesn’t
start until July thirtieth. That leaves
me at rather a loose end, sir. This
ILastern Counties Tournament at Wind-
ing Brook begins the sixteenth. It
would sort of fill in, eh?”

“But Winding Brook! Rather like
barnstorming, isn’t it? All right for
mug-hunters, of course, but for you
it >

mug-hunting’s rather
It’s this Chand-

“lfact is, sir.
what T have in mind.

ler Cup. It sort of appeals. Has a
history, as the chap there says. It's a
bit out of the ordinary. Interesting.

Rather an aristocrat among trophies, if
you see what T mean. I'd sort of like
to get my name on it, sir.”

“Yes, of course. Certainly it stands
for more than the run of ’em. Only
thing is, son, you’re not likely to find
any one very good. Oh, perhaps a
eouple of low rankers, but the rest dis-
tinctly third class, I fancy.”

“This fellow Brattle, of course.”

“Yes, Brattle. But he’s not likely to
give you much of a game, Jerry. The
paper says he hasn’t been in a tourna-
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ment since the war, and you know what
that means. And then, his age. Ycs,
and seems to me I read that he got
pretty well shot up over there. Came
back a major, I believe, with a lot of
decorations and minus a rib or some-
thing. No, I'm afraid you can't count
on much opposition there.”

“Dare say I can get some of the
chaps at Merion to go along. Blinky
and Steve Bishop and Dick Somers.
They're not above a bit of slumming
now and then. Well, I’d better go up
and see about packing my bags. See
you Saturday evening, dad.”

E found Winding Brook not such a

dump, after all, when he arrived
three weeks later. The courts were
excellent, the clubhouse comfortahle
and, wlile there promised to be a
dearth of social or tennis acquaintances,
the folks who thronged the verandas
and corridors that Monday morning
were presumably respectable. moder-
ately smart and probably representative
of local aristocracy.  Jerry and
“Dlinky” Bancroft received guest cards
and were put up.  Somers and Bishop.
Jerry’s other recruits lodged at the inn,
half a mile distant. The tournament
had brought a large if not important
gathering of players. Some of the
names were familiar to Jerry, but most
were not. There were two seeded en-
tries in the singles, Randal and TDos-

~worth, respectively seventeenth and
twentieth in last year’s ranking. Not

seeded, but favored with a bye in the
lower bracket., was Il.oring Brattle.
Since Jerry was in the upper bracket
his chance of meeting DBrattle was, short
of a miracle, nil, and he had, he now
realized, nursed an unsuspected desire
to show Mr. Brattle, preferably in
straight sets, that tennis was a sport
sacred to youth and that the aged and
infirm would do better to confine their
creaking activities to golf. Yes, he
experienced quite a pang of disappoint-
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ment when he and Blinky inspected the
drawings. Some of the savor had
gone.

An ironical Fate which presides at all
tournament drawings had bracketed
him with Steve Bishop in the first
round, and it so became his painful duty
to eliminate Steve that Monday after-
noon. That it required three sets, two
of which went to deuce, to attain the
result somewhat comforted his victim.
After their showers they picked up
Blinky and Dick Somers and sped over
to the inn and drank tea with some
otherwise intelligent folks who thought
Henri Cochet a man milliner. But they
went back to the club for dinner, and a
casual acquaintance of Blinky’s pointed
out LLoring Brattle at a distant table.

Well, he didn't look forty-two, Jerry
reflected, not by half-a-dozen years:
although why the fact should have
slightly irritated him was not patent.
Brattle proved to be a tall, muscularly
slim and rather distinguished appear-
ing man, eminently good-looking and
with, so far as Jerry could discern
across the room, most of his hair and
teeth. His eyes looked lightish, per-
haps blue, although that might be only
because his face was so deeply tanned.
There were two ladies at the table with
him, and one, the very pretty, slght
one, was his wife. Jerry’s thought was
that once, fifteen or twenty years ago,
she must have heen a winner. He liked
pretty women, impersonally, but he pre-
ferred them less frail and tired-looking
—and younger. He never felt quite at
case, although he successfully hid the
fact. with women of thirty or over.
Nevertheless his eyes returned at inter-
vals to Mrs. Brattle.

Loring Brattle had, it seemed, ap-
pealed to the sentimental side of the
public by his reéntry into the arena,
and, perhaps taking their cue from the
sports writers, apparently hard-boiled
flappers and battle-visaged dowagers
went around cooing how wonderful it
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would be if that handsome Mr. Brattle
should really win the singles and get
the Chandler Cup! And not only the
femmes, either, for here was Dick echo-
ing the same great thought. “Of
course,” said Dick, adding a third loaf
of sugar to his coffee, ‘“he hasn't a
Chinaman’s chance, but it would be
corking if he came through, ch?
Poetic justice, you know. That sort of
thing.”

“Can’t see it,” said Jerry in his best
—quoting  Blinky—“nonkalant  and
blaze” manner. “It's just a play to the
gallery. He knows darn well he can't
make the quarter-finals. When a man's
through he's through, and he ought to
realize it and quit. If he wanted to get
his third leg on that cup he should have
gone after it ten or twelve years ago,
not waited till he was over forty.”

“All very well, but look here, Jerry.”

Dick was silenced with a glance, and
Jerry went on with the stern implaca-
bility of nineteen: “My dad plays darn
good tennis, as some of you chaps
know. He used to play with Larned
and Clothier and Ward and that crowd
years ago, and he's not much older than
Brattle. Well, he gave up tournaments
when he was twenty-nine.  You don't
see him cluttering up the courts, trying
to act like a two-yecar-old! And he can
still take a set off me when he’s going
good and T don't run him too hard.”

“Well, I can’t sce why Brattle hasn't
a perfect right to try a come-bhack,
Jerry. Heck, he isn't in any one's way!
[ hear he hasn’t played in a match for
two or three years until last month. Il¢
got the news about this cup being found
and how they were putting it up agan
and made up his mind to have a go at
it.  You know he's got two legs on it
already, and if he did manage to——"

“Yeah, we read the papers, too,” said
Steve. “I don't suppose he's got a
chance, Dick. so there's no call to get
het up. He's a game guy, though, T'll
say that for him.”
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“What’s game about it?” asked Jerry
wearily. “Any one can enter and play
a couple of mntches. He gets a lot of
stuff in the papers. and his picture, of
course, and folks tell him hke’s a hero.
Sorry, old dear. but I can’t see it.”

“Oh, you're just a crab on the sub-
ject,” answered Blinky good-humor-
edly. “Snap out of it. I'm going to
try and see him play to-morrow. Like
to get a linc on that backhand of his.
They tell me that when he was at his
best he had the smoothest backhand in
the history of the game. Used to be
able to put the old ball on the head of

a tack with it. Ile must have been
cood!”
“Of course he was,” murmured

Jerry. “Uifteen years ago.”

The following evening Blinky re-
ported.  Loring Drattle had played his
first match and won it, 6-2,6-3, from a
local star. and his sccond, in the quar-
ter-finals, against a more worthy op-
ponent, he had taken at 4-6, 7-5 8-6.
Blinky had witnessed the second en-
counter.  low. Jerry asked boredly,
was the famous backhand?

Blinky grinned. “Queer,” he an-
swered.

“Queer!”

“Absolutely. He uses Loth hands.”

“Not really!” Dick protested.

“Fact. Like this.” Blinky arose
and demonstrated. “They say his left
hand only steadies the racket, but I
don’t know. 1.ooked to me like it was
doing some of the work.”

“I'lll be darned,” Steve declared.
“Did he always do that or is it some-
thing new ?”

“Search me. Any way, he made it
work pretty nicely, and that’s more’'n I
do sometimes with one hand! Not that
Whoosis gave him many chances. The
way that guy kept to Brattle’s forehand
was funny! Of course he couldn’t al-
ways do it, but he sure did try.”

“What happened when he didn’t”
Jerry asked.
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“Well, not so much. Brattle's re-
turns were mighty safe and accurate.
He looked as though he could put the
old ball sbout where he chose, but they
had no zip. But”—and Blinky chuck-
led and waved his cigarette—"he didn’t
fool me. What the old fox was doing
was playing possum. lle was trying
to make his backhand look weak, so
Whoosis would play to it. But it didn't
come off. The other fellow didn’t bite.
He had troubles enough anyhow. Al-
most ran his legs off in the second set
trying to get DBrattle’s placements.
And, say, he had so many styles of

serves—DBrattle, I mean—you never
knew what was coming!”

“Sort of a show-off, eh?”

“No, you’re wrong there, Jerry.

Way T figure it, he knows a lot of
tricks that’'ll win a point and doesn't
hesitate to use 'em. Boy, you've got
to watch goggle-eyed if you play him!”

Jerry suppressed a yawn. “I don’t
expect to.”

“Why not? If you take your match
with Bosworth to-morrow and Brattle
beats Randal you'll come together in the
finals.”

“Quite so, but T don’t anticipate win-
ning from DBosworth, and [ certainly
don’t expect Brattle to put away a
player like Randal.”

“No, but he might. | saw him play,
like I'm telling you fellows, and there’s
no use trying to make him out a has-
been. And as for you beating Bos-
worth, Jerry, why, I'll bet you ten dol-
lars you do. Look at the way you came
through to-day!”

“T had some luck,” said Jerry mod-
estly.

Later, but at an early hour for him,
Jerry deserted his companions in the
tap room—the name still lingered al-
though the taps had long since gone
dry—and virtuously made his way
along the veranda toward the stairs and
bed.  To-morrow’s match would be a
tough one, and he didn’t share Blinky's
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optinism. e would, he assured him-
self resolutely, get a lot of slcep and
cut down on cigarettes until the job was
done. The evening was warm. wnd ef
“those who had dined at the club many
were loath to leave and still sat in grouns
along the porch. Jerry was forced to
steer a careful course, and in avoiding
one group he came face to face with an
open French window. The sight of a
small desk with a hooded light above it
in the room beyond decided him to sac-
rifice a quarter of an hour of skunler
and write a note to his father.

ITe stepped inside, selected a dusk in
a corner, found paper in the rack and a
pen that wasn’t too bad and then let
his gaze wander in search of inspira-
tion. Through the mellow gloom, from
the far end of the apartment came soft
glintings. He raised his head higher
above the back of the desk, avoiding the
rays of the light, and looked again. A
tabic draped with a white clotli took
shape, and, on it, a brave array of silver

trophies from whose polished surfaces

the light reflected wanly. Those were
the tournament prizes, ready for dis-
play on the porch to-morrow. and
among them, towering nohi stood the
Chandler Cup. Jerry promised himself
a look at it when his letter was finished.

A murmur of voices disturbed him
presently and he looked disapprevingly
toward the doorway. Two forms en-
tered aml without a glance in his direc-
tion went to the table. They were a
tall man and a smallish woman. The
man was lifting the Chandler Cup from
the table and the woman was bending
close. They were reading the inscrip-
tions on it. Jerry’s head disappeared
again, turtic-wise. His pen moved on.
Then the woman was talking.

“Iiftcen years ago! It doesn’t seem
possible, dear. Why, 1 was incredibly
young. Nineteen. Think of it! And
—and I was pretty then, wasn't I, Lor-
ing? Sort of.”

“Prettiest and sweetest kid
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in the
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world, Nancy, and still are.” Jerry
recognized them niow. His pen stopped
again and he peered cautiously over the
barrier. Though he couldn’t discern
such details, he knew they weve holding
hands. And now the woman’s head
nestled against the shoulder beside her
as she answered, just short of laugh-
ing: ‘“You're an old darling, even if
you do tell horrible lies.”

Jerry liked her voice tremendously.
Hearing it was somehow like strokirg
velvet,

“Fifteen years,” said Mrs Brattle
wonderingly, and then was silent.

“‘Thornton Peterson, 1914." \WWon-
der what ever became of him. Remeni-
ber the last set he and I played, Nancy?
It went to 14-12. 1 wasn’t so awiully
bad then, was 1?” There was a wistiul
appeal in the words, and the woman
answered quickly.

“You were wonderful, dear, and vou
still are.”

There was a chuckle. “Who's telling
them now? Well, I could play a bhit,
if I do say it.”

“You can play now, and vou know
it.  Just look at to-day!”

“Yes, but it came frightfully hard.
I'm trying not to let these youngsters
know, but I'm afraid the cat will be
out of the bag to-morrow.”

“T oughtn’t to be listening to this,”
thought Jerry dismayedly. }e wanted
to cough or rustle the paper, hut just
then the big cup was put back and he
didn’t.  They'd be going now.”

“Nonsense, dear,” Mrs. Brattle was
saying. “I just know you're going to
win to-morrow’s match and Thursday's
match and get the cup. It won't he
fair if you don’t. You ought really to
have it. It’s ours, loring. Why, it
was that cup that brought us together.
Fifteen years ago!”

“Not so much the cup, Nancy, as
that porch rocker. Remember stum-
bling against it and sitting down in my
lap?”
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“Nothing of the sort! I mean I
didn’t sit in your lap.”

“Would have if the chap with you
hadn’t caught vou. Cheeky beggar [
thought him.”

“He was rather nice,” she murmured.
“His name was—was—what was his
name, dear? Oh, well! But what I
do remember is the perfectly brazen
way you ran around to find some one
to introduce us!'”

“Brazen? Not a hit of it. Besides,
how could I do less? There you were
on the porch simply begging me to
hurry ?
“Oh, you beast!"—She was pinchmg
him, Jerry told himself distastefully—
“Of all the conceited Well, any-
way, you weren't supposed to sec it!"
They laughed together softly.

“Oh, Lord, they’ll he kissing next!”
groancd the eavesdropper.  “Won't
they cver go?”

And then they did, the man’s arm
about the woman, their speech only
murmurs.  Jerry kept his head down
and held his breath, but they never saw
him. \Vhen they had gone he scowled
darkly. “Silly old fool,” he muttered.
“Spooning all over the ctub!” Then
the scowl faded. Oh, well, folks had
probably been like that fifteen years
ago. [ifteen years ago, eh?  Mrs.
Brattle must have hecn a knock-out
then, with her leoks and that velvety
voice. His heart stirred a little, and
then, “Oh, heck!” he muttered and
picked up his pen once more. “Any-
way, if he runs up against me he will
have to play tennis, because if he
thinks, or she thinks ecither, that I'm
going to let a lot of mushy sentiment
make any difference in my game he's
crazy. If he wants that cup he can
darn well earn it!”

’
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HLE doubles matches were in full
swing when he got down the next
morning, and after looking on a while
from the veranda he sent a boy up to
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his room for his rackets and went out
to the practice board. He wasn’t to
have it to himself, for Loring DBrattle
was using one face of it. He was prac-
ticing backhand strokes as Jerry ap-
proached, and Blinky hadn’t lied. He
was actually using both hands! DBut at
the sound of Jerry’s feet on the gravel
the ball went to the forehand and re-
mained there; at least until, after an
exchange of mnods and murmured
“Good mornings,” Jerry had passed
around to his own side. Monotonously
slapping the ball against the wall, Jerry
thought about that strange hackhand;
wondered why the other had so quickly
switched at his coming. He sought to
connect those things with what he had
heard in the writing room last night,
recalled Mrs. Brattle’s voice, and lost
a ball in the shrubbery.

He came through that afternoon
without great difficulty.  Bosworth
forced him to four sets, hut Jerry was
having one of his good days and after
he had dropped the first set, more in
the spirit of inquiry than bhecause he
was put to it, the flatteringly large gal-
lery rightly predicted the outcome. He
took the match 4-6, 7-5, 6-3, 6-4. He
tried to get to Number One court be-
fore the Randal-Brattle match ended,
and, after he had had his shower and
had redressed, was Dharely successful.
They were on the last set, Dick told
him. Brattle had taken the first two
at 6-4. had dropped the third at 3-6
and was now leading, at 6-5. Perhaps
those about him on the veranda didn’t
suspect it, perhaps even Randal didn’t,
but Jerry, in the light of the admission
overheard last evening, knew (hat the
older man was fighting on nc:.¢ alone;
that utter exhaustion threat.: -/ him,
and that if he didn‘t win in the next
two or three games he never would.
Actually the man’s hand was shaking
as he worked the three balls into posi-
tion between his fingers. As he swung
it up a whitish scar flashed in the sun-
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light, a pale broad stripe against the
surrounding sunburn.  Jerry recalled
what his father had told him about
Loring Brattle’s war services, but then
a tricky floating serve was smashed into
the net by Randal and his interest con-
centrated on the play.

He discovered that his sympathies,
so long antagonistic to Brattle, had sud-
denly veered. He wanted DBrattle to
win. Oh. he hadn’t really changed his
opinions, but. hang it, when a fellow
makes as stubborn and up-hill a fight
as Brattle had made to reach the semi-
finals you couldn’t help wanting him to
come through.

Brattle sped a hard return down the
side line to his adversary’s left, moved
cautiously toward the fore court, took
a hard cross shot on the volley and sped
it into the opposite right corner. Jerry
saw the puff of lime-dust with a vast
relief. Randal made a desperate effort
to reach the ball, but failed. Thirty-
love, now. Brattle was serving again,
on his toes, his racket arching aloft. A
slamming shot crossed the net, struck
close to the half-court line and hounded
so high that Randal’s careful, studied
stroke was netted. Forty-love! The
veranda was very still. Jerry found his
hands clinched in the pockets of his
blazer, relaxed them, smiled ironically
at Dick to show himself superior to the
tense weaklings about him. But Dick
wasn't looking. DBrattle was on his toes
once more. This time his first swift
serve went out of court. He served
again, slicing craftily. The white ball
seemed to hesitate above the net, then,
relenting, dropped over. Randal leaped.
The ball bounced, curving erratically
toward the post, a weak, spiritless
thing, and Randal’'s racket swept
against it. DBrattle stepped aside and
the ball struck high against the back-
stop. The club veranda went wild with
applause. It was easy to see who the
favorite was!

Jerry grinned, then smoothed his
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features quickly to an expression of
faint and unconcerned amusement.
“The Old Guard triumphs.” he said

to Dick. “Let's find a dish of tea.”
At the table, munching a cake,
Blinky’s carclessness was overdone.

“Thirk you can take him to ride to-
morrow 2" he asked.

“Yes. don't your”

“Oh, sure! That is—well, I'll tell
you, Jerry. He's snaky! 1le sure is
snaky !”

“Snakes die at sunset, Blinky.”

“1Tuh? What do you mean, snakes
die i

Jerry shrugged. “To beat Brattle all
any fellow need do is to take him to
five sets. He played four just now and
was all in. To-morrow I'lIl grab the
first, drop the next two if he puts up an
argument and then run out.”

Blinky’s face lighted. *Say, I be-
lieve that’s the right dope! Ie was
pretty well tuckered in that last set,
come to think of it. Yes, sir, you'll
get him that way, Jerry.”

“Of course I'd rather not." Jerry
frowned slightly. “If he will let me
through in three straight I'll like it a
heap better, but if he shows fight ”
He shrugged.

Blinky gazed upon him in rapt ad-
miration.

Loring Brattle’s victory was the chief
subject of discussion about the club-
house, it seemed, for Jerry, traversing
the veranda, ran into Hoating scraps of
conversation:  ‘'—positively remark-
able! T mean I really do. When you
consider that he’s over forty—a perfect
dear. I said to her this afternoon
‘Mrs. Brattle, you must be frightfully
proud’—got it in his pocket this minute,
[ tell you. He'll put young l.eeds away
in straight sets, and D

Blinky got himself roped into bridge
after dinner, and Jerry wandered into
the tap room, found his presence detri-
mental to a frank discussion of the
morrow’s match and wandered out
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again, a little uncomfortably aware that
by depriving Brattle of his third leg on
the Chandler Cup he was going to
make himself distinctly unpopular
around Winding Brook. He didn’t
doubt that he would win the match.
Brattle might conceivably outplay him
for a while, but he couldn’t outstay
him.

And once he thought the match safely
on ice he meant to play to his oppon-
ent’s backhand, allow the latter to bring
his heavy artillery into action, so to
speak, and then beat him at his own
game. He was curious about that fa-
mous backhand, wanted to see it dis-
plaved. Sometimes he didn’t believe in
it as abjectly as did the others.

There was a letter for him in his
box at the office. and he retired with
it to a leather chair in a corner of the
living room. It was from his father,
and written, it would seem. at about
the same hour he had penned his own
letter. There were three pages of it.
His mother was feeling much brighter,
The Ticknors had been over for dinner
and Pillen had sent her love to him and
he was to bring her home a nice cup.
Jerry scowled. Why couldn’t she let
him alone? She couldn’t stroke, hadn’t
any serve and shouted when she talked.
Yes, and, worse still, with the sound
of a rusty windmill! “Fifteen years
ago!" whispered another voice, a voice
that was like a fold of velvet. Jerry
shuffled his feet and went on again.
Not much of interest. He turned the
letter.

“T see that you won your match this

forenoon. Don't think T know the man
you played. Loring Brattle’s doing
well, too. And that reminds me. Ran

across Stokes at the Midday Club this
noon and he told me about Brattle.
They are neighbors at Milton and play
together occasionally. It seems that
one of the wounds Brattle got over-
seas was in his right hand. Shrapnel.
So that's what his trouble is. Hasn't
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affected his forehand a bit, Stokes says,
but his backhand is shot to pieces. Lit-
erally. Too bad, for it was the nicest
I ever saw. Probably you know all this
by now. but I thought I'd mention it in
the unlikely event of your meeting hin.
Tennis is a gentleman’s game, you
know, and it wouldn’t hurt to go a bit
easy on his backhand. Dare say you've
noticed the way M. R. and G. has heen
acting. There’s a rumor i

Jerry placed the letter back in its
envelope and stared at his shoes for a
long while.

“T wonder,” he asked the clerk be-
hind the desk later, “if you could find
Mr. Brattle for me.”

“Certainly, Mr. Leeds. I don't think
he’s left the clubhouse, but I'll go and
see.”

ferrv went bhack to his chair. Out-
side on the veranda a voice was chant-
ing: “Mr. Brattle, please!” Presently
Jerry saw him enter, arose and awaited
him. There were marks of fatigue on
the man's face, and the gray-blue cyes
swept the room slowly and with a sug-
gestion of wcariness.

“Mr. PBrattle, I'm Jerry Leeds.”

“You don’t have to tell me.” Drat-
tle’s smile was friendly. “I know you
very well by sight, even if, rather oddly,
we haven’t met before.” They shook
hands. “Shall we sit here?”

“If you don’t mind, no. Tt won't
take me a minute to say what I have to.
TI'm afraid T'm going to disappoint you,
sir, hut"—TJerry flicked the letter he still
held—"I've just received this and T find
that | amn obliged to default our match.”

There was an instant of silence.
Jerry's gaze remained carefully on the
letter. If the other showed satisfaction
he didn't want to know it.

“I am disappointed,” answered Brat-
tle soberly. and to his relief Jerry found
the voice convincing. ‘““Are you quite
certain there is no way? Iave you
spoken to the referece? Perhaps there
could be a postponement.”
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“I’'m sorry, sir, but it would be ut-
terly impossible for me to play you be-
fore the end of the tournament, and so
I haven’t bothered to see the commit-
tee yet. Of course I'll let them know
right away, but I thought it only fair
to tell you as soon as possible.”

“Yes, I seec. DBad news, then, I'm
afraid” He nodded at the letter. “I'm
frightfully sorry. If there’s any way
in which we can pull it off later I
needn’t tell you, I think, that, while I’d
like that cup, this way of getting it
doesn’t appeal to me. To be frank,
you’d have beaten me to-morrow. Oh,
there’s no doubt of that” Jerry’s po-
lite remonstrance died away. “I’d have
put up a good fight, Leeds, but to-day
took too much out of me. So, as you
can see, it isn't right that I should profit
by your misfortune.”

“Well, 1 wish we might have played.
I think I'd have given you a good
match, but as for winning”—]Jerry

37

smiled and shook his head—*1 saw you
play this afternoon, sir.”

“Very kind of you. Well, T shan'’t
consider the matter closed until T hear
from the committee. Perhaps they’ll
see a way out of it. | hope so. And I
trust that your news may prove un-
warrantably  disturbing. Meanwhile
I— ’

They shook hands and parted.

In the writing room Jerry scribbled
two brief notes. One he left at the
office. The second he propped on the
dresser upstairs where Blinky would
find it. He smiled as he visioned his
friend reading the tag. ““Sorry to
make off with your means of transpor-
tation, old man, but I understand that
the railroad provides excellent service.
See you at Seabright.”

Then he packed, settled his bill, ran
his car from the garage and made off
contentedly through the warm, starry
night.




Cocky

Lorem

By Laurence Donovan

Lorern was accused of disrupting his team, but when they took the ice
against the Cubs, his fighting spirit welded the team in an oficnsive it
had never known before.

N expectant hush sucked away the
A breath of the fans in the Coliseum
tiers. The new wing, Dan Lorem,
purchased from the Iastern Circuit,
flashed over the blue line into the Lions’
defense territory. shifting the puck in
the heel of his stick.

With excelling  swiftness he had
cluded the attempts at checking by the
speedy Canucks from over the border.
Darting down the ice with a peculiar
glide that was mystifying to his oppo-
nents, he had *“Beef” Harkins, the T.ions’
goalic. spreading every inch of his bulk
to block the shot.

Big “Red” Simmons, the powerful
pivot of the Buckaroos, paced Lorem so
closely that the referee almost decided

that the giant center was offside and
had crossed ahead of the puck carrier
into the defense territory. But he let
it go.

The game was the third in which
TLorem had participated, and this was
prior to the revision of the offside rule
to permit more latitude for scoring.

Satchett, Iorem’s companion wing,
arriving at the blue line with greater mo-
mentum than Simmons, shot ahead of
the pair. Jarvin, a lions’ defense,
whirled on his skates and streaked over
beside “Beef” ITarkins in front of the
cage. Lorem caught the blocking ac-
tion, saw that the cage was sewed up
from his angle, but that a quick pass to
Satchett might give his fellow wing an
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opportunity to slip a shot through the
open corner of the cage.

He swung around, passing to Satchett.
But Red Simmons’ stick reached out,
deflected the puck and when it reached
the spot where Satchett should have re-
ceived the pass, the latter had overskated
and missed it altogether. In the next
few seconds the puck was the center
of a cage mélée from which Jarvin of
the Lions was the first to worm his way
out, with the puck in his stick.

Lorem pulled a rapid-fire crossover
in time to check Jarvin near center ice
just as the period closed. This was the
end of the second period and the score
remained tied at 0-O.

Lorem, head defiantly high, unspoken
accusation in his eves and a bitter feel-
mg inside that he tried to overcome,
glided to the bench and sat down. From
above came the murmur of voices.
Buckaroo [ans were discussing the clos-
ing play of that periol. lLorem was
sure he could detect a growl of disap-
proving question in the comment of fans
nearest to him.

“Suds™ Sarviss. the grizzled manager
of the Buckaroos, spoke quietly to lLo-
rem.

“Down the river with it, son.’” he
said. *“‘Can’t make ’em all, you know.
Guess Red was off his stride a little. an’
mavhe you ought to have chanced.a shot
vourself.”

So Suds had been thinking, too. That
was the first thought that came to ILo-
rem. Otherwise the veteran manager
would not have spoken as he had. l.o-
rem needed only that confirmation to
rekindle his suspicion.

And his thought, that he had wanted
to overcome, was that Red Simmons had
deliberately robbed him of an assist and
the Buckaroos of a goal. So Red be-
lieved that he had wanted his spot at
center, did he? Yes, he had had that
thought before he arrived on the Buck-
aroo ice for his first game. In fact, the
manager of the Eastern team who had
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sold him to Suds Sarviss had hinted that
the Buckaroos were badly in need of
a stiffened offensive. ~ Without being
aware of the personnel of the Pacific
coast team, the l<astern manager had ex-
pressed the belief that the hole most
in need of patching was center. Or so
he had judged from his correspondence
with Suds Sarviss.

So young Dan [.orem could not be
criticized if he introduced himself to the
Buckaroos’ manager with the idea that
probably he was somcwhat the salvation
of the slipping team. That hc was
placed on the wing, and that it appeared
Red Simmons would be retained at cen-
ter did not in itself affect him greatly,
after he had seen the giant Red in ac-
tion.

I1e instantly recognized that Red was
one of the best fighting centers he had
ever watched. And he was quick to
realize that the players of opposing
teams also recognized it. [For in the
first and second games, in which he had
participated, ILorem saw that Red, from
first to last, was the particular target of
all the rough stuff that could e con-
ceived.

But at the same time, J.orem sensed
a. feeling of antagonism on the part of
Red. Before the end of the second
game he had begun to belicve that this
hostility toward himself was shared by
Red’s teammates. The misplay in that
last period had been only one of a series
of similar accidents that had marred co-
ordinated effort. Or were they acci-
dents?

Lorem mustered a grin when Suds
hinted that he forget it. But for once
Suds had committed a tactical blunder.
11 he had really rcad I.orem’s innermost
thoughts. he would have said nothing
concerning the misplay. Suds believed
merely that his new man would become
discouraged by this and other unpre-
ventable incidents, and wanted to cheer
kim up. Instead he completed fixing the
suspicion held by Lorem.
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Perhaps neither Suds nor any of his
players understood the temperament of
the new man frem the East. Highly
strung, sensitive to an unusual degree,
Iorem was inclined by disposition to a
feeling of inferiority. Only his native

talent for the game of hockey had made.

him the ice wizard that he was.

But hecause of this very sensitiveness
and tense nerves when he entered a
game, Lorem had cloaked himself with
an outward manner that to others con-
veyed the impression that he was high-
hat—that he held himself too good to
mix on an equal footing. TIf there was
< shght resentment that a player should
be imported from an Eastern Circuit,
it would not have heen great enough to
survive had not Lorem’s mannerisms in-
tensified it.

When the tcams took the ice for the
third period, l.orem had cecided that
he would not again give the other for-
wards an opportunity to ball up his
plays.  This was a poor decision, and
Lorem knew it, but he had the slightly
desperate fecling that the team did not
want him.  Hc¢ was well aware that
winning hockey is not played by indi-
viduals, but in this instance he was de-
termined to stand or fall on his own
nerits.

ITis chance came late in the period.
Flashing across the ice at the instant the
Lions’ center was in tlie act of attempt-
ting a favorite stunt, shooting for goal
from the blue line, he rohbed the Lion
of hoth the chance and the puck. De-
fore the Lion center’s teammates could
reverse themselves, he was up center ice
on a flying carry.

One of the Tion defense men at-
tempted a poke check, caught his skate
and fell over his own stick. Iixcept for
the widespread anatomy of Beef Har-
kins, nothing intervened between Lorem
and the cage.

The dimensions of Beef were his
greatest asset at goal. Reducing the
size of the pads to permit greater oppor-
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tunity for scoring had accomplished
nothing when Beef’s generous propor-
tions filled them. Red Simmons and
Satchett had followed cdown the ice on
the play. The shot was almost identical
with that which had been foozled in the
second period.

Again Beef had shifted over to the
side of the cage where he expected the
try to be made. If there were any pos-
sible opening, it was on the other corner.
and again Satchett was in position to
have made the try. Both Red and
Satchett were watching Lorem closely,
eyes on the puck in the heel of his stick,
evidently expecting a pass.

Instead of passing, he kept to his
own hastily formed decision to play a
lone hand, and took a wild shot straight
at the massive Beef. He had expected
that the try would be blocked. His
guess was correct. The puck bounded
from Beef’s pads directly into Satch-
ett’s stick. Before the defending I.icns
could check the play, with an instinctive
sweep Satchett sent the puck into the
strings and the red light glowed.

As they swung back to center ice,
Lorem caught a half grin on Red Sim-
mons’ lips. Red glanced at him and
the corner of his mouth drew down.
Lorem was sure the big center was
sneering at him, and that the grin was
one of%derision for his solo stunt in at-
tempting an impossible shot.

Jut it was after the period closed, and
the Buckaroos had copped the game by
a one to nothing score, winning on
Satchett's accidental shot, that the sting-
ing cut of the day reached I.orem. He
had trailed the others into the dressing
room when he heard Red’s voice raised
above the others.

“So, that’s our “High Cocky™ Lo-
rem,” Red was saying. ‘‘Old Cocky
Lorem—becen wonderin’ what he'd pull ?
That name just fits him.”

Lorem was sick all over. His feeling
was anything but what the suggested
nickname denoted. And because he felt
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as he did, he went to his locker with his
head held high, ignoring the other play-
ers.

“Huh!” sniffed one man to another.
“That guy thinks he’s too good to be
true. But he sure pulled a boner on
that last shot. He'll end quick if he
doesn’t snap out of that cockiness.”

TLorem was really a small hoy at heart,
and just now he was a deeply hurt small
boy. He had imagined that his fellow
players were incased in a crust of re-
sentment at his being on the team, and
to-day had confirmed that opinion. He
stepped on the gas and sent the road-
ster tearing furiously along the river
highway. When he returned to the ho-
tel and was ready to retire, he had defi-
nitely decided that he would ask Suds
Sarviss for his release and return to the
Iast.

HE home series with the Victoria

Cubs was expected to mark the turn-
ing point of the season for the Bucka-
roos. The four games would virtually
decide whether the Buckaroos would be
in a position to make a bid for the cir-
cuit honors against the leading IL.ions.

ILLorem had not been a member of the
team long enough to become saturated
with the enthusiasm that gripped the
city. Fle had come to the Buckaroos
without loyalty inspired by other than
his pay check. But he had always played
to win, and he had thought that would
be sufficient.

The day following Red Simmon’s
scornful derision, he learned by acci-
dent that his teammates had talked. The
name applied to him had heen passed
around. lorem was sitting in the hotel
lobby, buried in a newspaper containing
an account of the previous night’s game
when four men came from the billiard
room and seated themselves near by.

The first few words of the conversa-
tion informed I.orem that the men were
from Victoria and loyal supporters of
the Cubs. They were openly elated over
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some news they had heard since
their arrival in the Duckaroo's city.

“Yeh, I’'m tellin’ you the Bucks’ game
is ali shot from the inside,” said one of
the group. “Team’s all split up, I hear.
Row started over that new forward they
brought from the East. Scems like a
regular feud's sprung up lLetween him
and Red Simmons.”

“I heard that, too,” affirmed one of
the others. “Red’s good and sore, they
say. And the whole team’s hackin® him
up. They're callin’ this new hozo Iligh
Cocky lLorem—his name’s l.orem, see?
Don’t mean anything, except when play-
ers on the same team get to makin’ mean
wisecracks like that, it's likely their
morale’s darned shaky.”

Lorem buried himself deeper in the
newspaper. Then he realized that the
Victorians had not seen him play and
would not recognize him. He was on
the point of arising and moving away,
not wanting to be in the position of
eavesdropping, when a third man uttered
a few words that caught his attention.

“\With all that.” this man said, “don’t
get the idea that the Cubs are going to
have a walk-over. Griersoit had better
stick to his original plan and—well—
cur chances are raised a hundred per
cent if something happens to Red Sim-
mons early in the first game. [ had it
straight from Grierson that some neat
gang play would be used on Simmons.
He’s the Cubs’ meat, and he’s danger-
ous.”

LLorem settled deeper into his chair.
He recognized the name, Grierson. Ile
was the Cubs’ center. He had a long
penalty record and Lorem had heard
that he had once been threatened with
suspension.

So that was what the Cubs were cook-
ing up for the coming serics. lLorem
paid little attention to the remainder of
the Victorians' coversation, although he
did hear enough to learn that they were
in deep on the betting. And that the
“accidental” removal of Red Simmons
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from the icc in the first game of the
series was regarded as already accom-
plished.

Dan Lorem would have been other
than human if his first reaction to what
he had learned had not created a grim
sort of satisfaction. [f Red were out,
Ly accident or otherwise, the position
naturally would fall to him. Satchett.
the other rcgular on the wings, lacked
the weight and the speed. l.ockhaven
and Severyns, sub-forwards, were only
recently out of amateur ranks, and still
were in the process of being broken in
at the tag cnds of periods=when the
Buckaroos were riding fairly safe in
the lead.

Perhaps he would not have the team
with him, but Torem thought grimly
that he would show them. If he were
put at center., he would show the others
a pace to follow. And he would even
up with the Cubs, too, for their pre-
meditated dirty work.

Up to this point. lorem had heen
thinking solely from his ewn point of
view as an individual. His mind had
revolved around s own grievance and
the unfair attitude of the other members
of the team. Il¢ was sure that he had
done nothing to merit the contempt in
which he was held.  He had not meant
to seem high-hat. ft was only that he
shrank from attempting to play the role
of a good fellow and risk meeting with a
rebuff.

But the plot of the Cubs to remove
Red! Resentment of that crystallized
into anger at the cool assurance of these
Victorians in believing that m one way
or another they had the series in their
sack. If they had Ixen openly boasting
of the merit of their team, voicing their
betief in the saperiority of the Cubs on
the ice, L.orem knew he would have felt
ditterently about it.

Their hope to take the series through
the weakness within the TBuckaroo or-
ganization ot by a shady scheme to in-
jurc the best center in the league was of
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a caliber to set his blood bhoiling. He
bad intended during the day to see Suds
Sarviss and ask if his release might be
arranged. Instead, when he ran across
Suds in the dining room, Lorem nodded
and passed on to his table,

He had changed his mind about an
immediate discussion of his status with
Suds. And it was not because he hoped
for a chance at Red's position through
the latter’s removal. In fact, Dan l.o-
rem had decided to tell no one of what

“he had heard, but to play the puck of

chance as it lay. Personal enemy or
iriend, Red was a fellow player. Both
wore the insignia of the Buckaroos
across their jerseys.

Underneath, once he had his nerves
in hand, Lorem was a fighter to the
core. Even' now he was mapping his
own plan of personal campaign in the
coming game. His mind fixed on this,
his thoughts hecame detached from con-
sidering his own position. This ex-
plained the incident in the dining room.

Red Simmons, with Satchett, Scriv-
ener, and Sikes, was seated to one side
of the aisle along which I.orem was
passing. He noticed them, and as he
passed close by, Scrivener, who was an
irrepressible mimic, raised his head in
imitation of Lorem's carriage.

“’Lo, Cocky,” he drawled from the
corner of his mouth. “How's the
weather up there?”

Before the episode of the Victorians’
coversation, l.orem doubtless would
have pretended not to have Jeard. Dut
in his new train of thought, his own per-
sonal affairs became a trivial item, and
to his own astonishment l.orem heard
himself replying.

“Kind of frosty, Seriv. Guess that's
how we hoth got stiff necks, huh?”

The remark was accompanied by a
Liroad grin that made a total loss of

. Scrivener’s bit of malicious comedy.

LLorem went on to his lone table, leav-
ing the quartet of his fellow players
gaping at each other. It was the first
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rise the other members of the team had
got out of Dan I.orem, and it was rather
discomfiting after they had set them-
selves for a laugh at his expense.

Suds Sarviss had witnessed the bit of
byplay and had heard Lorem’s response
to Scrivener. The grizzled veteran’s
eyes twinkled. He was a wise old owl,
and in many years on the lines he had
discovered that the best solution of most
cases of internal dissension is to ignore
them. Usually they worked themselves
out.

Iorem could see that the players at
the other table were leaning toward each
other in earnest discussion as he ordered
his meal.

HE Coliseum was jammed for the

opening game of the series with the
Cubs. Wagering among the fans was
active, and an unusual number of Vic-
torians were in the tiers. The visitors
seemed unusually confident and were
betting freely against the Buckaroos.

Lorem looked from the pen across
the shining ice oval. He felt somehow
that to-night was to mark a turning
point in his life. His nerves were
jumpy no longer. He faced with calm
regard the scrutiny of his fellow play-
ers. Including the spares, there was
quite a squad when they took their pre-
liminary whirl on the ice.

Several ventured to employ the new
nickname, “Cocky,” but all the kick was
taken out of it when Lorem responded
to it with an unperturbed grin.

“Sufferin’ crawfish,” grunted Moose
Jackson, the hefty goalie. ‘‘The danged
kid seems to like it. What’s come over
him? e acts real human.”

“Smart, and knows he's smart,”
growled Red Simmons, somewhat cha-
grined to discover that the appellation
had had most of the sting taken out of
it by Lorem’s calm acceptance.

One of the referees blew his whistle
and the regulars swung into position.
The high murmur of conversation in
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the seat tiers died to a whisper. There
is something about the last second pre-
liminary to the opening of a hockey
game that catches at the breath.

Lorem’s eyes were centered on Grier-
son, as the towering Cub faced Red
Simmons. When the puck was dropped,
lLorem could have taken it as it came
sliding off Grierson’s stick. A murmur
of surprise went up from the fans as
Lorem made no attempt to hook the
puck, permitting .it to go to Scrivener
on defense.

Red bhad started to whirl as Grierson
shot the puck away. And Lorem Saw
that Girerson’s eyes were not following
the rubber. He was bearing straight
down on Red. Lorem did not know how
he get between the big centers. A light-
ning, snaky glide and he was there.

With the referees watching the puck,
which Scrivener had taken for a clash
toward the Cubs’ blue line, the flashing
mix-up in mid-ice might have escaped
their attention. Lorem saw Grierson
swing widely, as though he were in the
act of turning to dart after Scrivener.
He also saw the swiftly juggled stick in
Grierson’s hand as the handle was butt-
ended and brought up. Lorem narrowly
missed colliding with Red, as his hody
iuterposed. Neither of the referees saw
what had occurred. Red himself
growled out a sharp oath, twisting to
avoid falling over Lorem's stick.

The end of his exclamation was *
cocky fool! Whatcha tryin® to do?”

Fast as he was, Lorem felt himself
go down sharply with Grierson's weight
driving him across the ice. A searing
pain shot through his left side and nau-
seated him for an instant. He suspected
that the Cub's stick handle had found
the wrong mark. But he clenched his
teeth and recovered his feet, ignoring
Grierson and skating weakly after Red
who continued to follow Scrivener.

Through a red haze that cleared
quickly, Lorem noticed that Scrivener
had been given a clear path, with only
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lLoring, the Cubs' goalie, between him
and the net. Then Scrivener passed the
puck to Red just inside the Cubs’ blue
line.

With his breath seeming to be push-
ing a sharp point into his left side, Lo-
rem threw himself forward into such a
mélée in front of the Cubs' fort. He
had quickly observed why Scrivener had
been given such an unexpected free way
down the ice to the blue line. The Cubs
to a man, with the exception of the
goalie, were concentrating on Red Sim-
mong. :

A stick was poked forward as though
to snatch the puck from Red’s stick.
But instead of catching the puck, the
hook of the stick was being brought up
in a quick jerk, the Cub defense who
was handling it apparently having
tripped and made the motion by accident
to prevent a bad fall. The stick struck
Red’s hands and would probably have
stomached him had not Lorem thrown
himself upon it with a flying reverse-
ment of position.

Lorem had a swift glimpse of Red’s
face. The big center’s eyes were blaz-
ing hotly into his own. Red could not
tnderstand all that was happening. To
his bewildered senses, from the instant
play had begun, Cocky Lorem had some-
Low become his Nemesis. The other
Buckaroos, riding tight into the battle
that had caught Red and Lorem as its
storm center, were in better position to
realize what was happening.

Now, they, too, were fighting their
way through the Cubs to align them-
sclves with their big center.

