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ANY HOSPITAL IN U. S.
CHOOSE YOUR OWN DOCTOR

It ’* N ew ! It'* Different! If’* a  real Security Plan . . . designed to 
give you the Protection you’ll really need in case of Hospital confine
ment for sickness or accident. When misfortune strikes, you may go to 
any Hospital in the U. S. or Canada under any Doctor's care. WE PAY 
YOUR EXPENSES in full accordance with Policy provisions. You are 
assured of expert care and medical attention . .  . without any wor
ries whatever about heavy financial burden.

Individual or Family Eligible
Why is it that North American can offer so much useful coverage for 
so little money? Because this Protection is sold direct. Individuals or 
family groups can enroll from birth to age 70 and get such exceptional 
benefits as Doctor fees, weekly compensation for time lost from work, 
death benefits, etc. What's more, you're backed up by a strong, reli
able Company operated under the full supervision of the Delaware 
Insurance Dept. This Plan has won the approval of Hospitals and 
Physicians throughout the U.S.

No Medical Examination

Hospital Room and Board 
for Sickness or Accident

Doctor Visits 
In Case of Accident

r.r'*6 .oo
Pm

Visit

Surgical Operations

Time Lost from W ork 
In Case of Accident

Accidental <yi
Death t**

Physical
Dismemberment

Up
L*

Identification Service.

Ambulance Service

*3 . 0 0  

£ *1 5 0 .0 0  

;:>*2 5 . 0 0  

*2000.00 
*2000.00 
^ 1 1 0 0 .0 0  

*10.00

BE PROTECTED
err

SICKNESS or ACCIDENT
NEW SECURITY F

■pm* HOSPITAL & 
DOCTOR BILLS P O LIC Y PAYS

S A F E G U A R D S  
E N TIR E  FA M ILY

£ar <mty D A Y
V/2c FOR CHILDREN

You are not required to take a medical examination to get North Ameri
can Hospitalization Protection. Already over 20 million persons In 
America have enrolled for this valuable kind of coverage . . . prov
ing the practical common sense of protecting your savings from the 
onslaught of unexpected Hospital and Doctor bills. Send off at once for 
all the details about this Plan. No obligation. No Agent will call.

f  NORTH AM ERICAN M UTUAL INSURANCE CO. ” ]
Dept. D7—9, Wilmington, Del.

Pleasfe send me, without obligation, details about your |  
"3c A  Day Hospitalization Insurance Plan."

Name............................................ - ............................................ ■

Address............................................................................................» ■
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I. C. S. graduates turn up in lots of 
places —but not “behind the 3-ball.” 
You’ll find thousands of them in lop ex
ecutive posts . . . hundreds of thousands 
holding good positions and regularly 
collecting promotions and pay raises.

They realized that the advancements 
go to the trained men . . . and that prac
tical, authoritative I.C.S. training is just 
3s close to any one as the nearest letter
box. Many of them stalled drawing the 
dividends of larger pay checks and in
creased responsibilities before they com
pleted their I.C.S. Courses.

The road they followed to success is 
open to you. I.C.S. Courses cover more 
than 100 business and technical subjects. 
You study in your spare time . . . al low 
cost . . .  in a class by yourself.

If you’re as smart as we think you are, 
you won’t be caught “behind the o-ball” 
with the untrained. You’ll mail the cou
pon today for full information on how to 
join the trained men rewarded by this 
modern world.

ItifERKATlONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS
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VVilhont cost or obligation, pi
A ir  C o n d i t i o n i n g  a n d  
P l u m b i n g  C o u r s e *
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Cl H eatiw t G  Flu ml'in 
O  Jh-frigoratinn C  die; 
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r.v, In -li] it  rial 

!l < Tu.-miHt.ry, Mf;;. Iron A >tee| 
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C iv i l  E n g i n e e r i n g ,  A r c h i t e c 
t u r a l  a n d  M i n i n g  C o u r s e *

'} A r c h :to r iu r a l H r a f iit ig

! It ridge and lim liio'-; I'.>r>-;n»n 
i 'u ih iim ;  I n t im a t in g  
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S t in v t 'u a l  D r a ft in g

fiOX 6002-E, SCRAN TO N  9. PEN N A .
send me full particulars about the course before which I

1 lid  tint r ia l F n g i n e e  rin g  
I n d u s tr ia l M e ta llu r g y  
M a c h in e  S h o p  
M e c h a n ic a l D r

] Structural Fngintu ring 
j  S u r v s y in s  m t l  M appi-nc  

C o m m u n i c a t i o n *  C © u r*«*
!! F lee t ■■c-iir-i 
I Practie.-d T elephony  
3 iJadio, G eneral
1 I Tadio O p e r a tin g
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j  T e l« ;r.ip5. F n g i  ncc r in g  

E t s s t r i c a l  C o u r m  
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0  C otton  M anufacturing  
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A c a d e m i c  C

‘t A c c o u n t in g  II A d v e r tis in g
} A r ith m e t ic  !G lb . . , \  k eep in g
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] F e d e r a l T a x  
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I P o s ta l  S e r v ic e  
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7 S p u n i-h  □  > i e!ii.;:r»t>h.v 
j T ra tiio  M n
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r:t.f d-V.-ui
1 t'U'1, •p'-llt’tt

n! /*■ WfVi'o,, . . . . . . . .
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x< S 'Un/ls  G'Ui'Jtfl'in, L td ,. M ontreal, Canada.
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SPORTS
F I C T I O N

f'onienfs for Septem ber, 1947

V o lu m e  5  N u m b e r  4

3 C om ple te  Novele ts
STAR STRUCK . . . .(Baseball). . . .By T. W . Ford 10 
Mel Sellers figured that he should pattern his pri

vate life after those of his baseball idols!

THAT OLD GREY TRAIN (FlghT)
. . . .  By John D. MacDonald 26 

Singer Washburn was too old to fight, but not too 
old to lend a hand . , .

BLIND BASKETS (Basketball). .By Roe Richmond 46
Killmartin was winning by dead reckoning!

SHORT STORIES

NO STRIKES A N D  OUT (Baseball) By John Wilson 39
Old feuds and haired die hard sometimes.

THE SURGEON (Baseball).......... By Arthur Mann 59
The kid could dish it out and lake it, but . . .

COM EBACK (True Football Story) By Dick Kraus 69 
SERVE WITH PRIDE (Tennis) . . By Richard Brister 73

. . . but don't let pride take you for a fall!
DOPE FROM THE DUGOUT (Department)

. . . .By Wilcey Eads 90

ROBERT W. LOW NOES, EWo:-

»** OUTS: 1'J OTJ O X , pu  b l is s e d  rp M O y rly  by  C O L U M B IA  P IJ  DLT O A T IO N S  1 X 0 ,,  i  A ( 'p lo t on r 'U tw t, l i d -  
y o k e , M a ss . T-Mum-ial a n d  e x e c u tiv e  o . l ic e 3 a t  241 C h u rc h  S t r e e t ,  N ew  Y o rk  1-J N ew  Y o rk . A p p l ic a t io n  \ . y  
►■uny a s  ««;'<>ml c la s s  m a t t e r  p e n d in g  a t  th e  p o s t  o f f ic e  a t  I lo ly o k e ,  M a s s  , u n d e r  th e  a c t  o f M a rc h  G 
IS rih  S in g le  copie-? lT.c, y e a r ly  s u b s c r ip t io n  MV. M a n u s c r ip t . ;  m u s t  h e  ar-comr>-vn-ul b y  so ltW iddre.-^w i. 
s ta m p e d  e n v e lo p e s  to  in s u re  r e t u r n  i f  n o t  a c c e p te d ;  a n d  w h ite  r e a s o n a b le  c a r e  is  "x-.ovised  in  h a n d lin g  
(ite m , th e y  a r e  su i uni t ie d  a t  a u th o r 's  r i s k .  P r in t e d  in  U . S . A .
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D o y o n  v\ ;■HU a  '-food[ - p a y j o ’o
U k > f;n s t - L r r o \ v i a  H a  i ic . I m l! i si r>
o r  y u u r  o w n K a d i o  S i r M a i l  :l
L’ l iiM 'iu i  l o r a  S a m p l e l a - s s i >n a. r
m y  i.i h .* o ,k . ” H r >W to Co
SlIC’C ■ss i n u . i d i o  — T.dc visa.
I 'd  c o t r o  n i l 's ,  ” b o t h  {'*11K  H. S
h o w l w i l l  t r a  i n  y o u  a t h i in i t •— ii«
y o n  " o t  n r a c t i o a l  K a J ’u .) r x i> c r p - r .
h n iM iiiL T . b ’ s  t i n  ^  H ;o T io  r in * ; : '
w i t l i U K I K IT S '>[■* I *A I ITS
St ‘ Mi 1 !

M any Beginners Soon M ake  Extra 
M o n e y  in Spare Time W hile Learning

T h e  d hv y o u  -?tirnll I s t a r t  se n d in g
"K X T  14 A M O N  L V J O i i  S H F R T S  t h a t
Mm\v huev r.i m -ike K X T K A  m o n ey  a x ia -
n e ig h b o rs ' R a d iu s  i: 1 .sp ire  t im e  w h ile  .stils
lea  m i  ug! I t  > My *::Laicr to  g e t  S a :  •‘M

now  th.-m o v e r  b e fo re , b e c a u se  th e  R a d io  
R»*’M ir liu s ir ifv s  is horn* b u g . T ra in e d  R a d io  
T e c h  rheum s a lso  titid  p ro fit :d d e  o p p o r tu n i 
sm s in P o lice . A via r i< in. M a rin e  R a d io , 
i ‘.r l i ijfa . 't!  sia, R a d io  M a m ;f i r i  i ir in |f . P u b 
lic  A h it o s  w o rk . T h in k  <>f e v e n  i i n c h r  
,>{.■;*> >rr 11in i ies a?  T e le v is io n , I M ,  am i 
i :. ' o > ro ;:!-•> lit"viit s  M erpmo i vath-dde io  ib e

Find O u t W hat N RI Can Do for You
Ma.ii ( .'m ipon  s'or S a m p le  L esson  a n d  m y  

T H T T ! t *; -o-i ire b o o k . L e a d  (lie  d e ta i l s .  
d"*u* m y  ( lout's*'; l e t t e i s  l io n i  m en  I .

N o  *.fd i .e e io n 1 J u s t  M A I L  
( t.» l' I*n>; N O W  i ix e n v e |. .p e  m p a s te  on 
;> v;i:y .f. !■;. S m ith , P r e s id e n t  IS.
D e p t .  0I A 2 .  N t t t io n a l  R a d io  I n s t i t u t e .
1P i n n r c r  H o m n  S t u d y  f i n d  in  S  c h  n o / ,
W a s h in g t o n  9 , D . C .

VETERANS You can g«*i this tra ins 
lt*K In your own
homo under C. t. Bllt^

MAIL COUPON FOR FULL DETAILS rj

I TRA IN ED  TH ESE M EN
AVtRAGES BETTER THAN 

S3,OOO A YEAR
" I  now  have a  shop  and 
am  doing  fine. I average 
b e tte r  th a n  £.".000 per year, 
a n d  ce rta in ly  give N H I 
m uch  of th e  c re d i t .” — 
T tA V M O N I) F . D A V IS , 
A sh b u m , G eorgia.

“ Soon a fte r  I finished in ?  
e x p e rim en ta l k its  lo o o :;*  
I tack led  mv first U ndid 
serv ice  job. T he neighbor*
We re  'v ery  c e u p»: r« t i v e . £
son 11 hud a ll th e  rep a ir  job* 
1 euuld han d le  in sp a re  

tim e . I have m ade $'112 in  th e  past h i 
m o nths in sp a re  t im e .” —T  W . C L A R K * 
W ilm ing ton , North Carolina.
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ADVICE TO READERS:
who are suffering the miseries of

BAD SKIN
Stop W o rry in g  N o w  About 

P im p le s  a n d  B la c k h e a d s
and other externally caused skin troubles
J US T  F O L L O W  S K I N D O C T O R ' S  

S I M P L E  D I R E C T I O N S

SQUEEZING pimples or blackheads to gel rid of 
•hem is a nasty, messy business — but that isn’t 
the worst of it. Because doing so may also be in* 

jurious and leave your skin with unsightly, embarrass
ing blemishes. There is, now, a much easier, safer, 
cleaner way to help you r;d your face of ugly, often* 
dive, externally caused skin troubles. You merely fol
low a doctor’s simple directions.

Good-looking SJrin Is Not for Women Only
You —yes, you —can have the same healthy, normal com
plexion free from externally caused skin 
troubles simply by riving your skin the spe
cial care that handsome screen stars give 
theirs. There’s almost nothing to it —it is 
just about as easy as washing your face. The 
whole secret consists of washing your face 
in a way that thoroughly cleanses the pores 
of every last speck of dirt and grime—some
thing that ordinary cleansing may not do.
In iact, examination alter examination 
shows that, usually, it is not a case of “bad 
skin” so much as a case of incomplete or 
faulty cleansing. What you should use is a 
highly concentrated soap like Vidcrm Skin 
Cleanser which penetrates the pores and 
acts as an antiseptic When followed by a 
quick application oi Vidcrm Medicated 
Skin Cream, si:?rks of irritating dirt and 
grime are quickly washed out, they dissolve 
and disappear, leaving your skin clean, 
clear and free of the specks that often bring 
out pimples, blackheads and other externally-caused skin 
troubles.

It's foolish to fake Sad Skin for Granted
It doesn’t pay to rLk marred skin, blotches, blemishes. 
Your very success in business, love and social life may de
pend upon your looks. Handsomeness and a good appear• 
ance usually start with the condition of your skin. Nobody 
likes a skin that looks unhealthy, unclean, abused, and 
marked with blackheads or pimples. WOMEN ARE 
ATTRACTED TO MEN WHO HAVE SMOOTH,

CLEAR, ROBUST-LOOKING SKIN Business execu* 
lives don’t choose men who have a poor-looking com* 
plexion. Don’t take chances with your success in life when 
this inexpensive Viderrn formula may help you.

Don’t murder your skin! Here’s all you have to do to 
keep u smooth and clear. Use Vidcrm Skin Cleanser when 
you wash your face Rub the rich lather of this highly- 
concentrated soap on your face for just a few seconds and 
then rinse it off. Then apply a little Y’iderm Medicated 
Skin Cream and that’s all there is to it. Vidcrm Medicated 
Skin Cream quickly disappears, leaving your skin nice and 

smooch. This simple treatment, used after 
shaving, helps heal tiny nicks and cuts, re
lieves razor-burn and smarting; besides 
conditioning your skin.

GiVe Your Face This Treat for 7 Day*
Stop worrying and being embarrassed over 
what may happen to your skin, just send 
for your Viderrn Double Treatment this 
minute, and be confident that you will keep 
a smooth and dear complexion. Follow the 
simple directions, written by a doctor, that 
you will get with your Viderrn Double 
Treatment; then look in your mirror and 
listen to your friends admire your smooth, 
dear skin—the kind that women go for.

just mail your name and address to The 
New York Skin Laboratory, 206 Division 
Street, Dept. I SO , New York City 2, New 
York. By return mail you will receive both 

of the Viderrn formulas, complete with full directions, 
and packed in a safety-scaled carton. On delivery, pay 
two dollars plus postage. If you wish, you can save the 
postage fee by mailing the two dollars with your letter. 
Then, if you aren’t thrilled with results, your money will 
be cheerfully refunded. Remember that both of the form
ulas you use have been fully tested and proven, and are 
reliable for you. If they don’t help you, your treatments 
cost you nothing. After you have received your Viderrn, if 
you have any questions to ask concerning abused skin,' 
just send them in.

S0H5T DO THIS!

D on't m urder your. skin 
by squeezing it Skin is 
delicate VS hen you break 
it , you  le a ve  y o u rse lf  
wide open to  mis tries. 
It's  far easier, far safer, 
to let the D ouble Viderrn 
treatm ent help you enjoy 
a handsome, clear and 
blemish-free com plexion.
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THOUSANDS HOW PUT
who never thought they could!

Thrilled by Playing 
T'vc 1 ■*'■ l'-.y Ir'.M'tr,; ,i" . :• .■■■/<. i 1
yiiiir *i u m  is ■ i;*■ r. f u m -u* (hi iil 1
Huu: Wi-i i'f i ;.:i *■-. »! ■ - : I i 1 mh t I
Hint.! ;.i r i!;.iiv i;J ;y ,\ =. ■ T -m  M - i iv
wmm w.i./ ;;jni

J. T .  "I 1. Mil'll.

W ou ld n't Toke Si 000 for Course
b.v :■ 11* • |> Ample Ih;it iinyr-n.'- i ii’j 

. h 1 'T.i:;- tin :ii I li'tvf- Earned tn play 
'  y nn!i; in a iitili* mo if  [ban fi n nutl] i 
i -i11 r i11 i..lit- .i limusand dollars fur my 

S. E. A ., Kansas C ity. Mo.

Shares Course W ith Sister
Tlie  i* so im cr."-! it:;: jvjVj die

liiiih' Vjfi:11*. I i iN iiin'u; if! yiiiii1 i nurso 
My r smu.y. i: ' i11» i.n- ,.nd

I .- . ! ,  ! > ■ r ■ SillllV \V Fi v .
n. i:. Wiii-iii, w;M.

Finding New  Joy

I am f:rn> i *u; a <ij " t v  U -e . 1 utA'tr f M'x riem’t’f! >. for 1
havj always want oil i .» ;/:»>, "out 
had y i\ iu  im ImbR u V- I I.-v-vt 
of your ecu me.

*C. S. Lutiw i. OJtia.

Ploys After 2 Months

7 WM'raatd Inf.. ' • • : i:.:;: forWIN Cf ■.!.■.-(■ ImV.J.U-- -•:! (‘I V' l‘
I-,)!,, in . m 1 1 r, i ■ S v i  i l i v ehv < . i 1 ii-lil - ' ■ . I
fi |ii idF'Mru- I.i.-r..............  ! un-
till .ii.n- i I 'M'iiM »-l. ■ onlynu- r-M.i.i t'-.

B. T . Pfitlurd. Ala.

* A.'i u. 1 iMjdh;' nam-- r ■ ■ 111 j, - r.
riitoitfe- hy iirofcs -i ,:i ;1 m -id s .

You, too, can play any instrument 
By this EASY A-B-C Method

YOU th ink  it’s difficult to  lt-arii 
m usic?  T h a t ’s  w h n t  thousands  

■n’ others have  thought!  J u s t  l ike  
you. they lone to <*k»y som e inst ru
in mu — rite piano, violin, guitar ,  
sa x o p h o n e  or other favorites. But 
t hey denied t h em se lves  t he p leasure  
— ' • eea use t i n y  Thought it took 
m o nth s  and yea rs  o f  tedious s tu d y  
*o
Learn in Spare Tim e at  Home

A n J t hen i h • y iviade n n a ma z i n g 
discovery! T hey  learned about a  
wonderful way 10  learn musk'- at. 
home— without  a  pr ivate  teach er—  
without: tedious s tu d y —and in a 
surpris ing ly  short time. T h ey  wrot«* 
to the U. S. yc-hoo] of  M usic for the  
facts  aliolit th is  remarkable  sh o r t 
cut method. And the  
facLs openrd 1 h eir eyes!
Tic'-v w ere  am azed  to  
find how  easy  it w as to  
lea rn.

T h e  result  ? Over S50- 
m en and w o m en  

have studied music at 
hom e this  simple, A -B -C  
w.'V. Now. all over  the  
vr,. y 1 d. e n t h u s i a s i ic m u-  

- levers are en jo y in g  
tie- thrill ing sa t i s fa c 
tion of  erea i ine  their  
own music. T h e y  have  
i'ound the key  :n good  
L l m p o p u l a  i ii y and 
ruofii.