JLorem did not know how the puck
slipped ffom Red’s stick to his own. The
Cubs’ goalie was close to one side. TTe
could see that. And the goalie, un-
doubtedly wise to his team’s intention,
was making ne particular effort to
spread himself. Lorem saw the open-
ing at the corner and with a lightning
twist of his stick he shot the puck into
the strings. The referee’s whistle

Sport Story Magazine

shrilled an instant after the red light
went on.

Then Lorem found himself on the
penalty bench alongside Red and Scriv-
encr. Satchett and Sikes were left with
“Moose” Jackson to defend the Bucka-
roos’ fort against the attack of Sim-
mons, Arthurs, and Crouch. Grierson
and Ross, too, were out on penalties.

Matched two and three, luck played
into the hands of Satchett and Sikes.
Although they had only attempted to
defend their hard beset cage against the
weaving maneuvers of the three Cubs,
Sikes got away with the puck when
Moose Jackson thrust it to one side
after a try for goal. Holding close to
the Doards around the oval, Sikes
showed a burst of speed.

Although officially Satchett did not
make the flying shot himself, it was due
to his swift interference that Sikes was
left free for the chance. Satchett ad-
mitted afterward that he had realized
the scheme of the Cubs and it had so
enraged him that he hardly knew what
he had done during the remainder of
the first period. What he did do was to
give an amazing exhibition of how one
man on skates can keep three others so
entangled for a few seconds that no
one of the three could overtake Sikes.

Seated on the bench beside Red, Lo-
rem grew sick, but he had only a single
idea. He had to go through. Stay in
at all costs.

Suds noticed Lorem’s face from
which the blood had drained, but he
judged it was his reaction from the swift
encounter of the period’s first minutes.
When Red and Lorem were again on
the ice, with Gricrson back in the game,
the Cubs apparently were layving off Red
temporarily. They put the Buckaroos
on the defensive during the first half of
the second period and after five minutes
of fast shifting back of the bluo line
scored a goal.

Coming back until the close of the
period, they kept the puck in play mostly
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in the Buckaroos’ defense territory. Lo-
rem stayed as close as he dared to Red,
but the chance for a goal to even up the
score secmed to have diverted the vis-
itors from their intention to eliminate
the Buckaroo center. However, the sec-
ond period ended with the Buckaroos
still one up on the two-to-one score.

Suds wanted to send in a spare for
Lorem at the opening of the third
period, but the white-faced youth shook
his head grimly. He had noticed a hur-
ried, huddled conference between the
Cubs and had seen Grierson nod his
head with an evil smile.

Grierson knocked the puck to Lorem
when it was dropped, and he started
across center ice. But the snaky glide
that had served him so well in previous
games lacked speed. T.orem felt like
his feet were of lead. He could hardly
breathe. lle was in a daze when he felt,
rather than saw, the clashing bodies of
the Cubs’ defense hurtling into him.

It was then that Red took the puck,
which Lorem passed weakly to him.
LLorem thought he was going to fall.
But his attention was caught by the jam
into which Red had swung with the
puck.

Apparently sceing no chance to es-
cape being blocked in front of the Cubs’
goal, Red juggled the rubber away from
the defenders and flashed behind the
net. Then it was that Lorem saw Gri-
erson hore his way through the mix-up
and dart around the net, facing the
Buckaroos’ center.

Before he had seen this, L.orem had
felt himself going. He did not know
from what source he drew that swift
spurt that carried him around the tan-
gled defenders and alongside Grierson.
The tall Cub center towered over him,
and he was set to smash Red.

Then Lorem forgot the rules, forgot
the game, forgot everything else, except
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the desperate need to thwart the inten-
tion of the dirty-playing Cub. That last
swift spurt had finished him, and [Lorem
knew it. He was going down, but as he
went, he relinquished his stick and
reached out in a flying tackle. Kven at
this critical juncture he thought grimly
that he would be penalized aplenty for
this.

This time, Red saw Lorem’s action in
its true meaning. Already he had in-
stinctively raised his arms to ward off
the smashing onslaught of Grierson. He
saw Lorem fling himself forward Dhe-
tween them and the pair crash to the
ice together. Also he heard the crack
of a bone and noticed that Grierson's
arm had crumpled grotesquely under
him, ‘

Then Red streaked around and sent
a bulletlike shot into the Cubs’ cage.
That was the last time the red light was
flashed in either cage in that game. The
Buckaroos had won, three-to-one.

SA-AY! You drag them punk flowers

outa that vase-—you hear me!
Sa-ay! You’d think he got them cracked
ribs on account o’ you fellows! Guess
I'm the guy that’s got the right to bring
roses, ain’t 1?”

Dan Lorem swam out of a distant sea
into consicousness. He recognized Red
Simmons’ voice. The lig center was
disgustedly throwing a bouquet out of a
vase on a stand into a wastebasket.
Satchett and Sikes and Scrivener were
standing there arguing with him.

Red placed his long-stemmed roses
carcfully in the vase and faced around.
Dan Lorem looked up into his face.
Red flushed and smiled guiltily.

*’Lo, Cocky!” he gulped.
the old-timer, huh?”

And Dan Lorem knew that he had
won his place for all time with the Buck-
aroos.

“How's

Q>



Paddy Moran’s Boy

By Sam Carson

>
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Bobby Moran had the breaks against him, but he learned the lesson of all
good jockeys—how to fight his way back to the rides he wanted.

VERYONE knew Paddy Moran
around Churchill Downs.  So
when the ruddy-faced policeman
walked over behind the stable area
where a group surrounded two battling
hantamweights, nobody ran. Not from
Paddy if gloves were being used.
“Hi, Paddy” a stable hoy shrilled.
“it’s ‘Spig' an’ ‘Mutt’ Driver.”
“That s0?" Paddy commented.
“Who'’s getting the hest of it, now ™
“Even rounds. They go one more
frame. Hey, you bums. Make room
for Paddy. He's gonna referee this last
one.”
It was a grudge fight, settled with

gloves.  Spig Clemons had said some-
thing about Mutt's way of riding. After
two or three mornings spent in ex-
changing views, they had decided upon
a more certain way of settling their dif-
ferences.

Paddy sized the pair up. “Ye're fair
matched,” he said. “Then go.”

A moment later the circle tightened as
stable hoys, jockeys and grown men
edged neafer. The rooting grew in
volume, so that a police sergeant, who
had just driven into the stable section.
climbed down from his roadster. He
thrust his way threugh the ring of men.
There was the sound of pattering feet.
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“Fight, ye rascals. What's wrong
wit ve?’ Paddy demanded. But his
order was ignored. Mutt and Spig went
away {rom there. Aund Paddy looked
ap, to sce Sergeant Billy Huff glaring at
him.

“Ah, and the top of the mornin’ to ye,
Sarge.” Paddy greeted. “Tis a fine day
for exercise.”

“llow many times,” Sergeant Huff
inquired, “must I warn you, Paddy,
about permitting these kids to stage prize
fights ? Suppose the newspapers got hold
of this—an officer refereeing a fight
down here? We'd catch thunder, and
you know it.”

“I'm serry,” Paddy apologized. “Sure
and T oughtn’t to do it, Billy. But when
the boys put on gloves, and settle it with
their fists it can’t be much harm, now,
can it? That’s the way I want me own
hoy. Bobby, to fight. Have ye seen him
this mornin’?”

Sergeant Huff nodded. He always
felt bad about it, having to reprove the
older man after one of his escapades.
Besides, Paddy was the most valuable
man he had. Paddy was the confidante
of every stable employee. He knew
what was going on. And he had the

nerve to back him in emergencies. DBut
the boy
‘Bobby’s going to make a grand

rider,” Paddy predicted. “Ted Haverly
was telling me only yesterday. Bobby's
going to ride for Ted. When the old
man is ready to retire, Billy, me fine boy
will be earning scads of money.”

Sergeant Huff nodded. He knew
about Bobby Moran. So did the rest
of the detail, and about everyone else
who worked at Churchill Downs.

Bobby, according to little Mickey
Burns, who was a brother apprentice,
was as near a cipher with the rim off
as they come. And yet he had Paddy
Moran for a father, and Betty Sue
Holmes for a girl. And that, others
agreed with Mickey, was too much for
2 boy without spirit.
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Paddy and the sergcant saw Bobhby
astride one of the Harverly horses, Ted
himself standing before the file of riders
along the back stretch, giving out
instructions.

Paddy beamed upon the sight. Ile
nudged Huff. “Do ye notice the kid’s
face? All excited he is. "Tis a sight for
sorc cyes.”

Paddy had hardly finished when a bit
of paper blew across the track. A colt
or two holted at the head of the column.

Riders pulled their mounts in. But
Bobby’s horse shied and the rider
seemed paralyzed. Then he acted. But

it was a second too late. The colt, a
high strung two-year-old, had the bit in
its mouth. It shot un the track, Bobby
desperately clinging to his seat.

Paddy went over the fence with one
leap despite his fifty years. He was in
the center of the track before Ted Hav-
erly had swerved his pony, all sct to
dive for the loose lines. It was Paddy
who dived headlong, left hand clutching
the lines. There was a tangle of hrown
and policeman’s blue, and the colt came
to its knees. But it came to a stop with
Paddy half underneath.

“You fool,” Sergeant Huif stormed
as he and Ted pulled Paddy out. “Why
didn’t you wait for Ted to stop the
colt?”

Paddy’s face was white. There was
pan m his side and left shoulder, but
he smiled. “Wait, Billy. Ye haven’t a
boy of your own.”

And so it was that Paddy went off
his beat for two full weeks, with a
shoulder that was to give more or less
trouble the rest of his days. And Ted,
who studied the situation later, shook
his head. He would have washed his
hands of Bobby for life, if it hadn’t
been he couldn’'t forget the sight of
Paddy, underneath Brown l.cai. So he
summoned Bobby.

“What made you drop the lines on
Brown Jeaf?” he inquired.

Bobby Moran paled. “I didn’t know
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what to do.” he answered. “Dad got
there hefore | could da anything.”

Ted nodded. “Son, yvou'd be fired off
auy stable on the lot for this. [ should.
But I'm giving you another chance—
and the last. But you don’t straddle
another two-year-old. One more break
and Brown lLeaf would be ruined for a
year.

“You take over Glassware and Tin-
kle.” the trainer continued. “Tinkle
needs jogging. No more. Just jog the
pair till I let you know differently.
How's your Dad this morning?”

“He says he feels better,” Bobby re-
plied. “But he's got a bad shoulder.
Mister Ted.”

“Just remember, son, Paddy did that
for you. Think of that shoulder the
next time a horse bolts, or somebody—
when you've got to face anything.”

Bobby twisted his cap as he stared at
his boots. “Mister Ted,” he spoke, “it's
Pad who picked out ridin’ for me. 1
guess he wants me to—to be a hig
jockey. Him an’ Betty Sue. You
know her people was fairly raised with
horses. An’ hetween ’em——"

“You've got to make good,” Ted sup-
plied. “Son, it might be a mistake not to
take you as a very important factor.
But folks are like that. Well, I'll give
you another trial—and a fair one.”

“I'm much obliged,” Bobby said.
“Thought T'd tell you I kind of had to
—uwell graft on this business.”

IHe went away, te the upper end of
the course, where a girl sat in her
father's machine. Britt Holmes didn't
use the car any more. A man who has
given up stock to try his hand at truck
farming hasn’t time to get anywhere in
the carly summer. “I'll have to go back
right away,” Betty Sue told him. “But
I thought mayhe you'd like to ride out
to the house with me. 1 wanted to sec
Paddy.” "

Bobby climbed in. A stable boy
popped his head out from a window.
“Oh—mercy me! Bobby’s in a car and
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his ol' man not around to save him. Oh,
dear!”

The girl said nothing. Neither did
Bohby. But both heard catcalls from a
dozen places. What the stable crew
thought of Paddy and his son, was a
lesson in opposites. Bobby stared at his
cap while the girl sent the machine whiz-
zing uptown.

Presently Bobby spoke. “I'm gonna
have another chance,” he said. “Honest,
Betty Sue, Dad didn't have to do that.”

Bettie Sue made no reply. Not uatil
she had turned out of the main street
into a narrower one, where there was
less traffic and more children to watch
out for. ““The point is, Babby,” she obh-
served, “Paddy did stop Brown Leaf.
You didn’t.”

“T was about to,” he defended.

They reached the Moran home a few
minutes later. Paddy was propped in
bed, newspapers scattered over the
cover. “What a sight for an old man,”
he exclaimed. “Betty Sue, would ye give
me one kiss now ?”

She gave him two. Bobby stood hesi-
tantly in the door, as if he was a stran-
ger. “Come here lad,” Paddy ordercd.
“How’s the horses this merning? And
what is the news?”

“I went out this morning,” Bobby
said.

“On DBrown Leaf?” DPaddy asked
cagerly. “Did he behave, the rascal?”

“No, sir. Er—I'm going to handle
Tinkle and Glassware.”

“Now why did Ted do that?” Paddy
stormed. "“Ye should take Brown Leaf
right back. Wait till T get up from heve.
But no. perhaps Ted has another reason.
Is he going to race Tinkle and the other
horsc soon?”

“T think so, Dad. Probably next week
for Tinkle. The horse is about ready.”

Paddy’s face brightened. “I'll be out
to see ye before long. With a girl like
Betty Sue, ye should beat them all.”

“With a dad like you,” Betty Sue
spoke up, ‘“‘he should.”
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“l.isten to that, Bobby lad.”

The girl took Paddy Moran's hand.
“I can still remember the early morning
you carried me in your arms, Paddy,
when the house burned and we lost
everything. And my father told me, a
long time ago. how you loaned him your
savings account. It was the start we
needed i

“Britt  repaid me,” Paddy inter-
rupted, “like the man he is. Bobby, son,
would ye mind chasing over to the
grocery and buying me some lemons.”

When his son was gone, Paddy looked
up at the girl. “Betty Sue, ’tis on both
our minds. Out with it.”

“With what, Paddy?"

“Sure ye know. About me fine, up-
standing lad who needs to get started.
He’s dreaming. And if we don’t wake
him up we’ve lost him. I know. Ye're
a woman, Betty Sue. Ye know too.”

“What can we do, Paddy? [ do
know.”

A frown appeared on the officer’s
face. “1 wisht I did, me darling. I
wisht T did know what to do. Maybe
I've done the wrong thing. pushing
him into this. But when he was a little
thing Bobby wanted to be a jockey. I
dressed him in boots and a blue and
white blouse. Your colors, Betty Sue.
Now that 1’ve pushed him on he seems
to he living somewhere else. And if he
should be without courage, I'll die, me
darling.”

Betty Sue caught sight of Bobby
through the front window. “If I ever
should do something to stir him up,”
she inquired, “would you forgive me?”

“Me heart would understand. Maybe
I would lose me temper, at first. I dun-
no. But later, T would know.”

Bobby came in with the lemons. And
presently Betty Sue went away. Paddy
regarded his offspring thoughtfully.
“Everything all right?” he inquired,
“at Ted’s stable? Speak up. lad, if it
isn’t”

At first Bobby was inclined to protest
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there was nothing wrong. But he was
silenced by the look i Paddy’s eyes.
“I'm afraid,” he said at last, “I won't
have much chance to ride.”

“For Ted?”

“For anybody.”

Paddy took that with the same grim
smile he had taken the loss of his wife
and girl.

“Ye’re too serious, 13obby me lad.
Did Ted say i

“It's what he hasn't said, Dad.
They're laughing at me at the track
ever since the spill. And I know what
they’re thinking. They believe I haven't
any nerve.”

“A son of Paddy Moran they call
yellow! Wait till T see the rascals.”

“It’s not you, Dad. It's me.”

Paddy raised to an elbow. His blue
eyes were cold as he gazed at his sou.
“Then it’s ye who must fight. Go back
to the track. Get back and ride. Hear
me. Ride Brown Leaf. Ride Tinkle.
'Tis me, Paddy Moran, ye hear, who
says so. Then ye come back and tell
me ye've straddled a winner.”

Bobby never disputed an order from
Paddy. White-faced and shaking he
left the room.

Now, Bobby saw only the stern face
and cold eyes of a parent who made duty
his idol. What to do, he didn't know.
But Paddy had ordered.

He went directly to Ted. “Mister
Haverly, can T ride Brown Leaf again?”

One of his fillies was sick, and Ted
wasn’'t feeling pleasant. He stared at
Bobby as the latter repeated his request.
“No,” he replied. “And get away from
me. Can’t you see I'm busy ?”

“I've got to ride Brown Leaf,” Bobbie
insisted. “Dad said so.”

“Paddy’s not running my business,"
the trainer snmapped. "I’ll talk with you
later. Clear out now.”

That settled it. Bobby stole out of the
stable building. If Ted Harverly could
have known about Paddy that morning.
and why the officer’s son llad made that
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request, the trainer might have recon-
sidered. TInstcad, Ted had classed Bob-
by’s motive as impertinent. It hap-
pened that he was going to run Brown
I.eaf two days away, in the Spring Trial.
I3ert Mackay, his regular boy, was on
the ailing list, and now Ted had learned
that Willy Ciemons, for whom the
trainer had second call, was riding the
Three G Stable entry in the Spring
Trial. Ted would have to bring down a
hoy from another track. It would cost
extra money. Brown Leaf was one of
the swiftest two-year-olds, yet untried
to racing. Ted had ever handled. Such
a colt required a cool head, steady hands
and a thorough knowledge of green
thoroughbreds. Ted had a jockey in
mind—Craig Kenton. Craig was in
Chicago.

“l gotta do something,” Bobby mut-
tered. But what? He wasn’t going back
honze till he had obeyed Paddy. And as
it appeared 1iow, home was barred for a
considerable time.

He sat over in the stands and watched
the afternoon program. Then he went
across the infield. Bobby had worked
out his immediate future. He had
money for meals. He would sleep in a
vacant stall.

The first night he spent in the rear of
Ted’s building. He reported with the
squad and drew Tinkle. Another boy
had Glassware. “Going to run him
Saturday,” the trainer said to Bobby.
“Keep jogging Tinkle. Breeze him a
half, and then pull up.”

Bobby swallowed that humiliation. He
heard that Craig Kenton would arrive
that afternoon to ride Brown Leaf.
Craig had a reputation for daredevil
riding. So, after the seventh race that
day, Bobby hung around, to catch a
glimpse of the fiery-haired young man
who arrived with Ted.
~ Craig looked efficient. There was a
cocksureness in his manner of walking.
And Bobby saw the respectful manner
with which Ted addressed him. They
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led out Brown Leaf and studied the colt.
Ted went iuto details, while Craig
listened.

A little later Betty Sue and her father
drove down the street. Britt Holmes
got out and spoke to Ted. Bobby walked
over. He was about to speak when the
girl looked beyond him, smiling. “Why
Craig,” she cried, “what are you doing
down here?”

The jockey grinned, reached across
the seat and took her hand. “Riding
Ted's crack colt. Betty Sue. YouTe
sure a sight for sore eyes. .All grown
up since I straddled a horse for vour
old man.”

Bobby stood there, conscious that
another young man was the center of -
terest for Betty Sue. “Brown t.eafl’s a
good colt,”” he offered. The girl didn't
arnswer. Craig turned to look at the
third person to this meeting. “All right.”
he spoke. “Brown lLeaf's a good colt
That all you want?"

Bobby gazed rather helplessly at Bet-
ty Sue. But the girl behaved as if she
had never seen him hefore. [Instead she
began talking to Craig. and DBobby
slipped away. Hurt, he stood beside a
stable across the street, while Craig
climbed in beside Betty Sue. Ted joining
her father on the other seat.

“Well, what d'vou know about that,”
a stable boy jeered. "“LLi'l Bobby got the
air when a new jockey comes around.
Didja see the look on his face? Haw.”

Bobby Moran did somcthing totaliy
unexpected. He wheeled on the grimy-
faced youth. Smack, went his tist.
“Next time,” Bobby announced coldly,
“you worry about your own business.
Understand.”

The stable hoy was so astounded that
he merely looked up, blinking. }e
watched Paddy’s son go away without
getting to his feet until Bobby had
vanished.

“That jellyfish socked me.” he mum-
bled as another boy came outside.

“Well, why didn’t ya sock him back ?”’
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“Huh. You take a paste like that, an’
sec if you sock back. Boy, he’s gotta
kick like a mule in that left of his.”

Bobby didn't know why he had done
that. He had decided to go away. There
was nothing else to do. Betty Sue had
thrown him down publicly. Paddy had
ordered him to ride Brown [eaf, or not
come back.

His tist still ached from the lick he
had given the stable hoy. Tt ached, hut
the owner of that left was a new Bobby:.
a young man who had turned bitter, and
was somewhat angry at himself. “T'll
show ‘em.” he muttered. “They're all
down on me. Just wait."”

T the end of two weeks Paddy

Moran emerged, a tight-lipped.
somewhat pallid man, and reported to
Sergeant Huff. “I'm as fit as ever,” he
announced. “Will ye be giving me the
afternoon mounted patrol?”’

Sergeant Huff considered. “If you
want it, ves. You rate what round you
want, Paddy. But if I were you—heard
any news of Bobby?”

Paddy shook his head. “‘Maybe,” he
reflected, I was too hard on the lad—
about a certain matter. Ye see, I hadn't
talked with Ted. But now that his pre-
cious Brown I.eaf put up such a miser-
able race with a fancy jockey in his silks,
maybe he won’t turn me hoy down so
cold the next time. Nor his girl.”

“l learned everything for you 1
could,” the sergeant said. “From what
T could gather, it would have done your
soul good to have seen the kid swat that
stable boy. I know Beckett. Outweighs
Bobby ten pounds. Knocked him flat."”

“He’s a true Moran, sergeant. I
knew it was in him. He'll be back, safe
and sound. Only Paddy’s eyes
blinked rapidly, “I kind of wisht he'd
told me he was going away.”

And so Paddy went back on mounted
patrol that afternoon. His duty was to
circle the upper portion of the infield, in
the same area as one of the patrol
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judges. He had a wide-backed mount,
one Paddy had ridden often. He liked
the mounted round. So many called to
him, employees, touts, racegoers. And
besides Paddy had a habit of galloping
his mount as the racing fields thundered
by. Being in a shorter circle skirting the
upper turn, he could watch the jockeys
for a quarter mile hefore they passed
out of sight down the stretch.

This afternoon Paddy imagined Bob-
by was in the lead each time a field
thundered on down the stretch. He
watched the boys sorrowfully, with
little spirit in his patrol. Bobby was
gone. Only when Tinkle went to the
post in the seventh race did Paddy have
renewed interest in the proceedings.
Tinkle ran a miserable sixth. “And that.”
the officer commented, “is the third
straight race Ted’s lost this week. It
may not be punishment. Again >

He spoke with the trainer that even-
ing. “Ted, if T find me boy, will ye he
giving him some work?”

“Might. Looks like he’d do as well
as these false alarms I'm hiring. Heard
from Bobby ?”

“No. But he’ll come back. When does
Brown Leaf go to the post again?”

“I've had the colt entercd in the Ken-
tucky. Since Craig's still here, T think
'l let the kid take the colt out again.”

“Ye're certain young Kenton is the
boy fer ye, eh.”

“He’s riding winners, since I brought
him down, Paddy.”

Paddy offered no further comment.
That night, downtown. a voice hailed
him at a street infersection. Paddy sawy
Britt Huff’s daughter in a machine
waiting on the signal. “Have you heard
anything?”" Betty Sue called. ;

“I have not,” Paddy replied coldly.
“And T have ye to thank. I don't know
what ye did, but it was something that
hurt.”

Betty Sue leaned toward the ofhcer.
“You promised me something—remem-
ber?”
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“Aye, me girl. But I've lost me boy.”
And with that he turned away.

BOUT this time a shabby young fel-

low came down the stable arca at
i.incoln Fields, that new but elaborate
course near Chicago.

I1is face was grimy, with the look of
one who has traveled on freights. He
limped because of a blister beneath his
right foot. No one would recognize
this wanderer as Bobby Moran. There
was nothing soft about him. His face
had a pinched look.

He turned into a stable where light
showed in the tackle room. A group of
men were seated there playing cards.
There was Dick McCue, a public
trainer, "“*Monk” Owen, his lieutenant,
and “Red” Larsen, the stable rider.

Dick McCue surveyed the caller
curiously. “Well?” he demanded, paus-
ing in the act of dealing a roundl.

“I want a joh.” Bobby announced.

“You do.” Dick studied the applicant
thoughtfully. Red laughed. “Needs
one.”” he commented.

1 was talking to Mr. McCue,” Bobhy
told the jockey coldly. “They told me
he had room for an exercise boy.”

“Maybe,” the trainer  grunted.
“What's your name?”

“Moran. From Kentucky. [ got my
papers.”

“H'm.”  Dick was more interested.
“All right.  See you in the morning.
Seven. You'd better be able to produce.
Pays ten a week and breakiast at my
stable.”

“Be there.” Bohby repiied.

When Bobby left, Dick picked up his
cards. 1 wonder,” he mused, *“‘if that
could lie old Paddy Moran’s kid down
at Louisville. Seems like he—vep—he
did. Paddy wanted me to give his boy
a job once.”

Red Larsen laughed again. “Boss,”
he said. “that kid is trying to act hard,
and afraid to get away with it. Il try
him out for vou.”
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Which Red did, in a way. Red didn't
do any of the usual work-outs, except
on Star Sheen, or Pinecrest, the stable
aces.  But he whispered to shrewd
Johnny Preston, just hefore the string
went out, and Johnny smiled and
rodded.  Johnny did a simple thing.
Abreast of Bobby Moran, he dug his
toc in the Kentuckian's mount, then
pulled away. Like a flash the horse was
off, with Bobby pulling wildly at the
lines. For a moment it secmed therc
would be a runaway. Dick McCue
spurred his pony down the track,
shouting advice to his new employec.
But Bobby probably was seeing another
morning, with Paddy Moran hanging
to Brown Leaf’s bridle. How he re-
gained contro! he never knew. Somec-
how he did, wheeled his mount and
trotted the thoroughbred back into
place. McCue dashed up. “All right?”
he called.

“Yes, sir.” Bobby replied.

The trainer nodded approvingly, then
he went back. Bobby leaned out as |e
caught sight of Preston grinning. “I
krnow vou did it,” Bobby said.

“Well?”” Johnny challenged.

Bobby made no reply. He went
through the workout grimly, for his
heart was pounding. Bobby would have
to face this older man afterward. Paddy
had made him learn how to box, years
before. But he had never faced an op-
ponent in a real set-to. Fe wouldl
either have to quit or face Johuny Pres-
ton.

It was Red Larsen who greeted Bohhy
at the finish. “Kid,” he asked, “know
how to handle your fists?”

“A little.”

“I gotta pair of good gloves.
Dick gets through. slip off.
waiting behind the stable.”

Johnny was the official glove mani-
pulator for the stable. He grinned at
sight of Bobby. “Willing ?" he asked.

Bobby nodded. Five minutes later he
was in the crude ring, Red l.arsen his

Soon’s
We'll he
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second, johmny dancing before him with
the skill of a master in footwork.

For three minutes there was action,
plenty of it, Johnny Preston ‘smiling
and brushing Bobby's face as the latter

defended himself. Red shouted en-
couragement when time was called.

And as he went out the second time,
Johnny was scowling. “You stayed wit
me long enough,” he announced. “Out
vou go, kid. One-two.”

Leaping forward. Preston launched a
boring attack which forced Bobby neariy
out of the ring. Boys were shouting.
There were no policemen to fear herc.
As long as gloves were used there were
no orders forbidding the settling of
arguments behind the stables. Blam!
Bobby's head rocked. Another blow
took him in the ribs. Bobby swung
wild. But he became aware of sowme-
thing which surprised him. He wasn't
afraid.

Johnny was taller. He was superior
as a boxer. But Johnny was breathing
hard. Bobby went i, using the left Pad-
dy had stressed in former years.

The end came with a swiftness which
amazed even Red.  All at once Johnny
dropped with a lick to the chin. He
got up to a sitting position. and re-
mained there. “Nope” he protested.
“Kid’s all right. I gotta plenty.”

Bobby stared at the exercise boy.
somewhat Dbewildered. “C'mon,” Red
laughed. “You belong, kid. Johnny
says so, sce? He was trying you out.”

It was then Bobhy Moran laughed.
And when Johnny came up with a
friendly grin, Bobby smiled back. The
gang had accepted him. Red was
pounding his back. Somebody was call-
ing him Bob, And when they reached
the stable, Dick McCue spoke briefly
with Red, then came over and patted
Johby's shoulder. “That’s the way T
take my men on,” he said. “You're on
the payroll, Moran. And if there’s any
way to help vou, advance or like that,
call on me or Monk.”
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That very afternoon Dick sent Bobhy
over to quarters in his silks. Bobby didn’t
ride, but he got acquainted, which was
Dick's purpose.

As they sat together on a bench, Bob-
by told something of his home and what
had caused him to leave.

“So Craig’s the stable rider,” Red re-
flected. *‘Good rider, but got a bad case
of swelled head. You say your old man
told you to take on this Brown Leaf
colt ?”

Bobby unodded. *[ just kinda went
away, to see if T—uvell, could get by
where nobody knows me.”

“You can do that,” Red aftirmed.
“But the thing for you to do, kid, is
to make 'em sit up back home. Not that
I'm advisin’ you to break away from the
boss. You woun't do any better than
stick with him. But »

“I'd like to go back.” Bobby said
thoughtfully, “for a spell. Then come
back to this outfit.”

“We'll talk to Dick about it,” Red
promised. “‘I think he aims to give you
a break.”

THE Kentucky Handicap was for

horses of all ages at six furlongs.
Usually, very few two-year-olds went,
because of the distance at that time of
the year. In the fall the youngsters go
a mile without trouble. But this was
summer time. A number of good
three-vear-olds were in, as well as older
thoroughbreds. Not until Ted Haverly
dropped Brown Leaf’s name in the hox
with the secretary, was there a two-
vear-old represented.

Paddy saw the entry list the after-
noon before the race. That meant
Craig Kenton was riding, he surmised
[He had seen Craig win the feature event
of that day. He hadn’t spoken to Ted
for several days now. Paddy was a
lonely man, grieving for his hoy. He
went home early and sat up very late.
in his casy chair heside the tloor lamp
Bobby had bought him.
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He was sitting there when a figure
stole across the yard and gazed through
the window. Paddy didn’t know that
Bobby was a bare ten feet away when
he sighed and put away his paper.

“T'll see you,” the son promised
softly, “with your order carried out.”

Bobby tiptoed out of the yard. Ie
went downtown, pursuant to certain in-
formation he had gleaned. He found
Craig Kenton in a hotel lobby, talking
with a group of race fans and horse-
men.  Presently Craig walked out with
the remark that he had “a date.”

In that, Craig wasn’t exactly correct.
He was merely trying to have one. The
jockey drove out to a residential section
and rang a hell.  As he stood on the
porch the light from another machine
touched him.

“Like to speak to Miss Holmes,”
Craig said to the elderly woman who
answered.

“Betty Sue isn’t here,” the woman re-
plied. “I imagine she is at home.”

“But I thought she lived here.”

“I'm her aunt. You're Mr. Kenton,
aren’t you? Betty was visiting me the
night you brought her home.”

Craig obtained her address. It was
several miles out of the city, south of
the track. He drove off slowly, con-
scious that another car was behind.
Well heyond the city limits the machine
came up nearer. And where the road
ran alongside an interurban track Craig
gasped as the other car pulled up
abreast, forcing him to plunge into a
ditch opposite from the rails.

“Say, you bum, what d’you think
vou're doing?” Craig demanded.

“T know,” said Bobby Moran, “what
I'm doing. Step out.”

Craig surveyed the other driver. They
were about the same size and build.
Bobby was vaguely familiar. “Say—
what's the big idea?” he asked.

Bobby walked around to the other
jockey’s roadster. ““Me’n you,” he an-
nounced.” are gonna have a little chat.”
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Craig waited. All at once he placed
Bobby as the timid young man he had
elbowed out of his way that day he
met Betty Sue. “Sore are you?" he

jeered. ‘““Gonna keep me from seein’
your skirt ?”
“Yeah. I'm going to do that, too.

Main thing, however, is to help per-
suade you not to ride Brown [L.ecaf to-
morrow.”

“Haw. Who's genna keep me from
doin’ thermn things?”

“I am,” Bobby explained in a quiet
manner.

Craig wasn’t prepared for such calm
but personal action. Bobby yanked him
clear of the seat. Craig swung wildly.
Lights from both machines played on
them. Craig had one handicap. He
was facing the four headlights. Thus it
was, when Bobby’s left came up, it
loomed as large as a locomotive. Craig
dodged too late.

Five minutes later Craig looked up
from the ditch, a mud-caked individual,
with swollen eyes and aching ribs. “I
gotta plenty,” he surrendered. “What
you pickin’ on me for?”

“It’s like this,” Bobby explained. “I'm
going to ride that colt to-morrow. No

fooling. I'm persuading you to help
me.”
“Huh.” Craig cmerged from the

ditch, surveying the wreck of his cloth-
ing ruefully. “You queered me runnin’
down a date. What for you gotta ride
Ted’s colt to-morrow? Huh?”

“I,” Bobby told him, “am the late goat
of the bunch. Maybe you've heird of
Paddy Moran. I'm his kid.”

“Cripes! Say, are you the hird—lis-
sen-—didn’t you beat it when Ted gave
you the run around? Say I'm beginnin’
to get the slant. You blow back an’ cut
me out, huh? Boy, I'll say you know
your stuff. Where you been?”

“Chi. With Dick McCue’s bunch. On
regular.”

“Know Red Larsen then.” Craig sat
down on the running board of Bobby’s
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rented machine. “My head aches. Lis-
sen. how you gonna work this?”

“You're going to be sick.” Bobhby
told Craig. “I'll do the rest.”

Whereupon he sat down beside Craig
and did some explaining. The latter
listened thoughtfully. “Kinda spoiled
you.” he commented later. *“Me. I never
had anything like that to worry me. Had
to roll my own from the break. Lissen,
kid, no hard feelin’s. An’ I can help by
slippin’ the panic signal to ‘Bozo’ Trent
and Jimmy Hodge. If Ted can't get
them two he’s outa luck on riders. Till
you do your stuft.”

“I'm going to do my stuff,” Bobby
promised. “Now let's get your car out
of the ditch.”

Something like an hour later the two
parted, Craig with his clothing brushed
nearly free of dirt. But there was
nothing to help his face. “T'll stay in,”
he grinned. “Never worry about that.”

“Ted next,” Bobby said to himseli.

It was well in the day before a mes-
senger brought Ted Haverly a note
which contained the information that
Craig Kenton was indisposed, that he
was unable to report that afternoon.
Ted raved. Brown Leaf was prepped
to go. ‘Sig’ Byrd, the owner, had come
down to Louisville with a party. Quite
a hit of interest was attached because
Brown Leaf was the only two-year-old
slated to go. And now Craig was out
of it. Ted went over in search of Jimmy
Hodge. Somebody told him Jimmy was
in a downtown hotel. He was, seated
in the lobby. At Ted’s request Jimmy
shook his head sadly. “I got the rheu-
matism, Ted. Come on me kinda sudden
this mornin’.”

“This epidemic,” the trainer grum-
bled, “is getting serious. Craig's sick
to-day.” '

“That so? Say, Mister Ted, you are
in a pickle. Bozo Trent's been called
outa town, I hear. You got an entry in
the Kentucky, ain’tcha?”’

“I have. But of all the luck )
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“Lissen,” Jimmy spoke, “you go back
down to the stable, Mister Ted, an’ I'll
get busy. Might stir up a boy. Can't
give you his name, ’cause I gotta work
smooth. Gimme a little time.”

“I'll wait till eleven o’'clock,” the
trainer said. “‘Twelve at the most. Then
I'll have to get desperate.”

Jimmy grinned. “I don't have to
help, Mister. Get your own hoy.”

Ted scowled at the rider. “Something
tells me I'm being given the run around
on this. What'’s it about?” -

Jimmy regarded the trainer from
between narrowed lids. ‘‘I'm gonna play
Brown Leaf to finish in the money this
afternoon,” he said. “That’s how T feel.
There ain’t no run around I know. But
if you lemme alone, I'll have a boy to
put on your silkks who'll do his stuff or
your money back. And that's all the in-
formation I'm puttin’ out.”

Ted stalked out indignantly. He had
run up against these combinations, and
try as he might, there were times when
he couldn’t quite understand the queer
world of jockeys. But he never doubted
that Jimmy would keep his word. Ted
was suspicious of Craig’s sudden illness.
And Jimmy’s indisposition on top of it
all was a signal something was in the
air. But if Jimmy was going to bet on
the colt-—

“1'11 wait,” he decided.

Back at the track the trainer met
Paddy Moran. The officer was standing
near the back .entrance, holding the hridle
lines as his mount dozed in the sun.
“Ye're running Brown Leaf?” Paddy
queried.

Ted nodded. “I'm shy my regular
jockey. Craig's sick.”

“Tis too bad. But we can’t have all
the luck, now can we? I mind me of me
boy, Ted. Sure and I hoped I could
see him astride Brown Leaf.”

Ted nodded thoughtfully. And at
noon he went over, to find Jimmy
Hodge grinning outside the secretary’s
office. “Delivered,” he announced. “You
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and maroon checks of Judge Emory.
with his Chancellor, a veteran handicap
thoroughbred. fit and ready. There was
Maytime, and Lucerne. Paddy sighed.
“At six furlongs,” he reflected, “the colt
can give them plenty.”

[e circled along the bhack stretch as
the entries trotted toward the chute at
the lower turn. Sergeant Huff was at
the chute mouth. Paddy saw that of-
ficer suddenly turn and gaze at him.
“Now what,” he muttered, “can be the
trouble.”

3rown Leaf was in the middle. Pad-
dy was studying the colt and rider when
the barrier flashed upward. “Here they
come,” he cried, heart racing as it al-
ways did at the break. “The colt’s on
top, so help me. A good boy, whoever
he is.”

Paddy rode nearer. Something had
become extremely familiar in the man-
ner Brown Leaf’s jockey held himself.
“No—ye're crazy, Paddy Moran,” he
cried.  “'Tis not me lad. 'Tis not
Bobby. Oh, but it is—my Bobby.”

There are some who still insist that
Paddy was either drunk, or a man gone
suddenly mad that hot summer day at
Churchill Downs.  Certainly not a
rider but heard that roar which surged
across to startled stable boys and host-
lers on stable roofs. “Bobby, me lad,
do your stuff. Ride him, lad. Bring
him in i

Bobby heard but he dared not turn his
head. Brown Leaf was a half length
out in front, hard pressed by Chancel-
lor-, Lydia back third. Brown Leaf was
full of run, and Bobby was saving every
bit of energy in his horse for the stretch
duel.

Paddy yanked at the lines of his
saddle horse. He brought down the
crop, present of a jockey, with a roar.
Startled, the heavy-footed animal re-
sponded. Whooping, Paddy raced across
the infield, following an arc infinitely
shorter than the track circle, but which
kept him abreast of the lcaders.
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“Bobby, me lad.” Taddy shouted,
“watch the big horse at your heels. Cling
to the rail, me lad. Up a notch higher.
That’s the way, me lad. Ride home in
front.”

ITundreds in the stands stared at
Paddy’'s wild race. Sergeant Fluff gal-
loped across, shouting. Patrol Judge
Ogden sat on his horse and roared with
laughter. Paddy wasn’t hurting any-
thing. But it was a sight worth secing.
“The old fool’s older than I am,” Og-
den said, and laughed. “But took at
himi go.”

Out of the upper turn and into the
home stretch the field thundered. Bob-
by felt rather than saw Chancellor at his
saddle girth. Chancellor was five years
old, bearing top weight, but in the prime
of racing life. DBrown Leaf was still
not fully mature. The pace had been
fierce.

He could ease up and get plenty of
credit. Any colt that showed the way to
Chancellor and Lydia was worth real
money. Bobby pondered that. But
Brown Leaf wasn't slowing yet. And
there was Paddy, falling behind, but his
voice still faintly audible. “Bobby,” he
cried one more time.

“Coming,” Bobbie replied.

Chancellor came on up. Lydia was on

the outside, lapped on Chancellor.
Nearer and nearer the two got up. DBut
Brown Leaf, weakening but stout-

hearted, held on.

They came that last furlong in a hlan-
ket finish, noses apart. There were
many, up the track, who thought Lydia
had gone ahead. The angle of vision
caused that rather frequent error. But
placing judges, squinting between finish
posts, caught Brown Leaf's nose a

scant two inches ahead, Chancellor
second. And that was how the race
ended. Chancellor went by on the next
jump.

Sergeant Huff came up on Paddy
Moran hanging to the saddle, his face
pale. “You fool” Huff reprimanded,
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“a nice exhibition vou put up.” “Take a
jump in the lake.” I'addy retorted, “if
you don’t know how they finished.”

“How, Brown Leaf.”

“Hooray,” Paddy shouted, putting
spurs to his mount again. So that was
why a mounted officer went through the
infield gate and thundered down the
track, to the amazement of stewards and
public alike. Then they saw Paddy go
within the winner’s circle, alongside
Brown Leaf and Bobby. “Me brave
lad.” he cried, fairly lifting the jockey
from the saddle.

There was no reprimand. It was all
out of order. But there were many along
the fence who knew Paddy Moran, and
his devotion to his son. The roar that
went up sounded like the one greeting
the victor at the finish. And smiling
stewards, looking down from their
pageda, laughed and called their con-
gratulations to Paddy.
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\VHEN Bobby came down from quar-

ters, Paddy was waiting. Every
jockey who had descended ahead of
Brown Leaf’s rider had stopped to speak
with the officer. And now Bobhy ap-
peared, somewhat abashed.

“’Lo Dad.” he greeted.

“’lLo son,” Paddy replied. Then both
grinned.

“Ye rascal, ye should take a beating
for running away,” Paddy scolded.

“T found myself,” Bobby replied
soberly.

“Aye, ye did.” Paddy turned his head.
He had known all along that a girl was
waiting. down by the paddock corner.
“’Tis Betty Sue,” he spoke. “Go to her,
lad. Tell her Paddy’s heart has for-
given her, as well as his bead. Tell her
to bring ye home this evening. We must
talk about many things. Now run along
with ye. I must go by the substation
with Sergeant Huff.”




Join the Sport Story
Hare and Hounds Club!

Here’s a Chance to Take Part in the Finest of
Autumn Sports

By Handley Cross

BRIGHT autumn afternoon.

Crisp, bracing air. Overhcad, the

sun shining brightly. Fields turn-
ing from green to brown. Firm turf
underfoot.  Woods in the distance, gay
with reds and yellows. All outdoors
calling—and nothing much to do!

Of course, there is football. But
every one doesn’t play foothall.  Same
way with soccer. And none of the other
popular outdoor sports are in season.

Fow about playing hare and hounds.
which is the most pleasurable and most
heneficial form of cross-country run-
ning? It's a grand old sport, and it
deserves to be revived. SpPORT Story
MacazINE is trying to revive it.