Costs only few cents o Day
And 1 lint’s whnt you 

van do, right now. Got  
i he proof that you. too. 
can  learn i" p l a y  your  
favorite  in n  run u-nt —

■time at  home for less  than se v e n  
c c u t s  a da y . N evor minu 1 f you ha ve  
no m usical  knowledge,  t ra in in g  or 
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TALK-SING-PIAY THROUGH YOUR OWN RADIO

HOME RADIO MIKE
ATTACHES TO ANY RADIO. Amaze and mystify your friends by talking about 
them over your own radio. Create and broadcast shows, commercials and 
"news flashes." Just flick the button of this professional, studio-type "mike' 
and you cut in instantly on any program, make believe you 
are on with big stars. It's loads of fun, and good-training, i f f j P  
too! This professional-looking switch-button "mike" comes T  
complete with long insulated cord. Comes complete, ready 9  
to attach in minutes.
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Don't Neglect Foot Itch
ATHLETE’S FOOT
.  . . if may become DANGEROUS!

PEDSLfN - This Wonderful, Tested Discovery

Paves The W ay For New! Improved! Treatments!
fetrf* yo u r  A th le te 's  F oot I tch  d r iv e  you  m a d ?  O oea that^  
to r tu r in g  itc h  c o m p el you to h o p e le ss ly  sc r a tc h  a w a y  a t  
you r sk in  . . . o n ly  to  find you h a v e  a g g r a v a te d 1 th e  con d i-J  
i io n ?  I t  h as b een  e s tim a te d  th a t  a n y w h e r e  fro m  yQr.o to  
SOr/f o f  th e  p eo p le  in th is  c o u n tr y  a re  a ffe c ted  b y  th is  
d is e a s e  so m e tim e  d u r in g  th e ir  liv e s . N o w  y o u . to o . l ik e  
th o u sa n d s  o f o th er  m en  and w o m en  m ay  u se  PE O PL IN ' -** 
th is  a m a z in g , n e w . s c ie n t if ic  t r e a tm e n t  fo r  A th le te 's  F o o t.;  
■You m ay n o t  be a w a re  th a t  y o u  are  
s u ffe r in g  from  a m ild  case  
<if A th le te ’s F o o t at 
p r e se n t.

Special Formula Quickly 
Penetrates to Germs and 

Interferes with Its Spreading
T h e  in g r e d ie n ts  o f F E D !L I N  w ere  te s te d  d u r in g  th e  w ar  
o n  N a v y  P e r s o n n e l,  a s  w e ll  a s  o th e r s . T h e a e su lts  o f  
th e se  tea ts  in d ic a te d  th a t  o n e  o f  t h e  a c t iv e  in g r e d ie n t s  of 
P E D I L I N  w a s  m o re  b en efic ia l th a n  m a n y  o th e r  tr e a tm e n ts .  
T h is  in g r e d ie n t  in  th is  s p e c ia l  fo rm u la  h e lp s  in te r fe r e  
w ith  th e  sp r e a d in g  o f  th e  A th le te ’s F o o t  g erra . I t  ta k e s  
£ * st  a c tio n  a g a in s t  th e  " h a r d -to -g e t -a t”  g e r m s . O th er  in 
g r e d ie n t s  o f th is  fo r m u la  h elp  th e  b ad ly  a ffec ted  sk in .

Beware of these Symptoms
The .sy m p to m s o f  th is  d ise a se  a t th e  s ta r t  are sm a ll crack jf  
b e tw e e n  th e  to e s  a n d  th e  p e e lin g  o f  th e  sk in  su r r o u n d in g  
•these c r a ck s. S h ou ld  you  n e g le c t  y o u r  A th le te ’s F o o t in  i t s  
'first s ta g e ,  i t  m ay  d e v e lo p  and sp rea d  th r o u g h o u t  a ll you r  
toes to  th e  b a lls  o f y o u r  fe e t  a n d  a r c h e s . T h is  is  u su a lly  
a c c o m p a n ie d  by an  u n c o n tr o lla b le  i tc h in g  and  s c r a tc h in g ,  
w h ich  r e su lts  in  a b ad ly , m u tila te d , u g ly , in fe c te d  c o n d i
tio n  o f  the sk in .

Try P E D S L iN  NOW
A o n e  m o n th ’s su p p ly  c o s ts  you  o n ly  o n e  dollar.. Y ou  w o u ld  
g la d ly  p a y  m uch m o re  th a n  th e  sm a ll c o s t  o f  th is  w o n 
d er fu l tr e a tm e n t  to r e lie v e  y o u r s e lf  o f  th e  a g o n iz in g  fo o t  
A c h in g  _ th a t  in te r fe r e s  w ith  you r s leep , y o u r  w o r k  a n d  
s o c ia l  l i f e .  D o n ’t m is s  th is  o p p o r tu n ity  to  h elp  y o u r s e lf  
w ith  P E D I L I N — m ed ica l s c ie n c e s ’ s e n s a t io n a l n ew  d isc o v e r y  
fo r  th e  t r e a tm e n t  o f  A th le te 's  F o o t. M a il C ou p on  N O W  I

I 1UNIVERSAL SYNTHETICS. INC.. Dept. DA-9 
I 100 West 42nd St.. New York 18. N. Y. J

il H ere  is m y d o lla r !  R u sh  to  m e a o n e  m o n th ’s  su p p ly  
o f  P E D I L I N , th e  N e w  F o o t M ed ic in e  (A T H L E T E 'S  
FO O T  T R E A T M E N T ). j

Name............................................... l

I Address ..................... ....................

| C ity .....................  Zone....... State
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A  Powerhouse Baseball Novelet
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H was a wonderful thing to have a break like this and 
be playing with the men he'd admired so long — - and 
Mel Sellers figured that what the stars did on the out

side was right for him, too!
i i
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Y OU H A D  to have strength  
down the middle. Mel Sellers 
had heard some of the old 

timers quote the famed M uggsy Mc- 
Graw on that. Strength down the 
middle. That meant behind the bat. 
at short and second, and out in center 
field. Sellers dropped the rosin bag 
beside the mound, hitched at his pants 
on his big-boned rangy frame, and 
thought how lucky he was. W ith  
D ing Stoffer behind the bat he had 
solid defensive strength in that de
partment; and there was the fancy  
veteran, Flash Curry, at second base 
Curry who could get o ff  a throw  
standing on his ear. The great Duke  
Lacagnio at the short field berth, 
was past his prime now but still  a 
terror at the plate in the clutch.

“A w  right, Sellers boy!” Lacagnio  
called out then, running his bare 
hand over the crinkly coal-black hair, 
kicking up little dust puffs back of 
his legs with those nervous spikes. 
“Just pour it in there, keed! You got 
eight guys backin’ y o u . . . .  D on’t 
worry, you didn’t get into this  
trouble!" That last he added with  
a lowered voice.

It  sent a l ittle  chill wobbling down  
young Mel Sellers’ spine. Maybe he 
was a fool to do what he’d done, to 
get himself into this almost lost game. 
Lacagnio’s last words had been a half  
hint at disaster, failure. He saw the 
right-handed pinch hitter moving up 
to the plate, a righty against his  
southpaw slants. Stocky, hawk-nosed 
Stoffer came out and Mel met him 
halfway to the plate.

“This guy  murders anything high  
outside,” the backstop warned in his 
husky voice. “Break ’em to the in
side.”

Mel nodded and moved back to the 
mound with a stiff-legged walk. He  
checked on the runners jerking o ff  
first and second as if they were on 
leashes of springs. One down. Score 
4-4, the Cougars having lost the lead. 
And his light-hued long eyes  
switched on out to center field, to 
the lanky-legged red-headed George 
“Red” Dern out there. A taciturn 
man, mercurial in performance, a f ly  
hawk who could snatch a drive practi
cally out of a bleacher fan's teeth on

one of his hot days. There was the  
final piece of strength down the mid
dle; a guy  felt  good with that kind of 
stuff behind him.

Going into the stretch, Mel came 
around in a sidearm motion snapped 
a half-speed curve into the plate: it 
hooked over at the hands for a strike. 
His next two offerings were balls as 
the hitter refused to bite. A foul back 
into the wire. Mel felt the good easy 
sweat working out of his hide inside 
his monkey shirt. He wanted to smoke  
his fireball in there. Stoffer finally  
okayed it but signed for it low, and 
Mel Sellers made the mistake of the 
average rookie hurler afraid of  
handing out a walk, made it a little  
too good.

There was the pistol crack of a hit. 
Lacagnio took off  to his right, 
lunged, shot his glove across in front 
of his body. It seemed as if he’d flag 
it  on the second hop, inaugarate the 
double play. Then the ball squirmed 
off  his fingers. He snapped it up 
with his bare hand and whipped it  
back to Curry at the keystone; but 
the split second lost killed the chance 
of a twin killing, only got the runner 
at second on a forceout.

“Damn apple took a pebble hop and 
squinted away at the last moment, 
dammit, kid,“ he told Mel in a deep 
liquid voice as he ran into the mound. 
“I really didn’t boot it! It was a tough  
try !” A nd the record would support 
him afterward; the official scorer had 
not credited him with an error, it 
came out after the game. W hen a 
shortstop with Duke Lacagnio’s rep 
doesn’t get one, they figure it must 
have been a hit. “D on’t sweat, kid! 
W e ’ll throttle the next g u y !” Lacag
nio added as he moved back.

IT W A S  A  tough one for a green  
hurler to swallow. H is stomach 

was jumping now with the dangerous 
leadoff man facing him. The pinch 
hitter had gone in for the Bull hurler. 
and the B ulls  believed in their lucky  
seventh inning. T hey  laid down a ver
bal barrage as one of Mel Sellers’ 
hooks got away from him and Ding  
Stoffer had to dive frantically to mitt 
it.

“Looka the rook blow! There he
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goes, the poor busher !, . . .Take a 
shower on the way back to the sand- 
lots, k i d ! . . .  .H ey , Barnell, you got 
a boy on a man’s job!’’ they fo g 
horned.

Mel cut his eyes to the Cougar dug- 
out, wondering if the dynamic little  
firecracker of a Cougar pilot, Pep  
Barnell, would order an intentional 
pass. But, no soap. Sock Paspare 
dangerous Number Two man of the 
Bulls, was up next. Besides, the lead- 
off  had yet to connect safely that 
day. Mel went back to work, slipped  
over a strike. Another ball. A long  
foul into the left field stands that 
paralized the kid's heart with a chill. 
Ding called for an inside pitch to 
drive the hitter back from the plate. 
The leadoff man waited till the last 
instant for it to hook over, then 
twisted and dropped to a knee, bat 
still on his shoulder.

That did it, one of those freaks of 
the game. The fast ball hit his bat, 
bloopered up over, just over, leap
ing third baseman Slim A tte l l ’s up- 
flung glove. The runner streaked in 
from third. Mel raced to the hot cor
ner to hold the runner from first on 
seco'nd, but the tie-breaking run was 
in. His infield talked it up to steady  
him. He saw Ding look at the bench 
for orders, to see if Mel was to be 
yanked. But Barnell sat calmly fan
ning himself with a scorecard.

The sensitive Mel figured the skip
per was conceding the game, didn’t 
give a hang any more, meant to leave 
him in to take it. It started the adren
alin shooting through Mel's blood
stream. Angered, he toed the rubber 
with his toe plate, bore down, and 
w hiffed  tough Sock Paspare on five 
pitches to end the top of the inning.

“Keep that ball behind you. Sellers 
till you go into the stretch! Then, 
keep it behind your glove; less they 
see of it till it comes in the better,” 
snapped Barnell as Mel dropped 
down into the dugout.

“D on’t worry, kid, we'll get it back,” 
Duke Lacagnio assured him with a 
slap on the back of the windbreaker 
and a flash of teeth.

But with two on and two down 
when he stepped up— the clutch spot 
—the best the Duke could do was a 
high fly  to left. Mel shrugged off

his disappointment as he went out to 
work the eighth. If  Duke Lacagnio  
couldn’t bang one out, he guessed, 
that Bull relief man must have a lot 
of dipsy-do on the soft stuff he 
chucked up. The rookie kid wanted  
this one. Sharper now, he tagged the 
corners and set down the side in or
der. Again the Cougars threatened in 
their half; but a fast double play by 
the Bulls extinquished the uprisings  
after Mel himself got a scratch single  
off the shortstop’s glove.

HE B E G A N  to work the ninth.
got another tough break when 

Stoffer let a swinging third strike 
get away from him and the hitter 
scampered up to first. Another  
pinch hitter stepped in there, a new  
man on the Bull club. The public 
address system gave his name as 
Tigney. D ing Stoffer came out as 
the Duke hopped in to the mound.

“I knew T igney  down on the Rich
mond Colts. D on’t p i t c h  him 
anything around the knees—or you  
can kiss the ball goodbye,” Duke  
said.

Keeping it up. Mel pitched a ball, 
cut a hook in at the chin for a strike. 
He came in with a change-of -pace 
curve on the outside. There was a 
sickening crack that was like a blow  
to the rookie’s heart. Climbing, climb
ing, it soared into center. Dern was on 
his bicycle lank legs flashing as 
he went back, back. Then he tw ist
ed, shot up against the bleacher barr
ier, stabbed. H e landed on his knees 
on the carom, but when he came up. 
he held the bail in his glove for the 
out.

That was all Mel Sellers needed. 
He got the next man to pop out off  
a curve ball, w hiffed  a sharp-hooking  
third strike past the fo llowing hitter. 
Pep Barnell was talking it up to get  
a rally started, thumping a club on 
the bench.

W ith  one down, there was a smash
ing double. Loucks, a stocky, pinch 
hitter built like Hack W ilson, tagged  
one on the nose: but the Bull second 
sacker made a dive to his left, a mir
aculous stab of the bulleting liner 
travelling just a foot from the  
ground.Then he flipped to second to
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double off  the base runner and the 
ball game was on its way into the 
record books. Mel Sellers felt all 
washed out inside. It would not be 
recorded as his defeat. The pitcher 
preceding him had put on the runner 
who’d come across with the big tally. 
But he had wanted badly to put out 
the fire, hold the opposition till his 
club could push one or two over. H e’d 
wanted to prove to Pep Barnell that 
he had iron in his soul.

“Tough luck, M e l ,” the Duke told 
him as they quitted the dugout. “But  
forget it, chum, it was lost before you 
came in. D oesn’t do any good to take 
those things too seriously. Maybe 
w e’ll have a few  beers later, huh?”

Some of M el’s gloom lifted at being 
invited out by the great star. They  
went along the tunnel beneath the 
stands to the clubhouse. Then Mel 
felt eyes burning into him and saw 
Flash Curry the second baseman 
moving beside him, staring with eyes  
that were squeezed-up bits of icy  
hostility.

“W ell, Mr. Showoff, ya sure did it, 
didn’t you? Trying to play teacher’s 
pet and then hadda kick the game 
away! Ya damnbusher!”

Mel was surprised at the second 
sacker’s ferocity. Flash was one of 
those stars he admired so much he 
was awed by them. But the last epi
thet caused the tall kid's babyish 
face to jerk into a tough mold. “I got 
a tough break on that fluke hit! Were  
you asleep?” he came back, referring 
to the blooper when that hitter had 
tried to fall away from the pitch.

“Yeah? And if Red Dern hadn’t 
made a circus catch in the ninth, 
you’re ears’d really been pinned 
back!”

Up ahead, red-haired Dern turned 
his head over a shoulder. He said 
nothing, seldom did. He had a rocky 
jaw, looked like one of those strait
laced guys who stuck strictly to 
business.

Then they were in the clubhouse. 
Little intense Pep Barnel, coming  
barely to M el’s shoulder, appeared 
suddenly. His fingers clamped on the 
southpaw’s right arm and the glassy  
blue eyes bit into the kid.

“You got things to learn, Sellers,”

he snapped in a trigger-quick voice. 
“But you showed some nice pitching  
out th ere !”

C H A P T E R  II

U K E  LA C A G N IO  had called 
Mel in his hotel room, made 
it definite to have a few after 

dinner, saying he wanted Mel to meet 
some frieqds of his. Before he went  
down to meet Duke at seven-thirty  
in the lobby, the big boyish hurler 
tried once more to tame that per
sistent cowlick in his ye llow  hair, 
double-checked himself in the mirror. 
He hoped he didn’t look like a kid 
from a small town in the backwoods.

There was the sports jacket, a con
servative gray tweed. Most everybody  
on the club wore jackets with loud 
patterns, big plaids. But he’d noticed  
that the Duke, one of his idols, had 
one in a quiet gray pattern. So Mel 
had picked up one on the same style. 
He banged at the cowlick again, put a 
cigaret in his mouth, tongued it care
fu lly  to the center before he applied  
a match to it. A ctually he didn’t 
particularly care about smoking. But  
that was the way—right in the middle  
of his lips— the slick way Flash Curry 
smoked a cigaret. He was only half  
conscious he was imitating them, 
those two of his trio of idolized stars. 
He  was just using them to pattern 
himself after them because, he told 
himself, they were big leaguers and 
knew how to act.

Downstairs, he waited as Lacagnio  
was some ten minutes late. A good- 
looking blonde, headed for the dining  
room with her escort, sighted him and 
crossed over the huge carpet. She 
drew a little address book from her 
handbag and co o ed :

‘Oh, Mr. Sellers! I recognized you  
right away. W ould you mind giving  
me your autograph? I— ”

Flushing, the shy good-lucking  
rookie, gulped and backed. “Uh— 
miss, seems to me I saw Sellers get
ting off  the elevator a few  minutes  
ago and—” He nodded toward the 
main entrance of the hotel. He wasn’t 
being high-hatted; this kind of public 
attention scared him. H e ’d rather have
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faced a cleanup h i t te r  wi th the sacks 
packed.

The blonde said she was sor^f  but  
lie did look like the newspaper  photos 
o! Mel Sellers. She and her escort  
left. Mel ran a f inger  a round the 
collar of his spor t s  shirt .  T hen  Thor  
Jenson  of the Chronicle spor ts  staff ,  
raid fat and asthmat ic  but  dean of 
the city baseball wr i ters,  wandered  
up. He  smiled a round his big cigar,  
said Mel had had p lenty of stuf f  to
il: y .

"Bu t  you were foolish to pi tch 'em 
tgp high to that  T igney ,  Sellers, 
l i e —" T hen  somebody hailed Ter,son
and he wont off.

p | O O L l S H .  T h a t  was the word 
t i  that  s tuck in M e l ’s mind.  Some 
r>i the repor te rs  and some of his team- 
mat ef  had got ten the impression r igh t  
from the s tar t  tha t  he was stuck up, 
conceited,  because he was too scared 
to talk much.  And  the fact that  he'd 
got ten himself a nice chunk of maz- 
r.-na for signing,  a f te r  the commis
s ioner ’s office had declared him a free 
agent  from the Class-B club of tha t  
farm chain for cover ing him up, 
hadn ’t helped matte rs  any. A ten 
thousand dollar bonus plus another  
ten grand in salary for  a rook who'd 
never been up in the majors before 
wasn' t  potato chips.  Some of the reg
ulars had resented  it. W h a t  nobody 
else knew was that  a big chunk of 
that  bonus had gone to s tar t  an elder  
brother th rough  engineering  school. 
Tha t  another  chunk had gone for a 
li t t le house for his marr ied sister  
with her chi ldren and invalid 
husband.

But  a f te r  today, some of them might  
think lie was more concei ted than 
ever, for he hadn ’t had to go into tha t  
game as a relief man. H e ’d watched  
Fre ddy  Be r ry  take over in the sixth,  
realized the guy wasn’t r igh t  the way 
he was forcing the ball up to the 
plate. And as the seventh started,  
act ing on his own init iat ive,  h e ’d 
picked, up his glove,  sidled out of the 
dug out, and headed for the bul lpen 
in r ight  field. F lash  Cur ry  had seen 
him go wi th out  any orders from B ar 
nell. I t  had jus t  been a hunch., that  
plus a craving to get  back a r c  f l ip 

ping in there after having been on the 
shelf some nine days after a batted 
ball had smashed him on the knee
cap.