Talk to almost any track coach, and
he'll tell you that the boys of the pres-
ent day don’t run cnough. ‘Fewer
twenty-five-dollar Fords on the roads
would mean more good runners,” says
NDean Cromwell, University of Southern
California coach. “The chief reason
that the Europeans are beating us m
distance running,” says Ernie Hjert-
herg, famous coach of Swedish and
Dutech Olympic teams and now track
coach at Rice Institute in Texas. is that
their hoys run, while too many of ours
ride in automobiles. The way to hecome
a runner i1s to run—to do lots of run-
ning. No normal boy ever was harmed
by running. Cross-country work is the

nest of all—the real foundation of track
success.”  “Boys should get out in the
fields and run cross-country in the fall,”,
says Jack Moakley, Olympic team and,
Cornell track coach. *‘T don't mecan that
they should race cross-country, neces-
sarily, for cross-country racing is a hard
game. But they should get out and run
just for the fun of rumming, and the
vood that they will he sure to get from
it.  I'm strongly in favor of cross-
country work for all classes of track
athletes, and for every hoy, whether or
not he is an athlete, as a means of de-
veloping heart and lungs and legs.”

A dozen or so other track coaches I've
talked with have expressed the same
opIMions.

Now, most boys and voung men
aren’t so very keen about doing things
just because they are good for them.
That's why ninety-nine per cent of the
soldiers of the World War stopped go-
ing through their setting-up excercises
in the morning within a month after
they had heen discharged from the serv-

ice. Setting-up exercises are good for
the body, but they aren’t fun. Same
way with cross-country ruuning. It's

a great developer. hut doing it alone isn't
much fun. That's where the game of
hare and hounds comes in. Hare and
hounds, or paper chasing, as it often 1s
called, /s fun—all kinds of fun. It is
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a sport that has pretty well died out in
America in this age of the automobile,
but it remains highly popular in Great
Britain, especially in the schools, and it
deserves to be equally popular here.

HOW T0 ORGANIZE A HARE AND 110UNDS
CLUB.

All that is needed to play hare and
hounds is some open country to run
over, a supply of torn-up newspaper, a
suitable bag for the hare to carry the
paper in, and a crowd of boys with
enough spirit in them to get out and
run.

Open country can be found near any
city, if you take the trouble to go look-
ing for it. Tearing up newspapers is
easy. Almost any crowd of boys will
go out and run if they know that there
will be fun along the way.

SeorT Story Macazine will be glad
to supply Hare and Hounds Clubs with
suitable paper-carrying bags.

That leaves it up to you. Talk it over
with your friends, and get them to help
you form a club.

The first thing to do is to appoint a
captain. He should be a good runner,
and the sort of fellow who can make
other fellows do what he wants them
to do.

The next thing to do is to find suit-
able country for your runs. 1f possible,
there should be open fields, fences,
woodland, and a few brooks to jump.
Gently rolling country is best.

The third thing to do is to send the
name of your club, the name and ad-
dress of its captain, and the names and
addresses of nine other members to
Handley Cross, care of SpPorRT StorY
MAGazINE, 79 Seventh Avenue, New
York City, requesting a Hare and
Hounds Club bag. It will be sent to
you entirely free of cost.

SPORT STORY MAGAZINE is having
these bags manufactured especially for
its Hare and Hounds Club. They are
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made of stout material, have a shoulder
strap with an adjustable buckle, and are
attractively lettered “SrorT SToRY MAG-
AzINE Hare AND Hounps Cr.us.” They
are, without doubt, the best bag that
could be devised for the purpose.

PLAYING HARE AND HOUNDS.

Having organized your club, ap-
pointed your captain, and received your
paper—carrying bag, appoint a place and
time for the first meeting of your
hounds.

Select one or two of your best run-
ners to act as hares. One of the hares
should carry the bag, and scatter a trail
of torn paper behind him as he runs.
The hare, or hares, should be given a
start of from five to ten minutes, de-
pending on the length of your course.
They are permitted to take any route
they choose to the finish line. and they
should endeavor to deceive the hounds
by running across country that will make
following their trail difficult. Of course,
the hares must play fair, and drop
enough paper to give the hounds a real
chance of trailing them.

The club captain should see to it that
the hares have the start agreed upon
before the hounds take up the chase.
After they start, he should make the
pace, and make it slow enough for the
slowest hound to follow in comfort. In
large packs, a “whipper-in” sometimes
is appointed. It is his duty to run be-
hind the pack to prevent straggling, and,
if necessary, call the attention of the
captain to the fact that he is setting too
fast a pace.

Don't forget the fact that a hare and
hounds run i1s a game—not a race. The
hares seldom are caught before they
reach the finish line, and the object is
to trail them and follow the paper scent,
rather than to outrun them.

Before you have gone far you will
find—especially if the day is windy—
that the paper trail is hecoming difficult
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to follow. Pretty soon you will he able
to see no paper at all. This is called
a check. Tt gives the hounds a chance
to catch their breath, which is an ad-
vantage. Directed by the captain, they
should spread out and try to pick up the
trail. Once it is found, on they go.
The chase is a series of runs and checks.

Amusing incidents often happen on
hare and hounds runs. \Write and tell
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us about those that happen on your runs.
The most interesting letters will be pub-
lished.

Get busy, boys! Here is your chance
to take an active part in the best of all
autumn sports. Organize your club,

and write for your paper-carrying bag.

In the next issue of SPORT STORY
—an interview with a famous football
coach.




BASEBALL
Naticonal League

September 22.—VBrooklyn at St. Louis;
Philadelphia at Cincinnati; New York at Chi-
cago.

Scptember 23.—Cincinnati at St. Louis.

September 24 —Boston at New York;
Brooklyn at Philadelphia; Cincinnati at St.
Lous.

September
Brooklyn at
Louis,

September 20.—Brooklyn at Philadelphia;
Pittsburgh at St. Louis.

25.—Boston at New York;
Philadelphia; Cincinnati at St.

September  27.—Boston  at  Philadelphia;
Pittsburgh at St. Louis.
September 28 —Brooklyn at New York;

Boston at Philadelphia; Cincinnati at Chi-
cago; Pittsburgh at St. Louis.

September 29.—Boston at Brooklyn; Phila-
delphia at New York; Cincinnati at Chicago;
Pittsburgh at St. Louis.

September 30.—Boston at Philadelphia.

October 1.—RBrooklyn.at New York.

October 2.—Brooklyn at New York: Chi-
cago at Cincinnati,

October 3.—Brooklyn at Boston: XNew
York at Philadclphia; Chicago at Cincinnati.

October 4—Ncw York at Philadelphia: St.
Louis at Pittsburgh: Chicago at Cincinnati.

Qctober 5.—Brooklyn at Boston; New York
at  Philadelphia; St. Louis at Pittsburgh;
Chicago at Cincinnati.

October 6.—New York at Boston; Philadel-
phia at Brooklyn; St. louis at Cincinnati;
Pittshurgh at Chicago.

(End of National I.eague season)

American League

September 22.—St. Louis at Detroit; Phila-
delphia at Washington; Chicago at New
York.

The
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September 23—No games scheduled.

September 24.—St. Louis at Detroit; Chi-
cago at Cleveland; New York at Boston.

September 25.—St. Louis at Detroit; Chi-
cago at Cleveland: New York at Boston.

September 26.—Chicago at Cleveland; New
York at Washington: Philadelphia at Bos-
ton.

Scptember 27.—New York at Washington,

September 28 —Chicago at Detroit; St.
Louis at Cleveland; New York at Washing-
ton; Philadelphia at Boston.

September 29.—Chicago at  Detroit; St.
Louis at Cleveland; Necw York at Wasling-
ton; Philadelphia at Boston.

September 30.—Pittsburgh at St. Louis,

Ocrober 1.—Washington at Philadelphia;
Chicago at Cinciimati.

October 2.—Washington at Philadelphia.

October 3.—Detroit at Chicago; Cleveland
at St. Louis.

October 4.—Dectroit at Chicago: Cleveland
at St. Lous.

October 5.—Detroit at Chicago; Cleveland
ar St. Louis: Boston at Washington; Phila-
delphia at New York.

October 6.—Detroit at Chicago; Cleveland
at St. Louis; Boston at Washington; Phila-
delphia at New York.

(End of Amcrican League season)

Pacific Coast League

September 22 and 23.—Ne games scheduled.

September 24 to 28.—Sacramento at Seat-
tle ; Oakland at Portland ; Hollywood at Mis-
sion; San Francisco at Los Angeles.

September 29.—Sacramento at Seattle, two
games; Oakland at Portland, two games;
Hollywood at Mission, morning and after-
noon games; San Francisco at [.os Angeles,
two games.

October 1 to 5.—>San Francisco at Sacra-
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mento; Seattle at Mission; Los Angeles at
Oakland; Portland at Hollywood.

October 6.—San Francisco vs. Sacramento,
at Stockton, morning game; San Francisco at
San Francisco, afternoon game; Scattle at
Mission, morning and afternoon games; Los
Angeles at Oakland, morning and afternoon
games; Portland at Hollywod, two games.

(End of Pacific Coast League season)

FOOTBALL
September 28th

EAST: Pennsylvania vs.
shall, Philadelphia; Army vs. Boston Univer-
sity, West Point; Columbia vs. Middlebury,

New York City; Dartmouth vs. Norwich,
Hanover; Navy vs. Denison, Annapolis:
New York University vs. Vermont, New

York; Penn State vs. Niagara, State Col-
lege; Syracuse vs. Hobart, Syracuse; Am-
herst vs. Connccticut Aggies, Amherst; Wil-
liams vs. Trinity, Williamstown; Temple vs.
Thiel, Philadelphia; Bucknell vs. St. Thom-
as, Lewisburg; Colgate vs. St. Lawrence,
Hamilton; Georgetown vs. Mount St. Mary,
Washington; Lehigh vs. John Hopkins,
Bethlehem; Springfield vs. Brown, Spring-
field; Washington-Jefferson vs. Ohio Uni-
versity, Woashington, Pennsylvania;» Wes-
leyan vs. Rochester, Middletown; West Vir-
ginia vs. Davis-Elkins, Morgantown; Holy
Cross vs. St. Johns, Brooklyn, Worcester;
Rutgers vs. Providence, New Brunswick;
Allegheny vs. Geneva, Mecadville; Boston
College vs. Catholic University, Boston;
Colby vs. New Hampshire, Waterville;; Beth-
any vs. Carnegie, Wheeling; Fordham vs.
Westminster, New York; Gettysburg vs.
Loyola, Gettysburg; Ursinus vs. Dickinson,
Collegeville; Western Maryland vs. Balti-

more, Westminster; Maine vs. Rhode Island,*

Orono; Swarthmore vs. Drexel, Swarthmore ;
Maryland vs. Washington College, College
Park; Union vs. Wagner, Schenectady.

MIDDLE WEST: Michigan vs. Mount
Union, Ann  Arbor; Wisconsin vs. South
Dakota State, Madison; Indiana vs. Wabash,
Bloomington; Iowa vs. Carrol, Iowa City;
Michigan State vs. Alma, East Lansing; Coe
vs. Cedar Falls, Cedar Rapids; Toledo vs.
Akron, Toledo; Detroit vs. De Paul, De-
troit; Drake vs. Simpson, Des Moines; Ober-
lin vs. Kent, Oberlin; Western Reserve vs.
Kenyon, Cleveland.

SOUTH: Vanderbilt vs. Mississippi,
Nashville; Alabama vs. Mississippi College,
Tuscaloosa; Florida vs. Southern, Gaines-

Franklin-Mar-
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ville; Washington ILee vs. Lynchburg, Lex-
ington; Loyola vs. Rice, New Orleans; Noith
Carolina vs. Wake Forest, Chapel Hill;
Southern Methedist vs. Howard Payne, Dal-
las; Tennessee vs. Centre, Knoxville; V. M.
1. vs. Richmond, Lexington; V. P. I. vs.
Roanoke, Blacksburg; lL.ouisiana State vs.
Louisiana College, Baton Rouge; Oglethorpe
vs. Presbyterian, Atlanta; Texas vs. St. [£d-
ward, Austin; Tulane vs. Louisiana Normial,
New Orleans.

PACIFIC COAST: California vs. Santa
Clara, Berkeley; Stanford vs. Olympic A.
€., Palo Alto, Washington vs. \Whitman,
Seattle; Washington State vs. Idaho, Pull-
man; Gonzaga vs. Ellensburg, Spokanc;
Southern California vs. University of Cali-
fornia, Southern Branch, Los Angecles; Mon-
tana vs. Mount St. Charles, Missoula; Ore-
gon State vs. California Aggies, Corvallis;
Oregon vs. Pacific University, Eugenc.

October 5th

EAST: Yale vs. Vermont, New Haven;
Princeton vs. Amherst, Princeton; Navy vs.
William and Mary, Annapolis; Harvard vs.
Bates, Cambridge; New York University vs.
West Virginia \Wesleyan, New York; Army
vs. Gettysburg, West Point; Cornell wvs.
Niagara, Ithaca; Carnegie vs. Thiel, Pitts-
burgh; Brown vs. Rhode Island, Providence;
Columbia vs. Union, New York; Dartmouth
vs. Hobart, Hanover; Pennsylvania vs.
Swarthmore, Philadelphia;  Holy Cross vs.
Providence, Worcester; Wesleyan vs. Con-
necticut Aggies, Middletown; Washington-
Jefferson vs. Ashland, Washington, Pennsyl-
vania; Boston College vs. Maine, Boston;
West Virginia vs. Duquesne, Morgantown;
Georgetown vs. Western Maryland, Washing-
ton; Maryland vs. North Carolina, College
Park; Middlebury vs. Williams, Middlebury :
New Hampshire vs. Boston University, Dur-
ham; Penn Statc vs. Lebanon Valley, State
College; Rutgers vs. Delaware, New Bruns-

wick; Allegheny vs. Westminster, Mecad-
ville; Catholic University vs. Mount St.
Mary, Washington; Franklin-Marshall vs.

Dickinson, lancaster; Hamilton vs. Clark-
son, Clinton; Colby vs. Tufts, Waterville;
Fordham vs. St. Bonaventure, New York;
Haverford vs. Ursinus, Haverford; Lafayette
vs. Muhlenberg, Easton; College of the City
of New York vs. Lowell Textile, New York;
Johns Hopkins vs. Juniata, Baltimore; Le-
high vs. Penn Military College, Bethlchem;
Schuylkill vs. Bucknell, Reading; Syracuse
vs. St. Lawrence, Syracuse; Temple vs. St.
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Thomas, Philaslclphia; Massachusetts Agsies
vs. Bowdoin, Amherst.

WEST: Indiana vs. Notre Dame, Bloom-
ington; Ncbraska vs. Southern Mcthodist, Lin-
coln ; Wisconsin vs. Colgate, Madison ; Illinois
vs. Kansas, Urbana; Chicago vs. Beloit, Chi-
cago; Michigan vs. Michigan State, Ann
Arbor; Minnesota vs. Coe, Minneapolis;
Northwestern vs. Butler, Evauston; Ohio
State vs. Wittenberg, Columbus; lowa vs.
Moumouth, lowa City; North Dakota vs.
Haskell, Grand Forks; Purdue vs. Kansas
Aggies, Lafayette; Akron vs. Kent, Akron;
Colorado vs. Regis, Boulder; Detroit vs.
Dayton, Detroit; Gustavus Adolphus vs.
Hamline, St. Peter; Utah vs. Nevada, Salt
Lake City; Washington University vs. Illi-
nois College, St. Louis; Western Reserve vs.
Miami, Gunnison; Marquette vs. Lawrence,
Milwaukee; Oberlin vs. De Pauw, Oberlin;
Case vs. Baldwin-Wallace, Cleveland ; Cincin-
nati vs. Ohio Northern, Cincinnati; lowa
State vs. Grinnell, Ames; Colorado Aggies
vs. Wyoming, Fort Collins; Denver vs. Colo-
rado Mines, Denver.

SOUTH: Georgia Tech vs. Mississippi
Aggies, Atlanta; Vanderbilt vs. Quachita,
Nashville; Florida vs. V. M. 1., Jacksonville;
Georgia vs. Furman, Athens; Kentucky vs.
Maryville, Lexington: North Carolina State
vs. Washington-l.ee, Raleigh; Rice vs. Sam
Houston, Austin; V. P. [. vs. Hampton-Sid-
ney, Rlacksburg; Baylor vs. Trinity, Waco;
Chattanooga vs. ‘Tenncssee, Chattanooga;
Citadel vs. Oglethorpe, Charleston; Texas vs.
Centenary, Austin: Tulane vs. Texas Aggies,
New Orleans.

PACIFIC COAST: Stanford vs. Oregon,
Palo Alto; Southern California vs. Oregon
State, L.os Angeles; California vs. St. Mary,
Berkeley ; Idaho vs. Whitman, Moscow; Oc-
cidental vs. Santa Barbara, Los Angeles;
University of California, Southern Branch,
vs. Fresno, Los Angeles; Washington State
vs. Mount St. Charles, Pullman; Pomona vs.
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California  Tech, Pasadena; California
Aggies vs. Brigham Young, Sacramento; Co-
lumbia vs, Pacific University, Portland; Col-
lege of Pacific vs. Chico, Stockton.

TENNIS

Octeber 7.—Fall Tournament,
Hot Springs, West Virginia.

October 14.—Fall Tournament, White Sul-
phur Springs, West Virginia.

Virginia

GOLF

September 30.—United States Women’s
Championship, Oakland Hills, Michigan.

AUTOMOBILE RACING
(Dirt Track)

September 22.—Metropolitan  Speedway,
New York; New Market, New Jersey; Los
Angeles, California.

September 24 and 26.—Childress, Texas.

Scptember 25 and 27.—Abilene, Texas.

September 28.—Hohokus, New Jersey;
Leighton, Pennsylvania; Riverhead, Ncw
York.

September  29.—Metropolitan  Speedway,

New York; Deer Park, Long Island; New
Market, New Jersey; Cincinnati, Ohio;
Davison, Michigan; Fresno, California.

October  5—Bloomsbury, Pennsylvama;
Trenton, New Jersey ; Winston-Salem, North
Carolina.

October 6.—Metropolitan Speedway, New
York; New Market, New Jersey; Detroit,
Michigan.

HORSE RACING

August 26 to September 28.—Lincoln Ficlds,‘
llinois.

September 17
Track, New York.

September 20 to October 2.—Havre de
Grace, Maryland.

September 30 to October 12.—Hawthorne,
Iilinois.

October 2 to 16.—Jamaica, New York.

October 4 to 30.—Laurel, Maryland.

to October l.—Agueduct
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Honor

Bound

By William Bruner

Athletic emergencies at West Point always found one of the four Cardinals
being shoved into the breach. This time it was Tinsley, who found himself
a heavyweight boxer almost overnight.

HEIR boxing team that year

E wasn’t, the cadets reluctantly ad-

mitted, everything it might be.
Graduation had claimed several irom
the season hefore, and the ones who
were left—except Kalloch, the team
captain—were simply fair, but in no-
wise excellent. Coming out ahead, or
even with a creditable recoid at the end
of the scason would be largely a matter
of sheer determination with skill and
excellence lacking.

Then, to make matters worse, an un-
fortunate affair occurred, which, in the
end, dampened what little hope West
Point had for boxing glory, and for
one cadet changed the whole course of
life.

The incident touched close to the
four Cardinals, too, for outside of the

SPO—-5B

fact that they were all good {riends of
the man primarily involved, it made a
boxer out of Frank Tinsley.

At the beginning of the season, the
coach had regarded Tinsley with a hope-
ful eye, but the gleam therein soon
changed to despair. The big cadet was
one of those people, the coach presently
observed, who never got excited.
Though a cool head is an asset highly
to be desired, there is such a thing as
coolness to the point of seeming indif-
ference—and that, decided the coach,
was what ailed Tinsley.

The cadet agreed with him. Tinsley
had no ambition to win fame by giving
punches, much less receiving them. He
boxed only because regulations required
of him some athletic activity, when sleep
those several afternoons each week
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wauld have done him much more good,
besides being more in accord with his
tastes.

Even the other Cardinals could not
imagine Tinsley as a good boxer, though
they were in the habit of giving onc
another every possible ¢ncouragement.
But alter all, it didn't make much dif-
ference, for Tinsley was in the same
weight with Kalloch, and the team
captain was unquestionably the best
man on the squad. Tinsley made a fair
sparring partner—the most which could
be said of him.

The Cardinals were a group of four,
taking their name as they did from the
chief points of the compass, for they
hailed from widely separated parts of
the country. Tinsley, who could claim
practically any part of the United
States and her territories as a one-time
home—his father was a stern and crusty
coloncl—supplied any localities the
others might have lacked. He had got
an cxcellent start on his military career
by being the class baby—the first son
born to a member of his father's class—
so that his subsequent traveling around
and entering the military academy to
carry on the Tinsley tradition had been
almost inevitable.

Jefferson Minor, a whole-hearted
Virginian, represented the South. Jeff
had spent one year at a rather liberal
and casy-going  Southern university,
where distinction was more highly
thought of than discipline, before en-
tering the United States Military
Academy, with the result that he found
the well-ordered cadet life exceedingly
hard to endure. ILventually he got
used to getting up and going to bed
by bugle command, as well as every-
thing else in between, meanwhile mak-
ing quite a name for himself as an
athlete.

Coming from upper New York State,
Lric Sturdevant—tall, slim and blond—
did credit to the North. Like Minor,
he was prone to get himself into a men-
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tal stew if everything did not go right,
but this weakness he had largely over-
come through the somewhat drastic
efforts of the other Cardinals. The cure
left a long scar across his forchead—
the result of an insane hockey game,
conceived by Jeff, which put Sturde-
vant’s courage to the test.

Dick Wheeler, who was brought up in
the vast cactus-sand-and-sunlight-filled
spaces of an Arizona ranch, completed
the four. A quiet person, with often a
far-away look in his eyes, he made few
friends and kept them all. Horses were
his greatest interest, for he always knew
what a horse was thinking about—
which was more, in his solitary life,
than he had learned about pcople. A
member of the polo team, he happily
got off his athletic requirements in the
great riding hall which towers, like
another Palisade, over the Iludson.

F'riendship was the only tie which
bound®the Cardinals. They had no
secret pledges, no esoteric hand grip.
They were not known at the academy
as the Cardinals, for that word never
passed their lips. Thrown together by
chance in the first confusing days of
entrance, they had helped one another
through the perplexities and indignities
of plebe vear, until their friendship had
crystallized into something fine and per-
manent.

Cadet Kalloch, also of Virginia, was
a close friend of the Cardinals’. He
and Jeff Minor had been neighbors in
Richmond. Indeed, it was- Kalloch’s
coming to the Point which first made
Jeff interested in the place, and it was
also Kalloch who demonstrated to Jett
that he could achieve nothing but un-
happiness for himself by ignoring the
long-established traditions of the acad-
emy.

The news, when it broke, coursed
through the Point like a chill wind off
the frowing summit of Storm King. In
North and South Barracks it electrified
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and dismayed; from the lowest plebe to
the most serene first-class man it left a
trail of depression.

Accused of dishonesty—Cadet Kal-
loch!

It was incredible. Kalloch, one-time
captain of the football team and present
captain of the boxing squad. Kalloch,
whose academic standing and popularity
had made him one of the ideal cadets
at the Point Who could believe it?
Who would have thought it? Surely,
every one hoped and believed, there
must be some great mistake.

Jeff, with heavy heart and distress in
his gray eyes, came to the other Car-
dinals with the distasteful news. They
listened, quiet and serious. They knew
Kalloch probably better than any others
at the Point, for Tinsley, Wheeler and
Minor had played in the backfield with
him. Through the long football season
they had learned to respect his general-
ship and courage, and to admire his un-
erring fairness. They would have as
soon thought ill of themselves as of
Kalloch, and as they heard, now, of the
theft he was suspected of, they frankly
did not believe.

“He is confined to quarters,” Jeff
said unhappily. “He won'’t say a word,
except that he is not guilty. I know
that’s the truth. But”—]Jeff shrugged
hopelessly, for this was a matter be-
yond reason—‘‘a statement like that
won’t do him any good in an investiga-
tion.”

““Something rotten somewhere,” Tins-
ley agreed, abstractedly chewing on the
stem of a battered, unlighted pipe.
“Personally, I think they're acting too
fast.”

“But ” Wheeler began, and then
he abruptly stopped.

The same thought occurred to all of
them. The honor code, and its rigid
definitions, formulated by the cadets
themselves for their own guidance:

“Honor is a nice sense of what is
right, with a strict conformity to duty.
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No intentional breach of honor is ex-
cusable. Every one, whether offender
or not, is honor bound to report any
breach of honor which comes to his at-
tention. A second chance to one who
has intentionally violated the honor code
will not be given, and no partiality will
be shown, no distinction whatever being
made due to class work or rank.”

I' had been the matter of a valuable

wrist watch, purchased by a first-
class man, Cadet Marsten, for his fiancée
which caused the trouble. When it ar-
rived Kalloch was in the room, talking
to Cadet Hastow, Marsten’s roommate.
Explaining that the watch had been sent
on approval, and that he had not yet
decided to keep it, Marsten showed it to
the others, whereupon Kalloch declared,
jokingly, that he considered it very
handsome and worthy of his own girl.

Marsten then left the academy for
several days on account of sickness at
home, forgetting the watch in his hasty
departure.  When he returned to West
Point, he immediately started to look
for the timepiece which he had so care-
lessly left on his desk. It was not to
be found. Before he had finished, he
searched the room thoroughly, even to
his roommate’s belongings, thinking
perhaps Hastow had put it away. As
manager of the basket-ball tcam. the
latter was absent on a trip.

Distressed, Marsten went to Kalloch’s
room to tell about his loss. No sooner
had he got there than he saw the cadet
hastily cover something on his desk with
a sheet of paper. But he thought noth-
ing of this until later, when—before he
gotto the subject of his visit—the paper
blew off the desk, disclosing a watch
exactly like the one which Marsten
had missed.

“Why,” exclaimed the cadet, “there’s
my watch!”

Kalloch shook his head, evidently em-
barrassed.

“No,” he said, “that’s mine.”
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Marsten, m no mood for joking,
angrily demanded where Kalloch got it,
and the Virginian, in turn exasperated
by the other’s manner, replied that it
was none of his cockeyed business.

“Well," Marsten said, “you don't
need to tell me. I know!”

KNalloch blanched at the implication,
and shut up like a clam. e refused
to discuss the subject further, and Mar-
sten, too angry for considered judg-
ment, at once made a report. When
yuestioned by others, Kalloch again de-
clared that the watch did not belong to
Marsten. but there werce others who had
secn the timepiece in the latter’s posses-
sion. Deceply offended by their doubt,
Kalloch told the committee they could
do their own investigating, since they
did not choose to believe him anyhow.
To that flat statement he refused to
add another word. Fe was confined
to his room.

Hearing what happened, the coach
came near having that fit on the verge
of which all coaches are traditionally
supposed to hover. Being confined to
his room, naturally Kalloch could not
box—and a team had just arrived from
Washington and Lee for a match with
the Army.

It was not an exceptional team which
the Virginia school sent up that vear.
Their best man was Townsend. the
heavyweight, who could not compare
with Kalloch in the same class. But the
Virginians thought so. They were con-
fident that their boxer could easily de-
deat iKalloch, who had left their State
to follow a military career.

But the word was passed around that
Kalloch was indisposed. and not one
of the cadets disclosed what had really
happened. Some one else would box
Townsend. and though the visiting
heavyweight was deeply disappointed,
there was nothing he could do about it.

And that some one else was Tinsley.
The big, good-natured cadet was tre-
mendously disturbed, but he had no
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alternative.  His duty lay in taking
Kalloch’s place though the task was
very distasteful to him. Besides that.
he had not trained with the idea of
representing the Point. More than any-
thing, he had boxed to fulfill the athletic
requirement, but there was no other
whom the coach considered as good,
nor as well suited to stand up against
the big boxer from the South.

“There’s no use in trying to get in
condition or learn anything new,” the
coach told him. ‘-Just rest—that’s all—
and if you come out this afternoon and
do vuur best, I can't ask more.”

It was evident that the coach was
none too hepeful—nor, for that matter,
was Cadet Tinsley. It was ironic that,
offered an opportunity for an hour's
rest in the afternoon, he found sleep
elusive. Lying awake on his bunk, he
tossed and grunted while Sturdevant
sat at his desk and made a pretense at
studving military tactics.

“Wake up!” said Eric at length.
“Time to be getting over to the gym,
Tin.”

INSILEY came up for the bout—

the last of the afternoon—already
feeling as though he had been through
several minor skirmishes, all of which
had found him vanquished. Military
history had taught him that wars are
not always won by great battles alone.
but he had already fared poorly in the
conflicts with himself.

Jeft Minor and Sturdevant tried to
keep his mind off the coming bout. but
without notable success. Tinsley smiled
wanly at their jokes or looked absently
beyond them while they indulged in
horseplay calculated to arouse his in-
terest.  Tinally the two Cardinals lost
heart, too. an<d when Dick Wheeler—
who always saw the seamy side of
things—joined them, they were a very
glum bunch indeed.

Kalloch’s name was not mentioned,
but the fate of the frst-class man was
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uppermost in all their minds, Tinsley,
in particular, could think of nothing
else, and he experienced no elation
whatever in this opportunity to rep-
resent West P'oint. IZiven had he been a
good boxer, he could not have antici-
pated the coming bout. It was Kalloch
who should be going up there to the
ring.

Kalloch confined to his quarters!

When Tinsley appeared, the cadets,
ranged on tiers of benches along one
side of the gym, gave him a loud yell.
Tinsley appreciated it, but somehow he
felt he merited no applause. He knew
that they knew he was no great shakes
of a boxer, whereas Kalloch could have
walked off with the event. With four
of the bouts already gathered in by the
cadets, West Point did not need the
heavyweight event to take the meet.
That was the only thing which saved
Tinsley. He could try his darnedest and
still lose without causing the Academy to
drop the meet.

The cadet heavy went through the
preliminary ceremonies automatically.
Try as he would, his thoughts were not
on the fight, but Kalloch, who should he
in the ring instead of himself. The
gong rang. The stool was whipped out
from under him by anxious seconds.
Townsend advanced to meet him.

Then they were at it. Townsend led
with a left to the body, and Tinsley,
still hardly aware that the fight had
actually commenced, clinched. DBreak-
ing, the Washington and Lee man
rushed in, showering blows on the cadet.
They were sharp, stinging. They woke
the cadet to realization that this, after
all, was a sure-enough bout.

A thought flashed through his mind.
The thing to do now was to fight. What
had gone before didn’t matter, nor the
things which would follow. The bout
was the only consideration—nothing
else.

Tinsley lunged in, nailing his rival
with clean, straight lefts to the jaw.
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Townsend looked slightly surprised, but
he came back with a barrage laid ex-
pertly on Tinsley’s midriff. Tinsley re-
taliated with a crashing right just above
the belt which took some of the am-
bition out of the Southerner for a mo-
ment. They slowed down, and sparred
cautiously for the balance of the round.
warily watching each other like a couple
of alert game roosters.

Back in his corner, Tinsley heard ad-
vice freely and hastily offered, but he
did not heed. He couldn’t be bothered
at this late hour with learning what to
do. Besides, he knew already. Tf he
handed out harder punches than he re-
ceived, the fight would be his. Tt was
as simple as that.

The gong! It seemed to release a
catapult which sent Townsend bound-
ing across the mat. Though the visitor
weighed only a couple of pounds more
than the cadet, he looked much heavier.
His muscles were knotted and hard, but
quick. His black eyes were all-sceing,
dancing, seemingly endowed with an
ability to detect a punch before it
started.

Tinsley stopped him with a straight
left to the head. They stood toe to toe,
then, and again Townsend battered at
the cadet’s body. Scarlet welts ap-
peared on Tinsley’s flesh, indicating all
too vividly the bite of those repeated
blows.

The lack of proper preparation was
beginning to tell on the cadet. Con-
tinual drubbing on the same spot was
wearing him down rapidly, for he had
not the skill to ward off those con-
centrated jabs which fell on him with
the regularity of an Indian’s blows on a
tom-tom.

But Tinsley fought doggedly on. con-
scious now and then of the rows of
gray-uniformed cadets who silently
watched him with dull hope and little
faith. There is a difference between
quiet imposed by rules, and the silence
of lacking enthusiasm. He knew he
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was disappointing them, but it could
not he helped. He was doing his ut-
most. e hoped they understood.

All the while Townsend was close
upon him, like a bundle of steel springs
coiling and uncoiling with vicious quick-
ness—an automaton inmpossible to harm,
cold, scientifically calculating, deadly.

The gym went suddenly all wrong.
Tinsley felt himself suspended help-
lessly in mid-air while the floor tore
loose from its foundations and rushed
crazily up to catch him. The shock
of collision sobered him. He saw a
blurred referce standing tall above him,
and with a throaty, fuoghorn voice he
was saying:

" Five—six—seven——

Ilands and knees—a terrific effort—
hands and feet. Then, unsteadily, Tins-
ley was standing once more. His op-
ponent had vanished. He came back.
Coiling, uncoiling, a fighting machine
against whom Tinsley seemed to have
no more chance than laden wheat be-
fore a reaper.

What was that? No chance? Tins-
ley lunged at the. Washington and Lee
man, and felt the electrifying crack of
his glove on the visitor’s chin. Town-
send’s head jerked back as he took
squarely the hardest blow he had got in
the bout. e dropped, no longer a
machine, but just a man on a college
boxing team. Just as he hit the canvas,
the gong sounded. There was a sur-
prisc murmur from the cadets.

Tinsley stood staring while seconds
helped Townsend to his corner. Then
the referec gave the cadet a gentle push.
ile got to the stool and leaned back on
the ropes. Fluttering towels chased
away the mists which had begun to
darken the world, and icy water
shocked his burning flesh into a false
feeling of freshness. It was entirely too
fine to be enjoyed for only a moment,
but the gong ended the luxury of rest,
and the essential stool was gone once
niore.

(2]
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Had Tinsley been able to follow up
the advantage given him by that one
staggering blow at the end of the second
round, he might have quickly ended the
fight. But the minute of rest revived
the visiting heavyweight, who had had
long training in the art of quick re-
covery.

As if to make up for the indignity he
had suffered, the Washington and Lee
boxer descended on Tinsley with more
fury than ever before. Again he
pounded insufferably on the cadet’s
body, until even breathing was torture.
Having learned a lesson, he was more
wary. In vain Tinsley sought an open-
ing through which to drive another of
those  revealing—to  himself—blows
which had nearly finished his opponent
at the end of the second round, but the
Virginian kept his defense tightly
closed.

Tinsley knew that the seconds were
shpping fast. He concentrated all his
powers on driving another disastrous
blow into his opponent, like a general,
who, in a tight hole, resolves to grasp
@ sudden victory or die gloriously in
the effort.

Strategy might have helped, but
Tinslev had not learned the finer points
of the game. He knew only the es-
sentials—to hit and to keep from being
hit. In his eagerness to observe the
former, he grew careless of the latter.

He saw the blow coming, and tried
to dyck. But it came so fast, so shock-
ingly fast, that he hadn’t the time. The
last thing he knew was that he had
failed to dodge that well-aimed left
hook. He did not even know when he
hit the floor.

EFF MINOR saw Cadet Hastow

coming toward the barracks with a
suit case in his hand. He hurrica out
to meet Marsten’s roommate, half hop-
ing that the latter might be able to
throw some light on the affair of the
watch.
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“Greetings!” said Hastow airily. “I
see the old place hasn’t changed——"

“Yes,” interrupted Jeff somberly, ‘it
has.”

Noting the seriousness in Jeff’s man-
ner, the other put down his suit case.
“What's happened ?” he asked.

Briefly, Jeff began a recital of the ac-
cusation of Kalloch.

“Good Lord!” muttered Hastow, “I
sent that watch back to the jeweler’s.
It was therc on the desk. I thought
Marsten didn’t want to keep it. I
mailed it for him and left a note P

“Hurry!” Jeff said excitedly. “The
trial is on now, I think. You get there
as fast as you can. Tll take your bag.”

Hastow was off at a dog trot. DBut
the damage had already been done. To
be sure, Kalloch was completely vindi-
cated. He had sent for a watch similar
to the one ordered by Marsten, but he
had been reluctant, at first, to let the
other cadet know that he had been
aped.

Marsten’s suspicions and action upon
them came too fast. Angry and hurt,
Kalloch declined to discuss the affair
with any one when his word was
doubted. A few statements would have
cleared the matter up immediately, but
the Virginian's outraged pride had not
permitted him to make them.

“You have acted foolishly,” Kalloch
was told.

The cadet’s proud head drooped. He
realized, now, that his behavior had
been far-fetched and ill-advised. All
his life he had been taught that honor
was the finest quality in a gentleman.
Honor, in his Southern home, had been
almost a fetish, and his own integrity
had ever been of the highest. Thus,
to be doubted, even by a man in anger,
had for a while completely upset his
equilibrium. He apologized, both to
Marsten and to the academy.

That night, just to make Kalloch feel
better, the Cardinals had him in Jeff’s
room for a boodle fight and general
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gumming session. The eventful dish of
the evening was crab flakes, with pea-
nuts as a chaser.

The next morning, Dick Wheeler and
Kalloch went on sick report. They
were pronounced very ill by the medico,
who said that they would be lucky if
they got out within two weeks.

All of which made the coach wonder,
when he heard the news, if he were
from some indefinite source being
kidded.

YOU could have done better,” the

coach told Tinsley a day or so later,
“in that Washington and l.ee match.
But it was very gratifying to note that
you did no worse.”

“I got knocked out,” Tinsley said,
rubbing his square, still-tender chin. ‘I
don’t know what could be worse than
that.”

The coach grunted.

“As a matter of fact,” he went on
after a thoughtful pause, during which
he appraised the cadet keenly, ‘‘you
have the makings of a pretty good
boxer.”

“Don’t make me laugh,” Tinsley
thought, “I've got a sore jaw. Ue
said nothing, however, for he knew
what the coach was driving at. He
had been selected to take Kalloch's
place again, while the team captain was
in the hospital.

And that was not good news, no mat-
ter how Tinsley looked at it. In the
first place, it reminded him that the
crab flakes had been his suggestion.
Nor could he, in spite of the coach’s
words, imagine himself as good enough
to represent West Point in the ring.
There was one saving circumstance.
The next meet, with Penn State, would
be the last. After that, he wouldn’t
have to worry any more.

Guessing at Tinsley’s viewpoint, the
coach set to work to inspire him with
encouragement. Nor were Jeff Minor
or the other Cardinals idle with their
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praisc.  After a time, therefore, the big
cadet began to take a lively interest in
the ring sport, and more than any other
comment, he appreciated the words of
commendation which his friends offered
when they came to watch him work out.

Tinsley hoped he was improving, at
any rate. TFle recalized keenly that he
was taking the place of a good hoxer,
and. since he had had no choice in the
matter, hc was nevertheless resolved to
do his best to prove no discredit to the
Point. Indeed, he felt he owed that
much to Kalloch.

The date of the Penn State mecet
drew near all too fast. Tinsley worker!
conscientiously, hoping mieanwhile that
Kalioch would get better. His opponent
he understood, was rated as one of the
best boxers in the intercollegiate world
—a  hard-fighting  six-footer named
Tenwick, who had not, in his several
vears of boxing, cver lost a bout.

The rest of the Penn State outfit was
also reputed to be good, and not without
cause, for they had not dropped a meet
all season. For this reason the cadets
were particularly anxious to defeat
them, since their own record was none
too briliant. From the beginning, it had
been an unfortunate winter. Victory
over the undefeated visitors would
materially increase their own standing.

As before, that first afternoon he took
Kalloch’s place, Tinsley’s bout came
last. The Cardinals, except Wheeler,
were with him in the dressing room, dis-
cussing everything under the sun bhut
the coming bout, and this time Tinsley
was better able to appreciate their ef-
forts in his behalf.

As a matter of fact, the cadet was not
worried. That calmness of nature—
which had once been the despair of the
coach—had returned. The time would
come for the heavyweight match; it
would be held, and then it would be
over. Frank Tinsley was giving no
thought whatever to the odds which
were popularly helieved to be against
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him. He even went so far as to discuss
that morning’s writ in ordinance.

With three bouts to the credit oi hoth
West Point and Penn State—the cadets
had outdone themselves that afternoon,
fighting as never before—Tinsley came
up for the heavyweight battle.

Excitement ran at high pitch. The
other bouts had all been fast, clever,
thrill-providing. The spectators were
eager for this last spectacle of the day.
A goodly number of civilians were
present. and massed on the other side of
the ring were the cadets

Tinsley smiled—a slow, hoyish grin
which won for a friend practically every
person he encountered.  Seeing that
smile, the coach wondered if he hadn’t
possibly been mistaken when he decided,
Jong before, that the cadet would never
make a fighter. Even now, he wasn't
sure. DBut he thought of that battle with
the man from Washington and l.ce, and
was comforted.

That smile was still on Tinsley's face
when the starting gong sounded. He
stood, paused, and then slowly advanced
to meet his opponent. Fenwick, too,
advanced slowly, but when they
met in the center of the ring, he
offered a haymaker to the head. The
cadet ducked, and closed n. They cx-
changed light lefts. gauging one another,
and then, with a sudden attack, Fen-
wick drove the West Pointer to the
ropes.

Tinsley sent him back with a right to
the jaw, and then followed a furious
exchange of blows at close quarters.
in which the advantage was certainly
Fenwick’s. After a few seconds the
cadet began to realize that infighting
was the kind his opponent liked. |le
stepped back and thereafter kept a gooad
distance between himself and the
brawny man from Penn State.

The visitor was not overrated in
theleast. He was hard, fast, and skill-
ful. A natural fighter trained scientifi-
cally. he was a far better boxer than
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Townsend, of Washington and Lee, had
ever dreamed of being. Tinsley had
judged that the moment they touched
gloves and the cool, mocking eyes of
the visitor gazed directly into his own.

Fenwick tried to close in, eagerly
sparring for an opening. Tinsley drove
a hard left into his body, and had the
satisfaction of hearing the other grunt
heavily. He followed with left jabs to
the head, and Fenwick clinched.  After
the break Fenwick landed a right hook
to the head—a hard, ringing blow which
made the cadet blink dazedly.

But Tinsley was in good condition,
and far more than that was needed to
put him aside. He had iearned to
judge distance and speed. He could
land his own rapierlike punches with
every bit as much decadliness as the
Penn State man showed. When IFen-
wick got too close, Tinsley met him
with prickling, stabbing thrusts.

At the end of the round, the two
appeared to be evenly matched. The
Cardinals were enthusiastic. ~ Even
their greatest hopes had fallen short
of the thing Tinsley was actually ac-
complishing. The coach was frankly
pleased. Tt is samething to see a man
become a finished fighter in no time at
all.

To open the second round, the visitor
came running out of his corner as
though his intention were to end the
battle forthwith. But Tinsley stopped
Lim with a hail of whacks along the
ribs, driving him to the ropes. There
they traded lefts, clinched, and wrestled
to the center of the ring before the
referce could break them.

They parried for a moment before
FFenwick darted in and drove Tinsley’s
head back with a crashing uppercut
to the jaw. He followed with a stinging
blow to Tinsley’s right cye, which
promptly discolored and began to swell
with amazing rapidity. To retaliate,
Tinsley charged into his opponent and
peunded him on the head with both
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hands, driving Fenwick into a neutral
corner.