H e’d gone into the bullpen and be
gun to throw quickly. The hunch was 
good. Berry flipped up five straight 
called balls. Barnell had replaced him 
with the veteran Wasche. Wasche  
was no better, wild-pitching once, 
throwing two more balls to walk the 
next man. Stoffer had picked the 
runner off second with a great peg. 
But Wasche had walked another man. 
While he’d been doing it, the bullpen 
phone had tinkled. Barnell had 
wanted to know who it wa • throwing  
out there with Emery and Paltz. Old 
Chuck Young, the bullpen catcher 
who’d answered had told him it was 
Sellers. A pause.

Then: ‘’Send the kid in !” Barnell 
had barked on the wire.

So that was how it had been. Only  
he'd lost the game. And — then the 
handsome Duke was striding up, thin
lipped mouth in that crooked grin.

"Kid. you look sharp. L et’s shake 
a hoof.”

M EL was a little surprised when  
the first spot they hit was a 

smart bristro up in the theatre sector. 
H e’d figured they’d go around the 
corner and have a few beers and bar
ber about baseball. ‘‘Don’t act like a 
small-time busher, Mel,” Duke told 
him. ‘‘A smart gu y’s seen in the smart 
places, gets to know bigshots. Never 
hurts, kid.” Then they were at the 
bar, the Duke calling out to friends, 
giving them a casual salute. Mel 
checked that last and wished it was 
a gesture that belonged to him.

Duke Lacagnio lifted a highball, 
cocked a supercilious eyebrow at the 
beer Mel had ordered. “N ext time, 
pally, get off the piker stuff. Order 
a real drink. You’re a major leaguer 
now. That stuff might look okay out 
in Broken Back.”

“But—well— I thought—”
“I know the ropes. Mel. ’Sides, beer 

slows up your legs. Beer legs, they 
call it, in the business. Drink or two 
of the hard stuff won’t hurt vou . . . . 
Oh. hello. Tommy.  Hey.  meet Mel 
Sellers. You've been tel l ing me you
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wanted to, Mel, Tommy Sanders. Big  
sportsman. Liquor salesman too.”

Sanders insisted on buying a drink. 
Mel took a highball that time, figur
ing not to finish it anyway. Then  
Duke bought a round, then two other 
friends of his joined them. Mel f ig 
ured if it was all right for the famous  
Duke, it was all right for him. One of 
the newcomers, a theatrical agent, 
said Mel would be a good bet for the 
films with his cleancut looks. Mel 
felt sheepish at first. Soon, he felt  
very good. Then Duke said they had 
to leave.

Mel thought it would be back to the 
hotel, but the Duke gave an East Side 
address. A short time later, Mel found 
himself in one of those small intimate 
nightclubs. He had the feeling of 
being carried by a tide. He just took 
a sip of his drink in the dimness. 
Duke went away from the table. A  
couple of minutes after he returned 
two girls came over and sat down. 
The one on M el’s right was named 
Lois, a little pert-faced brunette with  
a soft gurgly laugh and nice eyes. 
Mel tautened up. A couple of wise  
little  hostesses, he thought right 
away.

Then Lois said, “Duke’s talked 
about you a lot. I saw you pitch once. 
Duke says you’re going to be great.”

Mel started to thaw despite him
self. And when she told him Duke  
had caught her at the bar just as her 
escort, a musician with a radio audi
tion engagement, had been about to 
leave, his opinion began to shift. 
They danced twice. The way her tiny  
hands gripped his big hand with the 
corded fingers and the shoulder gave 
him a funny feeling. A nice one. Back 
at the table, Mel was just glancing at 
his wrist watch, noting that it was 
within fifteen minutes of curfew  
time. Almost at once, Duke spoke up 
and said it was time they were get
ting between the sheets.

They took the two girls to their 
apartment further up on the East  
Side. W hen they got back into the 
cab, Mel hoped Duke hadn’t noticed 
him jotting down L ois’ telephone 
number as they parted. And there 
was something else. Mel started hesi
tantly.

“Say, Duke, when we were leaving 
that club—”

“Yeah?” Duke said, lounging in the 
other corner of the seat and draw
ing on a cigaret.

"Well, maybe you didn’t notice. 
But when we were going through the 
foyer where that bar is—well, Red 
Dern was there with a girl. He—" 

“Yeah,” drawled Duke. “Saw him. 
The gal was a redhead. Dern trots 
around with her quite often. That 
guy is crazy over dames. You got no 
idea, pally. H e ’s always chasing ’em, 
the dope. Me, I believe in letting ’em 
chase me. Stick with the Duke, pally, 
and you’ll be one of the star starting 
pitchers of the Cougars!”

Mel didn’t get the significance of 
it then. Duke just seemed a swell  
guy. “Sure, Duke.”

"I mean it. Never forget that Pep 
Barnell, the little  hunk of hot-stuff 
faker, is banking on you to save him 
his jo b . . . .  ”

C H A P T E R  III

T H R E E  D A Y S later young  
Sellers went to the hill as a 
starter. He felt fresh and eager 

to go. For four innings he was tighter  
than a miser with his hits, busting  
the hook past them, m ixing it up 
with the change-up sweeping curve. 
The Cougars had picked up a couple  
of tallies o ff  the Bison hurler and 
the world looked very pretty.

W ith one down in the fifth, he 
gave up a walk. The next Bison  
pulled a handle hit o ff  a hook to 
short, a tricky bounding ball. It 
looked like a two-ply killing. But 
Light, the youngster in there that day 
for Lacagnio, let the ball handcuff 
him. By the time he’d tamed it they  
were safe all around. Mel bit o ff  some 
ugly words under his breath. The  
Duke would have gobbled that one 
with his eyes closed, but he’d been 
out for the last two days, not even ap
pearing in the clubhouse. It was one 
of those dizzy spells, they said, that 
he got very occasionally since being 
beaned several years ago.

Bearing down with all his stuff. 
Mel got out of the hole, but that 
previously injured right knee pained
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him on the last  few deliveries.  He  
gave up a walk to open the sixth,  
got the next  two to fly out, then 
fell as he fielded a swinging bunt.  
Tha t  put  two on. And then a change- 
up ball got away f rom him, f loated 
tip there  as fat  as a p um pki n ;  it was 
lashed for a double and two runs 
come over to knot  it up. He  got  the 
thi rd out. But  when  it came his tu rn  
to bat in the sixth.  Pep  Barnel l  waved 
h im backs

"No, Sellers. Hey,  I k e ! ” he called 
to the huge,  ag ing  but  hard-clgu t ing  
second-st r ing  catcher.  Sent  him in 
to pinch hit.

Mel felt  low about  it. It  seemed 
as if l i t t le Barnel l  lacked fai th in 
him. But  the kid d idn ' t  leave for 
the showers.  W i t h  his windbreaker  
on and a sweater  a round his neck, 
he sat  alone down at  the end of the 
bench and watched the remainder  of 
the game—watched  the Cougars lose 
it when  the rel ief man gave up a run 
in the eighth.  Pep  Barne ll  was si
lent as they en te red  the clubhouse. 
The  dynamic l i t t le pi lot  hated to 
drop one;  and F lash  Cur ry  seemed 
bur ied in gloom too.

W h e n  he was on the rubbing table 
wi th  a violet  ray lamp on his knee. 
Mel not iced Cur ry  again.  T h e  second 
sacker was over by the radio on a 
nearby window sill. He  changed the 
program from the s tat ion giving out 
dance music,  dialed another  and the 
latest  racing resul ts  f rom several 
t racks came over the air. Curry  
l istened,  then heeled out  iiis cigaret  
as if it were a living ha te ful  thing 
when lie tu rned  away.

^ j l p H A T  E V E N I N G ,  Mel had a date 
Jfi. wi th  Lois, the l i t t le cuddly b ru 

nette.  Mel 's conscience jabbed him 
s l igh t ly  as he rode the self service 
ele-vater up to the apar tment .  There  

•was Anna  back in Bed Blu f f s  where 
he'd been with that  Class-B farm club. 
They  weren ' t  of ficial ly engaged  but  
there was sor t  of an unde rs tanding  
between them. T hen  he told h im 
self seeing Lois real ly meant  nothing,  
that  nobody could expect  a guy to 
live like a monk. He  had been look
ing forward,  though,  to walk ing  in 
ton ight  as a winner.  I f  Duke  Lacag-

nio had only been in the l ineup.
The  Duke  was in the apar tm en t  

wi th Lois '  f riend,  Alva, the tall  
blonde. Duke  looked very pale, hag 
gard.  Mel gree ted  h im warmly,  fel t  
like cheering when Duke  said the 
dizziness a t tacks  had cleared up. T h a t  
would mean Duke  would  be behind 
him the next  t ime he pi tched.

" P e p  sure used ya as the goat  to
day." Duke  told him. "Yanked you 
as if it  -was your  fau l t !  A nd  it was 
his for  pu t t i ng  L ig h t  in there.  The  
meathead  shoulda  used F lash  at shor t  
and put  old Char lie  F l y n n  at second. 
B u t  Barne ll ' s  got  a thick sk ul l ! ”

Mel felt  embarrassed about  c ri t i c i
zing the skipper  before outsiders.  
T h e n  Duke  was his usual  breezy pe r 
sona l i ty- rad ia t ing self  again,  sug ges t 
ing they drop down to that  li t t le 
clu'o for  a few drinks.  His  sleek con
vert ible was downsta i r s  at the curb. 
Mel eyed it wi th  envy. T h e y  went  
downtown,  s topped  at the foyer  bar 
of  the club where the n i g h t ’s s u l t r i 
ness seemed less oppressive.  Down 
at the back end was Dern  with that  
same redhead  again.  T o  Mel, he 
seemed bleak and un happy  for  a Joe 
out  wi th a date. The  kid noted tha t  
when the ball hawk ordered another  
drink,  he took minera l  water ,  s t ra igh t  
and wi th  no th ing  else.