FFenwick swung wildly and worked
around to the center of the rini. Then,
in a welter of resounding blows, the
round ended.

It had told heavily on both of them.
Tinsley was grateful for the gentle
treatment to his eye, which opened
somewhat. In his own corner, Ifenwick
was blowing heavily while his seconds
massaged and tried to take the hurt
out of his bruised flesh. I‘or either
boxer, the rest seemed far too short.

In the opening of the last round,
IFenwick ducked a heavy swing and
came up with a sizzling blow which
caught Tinsley square on the chin.
The cadet rocked back on his heels,
reeled, and nearly fell. TFenwick
pressed in, forcing him to the corner,
where Tinsley made a stand and got
in three annoying lefts to the face.

But the Penn State man was fighting
now for all he was worth. He had only
two more minutes left in which to
preserve his splendid record of non-
defeat and save the meet for his college.
Still, much the same motives were ini-
pelling I'raunk Tinsley. They stood tee
to toe and slugged.

Tinsley suddenly realized that he was
nearing the end of his resources. What
he knew had heen used, and though
the machine-gun fire which he had
steadily slung into his opponent hail
wrought great havoc, the visitor was
still fresh compared with the cadet.

Over and over, Tinsley swore to him-
self that he must win. The Corps ex-
pected it of him. So did the Cardinals
—and Kalloch. Tinsley felt somewhat
to blame for the team captain’s absence
from the ring, anyvhow. He figured
that he might be able to square himsel!f
by winning the bout.

He warded off a left jab enly to re-
ceive a crashing right on the side of
his head which sent him to his knecs.
Up in an instant, he again became the
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cool, detached fighter at whom the
coach marveled. He smiled tauntingly
at the Penn State man and closed in
with arms going like pistons.

Fenwick fell back, stunned by this
sudden display just when he thought
he had the skids under his opponent.
One! Two! Three! The blows fell
in rapid succession, everywhere and all
at once, until Fenwick began to suspect
that the cadet had somehow become
endowed with the arms of an octopus.

But a conviction had come to the
cadet. He could not win that fight on
points. The Penn State heavyweight

must go down for the count or the
meet was lost. In this however, he
was wrong. The judges themselves
could not have been sure of the winner.

A cut opened on Fenwick’s face.
Instead of trying to make it worse—
as the visitor cvidently expected, for
he raised his guard—Tinsley shot in a
quick jab just above the Penn State
man's belt which carried behind it
all the cadet’s weight. Fenwick's
breath came out in a surprised gasp.
and he doubled abruptly, pitching head-
long.

That was the end. At the count of
ten, Fenwick was just beginning to stir.
In the same instant, the gong seemed
the signal for wild acclaim. The hith-
erto quiet cadets surged restlessly and
let out a prolonged cheer. The meet
was over—an the meet was theirs.

THE Cardinals had another boodle

fight in Jeft’s room that night, ccle-
brating Tinsley's victory and the re-
lease of Wheeler and Kalloch from the
hospital.
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“That medico said he'd let me out
in time to see the fight,” Kalloch said
regretfully, “except that he was afraid
I’d get in the ring if he did. I sure
would have enjoyed the spectacle of
Tinsley getting all bruised up!”

“He handed out some pretty nice
bruises himself,” Jeff said. “Yes, sir!
He filled in the breach you leit like a
veteran.”

“Say,” protested
heavyweight star thickly—for his
mouth was cracker flled—"“what the
heck is this, anyhow ?”

“Eats!” murmured Wheeler, reaching
for the milk. “I'm starved! An’ here
all you're giving me is crackers and
milk, and that’s all I’ve had for the
past two weeks.”

Tinsley thumped his fist on the desk.

“That’s all T give anybody hereaiter,”
he declared. “T’ve fought my last fight
for the privilege of feeding a tlock of
hungry kaydets, and that’s tfinal!”

Sturdevant looked reproachtully at
Wheeler.

“You offend your generous hosts,”
he admonished. “This is a celebration
to celebrate the victory of the greatest
little scrapper who never suspected it,
all along.”

“Aw,” said Tinsley, “you’re smearing
this banquet with a whole lot of apple-
sauce.”

Kalloch listened in silence. He was
happy. The cloud had passed, to leave
him wondering at his short-lived pect-
tishness.  He had discovered a weak-
ness, and found the strength to fight it
down. Indirectly, the Cardinals had

the newly risen

‘show him the way to a victory as

great as Tinsley’s.




The Mystery Ship

By John Samson

In spite of attempts to eliminate him from the trials, Bob Dale’s plane was
gleaming against the clouds when the finish came in sight.

A TWO-PART STORY—PART II

Dale and his crew of Yale
groundmen scarcely knew when
the rain stopped and the clouds began to
disperse. Indeed, they scarcely realized
the swift flight of time that afternoon,
as they worked on the Redbird recondi-
tioning her and replacing all the old con-
trol wires with new ones. When Bob
Dale looked at his wrist watch, he was
startled to find that it was equarter to
seven and beginning to grow dark.
“By Jove, it’s dinner time, and I'm
hungry,” he said.
“Hungry,” grunted Eric Rath. “My
backbone is rubbing.against my belt
buckle. I'm positively famished.”

THE thunderstorm passed. but Bob

“Well, what do you say to knocking
off and getting something to eat?”
queried Bob.

Dick Bruce looked up from his work,
and passed a greasy hand across his face.

“Let me make a suggestion,” he said.
“There’s more work to be done here—
not much but a little. You and Don are
tired and deserve some relaxtion. Why
don’t you two motor back to the hotel,
clean up and eat a real meal? Then
turn in and get a good night’s sleep, so
as to store up enough energy to take
you through that seven-hundred-and-
fifty-mile grind to-morrow.”

“We fellows won’t have to work to-
morrow and we can rest all day after
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the race gets started. So we'll all stay
here at the hangar and tinker with the
plane until it is shipshape. Then we'll
shake down some beds here on the floor
and the work tables, and bunk in here
all night, so as to be on hand if any one
tries to monkey with the plane again.
We can grab our meal from one of
those lunch wagons up at the end of the
field. We can cat in relays. How about
it, Boh?"

Dale was reluctant to leave some of
his friends at work while he and Don
enjoved the luxury of a real meal and
a good bed, and he hesitated before ac-
cepting Dick Druce’s suggestion. But
the rest of the fellows were quick to
back Bruce up and urge Bob to get all
the rest he could, and finally he con-
sented to carry out at least part of the
prograim.

“I'll tell you what I'll do,” he said.
“I'll take Don along and we'll go get a
real meal somewhere, but we are likely
to come back later and see how you fel-
lows are getting on, before we turn
.

“Don’t do it—don’t come hack. We
won'’t look for you. We'll be all hunky-
dory here, Bob, and we’ll have the Red-
bird in A-1 shape when you come to the
field to-morrow morning. Now go
ahead. get a good meal, relax and rest
because you will need all the strength
and physical resources you can muster
to go through that race to-morrow.”

And so, Bob and Don, after shedding
their working clothes and washing up.
left Franklin Flying Field in Bob’s big
roadster. The thunderstorm had cleared
the atmosphere, and the lingering clouds
in the sky had broken up and, in large
fragments, were scudding away on the
wings of a warm summer wind, giving
place to soft. coul moonlight. It prom-
ised to be a perfectly wonderful evening,
and as the roadster reached the concrete
boulevard that led east and west along
the Island, Bob, instead of turning the
big car toward Westbury and the'Fram-
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ingham Hotel, headed it in the opposite
direction.

“I think a spin before dinner will do
us both good, Don. What do you say if
we breeze out toward the South Shore
Inn, and try a shore dinner, clams, loh-
sters, chicken, and all that:" he queried
of his companion.

“Um-m-n1, boy! Listens good to me,”
said Don, sliding lower into the seat he-
side Bob and relaxing pleasantly.

Bob smiled and settled down himself.
Jut he could not completely relax as
Don did. For one thing he had to drive,
and although this generally was almost
an effortless operation on his part, to-
night he seemed a little more thought-
ful as he operated the whecl and accel-
crator and urged his fast gray car down
the stretch of concrete road that led
down Long Island. There was a certain
¢erim tenseness about his fine, firm
mouth, too, and a certain pucker to his
brow that indicated to Don Holt that
some perplexing questions were shaping
themselves in Bob Dale’s brain, and he
was trying hard to find their answers.

Dale was indeed beset with trouble-
some thoughts. They concerned that
mysterious Junker that had burst out
of the thunderstorm like a great black
cagle and tried to force them into a
headlong plunge eastward that after-
noon. Of course, it had all been pre-
arranged. Bob could readily sec that.
That black Junker had been circling
aloft somewhere up among the clouds
watching him, and when it became ap-
parent that he was about to succeed in
executing the difficult outside loop. the
Junker had decided to take a hand in the
situation. Under cover of the storm
cloud it had dropped down in the Red-
bird’s path and just at the critical mo-
ment dived at the trim little ship.

Had Bob Dale been the average pilot
he might have lost his nerve then and
with it complete control of the Redbird.
A crash would have resulted in which
the ship would have been ruined and
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thus kept out of the races on the mor-
row, not to mention the fact that both
he and Don would have been forced to
take to their parachutes and chance
death in their plunge from the five-thou-
sand-foot level. Bob had not lost his
nerve, hut the swoop of the Junker had
made him throw the Redbird into such
a violent side slip and twist that the
aileron wire had not been able to stand
the strain and had snapped. And Bob
and Don had taken their lives in their
hands in an effort to control the dam-
aged ship and bring it down to a safe
landing.

BBob smiled grimly to himself as these
thoughts teemed through his brain. As
it turned out, the Junker had thwarted
its own efforts in forcing him down, for
Bob well knew that it was the spectacu-
lar landing they had been fortunate
enough in making as well as the outside
loop that he had executed that had
moved the judges to award them nearly
a hundred points more than they had
given the Alton-Dennison plane and the
Drummond, and thus put them ahead in
the first of the two day’s competition.

But was Fred Dennison behind the
dirty work of the black Junker? Bob
felt reasonably sure he was, but as yet
he had no definite proof. He wondered
where the Junker had come from.
Where was it hiding? Could it indeed
have a rendezvous on lonely Marsh Is-
land in Great South Bay, and would it
be waiting for him to-morrow when he
had to fly across that section of long
Island to reach the first turn in the four-
cornered race at Montauk Point?
Would it come roaring up at him, and
undertake to force the Redbird out of
the race a second time? Bob set his
teeth firmly as these thoughts took form
and decided stubbornly that all that the
Junker might do would not force him
out of the race to-morrow. If worst
came to worst, he’d chance a crash in
mid-air, knowing full well that the oc-
cupants of the Junker would not have
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any better chance of getting clear of
the wreck by means of their parachutes
than he and Don would have.

It was probably the thought of the
Junker and its possible rendezvous on
Marsh Island that had unconsciously
caused Bob to think of the South Shore
Inn and the excellent shore dinner that
was served there, and thus cause him
to turn the nose of the fast gray road-
ster in that direction. Marsh Island was
scarcely seven miles from the inn, al-
though it was well out in the center of
Great South Bay.

For nearly an hour they bowled along
over a fine stretch of concrete road, Bob
a silent figure at the wheel, and Don
pleasantly relaxed at his side. Through
one small Long Island town after an-
other they moved until they began to
come out in typical South Shore coun-
try---salt marshes backed by scrubby
growth of oaks and broken by tidal
estuaries that shimmered in the moon-
hght. Here and there were lonely farm-
steads on the higher land that sloped
down to the marshes, and now and «2ain
they glimpsed moon-splashed expansecs
of Great South Bay itself, a tremendeus
stretch of water reaching in from the
ocean. There was a rich, salty tang to
the air, and the night was radiantly
beautiful.

Bob stepped on the gas a little harder
then, and before long dead ahcad of
them they glimpsed a cluster of clectric
lights and a winking sign far off in the
night that proclaimed the location of the
famous South Shore Inn.

Don Holt aroused himself and began
to take an interest, for the salty breere
bad whetted his appetite as it had Bol's.
When he saw the announcement of a
chicken shore dinner, at the entrance to
the long, graveled drive that led up to
the inn, he smiled pleasantly in anticipa-
tion of the meal. He never dreamed,
of course, that both he and BHoh were
destined to suffer the pangs of real hun-

ger and a lot of menial and physical =
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anguish before any food would pass
their lips, although they were at the mo-
ment within two hundred yards of the
best shore dinner served on Long Island.

Because the South Shore Inn did
serve a meal of such exceptional quality.
the establishment, although remote from
any important center, was extremely
popular as Bob and Don realized when
they discovered the number of cars that
were parked in the rear of the hostelry.
They were four deep all the way from
the rcar porch to the rather tumbled-
down old harn on the slight bluff that
cverlooked the bay, and Bob had to drive
all the way to the end of the fourth
line before he could find a space into
which he could work his big roadster.

Parked, he switched off the ignition
and lights and locked the car. Then
slipping the keys into his pocket, he and
Don stepped down, stretched and started
for the front door of the inn, walking
up the gravel driveway and around
the east wing of the building toward
the front. But before they reached the
broad front porch of the structure, Bob
stopped abruptly.

“Hang it, | forgot something, Den. 1
meant to take a map of Long Island out
of the pocket of my car and look it
over. | want to determine the exact
location of Marsh Island. It isn’t so
far from here, you know. About seven
miles up the bay. You go on in and
get a table, and start ordering. I’ll go
around and get the map and be with
you in a few minutes,” he said as he
turned hack and started for the parking
place once more.

Don hesitated a moment as if to go
hack with him, but Bob hurried off with-
out him, and being more interested in
food than he was in a map of Long
[sland at the moment, Don continued up
the broad steps of the porch and into
the dining room. How he wished a
quarter of an hour later he had obeyed
his first impulse and walked back to the
car with Bob!
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Bob, meanwhile, hustled to the rear,
and hurried down the line of cars to-
ward the point where the roadster was
parked. Reaching it, he turned on the
dash light, opened the door, and began
searching in the left-hand pocket for
the map in question. [le had to sort
it from a bundle of other road maps
and for several moments he was full in
the rays of the tiny dash light.

Eventually he picked out the one he
wanted, and, returning the others to thc
pocket, switched off the light and started
down the line of cars once more back
to the inn. Dut he had scarcely gone
fifty feet toward the end of the line.
when suddenly his attention was ar-
rested by a familiar voice speaking from
a poipt among the cars parked in the
third line. Because of its exaggerated
accent and supercilious tone, Bob recog-
vized the voice instantly as that of Fred
Dennison.

“I don’t know why you didn’t get at
those bally secrets of Coburg after T
telephoned to you last night. Witk Hart
getting sick so providentially it seems to
ne you had all the chance in the world.”

“You think we did, Fred,” said the
voice of Ed Rowe, “but old Coburg has
them mighty well protected as I told
you, and besides, Dale interrupted us.
But we nearly fixed him and the Redbird
this afternoon when we dove the Junker
at him. Darn him, I wish we had made
him crash.”

“I can’t say that was such a clever joh
cither,” said Dennison. “They got a
good look at the Junker, you know. So
did a great many of the spectators on
the field. It was a lucky thing the thun-
derstorm was a bit thick, and it began
to rain as hard as it did, otherwise there
would have been trouble. I don’t quite
approve of the plan of trying to force
the Redbird into a crash. That was
Birch’s scheme, and it seems to me to
be mighty dangerous.”

“Well, it wasn’t no cinch, Fred, T'll
tell the world. And believe me, the trip
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back to Marsh Island was a tough one,
flyin’ through that thunderstorm with
the lightnin’ flashin’ around and the
thunder rumblin’. It scared us all stiff.
But we’ll put Dale out of the race to-
morrow, don’t worry—and we won’t get
caught at it either.”

When Bob Dale recognized the voices
and caught the trend of their conversa-
tion, he suddenly developed the stealth
of a panther.

Like a shadow he slipped between two
near-by cars and, crouching there, lis-
tened attentively.

“Well, T can’t say that I’'m so wrought
up over Dale, to-morrow, as I was,”
Dennison replied to Rowe.  ““I have
other and more important plans. Where
are those men, Greer and Birch?”

“They’re down on the shore, bailin’
out the boat. It got full of water in
that thunderstorm and we had a hard
job makin’ time comin’ over from
Marsh Island. I hurried up ahead bhe-
cause [ knew you'd be waitin’. They'll
be here in a minute.”

“Very good, Kowe,” said Dennison
unctuously. Then heTadded: “Things
look a hit as if they were breaking quite
all right now. I.isten, fcllow, 1 discov-
ered last night that old Coburg has got
plans of his ’plane, and that secret ethyl-
ator of his. For a long time [ didn’t
think he had any. I'm not spvoling
when [ say that little ethylator trick of
his is worth millions in itself. And the
old blighter wouldn’t even have it pat-
ented—was afraid to for fear his idea
would be stolen in the patent office, you
know. So he’s kept his working draw-
ings and the details of all his secrcts
locked up in a safe in his home. What
an opportunity, eh what?”’

“Giee! That's soft. How do
know, Fred?” demanded Rowe.

“Ilearned it in the Framingham. Had
2 bit of luck, you know. Was listen-
ing outside the door of Jim Hart’s room
when old Hans was talking with Dale.
I'm blessed if I didn’t hear the whole

vou
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thing. I know exactly where the plans
are. If I can get hold of them and slap
them down on my father’s desk when he
comes back from [lurope and tell him
we have the secrets to all of Coburg's
inventions, and they haven't cost us a
penny, I guess dad will open his eyes
and figure I'm a pretty tricky husiness
man at that, eh, what? Instcad of put-
ting me in the factory he’ll make me
president of the firm and he will retire,
which will be a little bit of all right,
eh?”

“I’ll tell the world. But how are you
going to get those plans?” queried LEd
Rowe.

“Ridiculously easy, fellow. | have
worked out a clever scheme. That's why
] sent word informing you three fel-
lows to sail over from Marsh Island to
mecet me here to-night. You men will
have a part in it, vou know. You'll get
paid handsomely, too. Listen, fellow,
have you ever heard of a heggar known
as Wat Tarr, and another called Jed
Igoc? No? Well, they are your con-
iréres in this deal, so to speak. They
are expert cracksmen.

“I have engaged them to do a hit of
work for me. They are going to hlow
opein the safe in Coburg’s house to-night
and steal all his plans. Theu they are
going to deliver them to you immediately
and you and these men Greer and Birch
are to take them in the Junker up to the
Alton-Dennison factory and turn them
over to I£zra Ames, our designer. Never
mind about Dale and the Redbird. T'rust
me to find a way to take care of him
and his blessed ship before the race
starts. What I want you and Greer and
Birch to do now is to come with me
up to Walton where those fellows, Tarr
and Igoe, will meet us in some place
they know up there. I want you to
make plans with them as to how, when
and where you will get the Coburg pa-
pers from them. Do you understand ?”

“Sure, I get you,” said Rowe.

“Well, tell those two, Greer and Birch,
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to hurry,” said Dennison. in an imperi-

ous tone as he lighted a cigarette.

As the match flared. Bob drew hastily
back and crouched a little lower for fear
that the bright glow might reveal his
presence.

But even as he moved. he suddenly
hecamie concicous of some one behind
liim hending over him.

e snapped upright and turned
swiftly. his hands instinctively shooting
out to grapple with whoever was behind
him.  Dut they closed on thin air, for
the man had suddenly leaped sidewise.
At the same time came a swishing sound,
and a heavy thud, and Bob Dale felt a
terrific pain in the side of his head.
Myriads of colored lights danced before
his eyes, weirdly illuminating the dis-
torted countenance of Greer, the me-
chanic he had knocked out that morning.
The face grinned and leered at him.
Grew larger, then smaller, then large
again as it seemed to advance and re-
treat in front of his strangely distorted
vision.

Bob made a futile effort to grapple
with Greer, to scize him, crush him
down and batter him with his fists. But
even as he struggled in this dazed {ash-
ion, he suddenly seemed to grow ex-
tremely limp and weak, and despite his
Dhest efforts to master himself, he pitcherl
face forward into what appeared to be
a black and bottomless pit that yawned
in front of him. Oblivion enveloped
him.

OB was vaguely aware of being car-
ried somewhere, and shoved into the
rear of a closed car. The vibration of
the motor and the bounce of the car it-
sel{ caused his head to ache tremen-
dously. He wanted to sleep, but vague,
far-oft voices insisted on talking to him
or about him. [e did not know which,
nor did he at that time care.
. an’ [ was just comin’ up from
the boat with Birch when I seen him
His
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dash light was on his face an’ it looked
like him, but I wasn’t surc-—yeah—fol-
Jered him—he was listenin'—but not
long—don’t think he heard much be-
fore I slashed him on the head. T owed
him that one—yeah—he plugged me
good this morning—but we're square,”
Greer was saying.

“Glad we got the fellow—I'll take care
of him, never fear. He will not he in
the race to-morrow—I’ll see to that.
Things are working out perfectly. Now
if we can only get to Tarr and Igoe
quickly so they can get started on the
job of cracking that safe and getting
those plans—and—I say, won't 1 bhe all

fixed, though?  Sugar couldn’t he
sweeter,” gurgled Dennison trium-
phantly.

But Bob did not want to listen. Their
voices annoyed him.  They hurt his
head and that accent of Dennison’s made
himi sick. Why didn’t they shut up and
let him restr He was drowsy—very
slecpy. Why didn’t they—

He must have slipped off into oblivion
once more. for the next thing he became
conscious of was the fact that he was
no longer in a closed car. He was lying
on the floor in a smelly room, dimly
lighted by a flickering gas jet. His
hands were bound behind him and his
feet were tied. There were others in
the room—six men altogether. Through
slitted eyes Bob’s befogged brain slowly
recognized Dennison, Rowe, Greer, and
a man he knew to be Birch. a man who
had enjoyed a remarkable reputation as
an airman. The other two occupants
were plainly of the thug type, both with
mean, ratty features and heavily lined
faces. One of them was talking when
Bob first became thoroughly conscious
of what was going on about him,

“What of it if we do get a little rough
with the o' man? Yuh want the plans,
don’tcha?”

*“Oh, bless me. no strongarm stutf if
you can help it,” protested Dennison. "'l
won’t be a party to anything like that.

SPO—-5B
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yvuh know. Such a thing will be un-
necessary, anyhow. There is oniy that
old cuckoo Coburg and the girl there,
and they’ll he seund asleep, so i

“Now listen, don’t go tryin’ tul tell
Wat an’ me how tuh do the job. We'll
do it, don'tcha worry, an' if we hafta
nuss up somebody that’s our business,
sce? Show us that lay again an’ come
across with the five grand, get me?”

Dennison moved uneasily in his chair.
Bob could hear its creak. Dennison fin-
gered a piece of paper on which direc-
tions as to how to reach the Coburg
house in Westbury were evidently writ-
ten.

“The house is No. 87 Larch Strect.
It's a detached apartment and has a
lawn and a lot of shrubbery around it.
You won't have any difficulty as long as
vou find the right house,” he said, hand-
ing the slip to onc of the thugs.

“Larch Street? Don't worry; we'll
find it. 1 know Westbury. Done a few
jobs there .in my day. Rich town an’
casy pickin’s. Rube police force. It's a
cinch. Now where's the jingle?” said
the cracksman.

There was a pausc.
spoke suspiciously.

“But I say, if | pay you now, how
do | know I'm going to get the plans,
ch, what?"

“Because we say so,” responded one
of the thugs with a snarl.

“Well, I'll give you a thousand apicce
now and leave the other three thousand
here with Rowe and Greer. They can
give it to you when you bring the plans
back here.”

“lL.emme see vou leave it,” snarled the
thug.

There was a rustle of bills, and
through his narrowed eyes Bob could
see Dennison passing out crisp yellow-
backs. He gave the thugs each a bhill
and handed the other three to the rather
worried-looking IXd Rowe. The thugs
watched the operation, then the omne
called Wat snarled at Rowe.

SPO—6B

Then Dennison
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“You hang onta that jingle, huddy,
and be here when we come hack (o vive
yuh the plans. If yuh ain't And
lie told Rowe what he would do to bim
m case he shouald fail to produce the
three thousand dollars.”

“Aw, don’t worry,” said Rowe nerv-
ously, “I'll be here and you'll get the
money when you come for it.”

“Well, we’ll be back to collect—don’t
make no mistake about that,” snarled
Wat as the pair of them got up and
started for the door. But before they
reached the portal, Deunison stopned
them.

“T say, my gooid fellows, wait a hit.”

They stopped and stared questionably
at him while Dennison turned in his
chair and looked toward Dale thought-
fully. Bob, lying in a corner of the
room on the floor, feigned unconscious-
ness.

“Look here, my men,” drawlel Den-
nison, “I’ll add a thousand to the fee
Rowe is holding for you il you'll take
care of this man for me. Can’t you get
rid of him for a few days—kidnap Inm
or something ?”

“Rid of him?  Sure,”” said \Wat,
“We'll pick him up when we come hack
with the plans, an’ throw him into our
bus. We'll take him over to New York
an’ skid him into a joint down in Doyver
Street.  They will keep him for a week
if we say so, and when he comes out,
he won't know his own name for a week
longer. Tlow's that?”

“Perfectly fine. Tlerc's the other
thousand you can get from Rowe when
you return,” said Dennison, handing an-
other yellowback to 1%l.

The gangsters departed then. Denni-
son and his three companions watched
them go. When their footsteps had re-
ceded down the hall and the front door
of the building had slunmed hehind
tliem, Dennison muttered disgustedty

“They'd do anything for a hit of
money.”  Then he chuckled. “But [
fooled them. [’d have given three times
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as much for those plans”” Then he
looked toward Dale.

“By Jove, Greer, you gave that fel-
low a hard crack on the head. ‘The beg-
gar hasn’t come to yet. 1 rather think
he'll he a sick chicken for a few davs,
what with the way those thugs will
handle him and all. Mind you, keep a
good eve on him and stay here until
those men return with the plans and take
him away. 1I’'m going to get out now be-
forc he wakes up. There is no use in
letting him know that I have had any-
thing to do with this job. My word,
how sweet everything is working out,
eh, what ?”’ 0

Dennison got up from his chair, and
with some parting instructions to ld
Rowe as to what to do when he got the
plans from the thugs, he took his de-
parture.

And as his footsteps receded down the
outside hall and the front door closed
behind him, Rowe and his two compan-
ions hegan to laugh.

“Perfectly sickening. And what a
foxy feller he thinks he is,” said Birch
with a chuckle. Then suddenly becom-
mg serious he looked hard first at Greer
then at Rowe.

“Say,” he said finally, “you heard
what he said ahout heing willing to pay
three times as much for those plans,
didn't you? Well. he certainly left us
a fine opening to held him up. What's
the matter with us making him pay that
much to us, huh?”

“What do ynh mean?” queried Greer,

“What do I mean? Don’t be so dumb,
feller. luasten. ‘Fhose gangsters are go-
ing to deliver the plans to us in a couple
of hours, ain't they? Well, we’ll just
hang onto them and make Fred come
across with about ten thousand smackers
more, see?”

“Yeu mean we won't fake ‘em up to
the factory m the Junker?” queried
Rowe.

“Oh, sure, we'll take ‘em up there.
But we won't deliver ‘em.  We'll just
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hide ’em. Then we’ll hang around the
A. D. plant until Fred comes buck from
the air trials. And when he asks for
the plans, we'll tell him we lost them, It
for ten thousand smackers we can find

them for him mighty quick, see?” and
Jirch chuckled.
“S-a-a-y, that’s an’ idea. Perfectly

safe, too. Case of second thief hest
owner. \We'll do it,”" exclaimed Rowe.

“Ten thousand berries! Wow! What
a fellow couldn’t do with that much
money,” exclaimed Birch. “Then he
added. “I'm going to California with
my part of the jack, and double it on
the races. I've got a system, I have.”

“California,” snorted Rowe disdain-
fully, "['m going to [lurope.”

Greer had still other ideas on how he
would spend his share and soon the
thiee of them fell into a discussion as
to how they would spend their ill-gotten
money exactly as if they had it in their
pockets at the moment.

Jut they grew tired of this.
yawned and stretched vulgarly.
grumbled.

“Wish we had a deck of cards. We
could have a three-handed game while
we are waiting for those bums to come
hack.”

“I'm hungry,” said Ed Rowe.

“So am I,” admitted Birch. “then he
added, “Tell you what, lets me an’ vou
go out scouting in this town  I'll sce
if | can find some cards. You look [or
a lunch wagon and get half a dozen
hamburger sandwiches. We might’s
well have a party while wc're waitin’.
Greer can watch that egg over m the
corner.”’

“Yeah, go ahead. TIl watch him.
Mayhe a bite to eat would make me fcel
hetter.” said Greer with a yawn.

“All right,” agreed Rowe, "but don’t
go droppin’ off to sleep and let Dale slip.
He's dead to the world now, but he
might come out of it suddenly,” cau-
tioned Rowe as he and Birch got up and
walked to the door.

Greer
Birch
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But despite Rowe’s warning, the foot-
steps of his two companions had scarcely
died out in the long hall that led to the
front door of the building, when Greer,
with a perfunctory glance at Dale, put
his feet on the table, made himself a lit-
tle more comfortable, and allowing his
head to drop forward on his chest, closed
his eyes for a nap.

The position Bob Dale found himself
in was far from a comfortable and pleas-
ant one. The fact that two thugs were
at the moment on the way to enter the
house of Hilda Coburg and her father,
and steal the precious werking drawing
from the old inventor's safe, while he
lay there in some remote hovel help-
lessly tied and bound and watched by
the henchmen of IFred Dennison, made
Bob thoroughly miserable.

There was only one ray of light on
the dark horizon and that was the fact
that two of the workers of Dennison
had absented themselves from the scene
temporarily, while the third was fast
sinking into deep slumber if his snores
were any indication.

This, and the fact that the cords with
which they had bound his hands behind
him were not as securely tied as they
might have been, gave him a little hope
of getting out of the predicament he
found himself in Dbefore the thugs re-
turned with the plans and carried him
off to New York.

Bob had been sccretly working at the
strands of fish line about his wrist and
doing his hest to free his hands from
the bonds while he pretended to be still
out from the crack on the head Greer
had given him. Dut now that his only
guard had passed into oblivion himself,
he no longer feigned unconsciousness,
but began to work vigorously at the
cords about his wrists.

In truth, he even turned over and lay
face downward on the floor to give his
hands and arms more freedom while he
silently wrenched and struggled with the
cords that made him helpless.
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In making him a prisoner they had
used a cord of the deep-sea fish line
type, tremendously stout, but with a cer-
tain amount of give and play to its fiber,
and it was on this propensity to stretch
that Bob was basing his chance for free-
dom. He worked with all his strength
disregarding the fact that the line cut
deep into his flesh, and that he could
feel the warm trickle of blood oozing
from his wounds.

After several minutes of alternately
straining and slacking off on the line, he
managed to get enough play into the
cord to work a loop down over his
knuckles and off the end of his fingers.
He breathed a sigh of relief then, for
the rest was easy. With that much
slack he slowly untangled his hands and
freed them. Then with a glance toward
the still snoring Greer he cautiously sat
up and with his back to the wall, rubbed
his sore wrists tenderly. But he de-
voted only a few seconds to this, for
his feet were still fettered, and any mo-
ment Birch and Rowe might return and
catch him in the act of escaping.

Hastily he worked at the knot in the
strand of fishline bound about his
ankles, and presently he had unfastened
that, too. Then, making as little noise
as possible, he got to his feet.

But with his first step forward a hoard
creaked loudly, and although Bob froze
in his track, Greer’s head came up off
his chest and his eyes opened. TFor a
moment he stared at Dale stupidly. But
when he realized that Bob was free and
making his escape he leaped out of his
chair with a roar of anger.

“Hey, you, come back here,”" he thun.
dered.

But Bob only laughed at him as he
bolted for the door. ’

“I’d be likely to come back, wouldn't
1?” he called over his shoulder.

“I'll get yuh, blame yuh,” roared
Greer, making a wild leap forward. But
so intent was he on Dale that he did
not look where he was going.
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The vacant chair that Fred Dennison
had heen using was in his way. He
never saw it until he became entangled
in it, and crashed to the floor with a thud
and the splinter of breaking wood. And
before he could leap to his feet again,
Bob reached the door, yanked it open
and darted into the dark hall. Along
this he rushed toward the front of the
building, where, after a moments’ fum-
bling, he found the knob of the street
door. Opening this he stepped swiftly
outside, closing the door behind him.

He was in a narrow thoroughfare, al-
most an alley. It was a dirty side street,
dark and deserted. For a moment he
pondered the question which way to
turn, but he swiftly realized that it made
little difference to him then, for his
first object was to get out of the imme-
diate vicinity before Greer came out into
the street and made the night noisy with
his shouting.

Bob darted to his left and scurried
down the street toward the nearest cor-
ner. Here he turned, just as the door
opened and the yelling of Greer awoke
the cchoes of the sleeping town. Dale
sped forward then, darting into one side
street after another, and twisting and
turning until presently he came out onto
a well-lighted strect, which he instantly
recognized as the main thoroughfare
through Walton—the State road that led
north and south across Long Istand.

He was nearly thirty miles from
Westbury and the scene of the crime he
had hoped to be able to circumvent, with
no means of getting there for hours. He
hurried toward the darkened railroad
station in the hope of finding a night-
bawk taxicab or getting a train to West-
bury. But the place was deserted. If
only a car would come along headed to-
ward Westbury, he might beg a ride. In
the meantime, there was nothing for him
to do hut walk down the State road in
the direction of the point he wanted to
reach.

A typical early morning Long Island
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fog was gathering that threatened to
grow dense in spots. Ior fifteen min-
utes he tramped through it along the
concrete road before a car did come
along, its headlights cutting a white path
in the growing mist. Bob stopped and
hailed the driver. But when he stepped
out in front of the approaching machine,
the man at the wheel tooted his horn,
swerved around him and put on full
speed.

Bob grew angry.

“Hang these suspicious drivers. He
probably thought I was a hold-up man.”
Ten minutes later another car hove in
sight through the fog. Bob tried to stop
this one with the same result. Two
more passed in opposite directions, but
neither would stop for him, and utterly
disgusted, Bob tramped on.

Soon he came to a crossing of main
thoroughfares. Here the fog thinned
out temporarily to a mist. Bob knew
the corners and he realized that he would
have to turn to his right to reach West-
bury. He was on the Barrett-Westbury
Road.

He had not tramped half a mile down
this concrete stretch before a car came
up through the mist behind him. Bob
was prompted first to let it pass unsig-~
naled, but on second thought he turned,
and stepping out into the glare of the
headlights, waved his hand.

To his utter amazement the car came
to a sudden stop and he saw that it was
his own gray roadster. Bob heard his
name shouted joyously as Don Holt
leaped out.

“Bob !’ exclaimed Don. *“Where on
earth have you been? What happened
to you? We've been searching Long
Island for you. I've spread an alarm all
over the place. Climb in. There is a
State trooper with me. I knew some-
thing happened to you when you didn’t
return to the inn and 1 went outside to
look you up. Found your car, but you
were gone. | got suspicious and sent
out an alarm. Then I gathered in this
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State trooper at Orion and we've been
riding all night trying to locate you.
Here, meet Trooper Lee—ofticer, this is
3oh Dale, the man we have been looking
for,” said Don as Bob stepped up onto
the running board of the low-hung
roadster.

“Glad to meet you, Dale, and relieved,
too. What's the trouble? What hap-
pened ?”

“Plenty of things happened, and there
are plenty of things still happening. l.et
me get behind that wheel, will you, Don?
I want to break all speed laws getting
to Westhury in spite of this fog. Two
thugs are planning to break into the Co-
burg residence, blow open the old man’s
safe and steal his precious plans. We
may yet have time to stop them, if we
hurry. T'll tell you about it as we go.
Shove over. That’s it. Now we're off.
With a State trooper in the car, I guess
there's on objections to shoving this lit-
tle old chariot up to seventy miles an
hour, is there?”

“Not any—if we're on the way to
stop a robbery. Go to it, Dale,” said
Trooper Lee.

EVER before had Dale’s gray-and-

green roadster been urged to such
high speed as it was that misty morning
on its way to Westbury. TRob had the
accelerator all the way to the floor on
several occasions when the fog thinned
out so that he could see well ahead, and
the way he took some of the turns on
the concrete road had Don and the
trooper holding their Dbreath, although
they were hoth well aware of the fact
that he drove with absolute safety nor
took any desperate chances despite his
intense hurry.

But as they approached the village,
Pob realized with a sinking heart that
despite their haste, it was more than
likely that they were too late to prevent
the robbery of the Coburg residence.
Bob glanced at the luminous dial of his
wrist watch to discover that it was going

85

on toward half past four in the morn-
mg. The heavy, blue blackness of nirht
was giving way to the soft, misty, violet
balf light of [oggy dawn and birds were
already beginning their morning chorus.
Either the robbery had already occurred,
or the thugs had given up the jobh by
this time, and Bob was very much afraid
that the first was all too true, for judg-
ing from what he had seen of Tarr and
1goe, they were not the type of criminals
to back down at anything,

What had happened to Hilda Coburg,
and her fine old father, if the thugs had
entered their home? Had they foolishly
tried to resist the burglars? TIf they had,
Bob shuddered to think what might have
been the consequences. That pair of
thugs would not let any obstacle get in
their way, once they started a jobh, and
he was quite sure that the feeble at-
tempts that Hilda and her father might
make to prevent them from carrying out
their full designs could only result in
getting the girl and the old man into
trouble.

Bob was worried. The best he could
hope for was that they had not awakened
while the thugs were forcing an entrance
and that the theft of the plans had gone
on uninterrupted.

But he was soon to know. He reached
Larch Street despite the fog and swung
the roadster sharply in a left hand turn
into the street. Down the macadam
thoroughfare he Dhowled, watching the
numbers on the door posts as hest he
could in the thick half light.

With a sudden application of brakes,
he brought the roadster to a jolting stop
m front of No. 87 and looked eagerty
up at the mist-shrouded f{ront of the
house. Something had happened there,
that was certain. The door swung open
just a little and a raw scar of splintered
wood showed where a jimmy had been
used to force it.

“They've been here,” he muttered,
swinging out of the car.

“They might still be inside,” hissed
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the trooper hopefully as he drew his
service revolver and brushed past DBob
up the steps. But as he shoved open
the swinging front door, Dob’s heart
gave a great bound, for from within
came the sound of muffled sobs, and
much squirming and kicking as of some
one trying to work free of fetiering
bonds. At least one of the occupants
of the house was still alive. The trooper
stepped across the threshold with Bob
at his shoulder. And the first object
that their eyes fell upon as they entered
was Hilda Coburg, gagged and bound,
but makmg a valiant effort to crawl to-
ward the front door, despite this handi-
cap.

Bob leaped past the trooper, and, pick-
ing the helpless girl up in his arms,
moved into the living room of the resi-
dence. The trooper passed on through
to the adjoining room, which proved to
be the library. Bob, still carrying Hilda,
followed, while Don brought up the rear.
In the library, huddled in a corner, a
great bloody welt across his forehead,
the gore from which had stained his
silvery-gray hair and beard an unpleas-
ant tinge, lay Hans Coburg.

Bob thought at first that the inventor
was dead, but a hasty examination by
the trooper proved that the inventor was
alive, but knocked quite unconscious by
a blow from some hard object. A Dblood-
smeared jimmy lay close beside him,
which the trooper picked up and care-
fully preserved for finger-print evidence.

The library was chaos. Drawers had
been opened, books tumbled from the
shelves and papers scattered about. On
the far side of the room was a substan-
tial safe set into the wall. But the door
swung on one hinge, ripped open evi-
Jently by a charge of carefully placed
cxplosive.  The thugs had succeeded
with their heinous scheme of stealing
the plans and had successfully made their
get-away.

Bob placed Hilda in a large, leather-
cevered armchair that was handy, and
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swiftly removed the gag that had been
tightly wedged into her mouth and tied
firmly in place with a curtain cord.

Thus relieved. her head slumped {or-
ward on her chest and her eyes closed.
Boly thought that she had fainted and
called to Don to rush to the kitchen for
a glass of water, but she opened her
eyes and smiled just a little.

“l haven’t fainted, Mr. Dale, although
I would like to have a glass of water.
I've had that gag in my mouth for hours,
it seems.”

“Can you talk?
said Bob.

“There isn't much to tell” she con-
fessed. “I was sitting in my room read-
ing very late as [ frequently do. I think
it must have been three o'clock when
suddenly I was aroused from the hook,
in which T was completely engrossed, by
hearing a noise downstairs. T thought
at first it was father. He often gets up
nights to work on some new idea that
has come to him, the way all inventors
do.

“I went out into the hall and passed
kis door. But it was closed and T knew
he was still in bed. Puzzled, T decided
to investigate and went downstairs. Dut
just as I stepped into the library, some
one seized me and clapped a heavy hand
across my mouth. T struggled hard and
tried to shout. But it was uscless. They
bound and gagged me and put me in this
very chair. Then they switched on the
light. and I could sce they were two
burglars.  They scemied to know ex-
actly what they wanted and where to
find it, for they began to work on the
safe. They tried to open the combina-
tion first, but they did not succeed. for
father had put a special burglar-proof
lock on it. Then they decided to hlow
it open. They got out tools, a drill and
some other jmplements, and a brown
bottle that contained some liquid ex-
plosive.”

“Soup—nitroglycerin.” suggested Bob.

“I think so. At any rate, they were

Tell us about it,”
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very businesslike about their job. They
drilled a hole just above the top hinge,
filled the rest of the crack about the door
with some soap they found in the
kitchen, and, making a funnel out of a
piece of paper, they poured some of the
soup-stuff into the hole they had drilled.
It was very neatly done. They tore
down some portiéres and found some
rugs and hung them about the safe to
muffle the explosion, I suppose. They
seemed ready to fire the charge, when
suddenly they both looked up in sur-
prise. I could hear father coming down-
stairs. He had evidently heard the noise
and wondered what was happening in
the library. Both the thugs slipped to
the doorway and waited on either side
of it. One of them had that iron thing
in his hand. As father stepped through
the doorway they hit him—ugh—it was
terrible.  Father went down, and I
thought they had killed him. I wanted
to scream, but of course I couldn’t.

“After they had knocked father out,
they began working the safe again, at-
taching a tiny electric battery and some
wires, and a few moments later, they
fired the charge. It wasn’t loud—just
a rumble. I could see the safe door just
fall out. It pulled down some of the
curtains and rugs they had hung up.
The thugs cleared all that truck away
and forced open the inside door of the
safe. They scemed to want father’s
plans most of all, which makes me sus-
picious that there is more than just a
common burglary behind all this. But
they took everything out of the safe.
They put it all into a black traveling bag
of mine they found somewhere about
the house. Then, after helping them-
selves to other things in various rooms,
they suddenly left. They had a lovely
night to make a get-away in, for it was
very foggy out. That was about two
hours ago as near as I can judge, al-
though it seems ages.