“Shucks,  i t ’s as dead as a non
alcoholic wake h e r e ! ” And the Duke 
had another idea. L e t ’s go out to the 
Woods t ead  In n  on the parkway.  Mel 
was dubious,  w or ry ing  about  keeping  
t raining,  but  Duke  assured him they'd 
ge t  back early.  Asked him if he 
wanted  to spoil  the party.  Mel gave 
in and they gl ided out of the city 
and up the parkway through the 
summer  n ight  in Duke 's  powerful  
j ob.

I t  was fun out there.  They  danced 
on a pavi l ion over a run n in g  brook 
wi th the whispe r ing  of the leaves 
blending into the soft  music.  Mel 
thou gh t  once or twice about  the 
number of d r inks  he was having.  But  
he s topped  w or ry ing  as Duke  drank  
r ig h t  along wi th  everybody else. If  
a big s ta r like Duke  did -it, it was 
okay, Mel f igured.  T h e y  c ruised back 
to the ci ty wi th  Lois ’ head on Mel 's 
shoulder.
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“I could ride all night like this,” 
she murmured once. “The Duke sure 
is a big shot. He smashed up his 
Buick this spring and bobbed right 
up with this job.”

M EL felt a twinge of jealousy.
After they dropped the girls  

off, he spoke about the car to Duke. 
“You ought to have a car, Mel. Gives 
you a rating. You can really get 
around.”

Mel said a job like Duke’s was ex
pensive. And you had to get on a 
waiting list  to procure one. Duke 
chuckled easily.

“Boy, you sure are a hick. Bet you 
believe everything you read in the 
papers too, eh?” He said the company 
put out a smaller model more modest  
in price. And that he could pull a 
few strings and probably get Mel one 
in a matter of days.

“H ey—” Mel had just noticed they 
were headed over for the W est  Side 
but cutting uptown. “W e gotta get 
back and— ”

Duke reassured him. Said if they  
were an hour or so late he could get 
them in unseen. He knew the night 
man on the service elevator. They  
could just slip in the employee’s en
trance unnoticed. “There’s a fella— 
important guy, too— I gotta see, Kid.” 

They stopped at a small residential 
hotel over near the river. W ent up to 
the sixth floor without announcing  
themselves. W hen the Duke knocked, 
the door of a suite was cautiously  
opened an inch at first. Then they  
were admitted to a big living room 
blurred by layers of blue smoke. After  
a moment, blinking against the smoke, 
Mel saw a poker game was in pro
gress. Saw, too, Flash Curry at one 
end of the oval table.

Duke introduced him all around, 
touting him as the boy who would  
be the sensation of the mound staff  
“ when we get a real pilot.” Mel 
shook hands, expanding under the 
flattery several of them piled on him. 
Then one of the men asked him if he 
would like to sit in. W hen Mel 
hesitated, Duke pushed him surrept
itiously toward the chair one of the 
players was vacating.

“Show ’em the way they do it back

in Leapfrog Junction!”
“Sure,” said Flash Curry with sud

den cordiality. “Come in for a few  
hands. You might as well get some of 
my dough too.”

Not wanting to appear gauche, Mel 
sat down. Got a little  scare when the 
dealer pushed a pile of chips his way 
and said there were f if ty  dollars 
worth there. He started to dig in a 
pocket.

“Forget it, Mel,” Duke told him 
with that easy sophistication that 
made Mel feel so childish. “W rite  
’em a check when you leave."

M E L  played an hour without  
realizing, paled when he spied 

the time on his wristwatch. But he 
felt pretty good, being an even forty  
bucks ahead when he rose. They  
slapped his back and told him to drop 
around again any time. Curry didn’t 
come. Outside in the car the kid 
pitcher's head began to bang from 
those last two drinks he’d had up 
there. He got a worried feeling. Duke  
Lacagnio seemed to read his mind.

“Notice that big dark guy with the 
pointed nose, Hentz?”

Mel had. A t the time of introduc
tion he’d thought Hentz looked a lot 
like the picture of a bookmaker he’d 
seen in the paper last week.

“Important guy, Hentz,” Duke  
went on as he guided the big car ex 
pertly. “Close pal of young Jim  
Fletcher.” Jim Fletcher was the son 
of the president of the Cougars. “Jim  
thinks a lot of Hentz. Takes his— uh 
— advice, too. . .  .You see, up here in 
the majors, Mel. you gotta be smart 
and play politics. The trick is to know  
influential guys. Hentz is one of ’em 
It isn’t just what you do on the field. 
There are outside influences, angles. 
Kid. See?”

Mel guessed he did. The pangs of  
conscience died away. I f  a star like 
the Duke said it was smart business 
to knock around like that at night, it 
must be. Mel spoke about something  
else, politics too perhaps, that had 
stuck in his mind. “Say, Duke, the 
other night you said something about 
Pep Barnell banking on me to save 
his job. I don’t catch.”

The Duke horned a milk delivery
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truck before answering. “W ell,  may
be I was exaggerating a little, kid. 
But—well, don’t pay too much at
tention to Barnell because—and this  
is a damn big because—he is on his  
way out as boss of the Cougars! 
Take my word for it, p a l l y . . . . ”

C H A P T E R  IV

SF T H E  N E X T  day’s game hadn’t 
been rained out, perhaps it 
wouldn’t have happened. Mel was 

lounging around the hotel room when  
Duke phoned him in the afternoon. 
“Got that car all set for you, kid.” 

Mel started to pull back. He wasn’t 
sure he wanted to put out that kind 
of money. Duke sounded hurt at the 
other end. “Gees, kid, I pulled a lot 
of wires. Even told ’em it would be 
good advertising to have a coming  
star hurler driving one of their 
hacks.”

“W ell, Duke, let me think it—” 
“Don’t be small-time, Mel! I f  you  

don’t snap it up, it’ll be gone by to- 
morra. You can grab it this after
noon, kid. Only a coupla hundred 
over the regular price too. W ell,  
maybe I was too hasty. Told the girls  
Mel was getting himself a job like 
mine, only a smaller model. So-o— ” 

That clinched it for Mel Sellers. 
He  met Duke, went up to a car deal
er’s off the Main Stem. Everything  
went off as smooth as grease. His  
check for the down payment. An 
hour for the finance company to in
vestigate his bank references. And  
then he was driving away in his new  
doveskin gray job, feeling like a man 
of the world. No question about it, 
Duke was right. You had to act like 
a big timer up in the majors.

His next start was against the 
Braves. At first, he was worried. His  
hook was refusing to break off  sharp
ly enough. He had to strain a little  
to bust the high hard one through. 
They kept touching him, but he man
aged to keep the hits scattered 
enough. That and a sharp defense  
held the Boston bunch scoreless. And 
the Cougars really had their hitting  
clothes on. W ith  the aid of two  
homers, they piled up a six  run lead 
in the first three frames.

Then B il ly  Southworth’s gang be
gan to nible on that lead. A run back 
in the fourth. Two more in the sixth  
when the Duke, taking a wide flip  
from Curry on an attempted double 
play, failed to keep his toe on the 
keystone sack as he reached for it. 
He bawled the ears off the silent  
Curry. Of course, if  a star like Duke 
couldn’t mitt the ball and hold the 
bag, the fault must have been with  
Flash Curry’s toss. Then in the sev
enth, A tteli on third messed up two  
balls in a row. Before the third man 
was out, three runs had come over to 
knot up the score.

“L et’s wake up and get back into 
this ball gam e!” Pep Barnell barked 
in the dugoug. “Can’t you guys pro
tect a six-run lead? Fry, get out to 
the bullpen! Now le t’s put the wood  
to that Mosher out there, gang!”

MU N C H E D  ON the bench, Mel 
■Sellers did some mental sweat

ing. Maybe he was running around 
too much. H e’d been seeing a lot of  
Lois. W ell,  it was fun shooting along  
under the summer stars in the new  
job with a cute baby cuddling up 
next to him. And then he had dropped 
up to that poker game with Duke 
again. Dropped thirty odd dollars. 
O f  course, it didn’t seem like much 
at the time because the Duke went  
in the hole for over seventy. And  
Flash Curry had written four I.O.U.’s 
during the proceedings. But finan
cial worries had been preying on his 
mind somewhat. Especially  since that 
letter from his brother at engineer
ing school telling him that he had 
to have his tonsils out. That means 
extra expense. And maybe he should  
not have picked up that car. It had 
depleted his bank account so that 
his balance was now well under a 
hundred dollars.

“For gossakes, you dummies, make 
some noise!” Barnell’s voice, harsh 
with excitement, shattered his medi
tations.

Two Cougars were roosting on the 
sacks and the dangerous Duke La- 
cagnio at bat. But Lacagnio ground
ed into a double play and the score 
remained 6-6 as Mel went to the 
mound again. He got through the
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e ighth  bu t  he was t i r in g  fast. Mosher 
set down the Cougars  in the home 
half.  Mel got  the f ir s t  man in the top 
of the ninth,  but  then walked  a pinch 
h i t te r  a round to third.  T h en  Ding  
S tof fe r  made a dar ing  throw to pick 
the runne r  off first .  T w o down.

Mel,  snapping  his elbow hard- be
h ind  his stuff, worked  the count  to 2 
and 2 on the next  hi t t e r .  The  last 
p i tch  was a called ball, a tough  one 
that  Stoffer p ro tes ted  over. Duke 
t ro t te d  in from short .