“l sat in this chair for a long time
watching poor father. I thought at first
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they had killed him. But after a time,
he groaned and moved, and I knew that
at least he wasn't dead. I decided to
try and get some assistance if 1 could.
I was almost helpless, tied hand and foot
and gagged as they had left me, but I
did manage to get out of the chair. I
spent a long time trying to crawl toward
the front door, for T was hoping to get
out into the porch and perhaps attract
the attention of some passing milkman
or a policeman. I heard your car stop
and I was afraid, for a moment, that
the thugs might be coming back again,
but when I saw you and the State
trooper come in, I almost fainted with
relief. I ”

Hilda stopped talking abruptly and
looked across ‘the room where Don and
the State trooper were working over her
father. '

“Is—is—he badly hurt?’ she queried
fearfully.

“No. He's almost conscious now.
Just a hard bump on the head. The cut
isn’'t very deep,” replied the trooper as
he lifted Hans Coburg into a chair.

Bob had finished unbinding Hilda’s
fettered ankles and she got up then and
crossed over to her father. She took
charge of the operation of bringing her
father back to consciousness, and in a
matter of ten minutes or less he opened
his eyes and looked up at his daughter
with a wan smile.

“Hilda—you are all right, are you?
Thank goodness! What happened ?”

Hilda told him the story of the rob-
Lery as she made him more com{ortable
in the chair.

“Stole my working drawings, did
they ?’ said the old man wearily. Then
he added, “I expected that would hap-

pen. That young Dennison is behind
it, I'm sure. He is a miserable young
skunk.”

“I know he is behind it,” said Dale.
Then, graphically, he proceeded to tell
the inventor and his daughter of his
night’s adventure.
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“Just where in Walton is the house
Jocated in which they held you a pris-
oner?” demanded Trooper Lee.

Dol described its location as accu-
rately as possible.  Also, he gave the
ofticer a graphic picture of the two
thugs.

“Fine. Those fellows will never get
off Long Island. T'll have every ferry
and bridge watched for them. We'll
gather them in hefore noon time. 'l
telephone the harracks, too, and have
some men go up to Walton and see if
they can nab the hunch up there before
they get away.”

“Why can’t you go down to the Fram-
ingham, or out to Franklin Field and
arrest Fred Dennison? He is behind the
whaole business as you can readily see,”
queried Hilda Coburg.

“Well, we might do that. But it isn’t
the safest way to go about the job. In
the first place, arresting him wouldn’t
get back the drawing for you, and he
doubtless has built up some good alibi.
He'll disclaim all connection with the
thugs and we’ll only have Dale’s word
against his.  And if Dale told the court
that he had been knocked out and that
he only identified Dennison in the Wal-
ton house as he was coming to, there
would e reasonable grounds for think-
ing that Dale could easily have heen mis-
taken. No, the best way is to get hold
of those thugs and wring the truth out
of them—make them confess Dennison’s
part in the job. Then we’ll have the
goads on him.”

“Well, you might have some men go
over to Marsh Island and see if they can
locate that Junker plane. You are liable
to nab the whole crew and the plans as
well up there. Then you'll have evi-
dence enough to jail the whole gang, for
Greer and Rowe will squeal on Denni-
son if they find themselves in trouble,
I'll bet a dollar,” said Bob.

“That won't be so easy either,” said
the State trooper. **W¢'ll have to co-
operate with the South Shore Harbor
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Police. The State troopers have no
facilities for coast patrol work. How-
ever, I'll try and get some men moving
up in that direction. I might make a
try at getting out to the island mysclf.
Although I imagine this fog is mighty
thick over the hay, so that a hoat will
Lave a hard time crossing to Marsh Is-
land.”

“By Jove, I'd like to go with you,” ex-
claimed Bob.

But Hans Coburg protested.

“No. No. Don’t go, Dale. T value
those drawings very highly, but winning
that race to-day means more to me at
the moment than they do. My whole
private fortune, and the welfare of my-
self and family is tied up in the Redbird,
and unless we win that race, and land
the big contract, I am ruined. You must
go into the race and win, Dale. 1t will
be hard work, I know, tired as you are
and with the fog so thick in spots. But
the fog will probably burn off as the
sun gets high. You and Holt go back
to your hotel and see if you can get a
wink of sleep and a little rest before the
starting gun is fired at ten o’clock. Hilda
and T will go over to the field and help
the hoys get the KRedbird tuned up. Dale,
vou must win that race for me.”

The old man looked up into DBob’s
face so anxiously that Bob could not help
feeling sorry for him.

“Mr. Coburg,” he said carnestly,
“Don and I will win that race for you
or die in the attempt.”

The old man reached for Bob’s hand
and wrung it gratefully.

“My boy, 1 know you'll do it. Go
rest up and get ready for it. Good luck
and God bless you.”

T was six o’clock and the sun was still

obscured by the fog when Dob and
Don reached the Framingham. Sleep
for them was out of the question. So
they compromised by each taking a goo
cold bath and a vigorous rulxlown be-
fore they went down to the dining room
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for breakfast. And what a breakfast
they ate! They were both as ravenous
as wolves, for neither of them had
tasted food since the picnic lunch on the
field the previous noon time.

It was some time after seven o’clock
before they left the dining room, and
without much loss of time, headed for
the flying field.

Although it was still comparatively
early, for the race was not due to start
for hetween three and four hours, they
found the airport a hive of activity when
they reached the group of hangars on
the southern boundary of the expansive
flat area that was to be the starting point
and finish of the great aé¢rial derby.

The fog still hung, although the sun
had burned through and dissolved it to
a misty shroud which did not totally
obscure distant objects nor make flying
impossible.

Bob knew that it would still be thick
over the south shore of Long Island, but
he knew, itoo, that it would be possible
to fly above the vapor blanket if it did
not burn otf entirely by the time the
race started, so he and Don had little
worry on that score.

They found Hans Coburg and his
daughter at the hangar when they ar-
rived. The inventor was wearing a strip
of plaster over the abrasion on his fore-
head, bhut aside from appearing a little
pale, he looked none the worse for his
early morning experience. As for Hilda,
she looked positively radiant in a bright
sports costume, and as Bob looked at her
he could not Dbelieve that she was the
same girl he had found bound and
gagged but a few hours hefore.

The two aviators were greeted joy-
ously by Dick Druce and their other
comrades at the hangar, who had heard
all about Bol’s adventures from Hilda.
They all agreed that he was fortunate
to be back with them and ready to fly
the Redbird in the big race.

“You've got to go out and win, Bob—
there are no two ways about it. Luck
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is with you and we've tuned up the /'ed-
bird so that she is in the pink of con-
dition. There is just a little more test-
ing to be done on the engine and then
she will be ready to fly the race of the
year. Cast your eve over her.”

Bob and Don hecame interested in
working on the Redbird, and they spent
the next two hours in testing and tun-
ing the trim little ship that was Hans
Coburg’s pride and joy. So absorbed
were they in their work that time slipped
by as if on wings, and when Bob sud-
denly became conscious of its flight, it
was quarter to ten. And the starting
gun was scheduled to be fired at ten
o’clock, for in the seven-hundred-and-
fifty-mile air derby, six or seven hours
would be consumed hefore the last con-
testant made the huge cross-country cii-
cuit and returned to the field.

“Jingoes, in fiftezn minutes we'll have
to be at the starting line. Come on, get
into your flying togs and parachute har-
ness, Don. We'll have to hustle,” said
Bob. Thei, looking across the field, he
added, ““Sa-a-ay, look at the crowd, will
you."

Hundreds of cars had lined the east
and west side of the big flying ficld while
thousands of spectators fringed the huge
cxpanse, jamming the roped-off arcas
some distance from the hangars. It was
evident to Dale that therc was a tre-
mendous interest in the air race and that
the winner of the hig international event
would bé proclaimed as one of Amer-
ica’s foremost pilots.

Bob and Don hustled into the hangar,
and in the spacz devoted to lockers for
the flyers and mechanics, climhed into
their leather [ying garments. Dick
Bruce and Evans came in to help them
don and strap on their ’chutes, while
the rest of the fellows trundled the Red-
bird across the field to the starting line.

At five minutes to ten, Bob and Don,
lcather-clad and looking very much
hunchbacked because of their parachute
packs, came out of the hangar carrying
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their leather helmets and goggles in their
hands. Hilda and Hans Coburg were
waiting for them and accompanied them
across the field to the plane, where hoth
shook hands with them warmly and
wished them good luck as they climbed
into the double cockpit.

Twelve machines were lined up across
the field. The Redbird was in fourth
position, between the brilliant green
Drummond and the gray-and-silver
A. D. plane, and as Bob climbed up into
the cockpit. hLe instinctively glanced
toward the latter.

Ired Dennison and his mechanic were
already in their places, and when Den-
nison caught sight of Dale, Bob could
sec the look of amazement and disap-
pointment that crossed his face, for Den-
nison had not yet donned the goggles
and headgecar.

Dennison instantly became conscious
of the fact that the expression on his
face was most revealing to Dale and he
made haste to adjust his leather helmet
and his masklike eye shields, turning his
head away from Bob as he did so.

“Did you see the expression on his
face, Don?" queried Bob. ‘“He’s a
mighty disappointed puppy. He knows
something has gone wrong with his
plans, for according to the dirty schedule
he arranged for me I should be uncon-
scious in New York now, instead of get-
tmg ready to give lim the race of his
life. We'll make him push that A. D.
plane as it was never pushed before.
How about it, old boy ?”

“You said it. Bobh. We'll make this
the race of our career,” replied Don as
he followed Bob's example in adjusting
his headgear.

Up and down the line propellers were
being whirled and motors started roar-
ing. Dick Druce was standinz at the
nose of the IRedbird ready to turn her
engine over.  Bob adjusted spark and
throttle.

“Contact " he shouted.

Bruce pulled down on the propeller
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and let the compression of the eyvlhinder
hounce the blades back.  There was a
loud report, then another and another
in quick succession—a volley of them
that steadied to a roar as the Redbird's
cvlinders one after another came into
action. And a second later the propeller
was whirling in a steady hum at idling
speed as was every other propeller up
and down the line of gayly colored
planes.

There was an interval of waiting while
Bob and the rest of the airmen tuncd
up their engines and got ready for the
starting gun. Bob shoved the stick for-
ward and backward and worked it side-
wise, testing thie controls.  Then, adjust-
ing them all at their proper angle for a
quick take-off, he straightened the rud-
der and waited, cyes on his wrist watch.

The wait was brief. Teun scconds
more, five seconds, three seconds. Fang!

Bob accelerated swiftly. The whirling
propeller of the Redbird quickened 10 a
blur of speed. The Redhird faivly
leaped forward and started humping
across the field. But as fast as it got
under way, the Drunmond and the A.
D. planes. and the Fokker far down
the line were cqually as Tast and the
four planes, a length ahead of the rest,
bumped across the grass toward the real
starting line, which was nearly a mile
distant at the far end of the ficld. [t
was a whitewashed starting line drawn
between the black-and-white pylon on
the edge of the field and the corner of
a machine shop at the far end of the
flat area. It marked the utmost bound-
aries of the airport., and until all the
planes had flashed across the linc, the
race was not actually hegun.

The four lead planes exercised the
same maneuvers at the same time.  \Vith
one accord the Fokker, the Drummond,
the A. D., and the Redbird leaped off
the ground togetlver and started climb-
ing. Up, up they sped. Two thowand
feet was the point from which the rules
called for a dive over ihe starting line
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and all four planes strove to attain that
height before they crossed the invisible
barrier. They all climbed fast, but the
Redbird, under Bob Dale's expert han-
dling, climbed a trifle the fastest. Higher
and higher it scudded. A thousand feet,
fifteen hundred. DBob even lost ground
in the race and circled a little to keep
away from the starting linc before he
reached the required elevation.  Still,
Fob climbed until the Redbird altimeter
showed just two thousand feet. Then,
swinging and wheeling like a hawk, he
headed for the starting line, tilted the
nose of the Redbird downward and
opened her up wide.

With the combined acceleration of the
plunge as he dived along with the terrific
powers the Coburg motor was capable
of developing, the Redbird seemed to
shiver from nose to rudder as it fairly
screamed through the air. Down, down,
down it swooped, gathering terrific speed
until it was within four hundred feet of
the ground. Then with a graceful ma-
neuver Bob brought it to even keel and
shot it over the starting line with the
speed of a bullet.

Again the Redbird began to climb.
The ship was fifteen hundred feet, then
eightcen hundred, then two thousand.
Bob leveled off, for they were passing
outrunners of a fog, wisps of swirling
mist that obscured the landscape below
them. They were above it. No other
planes were in sight.

[Fastward they roared their way with
the heavy boil of fog growing thicker
and thicker below them.

Boh was glad indeed that he had not
undertaken the task of flying through it.
He would rather have lost the distance
he did in climbing than to take a chance
in the dense vapor. He wondered that
the other planes had elected to go
through it. They had been plunged into
it before they could avoid it. But once
in, why didn’t they attempt to climb out?
Perhaps they would.

Bob and Don peered below, watching
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for the first of them to appear, not
wishing to collide with one should it
suddenly shoot up out of the smothering
bank below them.

Suddenly, dead ahead a quarter of a
mile or so a gray shape did begin to
take form in the vapors, as a ship began
to climb heavily out of the mist.

Don saw it first and pointed.

“Here comes one, Bob. It's the A.
D.—no, the Drummond—no—Dby thun-
der, Bob, it's that black Junker!”

“It is,” exclaimed Bob, recognizing
the black eagle of the sky, now dead
ahead of them and quartering off their
course to the northeast. Then he de-
manded, “What are they up to? Are
they going to try and force us out of
the race or are they—say, look, they’ve
spotted us. They are turning. They are
going to try and force us down. They
are—no—I’'m wrong—sa-a-y, they are
trying to get away from us—Ilook—they
are afraid—they are running away—Ii
know, they’ve got the stolen plans on
board and they are trying to make a
get-away. I'm going to run them down
—torce them to the ground and take the
plans away from them,” shouted Rob,
swerving the Redbird toward the Junker.

Like a hawk, bearing down upon a
lumbering crow, the smaller plane took
after the Junker. Those on hoard the
larger ship realized that the Redbird was
after them and did their best to increase
the speed of their black plane as they
turned and scudded inland away from
Great South Bay and its heavy fog. But
the Junker was big, clumsy and awk-
ward compared with the specdy racer.
In less than five miles the slim red ship
had overtaken it and was circling and
swerving over and under the black craft
and fairly flying rings around it. And
as they circled the plane, first on onc
side and then on the other, I3oh lnoked
over the occupants of the Junker's dou-
ble cockpit carefully.

There were three men in it ; Birch was
at the controls while Rowe was bheside
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him and Greer was in the after-com-
partment. Rob grinned at them. They
were shouting at him, swearing, no
doubt, but ncither Bob nor Don could
hear a word they yelled above the thun-
der of the two motors. The Junker
tried to dodge and sideslip, but the Red-
lird followed casily. Tt tried to climb
Ligher, but the Redbird climbed above it.
Bob even shot downward in a swooping
dart that fairlv made the Junker wabble
in the air as it tried to avoid the rush
and keep from dropping.

Then, as the Redbird swished past the
bigger machine so close to it that their
wing tips almost touched, Bob leveled
oft under it and shouted to Don.

“Take control, Don. I'm going to get
those plans. Bring me up under it so I
can grab the lunding gear,” Bob yelled
the last into Don's ear to be certain he
understood what was wanted. Then,
turning the control over to his compan-
ion, he climbed to the edge of the cock-
pit and, with feet braced, stood up
straight ready to grab at the landing
gear of the Junker as Don shot the Red-
bird under the larger craft.

Don gave one troubled look at Bob's
grim face. [le knew that there was no
use remonstrating with him.  He knew,
too, that Dale was fully aware of the
dangers of the feat he was undertaking.
But he also knew that Bob Dale was
fullv competent to complete the risky
stunt he was hent on trying, and so he
leveled off the ship and brought the craft
up under the shadow of the bigger Jun-
ker.  lle manenvered it to a nicety and
timed its speed so that both ships were
traveling at approximately the same rate
as he drew into a position where DBob
could grasp the landing gear of the big
planc.

Transferrmg from one plane to the
other in mid-air was not a new aérial
achievenment. Don knew that it had heen
tried many times and accomplished a
few. But he also knew that several dar-
mg pilots had lost their lives in at-
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tempting it, and for that reason he held
his breath as Bob, poised there on the
coaming of the cockpit. reached up-
ward, gauged the distance and speed of
both craft, and suddeniy hurled himself
into the air, reaching for the Junker's
landing gear. For one breathless in-
stant he seemed to hang suspended in
mid-air, while Don’s heart stood still for
his safety. Then his reaching hands
closed over one of the hraces of the
landing gear and Bob pulled himself
up and stood on it. Don yelled in tri-
umphant relief, and shooting the Red-
bird out from under the Junker, began
to circle as he watched Bob’s next move.

For Dale the rest was casy. Climbing
the landing gear, he recached the lower
step on the Junker’s fuselage, while the
angry faces of Greer and Rowe looked
over the edge of the cockpit at him in
amazement. From the lower step he
climbed upward, but as his hands closed
over the edge of the cockpit, Rowe be-
gan to beat at his fiugers, trying to break
their grip on the coaming. He even
reached over and made a wild pass at
Bob’s face. DBut he missed his mark
by a wide margin, and, as the force of
his blow carried his arm beyond Bob’s
face, Dale hurled himself upward, over
the coaming and nto the cockpit.

Birch, busy at the controls of the ship,
had not seen anything that had heen go-
ing on below, and when Bob’s hig form
came over the edge the pilot was taken
totally unawares. He shot one wild look
at Dale, and, scarcely believing his eyes,
he leaped irom the control seat. Bob
saw that this would be fatal as far as
the Junker was concerned and leaped to-
ward Birch, yelling for him to keep his
hands on the control stick. But the
frightened pilot thought that Dale meant
to seize him and perhaps kill him, and
with a wild vell of despair he hurled
himself over the edge of the cockpit. at
the same time yanking at the ring of his
parachute pack.

Had Birch been of calmer mind. he
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wotid not have pulled the parachute
cord so soon, for he must have known
that it was dangerous to loose the ’chute
until he was well clear of his ship. DBut
being frightened at the sudden and un-
expected appearance of Bob, he did not
ehserve this first rule of parachute jump-
ing, and the result was that the folds of
kis ’chute shot out of the pack even as
the Junker flashed past him in mid-air
and the next instant Birch and his ’chute
became entangled in the tail of the plane.

There was a ripping, tearing sound,
and a yell of terror from Birch, as the
plane trembled and staggered in mid-air.
Birch, wild-eyed with fear, clung to the
tail of the plane for a moment hefore
the rush of air swept him off, and sent
him hurtling toward the ground all
wrapped up in the folds of his para-
chute which was too badly tangled to
open.

Hitting the man that way in the air
liad seriously damaged the Junker. One
of the stabilizers was ripped ott and the
rudder was shattered. Dale and the
other two occupants of the Junker could
sce them hanging limp and useless from
the end of the plane. The Junker hegan
to wabble drunkenly, and~all three men
in it knew that it was but a matter of
seconds hefore it would nose over and
drop into a fatal spin downward.

Greer in the rear cockpit was the first
to become fully aware of their situation,
and with a cry of fear he jumped over
the side, and Bob and Rowe saw him
go tumbling over and over downward.
With a little more judgment than Birch,
Greer waited until he was clear of the
ship before he pulled his 'chute cord. In
truth, he waited just a little too long,
for when he did yank the ring, he was
dropping at such a terrific speed that his
"chute streamed out behind him like a
flag, unable to open for several seconds.
And when it finally did open, with a
crack like a gun, the terrific force of
the rushing air instantly split it in half
and made it useless. And Greer, like
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Birch, plunged on downward to his
ceath.

Rowe was clinging to Boh Dale in the
forward cockpit, watching with staring
cyes the fate of Greer. And when he
saw the fabric of the parachute split,
he gave a cry of terror.

“Good heavens. it split! They are old!
Our parachutes arc rotten! They aren't
safe! Save me, Dale, please, save me!”

“I wish [ could. Your only hope is
to jump and trust to luck and your
‘chute. Where are those stolen plans?”

“In the back cockpit! Greer had
’'em! I can’t jump! I don't dare! The
parachute will go to pieces.”

But Bobh Dale knew that he would
have a hard time saving himself. I1le
determined to get the plans first, then
see what he could do to help Rowe. lle
started to climb back to the after-cock-
pit, but he just managed to get astride
the coaming when the ship turned over
and started downward in a tail spin.
And the violence of the turns as the
Junker flopped over in the air catapulted
Bob Dale clear of it and sent him hur-
tling down through space as the other
two men had gone.

UT Bob Dale had fallen through

space hefore. Indeed, he had made
a number of parachute jumps and he
knew exactly what he was called upon
to do in such an emergency. Thrown
clear of the ship there was no fear of
hecoming entangled in the rigging, anl
bis hand flashed to his parachute ring,
yanking the rip cord.

No questionable ’chute was this he
wore. It had been teste ! a-~d inspected.
1t was new. Dob felt it lecap from the
pack on his back and ripple in the wind
above him. Then with a loud report it
opened, jerking him suddenly to a stand-
still in mid-air. And the next moment
he was floating comfortably off into
space and approaching the ground as
gently as a falling feather.

Bob reached aloft and grasped the
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rings on either side of his head, and,
clinging to them, began to direct the
course of the parachute by sideslipping
it one way or the other as he desired to
descend, a trick he had learned from a
veteran parachute jumper of the army.

And as he directed the course of the
chute, he watched the dropping Junker.
So close to it was he that he could see
Ed Rowe, now in the control seat, strug-
gling desperately to bring the partially
wrecked machine out of its tail spin and
land it without actually crashing. The
man was working at the controls with
the frenzy of one who saw death star-
ing him in the face, and Bob marveled
at what he accomplished in spite of the
wrecked condition of the plane.

Five hundred feet from the ground
he did bring the big black ship out of
the spin and all but level it off. Then
he pan-caked it down for nearly four
hundred feet before it suddenly side-
slipped and skidded to the earth, buck-
ling with a crash and piling up in a
mass of wreckage in a hayfield below.

“Tough; he almost made it,”" ex-
claimed Bob. Then he added as he side-
slipped the parachute toward the wreck-
age. “He might have come through at
that.”

Bob watchied the wreck as he dropped
toward it. But no Rowe crawled out
of it nor was there any movement down
there that indicated that the man was
still alive. Bol) came to the conclusion
that he was the third casualty of the
black Junker that morning.

By skillfully maneuvering his para-
chute, Dale dropped to the edge of the
field. The moment his feet touched
terra firma he began to climb out of
the harness of his 'chute. In a matter
of seconds he was racing toward the
wreckage, while {from out of the sky
the Redbird, with Don at the controls,
glided down toward him. DBob reached
the wreck as the Redbird landed a hun-
dred feet away, and, plunging into the
mass of splintered wood, twisted wire
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and aluminum, he hegan pulling and
tugging at the d¢bris to get the cock-
pit clear. A dozen seconds later Don
Holt was with him. Together they
worked to find Rowe, and after remov-
ing a section of shattered wing, they lo-
cated him, still in the forward cockpit
with the control stick tightly grasped in
his hand.

“Poor fellow. He made a game fight
at that,” said Bobl, bending over Rowe
and feeling for the pulse beat in his
temple. Life had departed.

“Gone.  Snuffed out.  We had better
leave him just as he is for the coroner.
But, wait, I want to find those plans,”
said Rob.

Dale scrambled deeper into the débris
that had so recently been the treacherous
black Junker to reappear a few seconds
later carrying a hlack traveling bag. A
monrent he paused to open this and
glance inside. Then he snapped it shut
and looked at his wrist watch.

“We've got the plans, and lost twenty
minutes in getting them. Dut that isn’t
much in a six-hour race—not for a ship
like ours. I think we can catch the
bunch—and beat them yet. Come on,
let's get into the air. We'll tell the State
troopers ahout the wreck and where to
look for the victims, after the race,”
said Bob, tossing the black traveling bag
into the Redbird and climbing in after
it. Don followed him.

Don had left the motor idling and
had dropped the ship in an ideal position
to take-off again. He had been very
careful to do this, for getting out of a
rough field is not alwavs casv. There
was a decided slope downward to the
ground, toward a swaie grown thick with
witch-hazel and willows.

Bob knew he would have to get into
the air and climb above that tangle of
brush to get started once more, and so
he accelerated the engine carefully and
nursed the propeller up to tremendous
specd before the Redbird hegan to jump
along the ground.
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But once the powerful Coburg motor
got to functioning to its fullest capacity,
the Redbird fairly leaped along clown the
slope. In a surprisingly short time, it
was in the air again, skimming safely
over the top of the brush tangle and
swinging due east at a sharp angle for
the Montauk Point Light, which, ac-
cording to Bob’s best judgment, lay sixty
miles away. And once Bob had estab-
lished definitely the course they should
take to reach the first pylon in the race,
he opened up the Redbird to its fullest.
He drove her fiercely forward, traveling
at the thousand-foot level, while the
green expanse of Long Island flashed be-
low them in the growing sunshine, and
Great South Bay with its fog blanket
was left far to their right.

On and on plowed the Redbird, split-
ting the wind with a terrific roar as Bob,
a trifle tense at the controls, constantly
nursed the engine to its utmost. Little
was said during the next half hour, for
Don realized that Bob must needs de-
vote all his attention to the plane, while
he stared steadily ahead, scanning the
sky for other planes and watching the
distance for the first glimpse of the
lighthouse.

Time seemed to pass with agonizing
slowness then, and Don finally inquired
almost hopelessly.

“Do you think we've got even a little
chance of getting anywhere in this race
now, Bob?”

“We're going to try mighty hard to
get somewhere,” shouted Dale. Then
he added a moment later, his voice ring-
ing clear with pleasure and new courage,
“There’s the first turn, Don—Montauk
Point Light. Watch us make that
pylon.”

The tall tower of the lighthouse on
the rock-bound cape that extended into
the ocean, loomed ahead. Bob and Don
could see the ofticial timer and clerk of
the course in the tower.

He had his binoculars on the fast blue
ship as if he had been watching and
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waiting for it. Eleven ships had passed
and been credited at the turn, and he
had been wondering about the twelfth
and whether it had been forced down.

Roaring along at almost two hundred
miles an hour, the Redbird plowed ahead
for the tower, but within a hundred
feet of it Bob threw the ship into a side-
slip and scudded around the tower at
such terrific speed that Don could feel
the centrifugal force of the swing fairly
pull at his eyeballs and suck the breath
from his lungs.

Bob waved a grecting to the two men
in the tower as the ship sped by them,
and began to right itself on the second
leg of the long race that reached away
northeast across Rhode Island and Mas-
sachusetts to the Beverily Flying Field
where the second turn would be made.
Rounding that first turn seemed to give
both Don and Bob a lot more heart in
the race.

“I wish T knew just how far ahead
the rest of those ships are,” Bob shouted
as he shoved the Redbird up to the two-
thousand-foot level while the planc sped
onward with the forts of Fisher’s Island
showing far to the left and the Point
Judith light dead ahead.

But nearly three quarters of an hour
was to elapse, three quarters of an hour
in which the Redbird roared on steadily,
some times making as high as two hun-
dred miles an hour before the first of
the flight of ships in the big race hove
in sight. Far off across Massachusetts,
flying at the thousand-foot level, Boly’s
quick eye caught a ship.

“Hurrah! There's the first of them!
I can’'t make it out! It's the tailender.
Looks like the Dudley. \Watch us over-
haul it.,” Bob shouted triumphantly.

But it was not the Dudley. It was
one of the English planes, the Manches-
ter. She was having engiune trouble,
and Bob could see, as a quarter of an
hour later they flashed past her, that
the pilot was looking anxiously for a
place to make a safe landing.
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It was while they were scudding over
the outskirts of Boston that they picked
up the Dudley, with the I. B. R. and the
Furlong not a mile ahead.

“Wow! Two down and two to go,”
yclled Bob enthusiastically as they nosed
past the Dudley and gradually drew
away from it. “Now to pick up those
two fellows dead ahead,” he added as
they left the slower ship behind.

The brilliant green Furlong plane,
with Joe Ford in the pilot seat, mide a
race of it. When the Redbird drew up
beside the green ship and tried to pass,
Ford seemed to find a way to nurse his
motor to greater speed. He waved to
Dale and shouted something which, of
course, neither Boh nor Don could hear,
but which they assumed, was a good-
natured challenge.

Presently the two planes were racing
nose and nose and tearing through the
atmosphere at terrific speed, headed for
the gold-and-blue I. D. R. plane, split-
ting the wind ahead.

That brush betwcen the Redbird and
the Furlong developed into a real race.
Both planes overtook and passed the I.
D. R. together and were running within
a hundred feet of each other all the way
up the coast until they reached Salen.
They were within sight of each other
to Beverly, but as Bob banked the Red-
bird around the high, black-and-white
pylon at the Beverly Flying Field, while
a dense crowd on the field yelled and
waved at him, he knew that he had left
the Furlong permanently behind. The
Redbird had attained ecighth position or
cven better, if one or more of the ships
ahead had heen forced down and out of
the race with engine trouble.

The course lay due west now, the next
turn being more than two hundred miles
away at the Saratoga Airport, on the his-
torical Saratoga plains, in New York
State. It was on this third leg of the
race that Bob hoped to better their posi-
tion and put the fast little ship up with
the leaders. It was well past noon time.
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Bob and Don took several drinks of
warm chocolate and divided some sand-
wiches Hilda Coburg had thought{ully
provided. These they munched while
the Redbird sped onward.

Bob had worked the plane up to the
five-thousand-foot level.  Fitchburg,
Athol, then Greenfield, loomed ahead,
flattened out Dbelow them and dis-
appeared in the distance. They could
sce the automobiles crawling over the
famous Mohawk Trail, as they topped
the northern Berkshires; but it was not
until they were thundering along over
the college buildings at Williamstown
that they began to pick up the planes
next ahead.

Three planes appeared first as mere
specks against the now azure sky. But
as the Redbird roared across the New
York State line, swinging slightly north-
west, one after the other of the airships
tegan to be distinguishable. The Dal-
ford, the Sheffield-Blont, and the bril-
liant Pride of Detroit were all bunched
together and making a wonderful race
of it.

As Bob identified the ships in the
group, the Redbird seemed to leap ahead
through the air as if the little craft were
anxious to join them.

But those planes ahead were traveling
mighty fast. Albany was passed far
ou the left, obscured in a haze, and the
Saratoga Airport, with its white bound-
ary lines and its buildings, the roofs of
which were markers with red-white-and-
blue targets, showed dead ahead hefore
the Redbird drew even with the three
planes.

The pilots all waved a greeting to Dale
and challenged him in a race for the
Saratoga pylon, the last turn in the big
race before the planes swung into the
home stretch, and straight-away dash of
about two hundred miles to Frankln
Field.

Bob accepted the challenge, and the
brush that resulted was almost hair-rais-
ing in the speed the planes attained as
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they headed for the black-and-white goal
in the center of the Saratoga Field.

Indeed as they neared the airport the
situation became positively dangerous,
for it was evident that all four ships
would try to swing around that pylon
at the sanie time, which could hardly be
done without the danger of a mid-air
collision. Each pilot knew this, but each
steadfastly refused to give way an inch
as the four planes roarcd down toward
the marker.

Bob had the throttle wide open and
he kept it so. And to add to his mo-
mentum he plunged the Redbird’s nose
carthward in a terrific dive from the
two-thousand-foot level. The red plane
hissed for the pylon like a bolt of light-
ning. flashing past first the Dudley, then
the Sheflicld-Blont, and last the Pride
of Detroit, just as Bobh cut the motor,
banked the Redbird to a terrific angle
and scudded around the pylon, first tak-
ing the lead in that little group. As the
Redbird straightened out on level keel
once more and began to climb back into
the sky again with its nose headed to-
ward Franklin Field, Bob could not help
shouting enthusiastically :

“Oh, boy, that puts us in fifth posi-
tion with only the Viking, Drummond,
Fokker, and A. D. planes ahead. We're
stepping out, Don, old boy.”

“T’ll say we are. We'll win this race
yet,” yelled Don, now grown highly op-
timistic as he looked behind to see the
other three ships take the pylon one after
another in a string.

They were heading for Albany and
the Hudson now, down which they
would fly to cross Manhattan and Brook-
lyn and head for the finish line. Far
in front they could see two specks in the
sky, their next nearest contestants to be
overhauled and passed.

“l don’t know who they are, but we
are after them,” yelled Bob, nursing the
Redbird to top speed once more.

But before they overtook those specks
that gradually grew to resemble air-
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planes, Dob saw one of them begin to
act queerly. And in another ten miles
it disappeared out of the air entirely.

As the Redbird flashed over the air-
port just outside of Albany, Bob and
Don made out the red-and-orange-
striped wings of the Viking, on the
ground, and out of the race, with engine
trouble.

“There are three ahead of us, and two
of them arce in sight. 1 doi't know
which is which from here, but I'll wager
the nearest is the Drummond, with the
Fokker leading her. Goodness knows
where the A. D. plane is. Dennison
must have run away from the whole
field,” shouted Bob as they left Albany
behind and started down the broad and
shimmering Hudson.

Bob was right.  The Drummond was
the nearest of the contestants.  They
overhauled and passed her at Kingston,
in the shadow of the Catskills, with the
Fokker but a mile ahead down the river.

“Wow! Third place, with the Fokker
only a hop, skip and jump ahead,” velled
Bob enthusiastically.

But that was a long hop, skip and
jump as it proved. It took Bob nearly
half an hour to cut down that mile lead
of the Fokker. A hundred fect sepa-
rated them as they flashed above the
Poughkeepsie bridge. But Boh was not
able to shove the Redbird in the lead
and take second place in the big race
until after the two planes had roared
their way past West Point, where a
squad of gray-clad cadets looked up at
them from the big parade grounds.

Once the Redbird had taken second
place, however, it held its position and
slowly but surely drew away from the
FFokker.

Bab and Don were peering cagerly
ahead now for the leader in the race, the
A. D. plane that Fred Dennison was
driving desperately toward the finish.
And well below Bear Mountain Bridge.
Bob discovered the silver-and-gray craft.
It seemed to materialize suddenly out of



98

the air ahead and to the left, and Bob
estimated that it was leading them by a
good two miles. It was flying at terrific
speed at about two-thousand-fect eleva-
tion.

“There’s Dennison.  About two thou-
sand feet high and going like the very
dickens,” Bob yelled triumphantly. Then
he added, more seriously, “I wonder
whether we can cut down that lead be-
fore he makes the field? There is only
about fifty miles left of this race now.”

“We'll catch him! We have got to!
There’s no losing this race now after
we've put up such a fight for it,” re-
plied Don, peering ahead through the
windshield.

With the leader in sight, Bob’s face
became set in grimly determined lines,
while Don gripped the edge of the cock-
pit tensely, his body bent forward as if
he hoped in that way to add momentum
to the plane. Bob was getting terrific
speed out of the Redbird. But he wanted
to get more. With a niceness of touch
that came from his extensive flying ex-
perience he fingered dial after dial on
the instrument board, adjusting one after
another a hair’s breadth, this way or
that, doing his utmost to bring the roar-
ing engine up to even greater efficiency.

And the motor respended gallantly to
his masterly skill, for the indicator
slowly but surely showed an increase in
propeller revolutions until the Redbird’s
engine was turning over at an unheard
of speed.

“That’s the baby. Go to it. Faster
and ever faster,” coaxed Bob under his
breath. Tlis eyes moved from dial to
dial and then off across space toward
the flying A. D. plane, where he fancicd
he could see Dennison and his co-pilot
working frantically to crowd more speed
on their craft.

When Bob first located the A. D.
plane, the Redbird was traveling at least
five hundred feet higher than the silver-
and-gray ship. Dy a careful adjustment
of the controls, Bob nursed his craft
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even higher without detracting from its
forward speed. Soon he was a thou-
sand feet higher than the A. D. And
a little later he was two thousand. And
when the planes swung over Tarrytown
and headed for Yonkers, where they left
the river to set a dead-line course for
Franklin Field, the Redbird was fully
three thousand feet above the leading
plane, and Bob’s practiced eyes esti-
mated that they had cut clown Denni-
son’s lead to something less than a mile.

“We're gaining on him, Don,” yelled
Bob. ‘“This is going to be a mighty
close race. We're in the home stretch
now and overhauling him fast. This
little old race is going to be won in the
last mile, I'll bet a dollar.”

And it certainly looked that way. As
the planes swung over the Bronx and
headed across the East River, scarcely
half a mile separated them. As they
tlashed over Long Island City, the dis-
tance had been cut down another hun-
dred yards. Over Jamaica, the planes
were hardly a quarter of a mile apart,
and when presently, far off down the
Island the black-and-white pylon of
Franklin Field loomed into view, there
was scarcely two hundred yards of open
sky between the planes, although Bob’s
Redbird was three thousand feet higher
in the air than the A. D. plane.

But that distance did not bother Bob
at all. In truth, he wanted that altitude.
He wanted all the height he could for
his final spurt. He wished that he was
a thousand feet higher, for he realized
that the only way he could win from
Dennison was in a final dive out of the
sky that would bring gravity to his aid
and help him to cover the last mile of
the race in breathless speed.

The field loomed sharp and clear now.
There were the hangars with their vari-
ous roof markings. There was the finish
line chalked in white. Thousands of
automobiles gleamed in the afternoon
sunlight. ~ Thousands of spectators
fringed the edges of the flat expanse.
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They were still two miles from the finish
line. Now a mile and a half. Now a
mile.

They were on even terms, although
the A. D. plane was three thousand feet
nearer the ground than the Redbird.
But that did not count in Dennison’s
favor, for suddenly Bob, with an easy
movement of the controls, changed the
course of the Redbird and started it
downward in a terrific plunge for the
finish line. And as he started the dive,
Bob grinned, for he knew as he judged
the angle of descent and the speed that
the Redbird was gathering in the plunge
that unless Dennison could jump his A.
D. plane ahead still faster than it was
traveling, the Redbird would flash across
the finish line a winner by the narrowest
margin.

Pennison sensed this, too, for he he-
gan working frantically at the dials and
controls. With a terrific roar both ships
shot out of the sky, the thunder of their
motors blending with each other as they
neared the field and the white line they
would have to cross to finish the great
air derby.

Dennison’s plane plunged fast, but the
Redbird came hurtling down from the
sky still faster. The three thousand feet
that represented the difference in eleva-
tion between the two planes was covered
in breathless time and when both ships
hit the thousand-foot level, they were on
even termis and tearing nose {or nose for
the finish line, a quarter of a mile away.
But it was here that the extra momen-
tum gained by the Redbird told, for in
that last quarter of a inile the trim red
ship fairly walked away from the plane
in silver and gray and ten seconds later
it flashed over the finish line at least
three lengths ahead of the A. D. ma-
chine.

What a roar went up from the thou-
saidds  of  spectators as both planes
banked and circled heyond the finish and
with engines killed, glided back to the
field and taxied swiftly across the green-
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sward in a cloud of dust kicked up hy
their whirling propellers. Automobile
horns awoke the echoes. Wild yells
boomed across the field, and hats and
handkerchiefs went into the air in appre-
ciation of such a tense and brilliant
finish.

Both planes came to a stop very close
to each other. And both pilots climbed
out of their machines at about the same
time. Dennison, removing headgear and
goggles, paused beside his plane for a
moment and looked toward Dale with
apparent indecision. It wasevident that
he was both disappointed and angry at
having been beatcn again by Dale. He
made as if to hurry away toward his
hangar. But realizing evidently that
good sportsmanship demanded that he
congratulate the victor he changed his
mind, turned and advanced toward Bob,
holding out his hand.

“By Jove, ol’ chap, that was a rather
spectacular finish, eh, what ?”” he drawled
in an exaggerated accent.

“Some race, Fred,” said Bob, moving
to meet him.

But before they gripped hands, a
gray-clad figure stepped swiftly to Fred
Dennison’s side and laid a firm hand on
his shoulder.

“Dennison, you are under arrest,”
said the voice of State Trooper Lee.

“Eh, what? Under arrest! What
for?” exclaimed Dennison. His face be-
came the color of chalk and his eyes
grew large with fright.

“Wat Tarr and Jed Igoe, two gun-
men, were arrested in l.ong Island City
this morning. They confessed to hur-
glarizing the house of Hans Coburg and
stealing certain important plans. They
named you as coconspirator and said
that you paid them for the job,” said the
trooper.

RBut before Dennison could deny the
accusation, an elderly and very distin-
guished-looking man with keen, gray
eyes that peered from behind horn-
rimmed glasses, elbowed his way
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through the crowd that was fast gather-
myg about the two airplanes. Bob recog-
nized him instantly as John Dennison,
president of the Alton-Dennison Mono-
plane Co.

“Ilere, what's this—what'’s the trou-
ble?" he demanded.

Dennison turned swiftly at the sound
of the familiar voice.

“Why, father!” he exclaimed, grow-
ing still whiter. “I—I—rather thought
yvou were in Europe.”

“Oh, you did?" said the older man.
Then he added, “Well, T am not in Eu-
rope, and furthermore I haven’t been,
I've been right here in this country—
watching you and your antics, young
man. Now what'’s the trouble:”

“P’ve arrested your son for conspiracy
to steal plans of the Redbird monoplane
from Mr. Coburg,” said the State
trooper.

“Stealing Hans Coburg’s plans! Good
heavens, did you go {that far, just to
prove to me that you are a clever busi-
ness man?”’ exclaimed the elder Den-
nison, shriveling his son with a glance.

Then, turning, he addressed the
trooper, “This is a very embarrassing
situation. But there’s something | think
I had better explain to yvou concerning
any of lians Coburg’s plans. Coburg
was an employee of my company. He
left of his own accord. But we still
have his contract in which he stipulated
that we have an option on all his inven-
tions which we can buy at his price.
And vou had better believe that I’d pay
any price to get the plans of the ship
that just won this race. So I own. or
intend to own those Redbird plans at
any cost. \Wait.  There is IHans Coburg
now. llans! Come over here.”

Mr. Coburg and his daughter with
Dick Bruce. Sam Carlson, Evans, and
the rest of the Yale crowd had just
joined the group around the Redbird.
When the old inventor saw the head of
the Alton-Dennison firm heckoning him,
he hastened toward him.
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“You old fox,” said John Dennison,
slapping Hilda's father on the shoulder
affectionately, “I always knew you'd
turn out a wonder plane, and you have.
The Redbird 15 a marvel, and we have
got to own all rights to her and the
mail-plane contract that goes along with
winning this race. Under your old con-
tract I'm buying all her plans and speci-
fications at your price.”

“The plans are gone. Theyv were
stolen,” exclaimed IHans Coburg in dis-
tress.

“But we got them hack again,” said
Bob Dale, stepping forward with the
black traveling bag he had taken from
the Junker. And Dbriefly he explained
what had happened on the first leg of the
big race that morning.

“That 7s a wonder ship to win a race
after that sort of an adventure. Give
me those plans. Hans, they are mine.
Name any price. And, in addition to
whatever you ask, you are made a part-
ner in the firm. It will be the Dennison-
Coburg Monoplane Co. You are vice
president. How’'s that?”

Hans Coburg was so pleased he could
only stammer an incoherent answer.
Tears trembled on Hilda’s lashes from
sheer happiness.

John Dennison grinned like a school-
boy.

“I guess that's settled. Conie on down
to the hotel for dinner with me. We'll
fix it all up. You come along, too, Dale,
and all your friends. We'll celebrate.”
Then, turning to the State trooper, John
Dennison queried :

“You see how it stands? Those plans
belong to me now. I'ni paying a hig
price for them. 1 don’t think any one
is going to press charges against my son
for their theft, su vou don't really want
to arrest him now, do you?r”

“Well, I guess perhaps not,” said the
trooper. Then he added, "But he cer-
tainly should be disciplined I'd say.”

“Don’t worry, he will be,"” snapped
John Dennison. Then, turning on his
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son, he thundered,” “Now vou young
whipper snapper, get ori down to the
hotel and pack your hag and light out
for home. T’ll sec you at the factory
to-morrow. Instead of retiring myself
and making vou president and active
head of the firm, as you have been
urging me to do, I'm going to start you
at the dirtiest job in the machine shop,
where you’ll stick until you learn how
to be something heside a cad. Under-
stand 7’

And Fred Dennison, hanging his head
like a thoroughly ashamed schoolboy,
hurried through the grinning crowd to-
ward the A. D. hangar.

The dinner at the Framingham was
a miniature banquet in which the vic-
tory of the KRedbird was celebrated, Bob
Date and Don Holt and the rest of the

THE

101

Yale fellows congratulated on their fine
work and good sportsmanship, and the
business differences between Hans Co-
burg and the A. D. company thoroughly
patched up.

But as the conversation lagged around
nine o'clock, Hilda Cohurg slipped out
of her chair, and, coming around hehind
Bob Dale, put her hands on his shoul-
ders.

“I'm going over to the hospital to tell
Jim all the good news,” she said. “Want
to send him any word?”

“Indeed I do,” said Bobh earnestly. “I
want to exact a rewar« for winning that
race and incidentally winning a bride
for him.”

“And what is the reward?"
Hilda, smiling.

“I want him to make me hest man at
the wedding.” said Bob with a smile.

queried

END.




The Hard Luck King

By Thomas Barclay Thomson

Fred Hilton thought an inferiority complex and hard luck were the same
things—until the coach made him a forward-pass receiver.

HE play came—the crucial. all-
deciding play—as these impor-
tant, decisive plays will come,
unheralded, unexpected, cataclysmic in
its results. The Stanfield team, playing
steadily, but falling far short of its usual
brilliant game, was on the safe end of a
hard earned, six-to-nothing score. They
were in possession of the ball on their
own twenty-yard line, with less than
two minutes to play. DBoth tcams were
playing slowly, doggedly, tired out from
their previous strenuous cfforts. Cer-
tainly it was not an ideal situation for
an cpoch-making play. But “breaks,”
at once the hope and the despair of
football coaches and players, come in a
manner and at a time unknown and un-
fathomable to mere humans.
Ted Holt, captain and incomparatle
jine plunger of the Stanfield team, com-
pleted a desultory smash into left tackle

for two scant yards and a third down.
The Red-shirts trotted back, huddled
for their signal, their minds busy with
the thoughts of completing their day’s
chore and tallying up one more victory
for their season’s exceptional record.
Fourth down and four yards to go.
They well knew what the next play
would be—a punt deep into enemy
territory.

They clustered about Jamie Blake, the
wiry quarter back. “Three—twenty-
four!” he whispered, and they dispersed
to their several positions.

“Three—twenty-four!” Fred Hilton,
perturbed, dropped back to position.
Three was his own number, hut the
twenty-four, while calling for a punt
formation, was in reality a running play,
which started as a cross-tackle buck and
developed into an end run behind
massed interference. It was a deadly
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ground gainer when the men were fresh
—on their toes—but a poor one now,
with little to gain and the game to
lose.

Back, back, Hilton walked, hands out-
stretched, the stage seemingly set for a
punt. Outwardly calm, but inwardly
disturbed, he reached the proper dis-
tance and paused, waiting. He didn’t
like this play—felt that it was risky. He
would far rather give the ball an aérial
ride; the ends were comparatively fresh
—they would pull the receiver down
within the shadow of his own goal posts.
He kicked an imaginary rock away and
settled himself; there came the tiniest
flicker of a finger and the ball shot
hack in a perfect spiral.

As it left the snapper back’s hands
Hilton darted away, expecting to inter-
cept it at his second step. He stopped
in mid-stride. There was some mistake
—the ball was not coming where he
expected ; it was shooting straight back
—toward his central position of a mo-
ment ago. He twisted around, straining
desperately to intercept it. Luckily, he
just did succeed in knocking it down.

He quickly recovered it and turned,
intent upon following up his interfer-
ence.  And then he received a shock!
His interference was not racing around
the opposing line as he had expected;
they were motionless, waiting. The
quarter back, close to the line, had in-
tercepted the break through of the op-
posing full back. The other two backs,
crouched slightly in front of him, were
awaiting the charging ends. He paused,
confused for an instant.

They were expecting him to punt—
not make an end run. He readjusted
himself, hurrying to launch the ball
into the air. He raised it in both hands,
stepped forward and dropped it
squarely toward his foot which was
swinging upward to meet it—praying
that some one would stop those charg-
ing ends.

As the ball lelt his toe a dark form
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hurtled in front of him. The ball struck
with a resounding smack and bounced
back, out of sight and toward his own
goal. Somebody had failed to get his
man.

The end shot past him and he took
up the pursuit. The ball was far away,
bouncing toward the goal line and he
sped swiftly past his opponent, reaching
it just as it rolled across the line.
Stooping as he ran, he scooped it up,
crossed his own goal line, circled, in-
tending to evade his opponent and re-
trieve some of those precious lost yards
—and again disaster struck. A cluster
of grass shoots—a veritable ball—came
directly under an outthrust foot, and
Hilton slipped. He immediately re-
covered, but too late to get away.
Shutting his eyes, he plunged straight
out, clearing the goal line by at least
three valuable yards before he was
stopped.

Three yards! Thirty-six inches!
Inches of territory between those hun-
gry Blue-shirts and a touchdown. The
Stanfield team, sick at heart, but de-
termined, formed in defense of its goal.
But could it hold? A huge, blue-clad
figure had left the side line and was
streaking toward the group. e was
reporting to the referee. It was Mec-
Candless, the husky reserve line plunger
of the Blue-shirts—held back for just
such emergencies as this. The regular
full back had seen him and was racing
off the field. The substitution was ae-
complished with no loss of time.

There came a quick, tense huddle—
unneeded, except to locate the point of
attack—a jump to position, a snapped
ball, and McCandless pounded, hull-like,
into the line. Irresistibly he drove for-
ward ; and the Stanfield line—despcrate,
determined—bent, but didn’t break.
The ball stopped a scant foot short of
the goal. Again the blue-shirted figures
snapped into position—they were run-
ning on a series signal—and again the
glant full back hurled himself at the



104

grimly resistant line; and again the des-
perate defenders were forced back over
the precious inches, across the goal line.
Touchdown.

With the score now six to six, and
faced with possible defeat, “Towser”
Bernard, big shaggy-haired tackle, rose
to superlative heights and gained un-
dying fame by crashing through the line
to block the Blue-shirts’ try for goal.
Stanfield’s team limped listlessly otf the
field with a tied game and a moral defeat
marked up against them and apart from
the remainder of the team, sick at heart
—stunned under the weight of the catas-
trophe—walked Fred Hilton, whese one
blunder had cost his school the victory,
his mind revolving—over and over—the
sickening details.

Had he misunderstood? Could it he
possible that he, alone, of the entire
eleven men, had heard correctly? That
he was right and ten others, including
the one who gave the signal, were
wrong? The signal, as he understood
it, had been “three—twenty-four.” But
the numbers, ‘*‘three—thirty-four”—
called for a punt by him from the same
formation. [lad his ears deceived him?

Moodily he entered the dressing room
and discarded his torn, sweaty togs—
alone; took his shower, dressed and
left the room—still alone. His team-
mates, his friends, avoided him. Not
ote word of excuse. of extenuation was
volunteered in defense of his disastrous
mistake. The entire team treated him
as if he were infected with a combina-
tion of yellow fever, bubonic plague and
leprosy.

If they would only come right out and
condemn him—say how rotten they
thought he was. But this silence. the
averted looks, the quickly suppressed
conversation when he approached ; these
hurt. In grim silence he boarded a car
laden with homeward-bound football
fans and there he heard condemnation
aplenty. No one recognized him, and
ou every lip he heard the public’s ver-
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dict, a verdict even more damning than
that of his teammates.

In silence he left the car and entered
the hotel where the Stanfield squad was
staying, and later, when the remainder
of the team arrived, he had disappeared.
The following day, when he failed to re-
turn, his absence was reperted to “Dad”
Horton, the grizzled veteran coach who
guided the destinies of the Stanfield
football teams.

“Who saw him last?” I{orton ques-
tioned.

“He dressed and got out ahead of the
rest of us,” Ted Holt replied. “I'm
rocming with him this trip, and when I
reached our room he wasn’t there. I
just thought he didn’t care to be around
the rest of us for a while; but, when he
didn’t show up this morning, [ decided
to investigate. I found that cverything
of his was gone—cleaned out. He must
have packed his bag as soon as he
reached the room. 1 was less than a
half hour behind him.”

“Then he left no word concerning his
plans?”

“Not a thing, sir.”

“What did he say while dressing?
Did he say anything about visiting any
one?”’

“T don't believe he spoke a word all
the time he was dressing.”

Dad Horton fell silent for a space
of time, musing.

“Did you—any one say aunything 1o
him?” he then asked.

Holt flushed guiltily.
don't think so.”

He and the absent boy had been bud-
dies for the past two years, and he well
knew what was passing through the
veterans coach’s mind.

“His parents live somewhere in this
vicinity, don’t they?”

“Yes, sir. In El
torty miles out.”

“Iave you the correct address?”

“Yes, sir, I have it—that is, [ know
what it i1s. T’ll write it out for you.”

“I—no, sir, I

Molinda

ahout
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ITe scribbled the directions on a card
which he passed over to his coach. And
with scarcely an acknowledgment the
latter accepted it and hurried toward the
desk of the hotel clerk.

In truth, Coach Horton felt a bit
cuilty, himself. He had neglected to go
near Hilion after the game’s close and
now realized his negligence. At the
desk he wrote rapidly on a telegraph
blank. “Rush it!” he commanded tersely,
shoving the completed message across
to the clerk. The clerk obliginglty did
so and within a half hour the reply wus
handed him. His message had been sent
to the senior Hilton: the reply came
from Ired, himself, and was brief,
forcibly so, leaving nothing to be mis-
understood. Tt said:

I AM THROUGIlI \WITH SCHOOIL FOREVER.

Horton read it thoughtfully, then went
over to a part of the big lobby where
the greater part of the squad were con-
gregated.

“Boys,” he said, pausing at the edge
of the group. I want to ask you some-
thing. Ixd you—any one of you, have
any conversation with Fred Hilton after
the game yesterday ?”

There came an awkward silence, in-
tensified by the uneasy rustling of feet.

“I thought not” he nodded. “And
I'm just as guilty as any one of you--—
I didn’t either. Of course you know
he's gone. Well, I've heard from him.”
He held up the telegram. ““He went
home—szys he's not coming hack.”

Startled, uneasy glances were ex-
changed. This was hecoming far more
serious than they expected.

“(Gosh, he hadn’t ought to have done
that!" The feeble protest came from
Towser Bernard.

“Maybe we're just as well off,” a
cuard, “Tubby” Wells, offered. “He’s
had more grief than all the rest of the
team put together.”

“He sure has.”" another corroborated.
“Do you remember how shick he fum-
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bled that pass back of the Aggies’ goal
line ?”

“You bet,” chimed in a fourth.
“And weTre not likely to forget the
way he dropped the ball just when we
had opened a hole for him to trot
across for a touchdown.” He gave St.
Vincent a touchdown instead.”

“Those were casy to forgive,” Mor-
rison, the center, added. “They didn't
cost us the game—his last one did.”

“But, boys,” Horton spoke quietly,
earnestly. “You must remember he had
a bad hand in the Aggie game—should
never have been called on to reccive a
pass. And that St. Vincent game fum-
ble—if vou'll recollect, it started with a
bad pass from center, and Fred had
never reallv gained possession of the
ball when that lineman reached past
Towser and tripped him. T don't be-
lieve he's to blame for cither of those
bobbles.”

“He's a hoodoo,” Wells insisted. “He
does all the fumbling: and it certainly
wasn't any one's fault but his when he
started to run out from under that pass
yesterday. A green freshy playing his
first game would have known that play
couldn’t have been anything else than a
punt.”

“I'Il admit  that,” Horton agreed.
“I've heard no reports on that affair yet:
how abhout it, Jamie?”

The quarter back, thus singled out,
held back for a moment; then, as if
moved by a power greater than his own,
he stepped forward, hesitated again,
finally steeled himself to meet the pen-
ctrating gaze of Dad Horton.

“Mr. Horton—coach.” he stammered.
“T—I have a—a confession to make—
an explanation.”

Fle paused. studying the face of the
man before him. Horton nodded en-
couragement and he proceeded. “T—
it’s about that signal. 1 called it wrong.

“Tt was this way,” he hurried on. “I
had really expected Ted, here, to malke
it a first down on the previous play and
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had decided to call for the three—
twenty-four play and his failure made
it necessary for us to punt. I thought,
since Ted was pretty tired, to have
Fred punt: that signal is ‘three—thirty-
four.! Well I—got mixed up—forgot,
and gave the one that was already in my
head. .

“When I saw [Fred start forward I
remembhered—knew what I'd done. You
sec. everybody was so sure it would be
the punt signal that they understood it
that way—all except Fred. T'm terribly
sorry; | know I should have spoken
sooner, hut—I never thought—never
realized how he would take it. I guess
it's up to inc now to go out there,
wherever it is that he lives and tell him
—get him to come back. It would serve
me right if I'm kicked off the squad—
out of school” he finished somewhat
bitterly.

“That’s the stuff!" Horton was grin-
ning from ear to ear. “As long as you
feel badly about it there’s no need for
the rest of us to. I think I can about
nake a trip to Il Molinda before time
to catch the evening limited for home,
I can use this ‘signal’ husiness as a
powerful argument to jerk Fred back
where he helongs.

“Another thing,” he continued. “I
know you hoys blame him for a lot of
things that go wrong, while, usually, he
is the victim of—shall we call it, fate?
I'm more inclined to term them ‘breaks’
which might as well have happened to
any other player, or, better still, have
been distributed among several others.
You must hear in mind that we have
been exceptionally free from unlucky
‘breaks,”” Ted Holt expostulated. “I
has been mixed up in all of our bad
oncs. ‘The law of averages must operate
in his favor sooner or later—if we can
get him back, and then, perhaps, some
of the rest of you will be carrying a
portion of his load of tough luck.”

“But you can’t call his fumbles
‘breaks’” Ted Holt expostulated. “I
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can remember at least five important
passes ‘that he has muffed this season.”

“Ordinarily,” the coach continued
kindly, “I could not allow any question
as to a player's fitness; this case is out
of the ordinary. Hilton is scarcely a
pass receiver, despite his speed and elu-
siveness. He’s nervous, imaginative,
and the thoughts of having to receive a
pass cause him to fumble., And, if you
will notice, the best pass receivers have
very long arms and large hands; Fred
is more on the ‘chunky’ order. Now,
let’s forget all this and treat him right
—if I can persuade him to return.”

“Make him do it!” Ted Holt was on
his feet, gazing truculently at his tcam-
mates—daring them to protest.

“I guess—since you've mentioned it
—he has absorbed all the tough luck this
season. Also, he's toted that old leather
for plenty yards after any of the rest of
us would have given up. He simply
refuses to stay tackled long enough for
the referee to blow his whistle. How
about it, gang? Are we going 10 cut him
because he was the only one to get that
signal the way it was given, or will we
pretend that he's dumb, too, and treat
him as one of the bunch?”

An instant approving chorus gave
conclusive testimony that, with the en-
tire squad, yesterday’s debacle was an-
cient history. One player, alone, re-
mained silent during the entire time. Tt
was Jamie Blake. He now attempted
to edge quietly out of the group, hut
Ted observed him. Ted had won his
captaincy through the possession of
other qualities as well as foothall prow-
ess. His magnanimous sportsmanship
now came into evidence.

“Hold on there!” he called. “You're
not going to sneak out on us like this.
The next thing we know coach will be
making a trip down into Arizona to
bring you back. How about this, fel-
lows?” he appealed to the listening
group. ‘“When a guy tries to cop a
bunch of glory by pulling a martyr stunt
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—owning up to a mistake and throwing
the blame on the rest of us---do we let
him get away with it, or do we work
him over?”

“Iet’s take his shirt off!”” shouted one.
“Put him to soak in the bathtub!” volun-
teered another.

Instantly they were a scuffling. hi-
larious mob and Horton, nodding wisely
to himself, drifted away.

ATE that evening, accompanied by

Fred Hilton, Horton rejoined the
squad in the huge Arcade depot where
they awaited the evening limited.

“] thought we weren’t going to make
it,” Dad grinned boyishly at his pupils.
“Fred and I made a rush trip out to see
his folks. They have a dandy ranch
out there.”

The players, taking their cue from
him, treated the matter as of every-day
occurrence and soon they were rolling
homeward, a happy, united group. And
Horton, the silent power which directed
the destinies of the Stanfield football
machine, sat alone wrestling with his
problem.

Two weeks more and they were due
to meet Northern University for the
supremacy of the West and, beyond a
doubt, it would be a tough, hard-fought
battle. The big gray team, the “Colos-
sus of the North,” was composed of
heavy, experienced giants. What they
lacked in speed they more than made up
in brute strength. Once they gained
possession of the ball their driving
power was well-nigh irresistible. That
they would score on his team, Horton
felt certain. His task was to send a con-
fident fast outfit on the field—one that
would carry the fight to their heavier
opponents and, by sheer speed and dar-
ing, outscore them.

The key man in his speed attack was
Fred Hilton, and now Fred was certain
that a more rotten footballer than him-
self never had pulled on a shoe. Hor-
ton’s task was to replace this inferiority
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complex with a maximum of aggressive
confidence before the game. If they
only had another contest, an unimport-
ant practice game in which the boy
could be carried along easily, given only
such plays as would prove sure ground
gainers—and kept away from passes—
this might be accomplished. But it was
near the close of the season and their
schedule was finished, except for the
game with Northern.

Far into the night Horton debated his
problem, retiring, finally, to toss rest-
lessly in his berth, unable to close his
eyes. And when they arrived on the
Stanfield campus in the early morning
he was worn, haggard, and ready to
snap the head off any undergraduate who
might dare to pass out unkind remarks
to the school's hard-luck king.

Throughout the remainder of the week
and the earlier part of the following one
the Red-shirts were put through their
paces—not learning new plays, but
touching up, polishing the ones they
already knew. Only the plays which
called for Fred on the receiving end of
passes were avoided. Instead he was
used on end runs—straight end runs be-
hind perfect interference, and those
which were the outgrowth of double
and triple reverses, for which Horton-
coached teams were famous.

Fred soon realized he was being
slighted in the passing game and, while
he made no comment or objection. he
felt deeply hurt. Horton’s system, in-
tended to restore his morale, was doing
just the opposite. And the time for the
invasion of the gray-clad team from the
north rapidly approached.

Time after time the “Goofs’—the
sel f-sacrificing ineligibles---over whose
bruised Dbodies the first-string men
usually plunged to scoring perfection,
dispersed the first-team interference
through sheer force of numbers and
dragged down the hitherto invincible
Fred Hilton. He just couldn’t seem
to get going. They pulled him down
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. with the same case they employed in
bringing to carth one of their own nimn-
beirs. Fred was oft, decidedly off, and
Horton seriously considered benching
hite.  Only the hope that the boy might
possibly find himself, kept him from
making the move.

Fred grew more nervous, more lack-
ing in self-assurance, with each passing
day. TIf they would only give him a
chance. He knew he'd probably drop
the first pass, perhaps the first half
dozen. DBut if they would only pass to
him—show him that they had faith in
him—he knew he could soon master
himself and be ready to help in the task
of turning back the invading giants from
the north.

On Thursday, two days before the
Titanic struggle, the squad took the field
for light signal practice and to drill fur-
ther in their passing. For fully an
hour they worked with Fred, going
mechanicaily through his paces, stiil
faintly hopeful that the one chance that
had grown to mean everything would
come to lim. hut in vain.

Benten, a fourth or fifth-string guar-
ter back was injected into the game and
Fred suddenly fifted his head, unbeliev-
ing. Could it he possible? Was this the
signal for which he had heen waiting?
As he quietly took his place dircetly be-
hind the line of scrimmage, tense, wait-
ing, he was sure the others must hear
the mad 1)01m(lin" of his heart. Never,
not in the most important games, had he
felt the critical importance which must
attach to his next moves.

As the hall was snapped, and while
his backficld mates were pounding into
a sceming hine plunge, he sped out, par-
alleling the line of scrimmage. Carefully
he counted his strides, measuring the
distance he was covering, making doubly
sure of his every move. Suddenly he
swerved, swinging into enemy territory
and, as he ran, he glanced back over his
shoulder. The ball should be on its way
now. He located it as it floated
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smoothly through the air, drifting down
toward a point slightly inside of and
ahead of him—a perfect pass. He had
exactly time enough to intercept it casily.
He raised both arms—basket fashion—
in advance of lis left shoulder. The
point of the ball struck the pahus of his
hands and it was instantly jerked down
and in—tightly against his triumphant,
pauting body. He had caught it!

He swung bhack toward the remainder
of the team and tossed the precious,
glorious foothall to the waiting center.
It was only practice, Lbut he could
scarcely conceal the high elation that
suffused his entire being. The brilliant
handling of that one pass had done more
to restore his self-confidence than a
month of successful end runs could have
done.

Coach Horton lnrl noted the forma-
tion which had forctold the play to his
practiced eve, and started up, thinking
to have it changed. He changed his
mind, instead. To let it go through and
end in failure was preferahie to calling
attention to the fact that he didn’t trust
his right half to receive. He signaled

another quarter back to his side and
began instructing him i his  dutics.

Then, as Ifred made the beautiful catch,
he rapidly gave new orders to the signal
caller and sent him onto the field to
relieve the acting quarter back.

For play after play the practice went,
and almost cvery other one was a pass
to Ired.  Some of them he mutfed, hut
he caught the most of them and, at the
conciusion of practice, he trotted from
the tield. his heart singing a pean of
joy and gladness. Fle could stiil catch
a pass!

THI‘ huge

tiume the

stadium was filled by the
two teams took the field.
Stanfielc], the DBig Red team was faced
by the Big Gray teaim to-day, and
seemed shrunken by comparison.  The
warriors {rom the northern institution
were great, strapping, healthy specimens,
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who might have been recruited from the
logging camps of the North Woods, so
big and powerful did they look.

Ted Holt, himself a six-foot, one-
hundred-and-ninety pounder, seemed
slight and bovish when he went forward
to meet the big bald-headed Captain La-
Rue, of the visitors.

“Boy, oh boy!” he sighed admiringly
as he returned 10 his own team, “if these
babies pack as much football as they do
weight, we’re in for a rough afternoon.”

“We can outrun big guys as easily as
little ones,” Jamie Blake replied. “And
they never stand so tall that we can’t
heave passes over their heads.”

“Yes, but how abeut when they have
the ball?” Towser DBernard queried.
“It'll be like stopping a fleet of run-
away trucks.”

“Get under ’em, my boy!” Wells, the
guard, replied. “They can't go far after
you've vanked tlfir legs out from un-
der them.”

“Let’'s go,” Captain Ted ordered.
“VWe're receiving ; and don’t forget what
coach said about running them ragged.”

They scattered to their positions and
Ted signaled to the referee that Stan-
field was ready for the kick-off. A
gray-clad behemoth trotted toward the
balanced ball, ten other gray-jerseyed
pachyderms kept pace with him, a pon-
derous foot swung forward and the ball
shot into the air—the game was on.
Jamie and Fred, playing almost on their
own goal line, tensed, waiting—then
relaxed ; the ball was passing well over
their heads.

The two teams lined up on the twenty-
yard line with Stantield on the offensive.
Coach Horton had reasoned that nothing
was to be gained by attempting to punch
the powerful Northern line while it was
fresh. I.ater it might be different.
Quarter back Jamie called for a double
reverse—but a big guard broke through
and nailed the play for a four-yard
loss. He next tried a straight end run,
wisely deciding to keep clear of the op-
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posing line until its first enthusiasm had
somewhat abated. The four yards were
gained back with one in addition. Third
down, nine yards to go, and exactly
twenty-one yards from their own goal
line. ‘The circumstances certainly called
for a punt. But, for that very reason,
Jamie decided to cross the enemy up
with another end run. To further the
deception he started it from a punt for-
mation, right half Havers back. It was
an audacious success, Havers was
stopped on his own forty-six-yard line.

Again Blake tried a double reverse
around left end and once more the same
big guard broke through and smeared
the play for a two-yard loss. An at-
tempted end run from a delayed pass
resulted in another loss of four yards.
Third down and sixteen yards to go.

Jamie had been watching Fred, and
his calm competence assured him. He
decided to try him on a pass. Again the
ball spiraled back to Captain Ted who
acted as a sort of backfield distributing
station, receiving the ball on every play
and passing it on to the designated car-
rier. He whirled, faked a pass to Fred
as the latter flashed past him toward the
right side of the line. He repeated the
maneuver toward Havers as he crossed
toward the left side. The defense hesi-
tated, plainly puzzled as to which of
these two crouching, speeding figures
really carried the clusive pigskin.

An instant later Jamie darted past the
stationary Ted and went through the
motions of receiving it. He raced out,
paralleling the line of scrimmage and
the Northern players took up the chase,
confident that the riddle was at last
solved. Ted then trotted back a few
steps, turned, raised the missing ball
aloft and sent it spiraling down the field
to where Fred was racing to receive it.
He was already even with the opposing
safety and far over to the side of the
playing field. It was football deception
at its best, and all that remained to com-
plete a sure touchdown was for Fred to



110

catch the pass and coast across the goal
line.

Ired ran, looking back over his
shoulder—watching Ted. He wished to
keep the ball in sight every instant after
it left Ted's hand. Straight toward him
it came, a trifle high; he ran a few steps
further, then turned to receive it as it
settled toward his cupped arms.

The opposing safety was running des-
perately, quartering across the field,
hoping to intercept Fred before he could
complete the catch and again get under
way. Fred glimpsed him out of the
corner of his eye and it worried him. If
Ted had only made his pass a bit fur-
ther, making the pause unnecessary,
there would have been plenty of time.
Now he must make up for it by a quick
start as soon as the ball reached him.
Overanxious, he snatched at it as it
dropped toward him; but, hurried and
nervous, his arins responded a shade too
fast to the brain impulse and the ball,
almost within their clutching embrace,
slipped away and fell to the ground. An
incompleted pass.

Hcartbroken, almost sobbing, he
walked slowly back toward his stunned
teammates. Northern’s rooting section
was in an uproar, mercifully drowning
out the vicious cries of derision which
were hurled at him from the Stanfield
bleachers.

IFred’s failure took a lot of the fight
out of his team, and practically ruined
him for further usefulness. Horton
watched him for three downs and then
sent in a substitute. Ired left the field,
wrapped himself within the folds of his
blanket, and sank hopelessly down on
the bench to nurse his misery in silence.

Again Ted punted out of bounds, this
time on Northern’s eightcen-yard line—
and LaRue immediately drove it back to
its starting point. It was becoming a
great punting duel—between two of the
foremost punters in collegiate circles.

After three attempts to advance the
ball. Ted punted again and immediately
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the timer’s pistol closed the first period.
No scoring had been indulged in, but,
instead of the big warriors from the
north being the tired ones, it was the
lighter, faster Stanfieldites who were in
need of rest. Northern’s quarter back
had carefully conserved his team’s of-
fensive strength.

With the opening of the second quar-
ter his tactics changed. IaRue, back in
punt formation on his own seven-yard
line, charged forward in a vicious line
plunge which netted twelve yards. The
entire Stanfield line was carried back on
the play—a clean-cut demonstration of
the power stored up in those gray uni-
forms.

Again he drove into the line—for six
yards. The necessary ten yards were
completed by right half Edmonson on
the next play and a steady, irresistible
march down the field was in progress.
The visitors never halted until the ball
rested back of Stanfield’s goal line. They
failed to kick the goal and were out in
front by a six-to-nothing score.

Ted elected to receive and IaRue
continued to impress by his kicking
ability. He again kicked across the
goal line. Then, starting on their own
twenty-yard line, the Red-shirts drove
forward for two first downs before be-
ing forced to punt. This time, unfor-
tunately, the ball crossed the end of the
field and was put into play on the twen-
ty-yard line. And again Northern took
up its ponderous, plodding journey to
the Stanfield goal. The resulting touch-
down and kicked goal gave them a
thirteen-point lead and Stanfield's hopes
sank. The half ended with no further
scoring.

The third quarter was almost over
when Horton decided that further ef-
forts from his beef squad were useless;
they were a wonderfully defensive
bunch, but just now he needed an of-
fense. He replaced the entire backfield
and the two ends with light, rangy speed-
ers. They were in possession of the ball



The Hard Luck King

on their own thirty-five-yard line at the
time and, almost before the gray jerseys
realized it, three successful passes had
placed it on their twenty-three-yard line.
IFrom there two reverse plays—a double
and a triple—carried it across for Stan-
field’s first touchdown. With Norith-
ern expecting a try for goal from place-
ment, the right half went across for the
extra point on another of their reverse
plays, leaving them exactly a touchdown
behind.

Northern’s coach took alarm and re-
placed a number of his tired crew with
fresh players, who were equally large
and almost as good as his first string.
Beginning the fourth quarter the ball
was almost in midfield in Northern’s
possession. At this time Horton re-
turned the greater part of his first-string
players; all but Fred Hilton, in fact.

The hall seesawed back and forth for
a time and then again the gray jerseys
began a steam-roller advance on the
Stanficld goal line, being finally stopped
inside the ten-yard line. The last quar-
ter was more than half gone and Horton
realized that his team’s chances were
slipping. Several times he glanced spec-
ulatively toward the huddled form of his
flecetest backfield man.  Suddenly he de-
termined to stake all on a daring chance.

Calling a sub quarter back to his side
he instructed him in his duties and sent
him racing onto the field. Then he
waiked over to where Fred sat staring
alicad with unseeing eyes.

“All right. son,” he said, “take right
half for a while.”

Fred looked up dully, uncomprehend-
ing. unable to realize he was being given
another chance.

“lHere! Snap along!” Almost smil-
ing. Horton reached down and fairly
dragged the unresisting boy to his feet.
“(ive us the best vou've got,” he whis-
pered. “We need it.”

Fred's face changed from dumb
misery to amazement, to sheer unbelief,
then to eager, comprehending joy. He
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shed his hlanket and streaked for the
closest official.

Stanfield had just regained the ball
when he réentered the game. He set-
tled his helmet into place and glanced
over toward Swope, the quarter back
who had so lately preceded him into
the fray. Of course it would be a punt.
They huddled and, as Fred heard the
signal, he almost fainted. Had Swope
gone completely crazy? “Signal!” he
muttered hoarsely and Swope repeated
it. Captain Ted nodded reassuringly at
him. Almost shaking, he took his place,
waiting for the ball to be snapped.

Again, as in that earlier play—the
play that sent him from the game in
disgrace—he darted across to the left,
apparently carrying the ball. Again the
left half streaked across to the right,
also seemingly burdencd with the ball,
and the quarter back raced out, parallel-
ing the line of scrimmage, drawing the
aggressive opposing players after him.
And again Captain Ted dropped back
and flipped a pass far down the field to
where Fred could easily intercept it. But
this time the opposing safety was not to
be caught asleep. As Fred raced down
the side line, he moved swiftly across
and, when Fred slackened speed a tritle,
accurately gauging the point of con-
tact with the hurtling ball, he was al-
most within striking distance.

Too late to knock down the pass, he
took off in a long hard tackle, timing
himself to hit Fred at the same instant
his arms closed on the ball, hoping to
cause him to fumble down. Down they
went, rolling over and over, and every
Stanfield supporter groaned. A field
judge raced across, signaling that the
down was completed—and IFred was
tightly clutching the ball on the fifty-
yard line.

Then began an advance as unstop-
able as the two unloosed by Northern.
Short passes, end runs, more short
passes, and steadily they drew across
the chalk lines—measuring posts of their
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march to victory. And the minutes sped
swiftly hy.

Across the twenty-yard line, the ten,
the five—and time was almost up. Again
Fred's signal came. He was to receive
a pass at the line of scrimmage just out-
side the opposing end.

*“Take it over!” Ted hissed in his ear.
“It’s our last chance.”

The last play! Fle almost shivered at
its significance. He must put it over.
That would mecan possible victory, at
least a tie. Failure meant defeat.

He shot out, paralleling the line of
scrimmage, turned as he cleared the op-
posing end and grabbed at the ball as it
shot toward him. The end lunged at
it as it shot past, but missed. He
instantly recovered and dove at Fred.
The bal! struck Fred’s arms, bounced
away, and dropped squarely into the
hands of the charging end. He
wrapped his arms about it, turned to
elude Fred—-and banged headlong into
Swope who had followed up the pass.
Swope tackled him with all the force
and drive at his command. The end
catapulted backward toward his own
line and the hall again flew into the air
—the property of whoever should re-
cover it; Northern’s end had com-
pleted the pass.

It hounced toward Fred and he
gathered it in. He realized that he
couldn’t cross the goal line at this point
—there were too many gray-clad men
in front of him. lle circled, racing
back of his own line, seeking an open-
ing. But the opposition was dashing
to head him off. He kept on and,
directly ahead of him, over toward the
side line, he saw smoke leap from the
timer’s gun and knew that the game was
finished—*hnishecd as soon as this play
stopped.
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On he raced, parallel to the goal line,
striving desperately to gain a lead on his
pursuers. The side line was danger-
ously close. He didn't dare double bhack,
part of the encmy were directly behind
him. He determined to go through at
all costs. Straight toward the goal line
he flashed, driving through the eager
Northern players. Hands grabbed at
bim from every side. Ile side-stepped
a would-be tackler, stepped squarcly
mmto the path of another, straight-armed
him, dragged clear of the clutching
hands of a third. He was almost
through. Another gray sweater ap-
peared in front of him and again he
employed his deadly straight arm.

He spun around as arms closed upon
him, straightened out, attempting to re-
gain his balance. One cleated shoe
found footing for a second and he made
the most of it, surging desperately
toward the last chalk mark. Down he
went and, as he fell, he reached ahead,
straining mightily for the touchdown.

Directly under his eyes appeared a
white smear. It was the goal line. Ie
was directly on it, and the ball was
ahead of him. Tt was over.

Weakly he staggered back through
his hilarious, congratulating comrades.
ready to take his position for the final
play—the one which would determine
the outcome of the game. A moment
later Captain Ted, standing far back,
received the bhall from the snapper
back and placed a neat drop kick over
the crosshbar for the deciding point of
the game.

“Hail to next year's varsity cuptain !”
Jamie Blake yelled as he led the van in
a mad race from the players’ hench
toward the victorious team. “The man
who can turn his own fumble into an
honest-to-goodness touchdown!”
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Tri-motor Speed

By Raoul Whitfield

McLeed had confidence in his new design, but he had no chance to show
what the tri-motored job would do until the big race was announced.

HE Dbig triple-engined plane

banked mildly over the field of

the Southern Airport Company.
Graham Mcl.ecd, seated forward in the
control compartment, moved the wheel
to the left, pressed downward on the
rudder pedals, putting the ship on an
even keel. He moved the whole wheel
forward, nosing her downward. With
his left hand he snapped the switch cut-
ting the left and right air-cooled en-
gines. The center engine he throttled
down to idling speed. Gently the big
plane dropped toward the level stretch
of the field helow.

McLeed turned his head, and glanced
at the man seated back of the dual con-
trols, on his left. Cochran was frown-
ing. He turned his head, saw Mcl.ced’s
eyes on his. He smiled faintly, Mec-
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I.eed was watching the field ahead as he
pulled the wheel back slowly. The ship
struck in a perfect three point janding.
Graham McLeed let her roll to a halt.
Then he turned to the man heside him.

“Well?” he asked quictly, hut with a
faint tremor in his voice. “Do we get
the contract?”

The man heside him was older—per-
haps ten years older.

“You're young. Mac,” he stated.
“One of the youngest transport men in
the business. Got a nice ship here—
nice girl. Handles well.  Carries a load
well.  But your ship design—it’s differ-
ent from the other three.

He Droke off, his cyes geoing away
from the blue ones of Graham Mcl.ced.
Mac drew a deep breath. He fought
to speak calmly.
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“That’s what I’ve heen working for—
what we've been working for, Cochran,”
he said slowly. “We've got load power
in this ship. We’ve got clinb power—
safety.  She handles—you know that.
She's right for your route. But some-
thing's wrong. You're holding back
some e

Harry Cochran nodded his head. He
spoke sharply now.

“She looks good and she feels good,
Mac. 1 know you did most of the de-
signing. | know Bradley didn’t want to
go into big ships, didn’'t want to build
them. 1 know you need this contract.
Mac. And I'd like to give it to you.
Twenty of these babies—that's a nice
contract. lut ¥

He broke off again. His eyes went
toward the grease monkeys running out
from the Southern Airport’s dead-line.
‘They picked up the blue roadster beyond
the dead-Tine. He smilecd. There was a
girl standing up on the front seat of
the roadster—a  tall. fair-haired girl.
She was waving.

[arry Cochran rose from the dual
control seat. moved back through the
compartment door and went down the
aisle hetween the wicker chair.  Mec-
Leed followed him.  As they dropped
to thececarth of the field he spoke in a
level voice to Dan Curran, the bhoss
mechanic.

“Taxi her over in front of Hangar
B, Dan. I may want to use her for a
while later.”

It was a warm afternoon. Neither
of the men who had been flying aloft
wore coats, helets or goggles. Harry
Cochran smiled faintly at Mcl.ecd, ges-
turing toward the blue roadster.

“Therc’s Helen,”” he said.  “She's
been waving to you ever since we hit
dirt.”

Mac waved toward the girl in the
roadster.  He smiled, hut the frown
was back on his face again as the two
men  walked toward her. He spoke
quietly.
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“Cochran,” he said, “I think you like
the Standard job. Why?”

He saw the older man’ straighten and
glance at him sharply. Then Cochran
was chuckling.

“Haven’t made any decision yet, Mac.
The Standard has speed. For a hig
ship she travels. And she maneuvers.
I want to use these transport ships on
an airway that demands speed and
maneuverability. Speed to heat the train
between the two key cities, and maneu-
verability, because we’re making three
stops enroute, and the fields are fairly
tough. A ship’s got to handle.”

They had almost reached the deadline
and the blue roadster. The girl had
climbed down, was coming toward them.
Beyond her, from the Southern Air-
port’s main office, the figure of Eric
Bradley was moving. The president of
the Southern Airlines was coming out
to get Cochran’s decision.

Graham McLeed spoke quietly. The
girl was smiling toward the two of them.

“The Standard has speed and so have
the Union, and the Bokker Special
And so has our plane. The engines are
new. [ couldn’t get all the revolutions
per minute out of the props that i

Cochran cut in steadily. ‘“You knew
it was a test, Mac. You knew I had to
make a decision in a hurry. A new air
line can’t wait for o

He broke off, hailing the girl cheer-
fully. Helen Bradley’s eyes went from
his to the brown eyes of Graham Mec-
I.eed. Her body straightened a little as
she saw the worried look on Mac’s face.
She started to speak, but checked her-
self. Eric Bradley came up. His dark
eyes bored into those of Cochran. He
was direct.

“Well, do we get it, Cochran?”

Cochran’s eyes went from those of
the president to Mac’s. He smiled
faintly as he looked at the girl and
reached for a cigarette.

“I don’t think so, Mr. Bradley.” he
replied quietly, passing the cigarettes.
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“Nice ship and a change in design, but
your designer and pilot failed to show
me one thing—tri-motor speed.”

Eric Bradley turned toward Mac.
The pilot and designer spoke in a level
voice.

“T've worked day and night to get the
ship out so that we might get this con-
tract,” he stated simply. “The engines
have been tested on the block—not in the
air. [ couldn’t open them wide. Any-
way, they're standard engines. Our
standard, changed very little g

Cochran laughed, a disagreeable laugh,
and lighted his cigarette.

“A standard engine, with modifica-

tions, hauling a new type transport-

plane, and you expect me to buy twenty
on specifications. No thanks!”

Mac fought down the little tremor of
rage that struck at him. He'd had
Cochran up for almost an hour. The
man had been at the ficld looking at the
ship all morning. Cochran was smiling
at DBradley now. He shrugged his
shoulders.

“I favor the Standard, frankly,” he
said quietly. “The Union people have a
ship about equal to your Bradley Giant.
So far as I know, the Bokker is faster,
It’s business with me, Bradley, you
know that.”

Mac laughed, a peculiar, half bitter
laugh, and spoke bhefore he could control
his feelings.

“Funny business, at that!” he mut-
tered.

He saw anger in the eyes of the man
who was to buy twenty transport planes.
It was reflected in the narrowed gaze
of Eric Bradley. The girl was looking
at him with wide eyes.

“Steady, Mac!” she said suddenly.
“You've been working pretty hard.
Come on, Mr. Cochran, I'll take you
to lunch. Dad, are you coming?”

Eric Bradley shook his head. He
smiled faintly.

“I’ll stay here. I want to talk with
McLeed,” he said slowly.
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The girl nodded. “And you don't
want to leave the ship, do you, Mac?”
She appeared to take that for granted.
“All ready, Mr. Cochran?"

Graham™ McLeed spoke again. “It
won’t work, Helen,” he said in a tone
that was shaken a little with anger.
“You can't change his mind. He's al-
ready decided on his ships!”

Anger flashed in the girl’s cyes.
Cochran laughed shortly. He shrugged
his shoulders and turned away, saying
something in a low voice. Mac didn't
catch the words, but the girl spoke
clearly.

“I'm not discussing planes with Mr.,
Cochran,” she said. “You designed the
ship, Mac. I'm not responsible for her
failure, you know.”

She turned away. Cochran followed
her and climbed into the roadster be-
side her. The car shot away toward the
main gate of Southern Airport. There
was a little silence, then Eric Bradley
spoke.

“Another flop, ch?
won't do!”

His eyes were on the ship that was
being taxied slowly toward Hangar B.
McLeed spoke in a steady voice.

“The first design failed because you
interfered. This ship is right. She
hasn’t had a fair test.”

The president’s eyes were narrowed
on McLeed’s now. He smiled faintly.

“The trade knows we were out for
this contract. We didn’t get it. I've
created a department and put a lot of

The big girl

money in big plane material. We've
got that—Jonah.”
He broke off. Graham McLeed

laughed harshly. His ship a Jonah!

“I've tried,” he said slowly, “but
Cochran favors the Standard.”

Lric Bradley gestured impatiently.
Then he spoke in a hard tone.