“ Ease up, Mel. W e ' l l  get  these 
bums!  Loosen up, k i d . . . .  Say, maybe 
we'll  d rop a round to the game to
n ight ,  huh?  O ur  luck oughta  turn.  I 
aim to get  my dough b a c k . . . . Okay,  
Ri d! "

I t  appeared as if . Lacagnio had 
sh i f ted  ta lk  from the game at hand 
to ease M el ’s tension,  but  Mel 
t ho ug ht  about ’ h i t t ing tha t  game 
again.  His luck had been sour last 
time up there ;  couldn’t get  a decent  
card. A neat  l i t t le c leanup would 
bolster  tha t  bank account .  B u t — His  
a t t i t ud e  switched.  Maybe  he should 
cut  out  the runnin g  a round.  He  sure 
fel t  awfully  t i red r igh t  now. T hen  he 
rea l ized Dink was f lashing the sign 
for  a second time, f rowning  behind 
the steel lat t ice of his mask.

Mel nodded,  de te rmined  to whip 
th a t  hook in there  ju s t  below the 
knees like a s t r ik ing  snake. H e  wen t  
into his big w in d u p —and the runner  
from th ird  grabbed at  the oppor 
tun i ty  of  the boner and s t reaked into 
the plate to score.

I t  was the big run of  the game as 
Lacagnio  f l ied to le ft  in the last of 
the  n in th  for the  f inal out. The  
D u k e ’s s t ickwork  had become very 
spasmodic of late as he beat the ball 
hard one day, went  hi t less the next .  
T-hey were a depressed club as they 
scraped  thei r  spikes along the con
crete tunnel ,  well aware they were on 
the verge of f lopping into the second 
division. In the clubhouse,  b row black 
wi th anger,  lit t le Barnel l  stood 
back to his office door  a moment .  
T h e n  he jabbed a f inger  in Mel 
Se llers’ direct ion.

“ Sellers,  y o u ’re f ined a hundred  
dollars for  breaking t r a i n i n g ! ”

M E L  W E N T  up to the s tud game 
with the Duke  that  night .  A 

l i t t le scared about  his physical  con
dit ion,  he had decided not  to go, to 
cut  out  runni ng  a round for a week at 
least.  But  the  injus t ice  of tha t  fine 
had angered him, made him rebel
lious. F i gh t i n g  down his shyness,  
h e ’d gone into the skipper ' s  office 
af ter  showering.  But  the crisp,  now 
calm Barnel l  had backed him aga inst  
a wall  r igh t  off.  f igurat ively.

He 'd  of fered  to give Mel a list of 
places and exact  t imes where he’d 
been evenings for the last week. 
When,  bridl ing,  Mel had accused the 
club of spying  on h im wi th de tec
tives, Barnel l  had shrugged.

"Suppose  we jus t  say we had some 
—uh — friends looking a round.  I t  is 
our privilege,  you know. W e  invested 
a nice hunk  of cabbage in you. Se l
lers. W e ’ve got  to t ry  to protec t  our 
investment .  Get  wise to you r se l f ! ” 

B u t  Mel was still  boi l ing when  he 
s ta lked out, feel ing like an unjus t ly 
spanked child.  Barne ll  h a d n ’t s lapped 
a f ine on the Duke.  Nor  on F lash 
Curry  ei ther,  who, from what  he’d 
heard up at tha t  hotel  suite,  gambled 
there  four  and five n igh ts  a week.

W h e n  he le ft  the game at the hotel 
th a t  night ,  he w asn ’t boil ing.  H e ’d 
ju s t  fel t  drained,  completely whipped,  
and a double damfool  in the  bargain.  
A t  f irst ,  he 'd won some. Had even 
chuckled at poor Duke  when he th rew 
in his cards and qui t  a f te r  losing a 
mere twenty.  But  now, as they drove 
downtown.  Mel was th i nk ing  of tha t  
fresh stub in his checkbook.  When  
he'd paid of f his losses, it had about 
wiped  out his balance at the bank.

T h e y  turned  into the hotel  lobby 
jus t  behind  Red Dern.  “ Probably 
been out  with a ski r t  aga in,’’ Duke  
said. “T h a t  guy is l ike somebody 
looking for  someth ing  he’s lost  and 
knows he’ll never  f ind . . . .  Say, speak
ing of dames, you got a date with 
Lois  tomorra n i g h t ? ”

Mel shook his head. He had about 
de te rmined  to cut  out the n igh t  life. 
Maybe he ought  to take a good look 
at  himself.

“ Well ,  why  not  ring her  tomorra,  
k id ? ” Duke  went  on. "I got  a date 
w i th  Alva and she ’s worried about
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Lois. The kid is sorta depressed. So 
Alva doesn’t want to leave her alone. 
What the hell, Mel, scared of Pep  
Barnell? Tomorra is an open date, 
anyway.”

‘T don’t know, Dtike. I—”
“I catch.” Then in the elevator. 

Duke slipped him a little roll of bills. 
It was f if ty  dollars. Mel started to 
protest. But Duke said not to worry, 
he could return it on payday.

EL M A D E  T H E  date. But the 
next evening, driving out the 

parkway to the Woodstead Inn, 
nothing felt right. He even hated the 
gleaming car. He answered Lois in 
curt monosyllables. They started to 
dance after dinner but ha stopped in 
the middle of the first number, said 
ha didn’t feel like it. He hated him
self for his attitude. Lois was a good 
kid. But it seemed as if everything in 
his life had abruptly soured.

‘’Have another drink, Mel,” she 
suggested.

He downed one, then excused him
self and went upstairs to the men’s 
room. He passed along a corridor to 
the rear of the building just as a 
waiter came out from one of the pri
vate dining rooms upstairs. Through  
the partially opened door he glimpsed  
Red Dern inside. The same red-head
ed girl with him. And two men. But  
the thing that surprised him was that 
Dern was slouched behind the table, 
head wobbling, eyes bloodshot. He  
was loaded.

Mel went into the men’s room the 
next door down. He was just slick
ing water on that darned cowlick  
when he heard the mutter of voices 
through the slots of the door.

“— can’t pour much more liquor 
into him or he’ll pass out and then 
the whole thing’il be off ,” one man 
outside was saying. “Still, if vve rush 
him he might get balky.”

"Eve can handle him. Leave it to 
her. The thing to do now is to get 
him into the car. Then we shoot over 
the state line and get a ju st ice  of the 
Peace to hitch ’em—and w e’re set. 
H e’ll pay off  to get outa the thing. 
H e ’s just woozy enough now.”

"And we got a bottle in the car to 
keep him fired up. Okay, Joe.” There

was the carpet muffled sound of  
their feet as they moved off. .

W hen Mel came out into the hall 
he saw the back of one man through  
the closing slit of the door of th« pri
vate room where Red Dern had been. 
Then it flashed on Mel Sellers. This 
was a frameup, a frameup to get  
Dern hooked into a marriage with the 
red-haired dame. Dern who was pret
ty drunk. Mel cat-footed it down to 
the door, put his ear against it.

“Come on, honey,” the woman 
was saying. “We're all going for a 
little ride, Red! W hy we might even 
get married! He-he! Red—”

m f p L  W R E N C H E D  open the 
i " J a .  door without even thinking. 
One of the two other men, a big 
thick-bodied guy with a mouth that 
barely moved when he spoke, slid 
over in front of him. “Wrong pew, 
buddy,” he said. ’’Scram!”

“Just wanta speak to my friend, 
Dern, a moment,” Mel gulped, 
scared of his own temerity now.

The thinner tall one slid around 
the table to come over. “He's busy 
now, Joe. D on’t wanta see nobody. 
Put an egg in your shoe and start 
walking, huh.”

“Scram, pal,” repeated the burly 
one.

“Okay. But tell Red I ’ll be down
stairs when he gets time, will you?” 
He managed a smile, started to turn. 
And he kept right on around, mak
ing a complete about-face. A s the 
husky one started a hand to a back 
pocket, M el’s bunched-up right hand 
swished around and up, nailed the 
man flush on the chin. There was a 
crash of china and glassware as he 
slumped back againt the table.

It was a beautiful Donnybrook  
while it lasted. Mel took a whack on 
the side of the head from the tall 
one but managed to jab him in the 
eye with a finger. Then the first of 
the burly one, recovering, smacked 
into the rookie hurler’s mouth. All 
the time the dame was screaming. 
Dern had half risen but swayed  
uselessly. Mel went backward, half
way over a chair. Then he grabbed 
up a napkin from the table and flung  
it in the big g u y ’s face when he
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rushed  him. He  let two glasses f ly 
at tne thin one when  he cha iged.  The  
woman c lawed at  Mel ’s lace, almost  
got  a g rip  in his ye llow hair.

B ut  Mel wr iggle d  away,  l aunched 
a shor t  sharp kick that  b rou gh t  the 
big guy up shor t  when  it  caught  him 
in the  shin. And the big guy  dropped  
to his knees as Mel teed off and -be l t 
ed him ano the r  one to the  whiskers.  
T h en  Mel h imse l f  was s in k in g  down 
on the edge of the table from a kick 
by the tall man that  had jus t  missed 
his groin.  Clawing  a round as the tail 
or.e closed, Mel 's  hand  fastened on a 
pcs t ion  of roa»t ch icken  on a plate.  
Pie ground i t  into the tali  man' s  face 
and  the ia t ter  r e t i ed  back as he never 
would  have Loin a blow. T h e  door 
bu rs t  open and  the manager  with 
th ree  waite rs  p i led  in.

" J u s t  t r y in g  to get  my pal outa 
here,” Mel said wi th a calmness tha t  
surpr i sed  him.

And befuddled  D e a r  gave him a 
break by push ing  hair  out  of his eyes, 
recogniz ing  him, and saying.  " L e t ’s 
ge t  the hell home. Mel."

The  two gor il las  wi th the r ed 
headed dame were in a bad spot  and 
knew it. One  of them threw some 
bills at  the wai ter .  T h e n  they took 
the  gir l  and dusted.  Mel  poured  
some ice water  over Red Dern ' s  head, 
helped h im downsta i r s  and out  a side 
door  into his car. T h e n  Mel  went  
back to explain to Lois t h e y ’d have 
to leave. She was at the bar wi th a 
l i t t le  sleek man wi th  pa t en t  l eather  
hair .  She in t roduced him. B u t  when  
Mel  said th ey ’d have to leave, tha t  
he had a sick f riend outside,  she d e 
cided to s tay on w i th  her  friend. Mel 
left  her .  surpr i sed  to find he d id n ’t 
have a single twinge  of  jealousy.