“If that big girl had speed you'd have
shown it to Cochran. You've heen wor-
ried about that right along, about the
new design, sacrificing other things.
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You know the speed of the Standard,
the Bokker, the Union,”

He checked himself.  The expression
on Mac’s face stopped him.  He
shrugged his shoulders and ivas about
to turn away. Graham Mcl.ced spoke
m a very level voice.

“You've put about thirty thousand
into this ship, E. B.” he said slowly.
“You don’t think she’s nieht.  You say
TI've failed again. | won't argue that.
I've got about as much money as you've
put into the big girl and it's every cent
T have. Money for the patents 1 sold
two years ago. [I'll huy the Bradley
Giant from you for thirty thousand!”

Lric Bradley stared at the lean-faced
man before him. He smiled faintly,
then he nodded his head.

“Sold!” he snapped. “Come on in to
the office—we'll fix up the papers!”

Graham  McLeed smiled twistedly.
He hadn't expected the big boss to take
up his offer this way. It would take
every cent he had to buy the big ship.
Eric Dradiey had no confidence in her.
And she hadn't had a fair test. le
knew that.  Something was funny.

EEric Bradley was walking toward the
field office now. Mac turned and stared
toward the tri-motored, twelve passen-
ger ship.  Her center engine was turn-
ing the stick at idling speed.  She had
been taxied to FHangar B. Mac nod-
ded his head slowly. There was a grim
expression in his eyes. The girl and
her father hoth doubted him and thought
he had failed. He f{followed E. B.
toward the white-painted office just off
the Number One runway.

“Never had a chance to show!” he
muttered, grimly, “But she’s got it—
tri-motor speed!”

T was Lee Farrell who brought him

the news His old pal and mechanic
came into the small building on the field
where the giant <hip rested. his eyves
shiing,

“lawen, Mac” he commenced. ‘T got
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this from [Eddic Farr of the Bokker
outfit.  Cochran’s been holding back on
awarding the contract for those twenty
big ships, you know. We wondered
why. I've got the reason. Barstow, of
the Alaskan Airlines is here and wants
transport ships. He’s worth millions,
and Cochran wants to hook up with him.
Cochran wants to buy Standards, hut
Barstow’s not so sure about them. He's
a big time sportsman. He's called for
a recal test in a big ship race! The
papers’ll carry the news to-night. A
hundred mile race with a five thousand
foot climb and landing at the finish,
There will be an observer in each plane
and the winner gets the contract of fifty
planes! Open to all cabin monoplanes
capable of carrying twelve passengers.”

Mac rose from the bench back of the
rough desk. For two wecks now they
had been carrying passengers in the
Jradley Giant, and making a fair living.
Here was a chance. The engines were
broken in and there had been time to
make adjustments and changes.

“Barstow !” he muttered grimly.
“He's a hig-timer, He’d see that we got
a fair chance. Tri-motor race—first one
ever held, ch?”

I.ce nodded excitedly. He was short
and red-headed and a fine mechanic.
He had stuck with Mac and they both
loved the ship.

“If we could win it, Mac, Barstow
would finance us.”

Mac nodded his head and smiled.

“We'll have a try, Lee!” he stated
slowly.  “A hundred miles!  That
means all engines wide open for the
distance. If one power plant fails the
plane’s licked.”

Lee nodded. “T'll fix ours so they
won't fail!”" he snapped. ““But can we
pass inspection to enter

Graham Mcl.eed smiled more hroadly.
He reached for his hat.

“T'll find out about that, lLee,” he
replied.  “['m out to look up Barstow.
\Watch the big girl.”
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Tee grunted. “T'll keep her in my
flying coat pocket, Mac!” he returned.
“And T'll handle her like a two-year-
old.”

Mac's face was serious again. *It's
a big chance, Lee.” he stated. *Direct
competition with the others. We'll win
or lose. That’s fair enough.”

“We'll win!” Lee. muttered. “I'll
have the engines right, Mac, and you've
made the ship right. We'll be down
first.”

At the finish,” Mac corrected quietly.
“We'll give ‘em a fight, Tee!”

DLUE roadster pulled up near the

shack on the level field Dbeside the
State road.  IHelen RBradley climbed
down from hehind the wheel and moved
toward the small huilding. It was the
moirning of the sky giants' race, Mac
and l.ee had just come in from a final
imspection of the big planc.

Mac faced the door as the girl stood
framed at the entrance. She was smii-
ing. She held out her hand, hut Graham
Mcl.eed did not take it. He forced a
smile.

“Ilello! Come over to wish me luck?
Arxl which kind, Helen?”

There was a hurt expression on her
face.  She spoke quietly.

“The crowd's turning out already,
Mac,” she said slowly, “and the race is
three hours off. It'll be wonderful ad-
vertising for the winning plane. There'll
be thousands at Central Field and more
thousands beneath the course.”

“Not so good for the losing ships.”
Mac said steadily.

There was a little silence.
broke it.

“Dad's pretty busy, Mac,” she stated.
“"He asked me to come over. He said”
—she hesitated, then went on—'‘that
when he came out the other day with
Mr. Darstow and the inspection com-
mittee he noticed your plane still hasd
the old lettering, Bradley Giant. He
doesn'’t i

The girl
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She broke off azain.  Mac smiled bit-
terly. He finished {or her.

“Doesn’'t want the Bradley part on.
¢h?” he asked. “All right, Helen, we'll
paint it out. He's sure we'll lose—so
sure that i

He checked himself and turned away.
The girl was speaking.

“Mac—he thi.ks you're foolish he-
cause of the entrance fee. Putting up a
thousand dollers, when you know you
are almost -

“Almost broke ?”” he finished. “What
did he expect me to do?” There was
bitterness in his tone. “He's a business
man, Helen—a hard fighter. The win-
ner gets five thousand, and the big cup.
I had to put up everything T had to
get into this race. But we've got a
chance, Helen—a good chance. She
handles and she’s got speed in her en-
gines.”

The girl stepped close to him. There
was a little smile on her.face as she held
out a hand.

“My middle name is Sailor, Mac,”
she said in a quict voice. *‘It was my
grandfather’s name. e was a fighter,
a sailing man. Paint out the Bradley
and call her the Sailor Giant, Mac, Will
vou, for me?”

Graham McLeed stared at the girl.
He took her outstretched hand in his.
Their heads were very close.

“The Sailor Giant she is, FHelen! he
stated firmly.  “We'll paint out the
Jradley, and after the race he'll be sorry
he asked f{or that to he done. Not that
he isn’t fair enough about it. He's got
a name, a rcputation. I've got to get
mine.”

The girl smiled into his eyes. “You
will get it, Mac!” she stated fiercely. “1
tried to talk Cochran into giving us the
contract but failed. He didn’t give you
a chance, and Dad made a mistake. He's
made others, Mac, and he admits it,
when he's wrong.”

Graham McLeed
slowly. He laughed.

head

nodded his
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“I'll make him admit it this time,
too!"” he stated. “If I win I'll be look-
ing for you at the field.”

Helen Bradley smiled. “1'll be look-
ing for you—win or lose!" she came
back quickly. “But the Sailor Giant
will win, Mac! Dad said he'd tear down
the bhig ship hangar and get rid of the
material, the men, the whole plant. He
hasn’t. so win and you've got him,
Mac!”

She turned away abruptly. He was
staring at her. Iiric Bradley hadn’t dis-
mantled the plant. He was waiting.
Why? Did he believe, after all, that
Mac had a chance?”

At the doerway the girl turned.
looked Mac squarely in the eyes.

“I'm giving you a break, Mac,” she
said slowly.

She

The ethers have crews
to work on their ships, experts. You
haven’t. There’s just you and Lee. So
I’'m telling you this. Barstow didn’t get
up this race. Dad did! He was sorry
about the way he'd treated you. He'll
never admit it, Mac, but I wanted you

to know. He's giving you this chance.
Luck!”
She was gone. Mac stood staring

toward the open door of the shack. He
muttered to himself. The exhaust beat
of the roadster sounded as the girl drove
away. It was like II. B. He had made
a mistake, but he was making up for it.
The tri-motor plane that Mac had
bought from him had passed inspection
so she was to fly in the race of the giants.
And E. B. had made that race!
Graham Mcleed drew a deep breath.
The girl wanted him to win. Eric
Bradley was giving him the chance to
win. But therc were five other planes
in the race of the tri-motored wings.
And their pilots wanted them to win if

possible.
He spokce slowly, fiercely. “Sailor
Giant! Got to pull her in first and she

can make it.  But it'll take every revo-
lution per minutes her engines can turn
up-—and then some!”
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CENTRAL FIELD was crowded

with people who had come to watch
the race of the leviathans. The field was
a large onc with the five ships in line,
fifty feet between each one. In a group
near the third plane were the pilots and
their reliefs, also the observers who
were to ride one in each giant. Lieuten-
ant Medley, of the Air Service, pressed
into action as clief official, was giving
instructions.

“All starting at once and give each
other plenty of air room. Remember
you're not flying baby planes. The
course is thirty-three and a third miles
—triangular.  You've all flown it in
practice. Bank below the crests of the
pylons. After you bank the second py-
lon on the last lap you can climh any
time and any way. A red-painted Waco
will be circling at five thousand. a mile
north of this field. Each racing plane
will circle the Waco to the left and
glide for earth. The landing must be
a good one and the ship must be taxied
across the starting line. The first ship
taxied across wins. A crash or a nose-
over disqualifies a plane, even though
she gets down first. Clear?”

The pilots nodded. The licutenant
instructed the starter to go down the
field ahead of the ships.

“Five minutes!” he warned. ‘“Hop
aboard, and ride ’em for that cup!”

He turned away. Pilots, relief pilots
and observers headed for their respec-
tive planes. A siren wailed and there
was a cheer from the crowd. Sand bags
weighing eighteen hundred pounds were
in each ship—the approximate weight
of twelve passengers. The observers
added more weight, making the race a
real test.  Almost a capacity pay load.

Don Brock climbed into the Sailor
Giant first, and took a seat halfway back
on the left side. The pylon banks were
to be to the left. Observers were an
added precaution—the big ships must
bank below the pylon tops. And there
would be observers on each pylon.
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Graham McLeed dropped down back
of the left controls in the pilot’s com-
partment. I.ce Farrell was on his right.
The three propellers were whiriing at
throttled spced. Mac grinned at Lee
and they shook hands soberly. The siren
whined again.  The roar from the five
great planes increased.  Pilots were
throttling up a bit. But no ship rolled
forward. [Far down the ficld stood the
starter, a checkered black and yellow
flag in his right hand.

The Dokker was on the left of the
line, a gray monoplane. In second posi-
tion was the Standard, a monoplane with
wings raised higher on the fuselage than
those of the other entries. In third posi-
tion was a Brant Thunder Itagle, clark
in color and a huge plane. The Sailor
Giant was fourth in line. On the out-
sidle was the tri-motored Union. All
were monoplanes and each was powered
with three engines.

Pilots’ eyes were on the starter now.
Suddenly his raised right hand flashed
downward. The flag dropped. There
was the terrific roar of fifteen engines
thundering sound through the exhaust
pipes. Five giants of the sky rolled
slowly forward. The race of the big
planes was on!

Mac stared through the glass of the
stream-lined window ahead of him.
The Sailor Giant was gaining speed
rapidly, but the three engines were not
wide open. He twisted his head to the
right. The cabin control room was
mounted above the monoplane’s center
wing structure—he had a fine view.
Already his ship had gained half a
length on the Union entry!

Beside him, ahove the beat of the en-
gines, Lee spoke.

“Bokker's in the lecad—Hazeltine's
lifting her already. Standard’s rolling
even with us. The Brant entry is back
—now she’s coming up. Almost even!”

Mac pulled the control wheel back
toward him. There were tiny gusts of
wind on the field, but the big ship had
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plenty of forward speed now. Her
nose lifted—she struck a bump and
dropped.

Lee cried out fiercely. There was a
sharp crack. The plane was limping a
little now. Mac, stiff in the seat beside
I.ce, pulled hack on the controls again.
The nose came up and the hig plane
lifted.

“Left tire blew ! Mac stated grimly.
“But we're off

They were off, climbing. jerking his
head, Mac scav that the Bokker was off
to a fair lead, and on the inside. The
Standard had got off behind, hut the
Bryant entry was ahead of them, and on
the right the Union monoplane was
ahead, too.

The first pylon turn was many miles
distant and, as the Union and the
Thunder Eagle closed in toward each
other, Mac pulled back on the controls.
He opened up all three engines to within
two notches of their full power. He
was climbing the ship steeply now—
climbing her over the two converging
planes below !

But his face was white as he twisted
it toward Lee [Farrell. The big ship had
power. She was f{lying fincly hut she
had a left tire that was flat. And the
finish of the race was dependent on a
good landing, a taxi across the white
starting line!

“That was close!” he muttered
grimly. “\We've got a tough landing,
Lee.”

The mechanic and relief pilot nodded
his head slowly. e ran a hand through
his ruftled, red hair. He smiled.

“Forget it until we get ready to drop,
Mac!” he returned.

T the first pylon turn they were fly-

ing in third place. The Bokker was
in the lead, an eighth of a mile ahead.
The Union was in second place. In
fourth—a close fourth—was the Stand-
ard, the ship that Cochran had favored.
She had been gaining on Mac’s plane for
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the last two miles.  In last place. a half

mile back, was the Brant Thunder
Lagle.

Hazeltine was a  veteran  big-ship
pilot.  Tle had made half a dozen trans-

continental nonstop  fight.  He could
handle a big plane in the air as skillfully
as the average pilot handled a small
plane.  He banked below the crest of
the tower at seventy-five degrees, and
his ship was carrying weight!

The Union went wide at the pylon,

making a mild bank. Mac smiled
grimly. He kicked down on the left
rudder pedal and turned the wheel

sharply to the leit. The right wing of
the giant monoplane slanted upward.
Fifty—sixty—scventy degrees!  And
then they were around, leveling off.
Now the Sailor Giant was on the inside
of the course, almost even with the prop
whirl of the Union's three sticks!

l.ee Farrell had twisted his head—he
spoke sharply.

“Vance made a nice bank and the
Standard didn’t lose air.  She’s gain-
ing!”

Mac nodded. tle advanced all three
engines another notch. He stared at the
air speed indicator. One hundred and
ten! That was big ship speed—tri-
motor speed! They were carrying a
heavy load. And it was not wide-open
speed.

He climbed the plane to five hundred
feet, roared her toward the second py-
lon, eleven and a fraction miles distant.
ITe relaxed, then his body tensed as he
thought of the flat tire. A landing out
of a drop from five thousand feet. a
heavily weighted ship, and a flat tire!

He smiled grimly. Lec Farrell spoke
in a level tone.

“All right, Mac, the Standard isn't
gaining now.”

Ile nodded. Twisting his head. he
grinned at Brock, the observer., That
individual clapped his hands together
gently, grinning. e nodded his head.
His lips framed the words that did net
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come through the glass door of the con-
trol compartment. “Nice bank!”

Mac nodded and smiled.  He turned
his head to the front again. l.ce was
looking around. He spoke again.

“Ship going down—one engine decad
—the  Thunder Eagle!  She's away
hack.”

Mac grunted.  “Ihdn't last long,” he
stated.  “We're holding our own with
the Union and picking up a little on
them.”

TFor several minutes they watched the

Union.  Slowly that big plane was
dropping back, on the outside. Mac
watched the mstruments on the chal

board ahead of him. [le watched the
Bokker.  She was still about an eighth
of a mile ahead. But she wasn’t wing-
ing away from them.

Graham Mcl.ced retaxed again, his
cyes on the instruments on the hoard.
He was thinking about the flat. A slow
landing would get them down without a
crash, but in a close finish a slow land-
ing would mean the loss of the race. His
face was twisted. So much depended
on the Sailor Giant winning. Only foir
ships left.  First prize, the contract!
Fifty planes to be delivered! The cup
and five thousand dollars.  And what a
crowd to know that the Sailor Giant
had won, if she did win!

Lee was speaking. “Standard’s in
third place.  Union back to fourth!
Standard seems to he gaining on us
again, Mac.”

Mac twisted his head around.  Be-
yond the tail assembly of the tri-mo-
tored ship he coukl see the three blurs
from the props of the Standard. She
was gaining. e hesitated, shook his
head.

“Not wide open yet, l.ee” he said
above the triple beat of the engines.
“We'll save them a little”

Lee FFarrell turned a grim face toward
him.

“You're the hoss. Mac!” he stated.
“But you won't save ‘em long{”
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AT the start of the second lap, almost

over the crowd on Central Field,
the Standard passed the Sailor Giant on
the outside. She winged so close that
Mac and l.ce could sce Vance waving
behind the non-shatterable cabin glass.

The Bokker Special was still leading,
and by about the same distance in air.
At the second pylon turn Lee turned
his face toward Mac’s. There was ap-
peal in his eyes. The Standard was
picking up air on the leader of the race
and she was two hundred yards ahead
of their ship.

“The Union's only a quarter mile
back,” Lee stated. *'She's gaining. too.”

Mac leaned forward. He worked the
throttle of each engine. The beat he-
came a tremendous roar now. The
r.p.m. indicator hand crept up. Mac
smiled grimly.

“The big girl's wide open, l.ce!” he
returned. “It's up to her!”

But he was handling her with all the
skill he possessed at the pylon turns. He
gained on the Standard at the next py-
lon and was almost even on the last turn
of the lap. They were fighting it out
for sccond place as they roared over
Central Field. Mac could sce the arms
of the crowd waving—the white of
handkerchiefs. He thought he caught a
flashing glimpse of Helen Bradley's blue
roadster, parked near the dead-line, but
he wasn't sure.

Vance went wide at the first pylon of
the final lap. Mac went around at fifty
degrees—he couldn’t chance a slip here.
He had the Sailor Giant in second place
as they raced toward the second pylon.
But they were not gaining on the lead-
ing ship. She was a good quarter of a
wile in the lead now. lazeltine was
handling the Bokker Special with all his
skill.

They gained steadily on the Standard.
Mac smiled grimly. 1[ nothing hap-
pened, if the three engines held out he'd
prove that Cochran had been wrong
about the Standard. But that wouldn't
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be much satisfaction—not with the Bok-
ker winning the big prize.

He bauked the second lap at sixty de-
grees and stared upward. The Bokker
was already climbing—climbing to reach
the red-winged Waco that marked the
sky spot around which they must bank.
The VWaco was only a speck in the sky
hut Hazeltine was taking no chances.
He was going up in a gradual, mild
climb.

Mac roared the Sailor Giant toward
the distant sky spot of the marker ship,
but he didn’t climb her. He roared her
for two miles, then suddenly nosed her
up. He settled back in the seat, spoke
in a level tone to L.ee Farrell.

“This is the test—make it or fail!
We've got a climber. Have the Bokker
people?”

Lee IFarrell grinned. “Here's hoping
they haven't!” he snapped back.

Steadily the big monoplane climbed.
Her three air-cooled engines werce roar-
ing a climb song, wide open. They were
pulling. The ship was far ahcad of the
Bokker in ground distance toward the
finish, but she had altitude to get.  And
she was getting it.

As she gained altitude, I.ce watched
the ship that had been leading. Sev-
cral times he muttered to himself, then
he spoke.

“We're licking her, Mac! She's al-
most got altitude, but she's far back of
the Waco!”

Mac tried to speak calmly. “We've
got two thousand more fect to make.
When she levels off she'll vide pretty
fast!”

At four thousand feet he twisted his
head and stared hehind and above. The
Bokker was still climbing. She was a
mile behind them! But everas he stared
back at her she leveled off.

Steadily the Sailor Giant pulled up
toward the Waco. Now she was within
a quarter mile of the marker planc.
Mac stared back. The Dokker was com-
ing i fast. She was only a half mile
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hehind.  She had altitude. The Standard
was coming along back of her. Vance
had followed the climb patih of Hazel-
tine’s planc.

They were almost up now. Mac was
tense back of the wheel control. The
nose of the Sailor Giant reached five
thousand fect. He leveled off, roared
her toward the red-winged official plane.
Now they were banking around her.
slightly higher in altitude. The official
in the rear cockpit raised a hand with
one (inger extended and nodded his head
quickly.

Mac felt his heart pounding. He
shoved the wheel control forward,
pressed downward on the left rudder
pedal. The big girl banked and dropped
toward the carth and Central Field. a
mile to the southward. The wind com-
menced to scream through the few, huge
stritts, to batter against the control cabin
glass.

“The Bokker’s around-—she’s diving !
Lee cried out. “Mac, the Standard’s
gomg down! She hasn’t reached the
Waco. An engine gone, smoking. The
center engine!”

Mac smiled grimly. “Just two of
us!" he breathed. *“Watch the Hokker,
Lee! Hazeltine can fly !”

Strength counted now.  The Sailor
Giant was roaring toward earth, scream-
ing downward. She was quarter throt-
tled in all three engines. But she had
weight and glide speed.  Mac was ho'd-
ing her in a steep dive. Four thousud
—three thousand—two thousand

“We've got him!” Lee cried out
“The Standard’s spiraling down and ti-¢
Bokker is a quarter mile above us.  Alac,
we've got him!”

But Graham Mcl.eed was thinking
of the left flat tire.  He was thinking of
the sccond when the great-ship would
strike carth, the turf of Central [7cld.
She had proven her power, her speed.
She had proven how casily she could be
handled m the sky.  She could climb
and dive. But now she would be foreed
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to strike dirt, heavily weighted, with a
flat tire on the left side. If she crashed.
nosed over, cracked a wing, she would
be disqualified!

Mac was suddenly calm. e could
sce the surging crowd below. They
were hack of the field now and he was
forced to case off on the dive speed. The
arms of the crowd were moving. They
wera cheering.  The big ship was com-
ing in against the wind.

“Where's the Bokker ?” Mac snapped,
a hundred feet above the earth.

Lee's voice was hoarse, tense.

“Five hundred yards back. Coming
in fast. Lower. Steady, Mac!”

Sudden panic struck at the pilot, then
he was calm again.  He could do it. the
big girl could do it. Tle'd landed hefore
with a flat tire, and with weight, too.
Slewly he pulled back on the wheel con-
trol.  Slowly the nose came up and the
tail assembly dropped.  She was wing-
ing just off the carth now. ground
skimming. e heid her off. Tetting her
lose speed. He gave her a hii of right
rudder, to take the weight off the flat.
She struck!

It was a pretty landing. A gust of
wind swept dust across her path. twenty-
five yards ahead. Alac let her roll. She
was losing spead now, hmping.  The
white starting line—now the finish line
—was ahead. T.ee cried out.

“The Bokker’s down—a
vards back. [‘ast landing.”

Mac cut the two outside engines down
to idling speed. He advanced the throt-
tle of the center engine. He was taxi-
ing now—taxiing toward the white line.
The ship limped but she rolled. He
twisted his head. risking one glance.
The Bokker was fifty yards hehind, roll-
ng.

Mace jerked his head 1w the front
again. He gave her rudder pressure to
fight off a gust of wind. and then the
white line flashed bencath the three
propellers of the Satlor Giant.  They
had won, Tri-motored speed had won!

hundred
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RIC BRADLEY sat back of his desk
in the office at the Southern Airport,
and smiled at Mcleed. He spoke
slowly. Helen Bradley stood at his side.
“A partnership, McLeed, and a free
hand for you. I made a mistake, hut I
realized it. When Helen suggested that
race
te hroke off at Mac's expression of
surprise. The girl’s face was flushed
as Mac stared at her.
“So it was your idea
race!” he muttered slowly.
told me =

the big ship
“And you

himself and smiled
In a steady tone he spoke to

He checked
faintly.
E. B

“It's a go—the partnership, L. B.,”
“The way things hap-

he said quietly.
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pened, perhaps it was hest. The Sailor
Giant's engines needed time, a slow
breaking in.  We'll turn out a lot of
those ships. E. B., and they’ll all be
good ones!”

The president of the Southern Air-
port nodded. He reached for a cigar.
Mac moved toward the girl. As he led
her to onc corner of the ofhice, his eyes
met hers steadily.

“The big race was your idea, Helen,”
he said slowly. “l've got an idea now.
Want to hear about it 7"

Her eyes were bright. But she could
read his idea. It showed plainly in his
eyes. She spoke shakily.

“It's a great idea, Mac!” she said
slowly. “Tell me!”

And he did.




Rabbit Rampant

By Kingsley Moses
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John Hare, nicknamed “Rabbit,” could run, but it was by no means in the
manner of a scared rabbit, as he demonstrated in the big intramural meet.

INCE his family name was Ilare,

and his mother had christened him

John, his nickname was  almost
inevitable,

“What's vour name, freshman:™ he
had been asked a vear ago. lined up
with a lot of other trembling neophytes.

“John Hare”

S Hare', huh? Well, vuh, look like
a rabbhit.  Jack Rabbit, by golly "

Jack Rabbit he remained.  With a
month of sophomore year gone by he
was stitl “Jack Rabbit” to those who
knew him at all.

Not that any one bothered much to
know john Hare. He was one of those
unlucky lads whoe seem to have heen

born inconspicuous. shm. of medium
stature, with a narrow, pale face and
a long upper lip which added to the
appropriateness of his nickname, e
was possessed, nioreover, of a scrious
turn of mind which put him  several
vears ahead of his classmates mentaldly.
He had the conviction—unfortunate for
a mere sophomore—that college was a
place where a fellow should start to
prepare lmself {for his life’s business.
He was, thereiore, both the sorrow
and salvation of his roonnnate Reggie
Parsons.  Both had gone to the same
good prep school, hoth expected to go
into the foreign service after they grad-
unated from Meadowbrook College—
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Reggie because he conceived of diplo-
macy as a nice, easy life in exciting
forcign cities, John because he was
really interested in the politics of the
world.

“But you'd think you were goin’ to
be a moth-caten old college prof the
way you stick around by voursclf, an’
won't go out for the track team, or
haschall, or anythin’.” Reggie was in
the bedroom trying to find a sille hand-
kerchief for his coat pocket and a neck-
tie that would match.

Getting no reply from his desk-
bound roommate Reggie meandered on.
“T've told 'em cdown at the frat house
how you played third at St. Michael’s,
an’ how you ran on the tcam at thc
Penn Relays, an’ how you might de-
velop into a swell track man now that
you're bigger and stronger i

“Giet another station,” answered his
scholarly roommate. “I've got a whole
heok on the jolly old Jugoslavs to read
before to-morrow.”  The athletic fame
Reggic desired for his roommmate had
been all hashed over long ago. John
knew that athletic distinction in a small
prep school and at a big college are
two different things altogether.

“But you got to do somecthin’, he
somebody, if you ever want to make
Alpha  Delt,” persisted Reggie, who
now issued from the hedroom with a
green and pink necktie and a green and
purple handkerchief. Reggie had heen
bid to Alpha Delt a year ago. John—a
legacy though he was—had been passed
over.

“Ten  years after you graduate.”
John returned, “no one ever knows
whether yvou're an Alpha Delt or an
Ancient Order of an Hibernian.”

“Just the same, if you'd go out for
track, do somethin’ that'd make people
look at you

“Oh, go hire a hall, or get a jobh as
a radio announcer, or somethin’”
growled his irritated friend from be-
hind his heavy book. It was hard
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enough to keep from getting mixed up
in Lobnitz and Mirovitz and [Feistritz
without having this human alarm clock
sounding off continually.

Reggie departed sadly, with much the
air of a professional charity worker
who had done his best to help misguid-
ed humanity and has been rudely re-
buffed. John, alone, put both Alpha
Delt and athletics out of his mind—or
at least thought he did.

But he dreamed that night that he
was winning the Intercollegiate cight-
eighty, while a mammoth announcer
bellowed at a Stadium full of people:
“In the haf-mile r-r-run, Hare of
Mcadowbrook—with a vault of thuteen
fect—wins the shot-put!”

EVERTHEILESS it was extremely

unlikely that John Hare would
have done anything at all in an athletic
way if he had not been pretty pointedly
prompted to do so. Vor no reason at
all, it seemed, h2 hegan to have trouble
with his head and his eyes. Reading
wearied him unnaturally. Kven out of
doors objects get blurry now and then
inexplicably.

The oculist he first consulted fortun-
ately had the common sense to send
John to a gencral practitioner.  And
that sage old country doctor made scv-
eral remarks about auto-intoxication—
which John knew had nothing to do
cither with booze or flivvers—and
ended: *“Ior a lad that’s been used to
exercise all his life this spending all
day. and part of the uight, on your
books isn't going to lead anywhere hut
a swnma cum laude and a sanitarium.”

“What'll T do about it, doctor?”

“Walk, run, ride—anything thatll
get up a good sweat cvery day. Now,

go to it, young fellow.”

The advice, excellent as it was, still
didn’t inspire John to go out for any
of the varsity athletic tcams. Rather
precociously mature mentally as the lad
was he was of the opinion—gencrally
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held only by the more elderly members
of the faculty—that college athletics
were seriously overemphasized. He had
once clegantly expressed his opinion, to
the admiring awe of Reggie and other
comparatively illiterate sophomores, as:
‘an unwillingness to be dragooned by a
lot of shouting chauvinists.” That was
pretty  highfalutin® language, but
Johnny Hare was the boy who knew
the big words.

Vastly against his inclination, there-
fore, John forced himself to trudge
down to the big gymnasium every after-
noon, and there go through a series of
physical exercises such as is prescribed
regularly for squads of callow fresh-
men.

Thankfully  dropping the chest
weights one afternoon, after a hundred
wearisome pulls, John was surprised to
see Alan Trine. the captain of the track
team, watching lim with evident amuse-
ment. Trine, a senior. was one of the
leaders of Alpha Delt, and had privately
been rather predisposed to voung lHare.
Trine, a good student himself, thought
it no disgrace to he a scholar.

“What's the idea of the jolly old
physical jerks—as our British pals call
’em?” the track captain grinned. It had
been pouring ram all day and Tirne
had been forced indoors for his regu-
lar pole vault practice.

“Doctor told me to take some exer-
cise—awful’ nuisance,”” panted John,
glad of any excuse to let up on the
cursed weights for a minute. *Stom-
ach’s on the bum,”

“Why not get a little fun out of the
prescription 7’ Trine suggested.  “That
fat kid roommate of vours has heen
sounding off about what a swell track
man you were at St. Michael’s.  Why
not come out for the [all meet next
week ?”

“Me? | haven’t had on a spiked
shoe for two years.”
“Well, running's Dbetter fun than

pulling chest weights.”
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The vaulting standards had stuck
and Trine had nothing to do for the
moment, while two aspiring assistant
managers wrestled with the balky sticks.

The track captain continued: “\We're
going to need an eight-cighty man aw-
ful bad this winter, what with having
entered a two mile relay team i Bos-
ton, llartford and New York. Two
good men wc've got, DPooth and Darn-
hart. But the others ” he shrugged
his shoulders.

“Why  there’s—well—Roy  Char-
wood.” To his sorrow John knew Mr,
Charwood of the junior class. Char-
wood had roomed just across the entry
from John all the previous year, when
John had been only a freshman. /And
Charwood was one of those natural
bullies who conceive it to be their mis-
sion in life to make freshmen just as
uncomfortable as possible.

“Charwood!” Trine leaned to pick
up a vaulting pole. He never saw the
object of his apostrophe approaching
directly  behind - him. “Charwood !
Why he's so yellow he sweats orange-
ade! The minute he thinks he can't
win a race. blooey, he curls up with o
pain in his side.  We'll have to use him,
of course, unless we find, uh———"

Charwood was walking away swiltlv.
But there was no doubt that he'd heard
his captain’s opinion of him. T'rine
grimaced, and went back to his pole
vaulting.

Johnny Hare took a tepid shower and
went home to think.  Two years ago. he
pondered, he had been able to turn in a
half mile that was close to two minutces.
He was two inches taller now, a good
deal stronger. Defore he went to bed
TJohu had unearthed from his trunk his
old shirt with the S. M. on it: the black
silk pants with their broad red stripe,
and the spiked shoes, now all stiff and
green with mold.

He kept to himself the next day. just
jogging up and down the green turfl of
the infield, not trying the cinders at all.
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He wanted to feel out his leg muscles,
to discover if he had any wind at all
left, after several months of smoking.
He'd stuck to a pipe fortunately, how-
ever, which meant little inhaling. His
legs he found surprisingly strong.
There was plenty of drive and spring
i the muscles. The wind was~poor,
but that might he improved.

Tor five days he jogged and walked,
jogged and sprinted and walked again,
all over the stiff brown hills of the
autumn countryside.

Then, three days before the hig mect
itself, an assistant manager dropped
into his room to announce that so many
sophomores had entered the eight-
eighty that they would have to run an
elimination race the next afternoon to
determine which three entrants from
the class should be permitted to start.

“Fair enough,” John nodded. He
was rather glad of the chance to give
himself a test hefore the real race. Not
having been timed at all he didn’t even
know if he could carry through for the
full distance. IHe had no desire to
make a spectacle of himself by coming
trailing along with the also-rans. And
the IFall Meet at Meadowbrook is one
of the few big inter-class contests- of
the college year. Between freshmen
and sophomores the rivalry is particu-
larly keen. The freshmen are getting
their first chance for college notice, the
sophomores have their first chance for
a place on the varsity track team.

But no one would know or care any-
thing about an informal elimination
race.  Pole wvaulters, jumpers and
weight men continued their practice in
the infield, with not even an interested
glance over their shoulders as the gun
fired to send away a squad of a dozen
sophomores, would-be half-milers.

John, still dubious of his own staying
qualities, didn’t attempt to go out into
the lead. Wown the backstretch of the
first lap, into the home stretch, he loped
along in fourth place. He knew he
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wasn't being carried along too fast, hut
it had been so long since he had heen
on the cinders that he had no idea of
pace. IYinishing the first Jap, he put on
a little steam, and moved up into third
position, going into the hig curve at
the hecls of two classmates, onc in a
red shirt, one mn Dblack.

He was rather surprised to rcalize
that he wasn’'t yet in the least tired.
The simple fact was that he didn't
know that he was really—even out of
training—a pretty fair. natural half-
miler. He had been so definitely out
of athletics for the past vear and more
that he had no way of measuring his
own ability against others.

IEven down the Dbackstretch of the
second lap he was content to trail along
behind the two leaders, fearing always
that his wind might suddenly fail him.
Not till he was going into the last big
curve did it occur to him that the ob-
ject of running a race was to win it if
possible.

It was by no means the best of times
to attempt to put this theory into prac-
tice. Going wide on a curve costs
many precious yards. Dut John, with
all the springy strength still in his legs,
and with his wind coming as easily as
if he’d been walking, pushed himself
forward, and found he could go faster
and faster. Like a headstrong colt
which must make its own run Johnny
Hare went clear out and around the
black shirt and the red, and came into
the home stretch 'way out in the middle
of the track, and went galloping for the
scarlet worsted as if he were finishing
a forty-yard cash.

“Yealh, Rabbit! Yuh good old Rab-
bit!” Reggie Parsons was jumping up
and down delightedly on the grass he-
side the finish line. “Knew yuh could
beat ‘em, boy. Gee, that's showin’
’em!”

John was feeling pretty good himself.
He turned to Mr. Watkins, the track
coach, with a happy grin. Trine, also
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with a stopwatch, was standing beside
the coach,

“That lets you in,” said Trine. DBut
the track captain didn’t smile; indeed
he turned away and walked off across
the greensward.

John, accustomed in his schoolboy
days to a good deal of lionizing after
any successful race, looked after the
track captain perplexcedly. Reggie was
even more taken aback. That his room-
mate should achieve the athletic distinc-
tion which is so often an open sesame
to the best fraternities was Reggie’s
dearest desire. And now, when John
had proved himself

The coach quickly cleared up the
mystery, however. “Two-cight,” he
said.  “You could have run that ahout

ten seconds faster without hurting
yourself, Hare.” Then he, too, walked
away.

So the crowd he had been running
against had been as crumby as that!
No wonder he had won with such ease,
John thought. All the exhilaration he
had felt for a moment when, all by
himself, he had gone through the wor-
sted, was dissipated now. There suc-
ceeded instead a feeling of sour de-
pression. They thought he was just a
common ordinary loafer, that he had
dogged it.

Reggie cut in on his gloomy thoughts
with the remark: *“Well, now you’ll
just have to show ’em day after to-
morrow.”

Yes, there was no doubt of that.
Sitting comfortably among his books
that evening John wished to heaven that
he’d never dug out thosc spiked shoes
again. Lf he hadn’t run at all no one
would have ever bothered him. He
would have been permitted to go along
quietly and peacefully, maintaining his
extraordinarily high academic standing,
alone and unannoyed. If he had run
and been beaten he could have retired
with grace, too.

But to have run and won so ridicu-
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lously easy tha! every one had thought
he hadn’t even tried

“Oh, well,” said the placid John,
most surprisingly.  “Now I'll have
cinders in my nose until I graduate.”

At ten o'clock he reluctantly put
away an intcresting book on the
IFranco-Prussian  War and started
glumly to bed. Reggie came in while
he was undressing, equally glum. It
had been Reggie’s fond hope that that
evening he might argue the fraternity
brethren into acceptance of John. In-
stead, a distinguished alumnus had
taken up the whole time of the mecting.

“Ole Judge Santvoord,” Reggie di-
vulged. ‘““He beefs an hour about how
the fraternity ought always to stand for
the best in scholarship. Gives us Hail
Columbia because our marks are a
fraction of a point behind Psi U and
Zeta Phi. Talked about the ‘compe-
tition complex’ an’ all such rot.
Phooey!”

“Always respect your elders, Reg-
gie,” grunted John sardonically as he
climbed into bed.

“Yeah? What does that get yuh?”

“When you're seventy some real old
bird will die and leave you enough to
hire a coon to push your wheel-chair,”
John tucked his head under the covers
to shut out the light. Reggie went
through an elaborate evening toilet,
rubbing salve into his prematurely thin-
ning hair, examining his neck caretully
for adolescent pimples, even secretly
rubbing some patent ointment on his
upper lip to encourage the fuzz which
might some day grow up to be a mus-
tache.

“That’s just the trouble of it—'bout
ole Judge Santvoord,” the primper ran
on. “Everybody thought he was comin’
across with the offer of a loan for a
new frat house. My foot! All he
talks is about how Alpha Delt ought
to lead the college in scholarship. To
hear him you’d think everybody in the

house ought to be Phi Beta Kappa!”
SPO—8B
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Wriggling into mauve pajamas much
too tight for him the misanthrope fin-
ally went to bed.

THE autumn track meet at Mcadow-

brook is always held on one of the
Saturdays when the football team is
playing away from home, and generally
at a place so far away that few of the
student body can follow the eleven.
Everybody goes to the meet, therefore.
Class rivalry is intense.

To-day the competition had been un-
usually keen. Very few olethe runners
were on the football squad, and placing
well in the autumn meet meant that the
point winners would be first choice for
the indoor season which would begin
directly after the Christmas vacation.

Dut enthusiastic as the spectators
were, bundled up in raccoon coats and
protected in the grandstand from the
strong northwest gale, the weather con-
ditions for the contestants were not so
agrecable. Bright and sparkling though
the sun was, with the track crisp and
fast, the wind on the backstretch was
a cruel obstacle to wearying distance
men.

In the big locker-room beneath the
grand stand a lot of miserable athletes
lay around and waited for the first call
for their events. Some men—few how-
ever—are able to wait for the call to
the mark without perfect agonies of
nervousness. Many a good runner has
been actually sick at his stomach ten
‘minutes before stepping into his start-
ing holes.

Johnny FHare never spent a worse
hour in his life than that in which he
waited for the first call for the eight-
cightv. Added to his native bashful-
ness and reticence was the thought that
his seniors, Trine, the coach, all the
other older fellows, expected a great
deal more of him than he himself Dhe-
lieved he could do.

Over and over in his restless mind
tumbled the alternative, If I do well
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they’ll say I've been shirking my duty
to the college by failing to come out
before. If I do rottenly they’ll say
I'm quitting because 1 don't want to
try. Whatever T do they'll think I'm
a mutt. Sweet, isn’t it!

And his old enemy, Charwood, didn’t
help any by stopping beside him and
remarking: *“So the pride of the prep
schools s going to show us something,
ch!”

Nimblewitted enough usually John
had, at the moment, no adequate an-
swer. His confounded heart seemed
to have wandered down to his stomach
again temporarily. 1t was half past
four, getting pretty dark at this time
of year, and still the eight-etighty wasn’t
called.

Then they carried in a freshman who
had collapsed in the two-mile run, and,
of course, had to put im on a rubbing
table right beside where John was lying
on his T shirt and sweater,

Reynolds, the hurdler, limped in with
a lame leg. Through the whole locker-
room were the smells of ruhbing alco-
hol, iodine, wet clothes, arnica. Steam
from the showers eddied and curled
along the ceiling. John continued to
feel sicker.

To top it all. Reggie, the hoob, had
to barge in with the news that the half
certainly appeared to he the deciding
event on the program.

“It’s ’tween us and the freshmen,
Joln,” Reggic gasped. *Seniors and
juniors are both ten points behind. But
we an’ the freshmen are exactly cven.
Tf you can get just a third, one point,
Johnny, we'll trim ‘em. Booth an’
Charwood are sure to get first and sec-
ond, but if that Mercersburg freshman,
Stevenson, gets third—Dblooey !

That was nice, too, wasn’t it? ['ut-
ting it up to him to decide the whole
meet. “Oh. go 'way!” was all John
could get the heart to groan at this per-
ishing pup of a roommate.

For the sixth tine John fidgeted in
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to the water spigot to wash out his
parched mouth. He knew enough not
actually to gulp a big draft of water,
but his tongue and throat felt as if they
had been sandpapered. Quarter to
five

“All out for the eight-eighty!” the
summons at last. fohn, with ten others
bundled m T shirts and trousers or
complete sweat suits, crowded out of
the door.

Booth, the senior, and the best man
in college, had drawn the pole. The
other good senior, Barnhart, was away
with the foothall squad. John was in
the middle of the track, with the un-
friendly Charwood just outside of him.

“Keep out o' my way, kid, or T'll
walk all over you,” Charwood re-
marked. If he had thought, however,
to scare off John by conversation he
had misjudged his man. In his tensity
of nerves the threat served only to stir
the vounger boy to slow anger.

“MHave to catch me first.” It was
entirely unlike a “Rabbit” to adopt so
challenging a tone. Charwood glanced
at this youngster he’d been so accus-
tomed to bully.

“Goin’ to lead us all—half way?” he
answered.

“Get set!” came the starter’s com-
mand behind them. All eleven men
crouched, three from each class except
the seniors who had entered only two.

The gun cracked. John went out of
his holes at top speed.

That was one trick he had learned
from a good coach at prep school. A
high-strung, intensely nervous runner
might as well start fast as slow. The
sudden, violent action is a relief to his
nerves—takes the keen edge off the
agony, you might say. And a second
or two may be saved in the first fifty
yards, probably.

The start had been squarely in the
center of the straight of the track in
front of the grand stand. The distance
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to the beginning of the first big curve
was, therefore, exactly forty-five yards.
John's flashing start carried him to the
curve a good stride in advance of any
of the others. Shooting across diagon-
ally he grabbed the pole.

From the grand stand came a whoop-
ing roar. LEvery one knew just how the
point score stood. All the bleacher
mathematicians knew that a single third
place would win the meet for either
sophomores or freshmen—DBooth and
Charwood heing generally conceded
first and segond positions at the finish.

But the sudden appearance of John
in the lead revived the sophomores’
faint hopes. They howled and whooped
in delight even though most of them
inwardly were aware that the advan-
tage was most likely just one of those
fool runaway exhibitions so often
staged by novices.

And Johnny Hare, too, knew enough
to realize that his- present pace was ri-
diculous. He had gotten rid of the
tremors of his nervousness, however,
and felt quite comfortable now. And,
moreover, he had the pole. That
would save him a lot of traveling. He
did not, therefore, much relax his pace
until he came to the straightaway of
the backstretch.

That happened to be a lucky deci-
sion, too. The very momentum of his
speed carried him almost halfway clown
the backstretch before he felt the fierce
pressure of the wind blowing straight
against him. Just as it’s easier to ride
a bicycle up a hill if you get a good
start before you begin the ascent, so
it’s easier to run into a wind if you're
already moving fast when you strike it.
To John's own surprise—and the utter
amazement of the spectators—he held
his lead of the field all the way down
the backstretch and into the second
curve.

But, coming into the home stretch,
they’d jump him.

They did.
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The Mercershurg freshman, in a
white shirt, was the first to go past; a
tall. nice-looking kid with abnormally
long legs. Then another freshman in
the blue shirt of Hotchkiss. With the
wind lifting them from behind now
these two youngsters went up the
straight as if they were finishing a
quarter, instead of facing another long,
cruel lap of the track.

John let them go. He was in no
trouble vet. Booth, the college cham-
pion was the man who must be
watched.

Dooth’s green shirt with its big var-
sity M didn’t show yet at John’s shoul-
der. Tfimshing the first lap John went
past his  wildly cheering classmates
neatly tucked into third position. The
freshmen would come back, he guessed,
when they struck that brutal wind on
the hackstretch.

[t must have been an amusing sight
from the stands to see those leaders as
they came out of the third curve and
struck the deadly head wind. Tt was
almost as if they had run into the side
of a tent. Knees and arms went up,
arms hegan pumping violently. John
barely avoided being spiked as the two
bovs hefore him were nearly halted by
that invisible, but very palpable, wind
pressure.

Girunting, John put his head down,
literally to buck into the gale. Ireast
to breast. all three level now, he and the
twa {reshmen fought it.  On their out-
side, running easilv as an automaton,
came Booth, with steady, even stride.
Even be was not making much ground
speed—as the aviators call it—but he
was running straight up, without dis-
tress, powerfully.

John's chest felt flattened in pain;
there was something hot deep down in
his gullet.

But the Hotchkiss boy in blue had
dropped away from sight. John was
bumping elbows with the lad from Mer-
cershurg.
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That was the boy he had to heat, too
Dully, in his pain of battling the wina,
this thought came to him. Tt wasn’t
now a question of merely getting third
place. John was in third place at the
moment. But that—unless somecthing
happened—wasn’t gaing to be good
enough. It was second place John
wanted.

Well, the curve was coming at last!
Once into that curve, John knew. the
cruel resistance of the wind would van-
ish. Instead, the nearer home he came
the stronger would be the gale behind
him.

Beat the freshman to the curve, then.
A couple of steps advantage and John
could cut over and take the pole away
from young Stevenson. DBut how get
those couple of steps. As if they’d been
yoked together the two came, breast to
breast to the turning.

The volunteer policing of the meet
had collapsed under the excitement of
this last, deciding event. Everybody in
the infield came swarming over to
watch the contestants battle it out
around the last big curve. The run-
ners were consequently entirely hidden
from the officials who stood at the fin-
ishing line.

John, fighting along as best he could,
was mentally incapable of trying to de-
cide whether to drop behind the fresh-
man, or to try to go out and round
him on the turn. His brain was too
benumbed to make any decision. He
knew only that he had to run. *‘Gotta
run! Gotta run!” the rhythm of the
words pounded in his head.

Actually his brain had so little con-
trol of his physical functions that he
ran very wide at the turn, slanting out
at a straight diagonal instecad of follow-
ing the curve of the track’s edging. Tle
was utterly surprised to feel himself
suddenly pitching forward, to sce the
brown-black surface of tiw track slope
up to meet him.

He didn’t even feel the shock of the
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impact with the earth, much less the
rough scarring of the cinders. For one
blessed fraction of a second he sensed
only that he was through, at rest. te
crotchicd there on hands and Lnees,
dazed, motionless.

Till, from far away, he thought,
there came to him a voice—a voice
screaming.

“Charwood—he tripped you, John.
Charwood tripped you!”

Only two or three of the spectators,
crowdmg there onto the turn, had been
able actually to descry what had oc-
curred. But the faithful Reggic Par-
sons had been one of those eye-wit-
nesses,

None of the runners, buffeted as they
were by the northwest gale, had been
moving very fast when at last they
reached the agonizing end of the back-
stretich.  Doth Stevenson, the freshman
and Johnny [are were chopping their
strides in their struggle, throwing their
fect high to the rear as runners will
when they have lost all sense of form
and are merely carrying through on
their courage.

Charwood, mean streak coming to the
surface as usual, and still with plenty
of strength left, saw his opportunrty
and took it. A quick sidewise kick, as
he threw his right foot forward, had
clipped lohnny cempletely off his bal-
ance.

1t left a nice opening for Charwood
to go through to overhaul the fading
freshman.

[Likely the trick would have heen en-
tirelv successful, too, had it not been
for Regaie’s quick eye, and, even more
important, his shrill and indignant an-
nouncement of the foul.

IFor none of the qualified officials had
been able to see the foul, and probahly
the testimony of even several over-ex-
cited sophomores would not have heen
weighed as conclusive.

I’nt Reggie’s yell, penetrating to his
roommatc’s dazed consciousness, stirred
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something in the fallen lad's soul that
was superior even to physical fatigue.

Charwood—the mucker! Charwood
had done that to him, had he!

Johnny was not actually down. Some
would have said that he never did quite
halt his forward motion. He was like
a runner on the football team who,
tackled, hits the ground, bounces, and
continues onward. The foothall rules
recognize such a situation in stipulating
that a runner is not down unless in the
grasp of an opponent.

And now anger suddenly re-fueled
the dying engine of Johnny's will
power. He went up off his hands and
knees as if he had crouched there on
purpose to get impetus for a new flying
start.

Charwood’s faded green shirt was
fully ten yards away, for the junior had
gone past young Stevenson who was
out on his feet, though he was still stag-
gering.

But Johnny never cven saw Steven-
son. He was going, somehow, to catch
Charwood. And he had been tripped
and thrown so far toward the outer
edge of the track that he could now
run almost on a straight line to the last
curve.

And he ran. llead down and fists
swinging he ran like a little bull charg-
ing a fleeing persecutor.

Charwood heard the thumping feet
behind him. and swung his head to see
who., at this late moment, had the
strength to challenge.

He saw. And lined out for the tape.

But he hadn't a chance in the world.
Johnny went by him as if he hadn’t
been there.

And then Lewis DBooth, the college
champion, slowing to Dbreast 1the
worsted, felt something brush into his
bare shoulder.

Through the tape Johnny tlare went,
in a dead heat with the best half-miler
in college.

Then Johnny pitched to his face,
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skidding and plowing through the cin-
ders.  Dut he'd won the meet for his
classmates.

While the salvos of cheers reéchoed
they carried lohnny into the locker-
room.

The hoy came to in five minutes.
The doctor was above him, with stetho-
scope on his heart.

“Sound as a bell” the doctor was
saying.

Soundi or not, Johmny had quite lost
niemory of the last few seconds of that
race. His splendid spurt to victory had
been totally crased from his recollec-
tion.

The doctor had moved on to inspect
some of the other contestants by the
time  Johmny’s friends had impressed
upon him, and finally convinced him.
of the real truth of the triumph.

Johmny sat up like a jack-knife
snapped open. “So it was Charwood
fouling me that did it?" he grunted.
“And 1T trimmed him good, did [—
well i

Charwood was standing near the
The tall junior was still

showers.

breathing hard, shoulders drooping
forward from exhaustion.  Johnny,
garbed only in his running pants,

walked directly up to the nude athlete.

“Once  more—f{or good measure,”
Johmny said fiercely. And hit Char-
wood i the mouth with all his might.

Charwood went down on the wet
duck-boards outside the shower. And
he stayed there. Not that he had been
knocked out. He was perfectly able to
peer up at Johnny from under a shield-
ing arm. But it was safer, Roy Char-
wood eoncluded, to stay where he was
for the time being.

Alan Trine and Reggie Parsons
grabhed the belligerent’s arms. “Now,

Rahbit,”

“calm down.

head, 1 guess.”
“Well,” said the Rabbit gloatingly.

(Y]

*I kinda like the feelin’,

soothed the track captain.
You're still out of your
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HEY held a long session on the sub-
ject of Johnny IHare that night in
the  Alpha Dt fraternity  house.
There wasn't any question, of course,
as to whether or not they would ex-
tend a bid to yvoung Rabbit. Dut \lan
Trine took pleasure in pointing out to
some of the more obtuse brethren just
how dumb and astigmatic they had
heen,
“And 1 don't know, after all, but
that Judge Santvoord was right,” the
head of the chapter concluded his dis-

course. "It wouldn't hurt anv of you
birds to get down to work a little
harder. [t all twenty of us could raise

our grades just one point apicce we'd
lead the college.

“We've been traveling too long on
our reputation of heing the best and
most exclusive fraternity in college, and
judging too much by appearances. We
should have had sense cnough to sce
last year that young lare is just the
sort of a chap we ought to have with us.
{nstead it takes a track meet and a dirty
trick to show the fellow’s real char-
acter.

“And—oh, yes,” the captain of the
track team concluded. “1f he accepts
our bid T advise the worshipful work-
Ing crew to go a mite casy on its initia-
tion. Even a rabbit packs a powerful
punch, sometimes, as we've recently had
demonstrated.”

Johnny Hare did accept the bid when
he was wakened by a polite, and almost
deferential, delegation the next morn-
ing.

After they had gone. and still fecling
rather sick and weak, Johuny wondered
to himself just how the whole thing had
happened. Thumbing over a diction-
ary, in preparation for an [nglish test
at ten o'clock, his eyce fell on an illus-
tration of- a bunny. Tts label was
Lepidus  timidus, the hare.  Johnny
read with amusement: “‘proverbial for
its timidity and fleetness.”

BRut the most amusing consequence of
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the whole affair didn’t materialize until
after the Christmas holidays.

Johnny returned to find the chapter
jubilating over the gift by Judge Sant-
voord of a handsome new fraternity
house.

“Funny thing is,” Trine told him,
“that the old [ellow gave it to us he-
cause the Dean wrote lim that we led
the college in scholarship.  Our aver-
age was almost a full point behind Zeta
Phi this fall.”  Trine paused. lHis
eyebrows rose as he stared at his young
friend.

“Say, young fella,” the track captain
exclaimed. “Just what was your aver-
age mark for the last term?”

“Nincty-four,” said Johnny.,
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“And the chapter’s average was
seventy-four. That explains it. Now
that youre counted in with us we go
into the lead.”

Shouting, he summoned half a dozen
of the others from in front of the open
fire.  Briefly he explained to whom
they were indehted for their new home.
“And,” Trine concluded, 1 durn well
know what we're going to call the
house, when we get it. “The Rabbit
Hutch.””

“And hang out one of those signs,”
grinned Bottomley who was majoring
in I'ine Arts. A battling bunny on a
green field. ‘Rabbit rampant on a field
vert,” i1s, I believe, the correct heraldic
description.”
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FOOTBALL SEASON STARTS

FTER some early-September gridiron skirmishing, the 1929 football scason
A really will get started on the afternoon of Saturday, September 28th, and
will reach the important-game stage on the following Saturday, October Sth.
Perhaps the most attractive of the September 28th games will be the Stanford-
Olympic A. C. set-to in Palo Alto. Last year the clubmen—most of them former
college stars—defeated “Pop” Warner's earnest young men by a twelve-to-six
score. 1f you know anything at all about Pop Warner, you will understand that
that carly-season licking didn’t ‘‘set well” with the master coach, and it is a good
bet that when the Stanford players take the tield this year they will be all steamed
up to get revenge. Other good games on the Pacific coast should be the battles
between California and Santa Clara, in Berkeley, and between Washington and
Whitman, in Seattle. ILast season’s Washington-Whitman game was close, the
Huskies emerging from the fray very well satistied with the long end of a seven-
to-nothing score.

Swing across the continent to the Atlantic seaboard and you will find other
good gridiron fare. Up in the picturesque West Point Stadium, Army starts the
season with Boston University. Last year’s score was thirty-five to nothing, Army
winning. Pennsylvania plays Franklin-Marshall in Philadelphia, and Columbia
mecets Middlebury in New York. Another good New York game will he between
New York University and Vermont, teams which did not meet last vear. Brown
journeys to Springfield to play the Springfield Y. M. C. A. College. Boston College
swings into action against Catholic University. in Boston. Syracuse plays llobart,
and will try to improve on last season’s fourteen-to-six score. Other good games
are scheduled between Dartmouth and Norwich, Navy and Denison, 'enn State
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and Niagara, Georgetown and Mount St. Mary. and between Washington and
Jeflerson and Ohio Northern.

In the Middle West, Indiana meets Wabash in Bloomington. Last ycar
Indiana won, fourtecen to nothing. Michigan takes on Mount Union and Albion
m Amn Arbor. Wisconsin opens the season with South Dakota State.

In the South, Vanderbilt meets Mississippi, Alabama’s Crimgon Tide will t1y
to cengulf Mississippi College, [lorida plays Southern, and Southern Methodist
meets Howard Payne in Dallas.

On October Sth Indiana plays Knute Rockne’s Notre Dame warriors, in
Bloomington. Always a “traveling team.” the Ifighting Irish will travel ¢cven more
than usual this season, playing nine games away from home while the workmen
are busy building a new stadium in South Bend. And they will travel fast—
trust the talented Rockne for that! Michigan mects Michigan State in Ann Arbor,
Last season the Wolverines got a scare from State, winning by a field goal that
was the game’s only score. Two intersectional games are scheduled—Nebraska
versus Southern Methodist in Lincoln, and Wisconsin versus Colgate in Madison.
[linois meets Kansas in Urbana, giving Bob Zuppke a chance to show what sort
of material he has this season. Chicago plays Beloit. In Minneapolis, Minnesota
plays a doubleheader, Coe and Ripon being the victims. Northwestern also plays
two visiting colleges, Butler and Cornell College.

In the [ast the teams of the “Big Three” of hallowed memory open their
seasons, Yale playing Vermont, Princeton playing Ambherst, and Harvard plaving
Bates. New York University meets West Virginia Wesleyan, and probably will
have a lively afternoon cequaling last season’s twenty-six-to-seven score.  I’enn-
sylvania plays Swarthmore, and Cornell meets Niagara. In Pittsburgh, Carncgie
plavs Thiel. l.ast ycar’s score was forty-five to thirteen. Army plays Gettyshurg
at West Point, Boston College meets Maine in Boston, and Penn State plays
Lebanon Valley at State College. In Washington, Georgetown meets Western
Maryland.

Pacific coast fans will flock to the California-St. Mary game in Berkeley,
hoping to sec another battle such as last year’s, which California won by a single
score. Stanford meets Oregon in Palo Alto, in a game which should give us a line
on Stanford’s prospects. Southern California plays Oregon State, in Los Angeles.
Last scason’s score was nineteen to nothing, California winning.

In the South, the standout game is between Georgia and Ifurman, in Athens.
Last year's battle was close, Georgia winning seven to nothing. Georgia Tech will
gladden the heart of the citizens of Atlanta by opening the season against the
Mississippi Aggies. North Carolina State will entertain Washington and Lee in
Raleigh, and will try to reverse last season’s thirty-eight-to-six score. Vanderbilt
plays Ouachita in Nashville, and TFlorida meets V. M. 1., in Jacksonville. In New
Oricans, Tulane will play the Texas Aggies.

All of which makes a very appetizing first course on the scason’s gridiron
menu !

FOOTBALL RULE CHANGES

EVIERAL foothall rule changes, made by the Rules Commniittee at last winter’s
session of that august hut much-criticized body, will go into cffect at the be-
ginning of the fast-approaching season.
The most drastic and far-rcaching of these changes—a change that affects the
character of [oothall as we have known it—is the rule making a fumbled ball dead
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at the point of its recovery hy the opposing tcam. This rule change will take
from foothall one of its most exciting “breaks”—the recovery of a fumbled punt
by a trailing team, and a subsequent run for a long gain, or even for a touchdown
and a last-moment victory. It will take some of the element of chance out of
foothall—a good thing if you think of foothall as a science, but perhaps not so
good a thing for those of us who like to think of footbhall as a game.

The new rule makes a ball which has been muffed or fumbled. and then
recovered by the opponents after it has struck the ground, dead at the point of
recovery. If Team A kicks, and the ball is fumbled by Player Brown of Team B,
and then, after it has come into contact with the ground, it is recovered by Player
Smith of Team A, Player Smith cannot advance with the ball, but the ball gocs
to his team at the point of recovery. The new rule makes loss of the hall the
penalty for a fumble.  Under the old rule loss of the ball, and the chance of a
long gain for the opposing team, was the penalty for fumbling.

Another rule change makes it illegal for a player of the kicking team who
legally has recovered a kick-off, a free-kick, or a kick that has not crossed the
line of scrimmage, to advance the ball after recovering it. This change is an
extension of the rule making illegal the advancement of the ball after the recovery
of other kicks.

Still another change prohibits what is called “passive interference” beyond the
line of scrimmage by players who are not cligible to recover a forward pass.

To encourage the use of running plays in attempting to score the extra point
after a touchdown. Rule X has been changed so that the try-for-point will be
made from the 2-yard line, instead of from the 3-yard line.

Slight changes cover the specifications of the ball, and of the equipment of
the players.

THE BIG STICK IN BASEBALL

F—as at this writing seems probable—this year's World Serics is played by the
Philadelphia Athletics and the Chicago Cubs, heavy hitting should play a big
part in deciding the issue of who will be the next world's champions. Both tcams
are blessed with tremendous oftensive strength. The Cubs attack would feature
Ilornshy, Stephenson, and Wilson, all of whom are in or close to the .350 class.
Connie Mack would send to the firing line a whole brigade of pitchers’ pests, with
Foxx, Simmons, Cochrane, and Dykes leading the attack.

IEach year the Big Stick plays a bigger part in professional baschall. The
lively ball and stands close to the plate play their part in the walloping drama,
but the batters themselves are doing good work. Some old-time fans do not
like the present style of baseball, but these standpatters are greatly outnumbered
hy the baschall bugs who find their greatest pleasure in secing the ball ham-
mered for homers. Ball players, managers and public alike are in a “hiuing
state of mind.” Tt is the slugger who gets the cheers and the sports-page head-
lines.  Skilled pitching and scientific defensive play are neglected by most of
those who chick the turnstiles. They want to see hard hitting, and if they sce
hard hitting they are satisfied. The entire strategy of baseball has changed—
tcams now try 1o bat their base-runners around the bags. Base stealing has
become a neglected art, and “‘inside” offensive baseball almost a thing oi the
past. Like it or not, it’s the big stick that counts in baseball nowadays!

As these paragraphs are written, it looks as if there may be new batting
champions in both big leagues. ‘‘Babe’ Herman, of the Brooklyn Robins, with
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a batting mark away over 400 in mid-August, seems to have much better than
an cven chance of winning National League top honors. In the American
League the race is closer. with Foxx and Simmons, both of the Philadelphia
Athletics, leading the big hitting parade.

GRIEFS OF THE YANKEES A JOY TO AMERICAN LEAGUE
CLUB OWNERS

HIS misfortunes of the three-times world champion New York Yankees have

brought grief to New York basehall fans and to the experts who picked them
to win this year's pennant race and their fourth consecutive championship, but
thev have brought joy into the lives of the other American League club owners.
The Yankees have been successful too long for the financial good of the American
I.eague. Their habit of going out in front early in the season and staying there
most or all of the rest of the race has detracted from the public’s interest in the
junior-leaguc campaign.

This year it has been different. The Yankees soon dropped behind the fast-
moving P’hiladelphia Athletics in the pennant race, and at this writing it scems
pretty certain that they will not be able to make up the lost ground. With the
Athletics in the lead, interest in American League ball revived. A shower of
dollars has heen falling into the strong boxes of the American League magnates.

Another feature of the American League race has been the performances
of several voung stars. Baseball fans always are on the lookout for the men
who will be the top-liners of the not-distant future.

The National Leaguc season also has heen highly successful for most of the
clubs. Up to the time that these paragraphs are written it has heen a close and
exciting race. with the Chicago Cubs and the Pittsburgh Pirates fighting for the
lead. The Cubs have been the sentimental favorites all over the senior circuit,
and their victory would be highly popular with nearly all of the fans. Chicago
wants a pennant badly, and a pennant-winning team in Chicago would be a fine
thing for big-lcague baseball. Tt has heen eleven long years since the Cubs won,
and ten ycars since the Chicago American League club finished in front.

New champions, new individual stars—those are the things that make pro-
fessional baseball profitable to the club owners.

THE FIRST PERFECT BALL GAME

ORGANIZED baseball is fifty-eight years old, and in all that time only five

big-league pitchers have turned in perfect games—games in which there were
no hits or runs, and in which no man reached first base. The first man to pitch a
perfect game is still alive, and still interested in baseball. He is John Lee Rich-
mond, a professor at the University of Toledo, and an ardent fan for the Toledo
Mudhens of the American Association.

Professor Richmond’s perfect game came while he was pitching for the
Worcester club of the National League, shortly after heing graduated from
Brown University. The opposing club was Cleveland, then a National ILeague club.
The date was July 12, 1880. The Cleveland batters succeeded in driving only
three balls out of the infield. At that time Professor Richmond, a left-hander,
was pitching almost every day. He says that present-day pitchers have things
too casy—that they don’t work often enough to reach their best form.
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TFive days after Richmond’s perfect game, John Ward, pitching for the
Providence club of the National League, duplicated his performance. Then
twenty-four years passed hefore “Cy” Young pitched the third perfect game of
basehall history. Addie Ross and Charlie Robertson are the other pitchers who
have registered perfect performances.

AN EVEN BREAK IN INTERNATIONAL TENNIS

MERICA’S masculine tennis players didn’t succeed in winning back the Davis

Cup, emblematic of the world’s team tennis championship, from Ifrance, but
our women players earned an even break for Uncle Sam in the ycar’s interna-
tional team contests by successfully defending the Wightman Cup against the
attack of the English team.

Although few American tennis enthusiasts had expected our team to he
successful in its Davis Cup quest, the results of the Challenge Round matches
were disappointing, especially in view of the unfortunate illness of Rene I.acoste
that kept him from taking his place in the front rank of the T'rench defenders.
We did win two of the five matches played, but many tennis followers feel that
with lacoste out we should have won three, and regained the cup.

In spite of Frank Hunter's good work in the interzone finals against Ger-
many, it was decided to replace him by George Lott, the twentyv-four-year-old
University of Chicago star, for the Challenge Round matches. Whether or not
this change was good generalship never will be decided, but it camiot be denied
that Thunter has had more than his share of success against Jean Borotra in
other vears, or that Lott lost to both Cochet and Borotra. No one thinks that
Hunter could have beaten Cochet, but many think that he would have beaten
Borotra. and in doing it won back the cup.

“Big Bill” Tilden, veteran master of the courts, played gallantly, as he always
plays, but the results of his match were disappointing to his many admirers. The
first day of the matches in the Stade Roland Garros in Paris found him powerless
against the brilliant and deadly game of young Henri Cochet, and he lost
in straight sets, the scores being 6-3, 6-1, 6-2. Lott then took the court against
Borotraz Many of those who were present thiuk that had he used all his
speed and power he would have beaten the “Bounding ‘Basque,” who no longer
bhounds with quite the ease and abandon that once were his, but l.ott elected,
or was instructed. to play a safe game and keep down his total of crrors, and the
Frenchman beat the young American in four sets, the score being 6-1, 3-6. 6-4, 7-5.

The second day, sacred to the one doubles match of the serics, raised American
hopes, for our colt doubles team, Van Ryn and Allison, lived up to their Wimble-
don reputation by defeating Cochet and Borotra-in straight sets. 6-1, 8-6, 6-4.

That made the score two matches to one in favor of FFrance. and America
still had a chance. Tilden, not the Tilden of his ‘greatest years. but plaving mighty
fine tennis, made that chance better by beating Borotra, 4-6, 6-1, 0-4, 7-5. That
evened the series, but Cochet was on the firing line for IFrance. e won the
first set from Lott easily, 6-1. Then Lott played the hest tennis he ever has
played. and won the second set, 6-3. But that effort cost him much in stunma
and nervous cnergy, and Cochet took the next set at love. Lott then made a
gallant effort. and managed to get to three-all in the fourth set, but Cochet was too
good for him. and ran out the match without losing another game.

While some American tennis followers, thinking that the absence of Lacoste
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gave us the greatest chance that is likely to come our way for a long time, look
on this year's Davis Cup matches with gloomy eyes, others are cncouraged,
and even optimistic.  They point out that our youngsters, Van Ryn, Allison and
Lott, al have improved tremendously, and that beforc many years have rolled
past, Irance will be in the position of defending the cup with veterans, while
we will be using young and still-coming players. But it will be some ycars
before Lacoste, Cochet and Brugnon lose their effectiveness on the court, and
T'rance also has promising young players, among them Christian Boussus. [t
is my opinion that the Davis Cup will stay on French soil for some years to come.

Playing the scventh Wightman Cup match, the American women’s team
defecated England. four matches to three. Miss Helen Wills was a double win-
ner in the singles, defeating Mrs. Phoebe Watson and Miss Betty Nuthall, hoth
in straight sets. Miss Nuthall put up a great fight, the ganie scores bheing 8-6
in both sets. and convinced those who watched that if Miss Wills should lose
her crown in the next few years, it will be the hard-hitting English girl who
will climb to the throne. One of the surprises of the scries was the defeat of
Miss Nutkall by Miss Helen Jacobs, and another was the defeat of Miss Jacubs
by Mrs. Watson. Miss Iidith Cross, playing fine tennis, defeated Mrs. Mitchell
in the fifth singles match. England won both doubles matches, Mrs. Watson
and Mrs. Mitchell defeating Miss Wills and Miss Cross, and Mrs. Covell and
Mrs. Shepherd-Barron defeating Mrs. Wightman and Miss Jacobs.

Great interest was displayed in the matches, a crowd of about cight thou-
sand being in the Torest Ilills Stadium on the second day.

The United States now has won the Wightman Cup four times, and Iingland
has won it three times.

THE LOUGHRAN-SHARKEY FIGHT

I fight between Tommy Loughran, light-hcavyweight champion of the world,

and Jack Sharkey, the man who showed that Jack Dempsey was foolish in
refusing to fight Harry Wills, scheduled for New York's Yankee Stadium on
September 26th, marks the acceptance of Loughran as a full-fledged heavywcight
fighter.  Dusiess has been slow in the light-heavyweight division, and Loughran
hasn’t made a fortune out of his title, although he always has been ready and
willing to fight any contender for his crown. For some time he has been anxious
to fight as a heavvweight, hut he demanded—and rightly—a chance to meet one
of the leading heavies before he would give up his light-heavyweight crown. Now
he has that chance, and he will resign the lesser title before he steps into the
Stadium ring to do battle with Sharkey for a chance at the most profitable of all
pugilistic championships.

Tommy Toughran, although somewhat lacking in punching power, is per-
haps the classiest of all the champions of to-day. A fine boxer, the Philadelphian
can take punishment and come back fizhting. For some time he has had trouble
in making the 175-pound limit of the light-heavyweight class, and it is more than
likely that being able to fight at his natural weight will add to his effectiveness
in the ring. e may not be able to win the heavyvweight title, but he should
go a long way in the unlimited weight class. A good, game, clean-living young
man, he would make a most worthy champion, and every one cxcept those inter-
ested in the men he will fight wish him the best of luck.

Jack Sharkey, his opponent in the coming fight, is something' of an in-and-
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outer. He made a great name for himself by defeating Wills—although it must
be admitted that the big colored scrapper had left his best days far behind him
—and at one time seecmed to be headed straight for the championship. FEven
when Jack Dempsey, returning to the ring for his second fight with Tunney,
knocked him out in seven rounds in 1927, his admirers didn’t lose their faith
i him, for many of them thought that Dempsey’s knock-out blow was a foul.
But, like all the other men who were beaten by Dempsey, Sharkey hasn’t amounted
to much in the ring since he met the “Manassa Mauler.” He fought a ten-
round draw with Tom Heeney, who, a little later, was artistically trimmed by Gene
Tunney, and then lost to Johnny Risko in fiftcen rounds. His one-round knock-
out of Jack Delaney brought his stock back to par, but his latest exhibition, his
fight against Young Stribling in Florida last winter, sent it tumbling again.
Sharkey is hard to ‘“‘dope”’—hut 1 expect to sce Loughran outpoint him.

Loughran’s chance to fight as a heavyweight came through the refusal of
Max Schmeling, the most colorful of the present-day heavyweights. to live up
to the two-year option on his services that he—or one of his various managers
—had given Madison Square Garden. Apparently the hard-hitting German didn't
want to fight Sharkey—though why he shouldn’t jump at the chance is hard to
figure. Perhaps it is the lure of a fight in Mexico with Jack Dempsey that is
keeping him idle. Personally, I do not think that Dempsey is in good enough
condition ever again to step into the ring as a fighter, but they say that he
nceds money badly, and perhaps he needs it badly enough to have one more
try inside the ropes. But I doubt it. Dempsey has become interested in pro-
moting, and it is more likely that Schmeling will fight for him than that he
will fight against him.

STANFORD MAY TAKE UP ROWING

OUT at Standford University the boys are talking about rowing. They feel

that as California and Washington both have crews, and that these crews
have won much glory for their universities in the East, Stanford also should have
a crew that can win glory in the East. And, of course, they are hoping that
their crew would win glory on the Pacific coast, for collegiate rivalry is red-hot
out that way.

Like most other colleges, Stanford has obstacles to overcome before it can
take its placc among the web-foot universities. There's the expense—but Stan-
ford, with a football team that is a big money maker, can stand the expense.
There’s the matter of a good rowing course—the best onc available is sixteen
miles away from Palo Alto. But the Yale oarsmen travel twenty miles cach
day to their boathouse on the Housatonic, and what Yale can do Stanford can
do. Then therc’s the objection of other coaches, headed, 1 am told, by “Pop”
Warner, who doesn’t want anything to interfere with his football squads. But
even Pop Warner can’t stand in the way of athletic progress, and he may find
that the crew squad will provide him with some mighty fine line material, just
as the Navy coaches have found that rowing is a builder of football material.

The biggest obstacle that Stanford is likely to encounter, should rowing he
decided on, is the selection of the right crew coach. Tt is said that the P’alo Alto
authorities would like to have cither Ed Leader or “‘Rusty” Callow.

A lot of other rowing colleges would like to have cither of those gentle-
men! But wanting them and getting them are two different things! I.eader
is likely to stay at Yale just as long as he wants to say there. Callow. although
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he didn’t have such good material as he used to get at Washington, did well with
this year’s Pennsylvania varsity, which finished third at Poughkeepsie. So, unless
one of these sweep-swinging masters gets homesick for the Pacific coast, Stanford
will have to look clsewhere for its rowing coach.

Rowing at Stanford would be a good thing for rowing, and a good thing
for Stanford. It's a worth-while sport. Material at Stanford is plentitul, and
there always are enough six footers about the campus to load a dozen race ships.
Given a competent coach, Stanford would do as well in rowing as Stanford has
done in foothall and in track—and that is very well indeed!

BASEBALL INTEREST DECLINING AT YALE
AI,THOUGH Yale, together with DPrinceton, Columbia, Cornell, Dartmouth,

and Pennsylvania. has joined the new intereollegiate haseball league that will
open its first season next spring, baseball interest is at a low ebh among Yale
students. It seems that in the springtime they would rather play tennis or golf
than sit in the stands and watch their college mates play basehall.  The Yale
authorities are not at all worried by this choice of the majority of the students.
They consider it a most healthful indication of the success of Yale's “athletics-for-
all” policy. The haseball grand stand is not well filled on fine spring afternoons,
but the new eightcen-hole golf course and the many tennis courts are crowded—
and it is better to play than to watch.

While interest in individual participation in sport has hurt baseball as a
varsity sport at Yale, it hasn't hurt football. The students hang up their rackets
and their golf bags when the Yale team is playing in the Bowl. And, as has heen
the case in the past. nearly all of Yale’s games will be played in the Bowl. The
Blue's policy is to play one foothall game a scason away from home—a game with
Princeton in Princeton, or a game with Harvard in Cambridge. TExceptions to
this rule will be made this fall and in 1931. The Yale-Georgia game, which is
something of an intersectional classic, will be played in Athens, Georgia, this year,
in honor of the opening of the University of Georgia stadium. In 1931 Yale
will journey out to Chicago, to play a game in honor of the fortieth anniversary
of the athletic history of the University of Chicago. Yale has no intention of
altering its policy of refraining from playing post-season intersectional games to
determine national championships in foothball. Yale’s “hig” games always have
been, and probably always will he, with Ilarvard and Princeton, with the Army
game Liecoming more and more important with cach passing year. If the Bulldog
can heat Harvard, Princeton, and Army he is satisfied to let those who want to
scrap out the mythical national football championship.

HERE AND THERE IN SPORT

HI: championship for long-time interest in a baseball team should go to Doc-

tor L. R. Wilson, who has heen rooting for the Chicago Cubs since 1876,
when A, G. Spalding was a star. Doctor Wilson follows the Cubs all over the
National League circuit, and hasn’t missed one of their games since 1924,

Here's one for the hook! In a game hetween Hazleton and Triple Cities,
Pennsylvama clubs, Roseberry of Hazleton hit a long fly to center field. l.ayben,
the Triple Cities center fielder, started after it, and the ball hit his head as he
neared the fence, bounded high in the air, and cleared the fence for a home run.
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The homer hurt Triple Cities’ chances, for Hazleton won the game by a single
run, but the bail didn’t hurt Layben’s head—that is, it didn’t hurt it much.

“Babe” Ruth has broken another record. Hitting fungo flies at the Yankee :
Stadium recently, he drove the ball 447 feet. The best previous record, 418 feet,
was made by Ed Walsh, the great old White Sox spitball artist, back in 1912.

Another long-distance baseball record was established recently. Roy Carlyle,
playing for the Oakland club of the Pacific Coast League against the San IFran-
cisco Missions, hit a 618-foot home run, said to be the longest hit ever recorded
in a ball game. The ball cleared center-field fence by at least twenty-five feet,
and landed on the roof of a house, where it was marked and measured.

Leo Lermond, the Boston A. A. athlete who has better than an even chance
of being the world’s greatest miler by the time the 1932 Olympic Games are held,
recently defeated Harry Larva, Finnish victor in the last Olympic 1500-meter
race, in a race at that distance at an international track meet in Stockholm. Sweden,
His time was 3:56 2-10. Eddie Tolan, University of Michigan sprinter, won
the 100-meters in 10 4-10 seconds.

Phil Edwards, New York University and Canadian Olympic Team track
star, ran a remarkable race in the half mile at the Ontario Championships. He
was badly spiked at the finish of the first quarter mile. and had one shoe torn
off, but he stayed in the race, and won easily in 2:03 8-10.

The third women’s international track meet of the FFederation Sportive Femi-
nine I[nternationale will be held in Prague on September 6, 7 and 8, 1930. It
has not been decided whether or not the United States will be represented by

a tecam. The question will be debated at the A. A. U. convention in St. Louis
in November.

ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS

“F. B. B,,” Tuscaloosa, Alabama.—1. Pro- H. Sanpers, Camp Knox, Kentucky, and
fessional boxing is a hard, and often unsatis- others.—Here is a three-days-a-weck training
factory and unprofitable business. I would schedule for sprinting, good for all distances
suggest that you box for at least a year as up to and including 220 yards: First day:
an amateur before you try the professional Six starts of twenty or thirty yards each.
game. 2. Onc of the most useful books on  Stride through 220 yards. 100 yards at good
boxing is “Boxing,” by O'Brien and Bilek. speed. Sccond day: Six starts. 130 yards
It costs $200, and is published by Charles at necarly best 100-yards speed. A very easy
Scribner’s Sons, New York City. 440 yards. Third day: Six starts. A fast

220 yards. 100 yards at best speed.

Louts \WEINBERG, Lynn, Massachusetts.—

The best way to build up a good body is to Russerr. E. Mapsen, North Troy, New
take part in one or more active sports, such  York.—The following books on tennis should
as baseball, track, swimming, tcnnis, football, be of value to you: “Tennis for the Junior

handhall, wrestling, or boxing. Sports are Player, the¢ Club Player, and the Expert,”

much better devclopers than gymnasium work. by William T. Tilden 2d. Price, fifty cents.

“Mechanics of the Game,” by J. P. Parct.

Lours DoepkeN, Wheeling, West Virginia. ¢ Price, $3.00. “Psychology and Advanced

—The National Interscholastic record for Play” by Paret. Price, $4.00. You may or-

throwing the discus is 145 fcet 6 inches, es- der thesc books from American Lawn Tennis,
tablished by “Bud” Houser in 1921, Inc, 461 Eighth Avenuc, New York City.
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Cart Strurrrck, Baton Rouge, Louisiana.
—I would suggest the following combined
four-days-a-week training schedule for the
shot and discus: Monday: A little casy
sprinting.  Work on developing form and
footwork for discus and shot. Tuesday:
Easy sprinting.  Shot putting and discus
throwing for form. WWednesday: Discus

Sport Story Magazine

throwing for form. Shot putting for dis-
tance. [friday: Shot puiting for form. Dis-
cus throwing for distance.

Ross Suaw, Anadarko, @klahoma.—Nei-
ther the high kick, nor the running hroad
jump on ice skates, were cvents on the 1928
Olympic Games program.

these letters wil

inclosed.

Handley Cross will endeavor to answer any questions on sport topics
that readers care to ask. He will make every effort to give full and accu-
rate informaticn in reply to queries on matters of fact; when his opinion
is asked he will give it with the understanding that it will be regarded as
no more than an expression of opinion.
to him regardin§ sport matters that interest them; as many as possible of
be printed in this department.

Letters should be addressed to Handley Cross, Sport Story Magazine,
79 Seventh Avenue, New York City. When a reply is desired sooner than
it can appear in the magazine a stamped and addressed envelope should be

Readers also are invited to write
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THE FOUR

A football story

By WILLIAM BRUNER

From the four points of the compass had come Minor, Wheeler, Sturdevant
and Tinsley to make up the backfield of the West Point team for which they
were making their last great fight.

THE SHORT SKIMPSON

A golf story

By MORAN TUDURY

Randy Crittenden was considered the town loafer.
chance to perform in his own field of interest that he acquired a better
reputation.

SKEETERS

A Ekockey story

By CHARLES DANA BENNETT

“Skeeters” took his nickname too seriously until he found that his speed was
sufficient sting to win him a place among the huskies of the schcol.

These and other stories of the season will appear in early numbers
of Sport Stery. Always the best in sport fiction in

SPORT STORY MAGAZINE
On the stands the 8th and 22nd of each month

CARDINALS

It was not until he had a
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If I Can't Give It to You....

1 don't want your money

By Alois Merke
To Those Afflicted With Thinning Hair,
Dandruff, Itchy Scalp

OU want HAIR . Plus
quick relief from scalp trou-
bles! And in secking both these
things you demand :
Reasonable assurance  that
vou won't be fooled out of
vour monev or take chances
on anjury to your scalp!
Oh, 1 know what youre up
against.  For years 1've been in
touch with thousands of scalp pa-

tents.  They all said the same
thing: “We don’t want rosy
promises; all we ask is reason-
able assurance of scalp safety
and new hair”

Now follow me closely! [ give

you mfinitely more than reason-
able assurance. | give you this
iron-bound yuarantee

New Hnlr On Your Head in
30 Days ... Or You
Keep Your Money
And I glve sou this guarantee in
writing! Besidex, [ positively as-

sure safety to your sealp.
I teave it ta pyour gond judgment.
llow could I make such a guaran-
tee if 1 didn't have absolute con-
fidence in my :l(mn-m? Why, I'd
Jua week ! [d
lose my rep th
e it S R

Institnte, Fifth Avenue, New York.
& scalp research hureau established
13 years aggo. and known from Coast
to Coust. but I can sufely guarantee

new hair no Cost. For pi-
tient e showed  me  what
athers wither purposely nore or
JUSU o't Enow

Falling Itair Cannot e Stopped
By Ordinary Surface Treatments!
wingz dermatalogists agree with
me on that.  Years of iuvestiza-
fion tuneht us all that scalp trou
bles originate below the sealp!

Simple as A..B..C

Modern habits rob the hair of nor-
mal went.  Dandruff  ap
pears. itching beyins.  Soon roots
weaken and hair falls out.  Rut
in countless casex those roots, far
from being dead, are only tempo-

rarily fuactives © Ordinary

reach

surt
then.

um 0 treatiment Wi
+ Sleeping Toots to aetive
get_down BELOW THE
stimulating little  blood
rushing nouri:ment to
el Thave why n
safely Vil VEw rdR
it O
Dont Buy a “Pig in a Bag!”

What s shame that so many dollars and
hours are wasted on useless surface reat
wents.  Not only th Hair is actually
removed and scalps injured by doubtful
altes and tonics n came up to
yoi he sweet and mid, “Here's a
Tonie "Thatl crow natrt” ould you buy
WP e course mot. You wouldn't  know

the miaker, the ingredients, aor would Yo
bave uny redress in cuse of injur.
when “yoo by
)ik
¥ with “scalp. heati,
hard earned  ruones.

Know Me

based on _sclentific
check up w

ordinary

but with

vour

Thousands
My treatment s
cts that you can
Dhysicianor
eatient |5 hacked by year: re-
The gratitude of Hiusands who
were few minntes 4 di o my
treatnient
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family
3y

t have the Merke In
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accomplishinents

in krowing hair. in
[ v NT
A NY OF Falll
To GKOW NEW HAIR assume  the
wurden of proof, nt you!

Before It's Too Late
Run sour fingers tirouh those thin anots

on your head. Then refleet: What will
B T (R i
bald . clunged appearance, Tost pres-
Uge, ycars older looking  Is indifference
worth 47 Not Tear out the coupon and
MAIL IT TODAY for ms free booklet filled

o).
withcomplete m-luls of ‘my treatment, und
facts. Not the

seientite orivs —but

o
Slerke tnsituten Int
Avenue. New York Cit

Allied Merke Institutes, Ine.,
Dept. 424, 512 Fifth Avenue New York City

Please seni ithout costoF obil-
Estion—in blain Cwrabocr. eopy of | your
War do Grow " 1aire

e ne Nirke st
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Why most people
buy Sheaffer Lifetimes®

Sheaffer Pens and pencils—standards of the world—outsell
all others in America, for Sheaffer is the source of innova-
tions that make writing pleasant. For example—brilliant

]
5

3
colorin, graceful, restful-writing Balanced models, stalwart *"%
repular models, and the unconditional Lifetime® guarantee. "%}t‘”
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