W i t h  Dern s lumped beside him, 
Mel  drove back to the city.  The  fresh 
n ig h t  air revived Dern somewhat .  
And by the t ime Mel had worked a 
couple of cups  of  coffee into him at 
an up t ow n lunch counter,  Dern was 
prac t ica l ly  ou t  o f  the fog. He w a n t 
ed to know what  had happened.

Mel told h im briefly.
Pale,  Red Dern  pounded  his own 

head. "Gees,  am I a fool! T h a t  babe’s 
been h in t in g  at marr iage  for  weeks.  
So ton igh t  they  kid me into tak ing  a

few dr ink s—and I can' t  handle the 
stuf f—never  touch it  ordinari ly.  So 
they  were go ing to hook  me into—” 
He cursed  wi th  a dry  sob, then 
c lu tched  M e l ’s arm. “ I swear  to gawd, 
kid,  I ’ll never forge t  this. You d o n ’t 
know v/hat  it means to me.” He 
gulped ha lf  a glass of water ,  went  
on :

“My ex-vvife is coming  into town 
i n ’a couple of days? W e —w e ’re go
ing to talk over a reconcil iat ion.  I 'm 
crazy about  tha t  girl ,  a lways have 
been.  . . . T h a t ’s—t h a t ’s why I ’ve been 
chas ing  a round wi th dames so much 
■—t ry in g  to forget  her.  Now, she's 
coming here.  And wouldn ' t  it have 
been jus t  swell  if tha t  red-headed 
hooker had t r apped  me into m ar
r iage! Gees, Mel!  Gees, I wish I 
could do someth ing  for you!"

I t  popped  out  of Mel before he 
th ou g h t  about it. “Te ll  me  how to get  
back into a w inn ing  str ide,  R e d ! ” 
And he knew then  tha t  was the th ing  
beneath all the b i t t e rness  and d is 
conten t  b rewing  in him.

"Get  wise to yourse lf ,  Mel!  ’S the 
a n s w e r !”

C H A P T E R  V

C O C L I C K  in the majors,
i l l  when  you’re ju s t  a rook try- 

JHl ing to make the grade,  you 
got  to play and eat  and th in k  and 
sleep baseball ,  I tell  you,” Red Dern  
preached huski ly  a f te r  Mel had p ro 
tested about  the last remark.

T h e y  had f resh coffee in f ron t  of 
them. Dern snapped  his  l igh te r  to 
their  cigarets.  Mel  winced,  said h e ’d 
been t r y i ng  hard.

“ A rook's  go t ta  t ry  wi th all he's 
go t!"  Dern  told him. “All  he’s got. 
'Special ly a hur ler .  Because certain 
breaks are go ing to go aga inst  a 
green raw p i tcher  anyway.  Do you 
see? I mean like the day you come 
in as a rel ief  man, and tha t  T ig nev  
come up to the plate as a pinch h i t 
ter. You kept  w ork in g  him wi th high 
stuff. And he banged one I was 
lucky enough to haul down. See?"

"No .”
"You couldn ' t  know it. But  I knew 

T ig n e y  in the minors.  He 's  been 
a round  a long time. And the guy's
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big weakness is low stuff, at the 
knees. You can murder him with a 
low curve!”

M el’s eyes slitted. “But Duke La- 
cagnio told me he knew him at Rich
mond. And that T igney murdered 
low stuff. So— ”

“Duke told you that, huh? Yeah. 
Duke introduced you to that bru
nette, Lois, you been bouncing  
around with too, I bet. Uh-huh,” he 
said when Mel Sellers nodded. “And  
did Duke take you around to one of 
A1 H entz’ poker parties? Thought  
so.”

“W hat do you mean, Red? Duke's  
a nice guy. H e’s tried to help me a 
lot. H e’s smart and— ”

“Duke’s smart all right, Mel. And 
he only cares for one guy in the 
world. Duke Lacagnio. Loves him
self—and money. Know who H entz’ 
is? W ell, he’s a bookie and a gam
bler and operates in the black mar
ket. A sweet, sweet character, kick 
Say, did Duke have a hand in g e t
t in g  that car for you?”

Mel nodded dumbly as his eyes be
gan to open.

“M ight’ve known it,” Dern said, 
putting down his coffee. “You can 
bet Duke got his cut on that deal. 
Kid, listen, Duke never does any
body any favors— for nothing! He 
isn’t out to help you. Duke’d like to 
see vou flop in a great big w ay!”

“W h y?”
“Because he wants to name the 

next manager of the club. I mean he 
wants Barnell out because, then, he 
knows who the next manager will 
he.”

“You mean, Duke hopes to be man
ager?”

Dern shook his head. “He couldn't 
be. They know he's a periodical 
drunkard. Goes off on a toot about 
once a month or so. That’s when they  
give out word he's suffering from 
some of his dizzy spells. No. Not  
him. Listen, Innocence, and try to 
understand! Pep Barnell has a lot 
riding on you. .

MN A LOW  quickening voice as 
his head cleared, the red-haired 

center fielder presented the situa
tion. There was a bloc of stockhold

ers who’d be after Barnell’s scalp if  
he didn’t bring the club home well  
up in the standings. On the other 
hand, faced with that demand, the 
smart Barnell was trying to build for 
next year when he had a flock of hot 
hand-picked youngsters coming up 
from the farm system.

“Barnell fought to buy you when  
you were declared a free agent. Mel, 
Pep believes in you.” Dern had over
heard Pep arguing with the club o f
ficials on the deal. Dern told how the 
other day, when Mel had been yanked  
fdr a pinch hitter, it was because 
Pep with his eagle eyes had seen  
M el’s knee was bothering him. “You 
shoulda heard him bawling out D ing  
Stoffer because he hadn’t spotted it. 
P ep ’s all behind you, kid.”

“But he fined we for breaking 
training— and not D u k e!”

“Because Duke doesn’t f it  into his 
plans—and you do.”

Mel rubbed at the frown on his 
forehead. “H ow  docs the Duke fit  
into the picture?”

“He wants to make Barnell look 
sad because he knows Pep is going  
to clean house, and Duke will go. 
H e’s on the downgrade, slowed up 
bad. H e’s got a nice trick of making  
chances look hard, kid. I know.” 
And, Dern went on, Duke knew if  
Barnell were forced out, Flash Cur
ry would be top man for the skip
per’s post. Curry was a smart ball 
player and, in the bargain, married 
to the owner’s niece.

“W hat the hell, Red, does Duke 
love Curry?”

“No. But he’s got something on 
him. Curry’s deep in debt from gam
bling. And in debt, especially to 
Duke Lacagnio. I f  Flash becomes 
manager, Duke knows he’ll stay up 
with the club. And that’s the big
gest thing in his life. Duke’s got 
plenty of dough tucked away. Ya 
see, kid, it ’s a matter of pride. Duke 
wouldn’t be a thing the day he’s f in 
ished as a big leaguer! And he 
knows it. So—lie’s out to get Bar- 
nell. You flop—you, P ep’s big bet—  
and the club staggers back into the 
second division—and— ” He finished  
it with a snap of his fingers. “See?”

Mel nodded slowly. “It seems im 
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possible though. W h y  h e ’s really  
been t ry in g  to ruin me, I —I guess.”

E R N  S M A C K E D  T H E  counter .  
“Open your  eyes!  Duke  jus t  

don ' t  seem to come up wi th  the d i f 
f icul t  key play's behind you. H e ’s 
smart .  H e  makes it look like it 
couldn ' t  be helped.  Then,  there was 
the w ron g dope he gave you in Tig-  
ney.  And-—kid, haven’t you  not iced 
Duke  has a bad dav at  the plate when 
you ' re  hu r l ing ?"

T h a t  was the cl incher.  Driving  on 
downtown.  Mel  Sellers did some hard 
th inking.  And i t  wen t  on the next  
day as he faced h imse lf  and realized 
what  a fool he'd been. In  the fo re 
noon f ê d ropped  a round to an au to 
mobile agency and told them his job 
was for sale. T h a t  nigh t ,  he s lept  l i t 
tle, haunted  by' dreams of how close 
to the tobaggan  h e ’d been. The  next  
day at  the ball park,  as they  prepared 
to open a series wi th  the league lead
ing  Crimsons,  Mel  fel t  a twinge  of 
envy when l i t t le Ba rne l l  named Doc 
Greener  as his s t a r t i ng  pi tcher.  Mel 
cou ld n’t  un der s ta nd  it  at  f irst .  T h en  
he real ized he was wi ld ly  eager to 
work ,  to ge t  ou t  on th a t  hill  and re 
deem himself .  Barne l l  d ispa tched 
h im to the  bul lpen before  the  game 
s tar ted.  B u t  some th ing  in the p i lot ’s 
m anne r  told Mel he w ou ldn ' t  be 
used.

O u t  on the bu l lpen  bench he 
t h o u g h t  of Red  D e n i ’s p a r t i n g  words 
the  o ther  n igh t .  " T h a t ’s the iavout  
about Duke,  k id,” Dern  had said.  “ I 
do n ’t know how you  can use it, 
th ou g h .”

Greener  wi th his puzz l ing  sc rew
ball set  down the Cr imson leadoff  
wi th  ease. T h e n  a low line drive 
s t ruck  the  tall  hur le r  in the  side, a 
g lanc ing  blow over the r ibs as it  
passed on. F rom  the  bul lpen,  Mel 
watched  Doc Greener  sit  down. T h ey  
rubbed  the side and a f te r  a few prac
tise throw's, Doc cont inued  in the 
game. B u t  Mel had an o th e r  one of 
his hunches.  He  mot ioned  to the 
bu llpen  backstop and got  up and be
gan to throw. Doc f in ished  the top 
of  the f rame safely.  Root  of  the 
Cr imsons s topped  the  Cougars  cold. 
Doc w e n t  back to the  hill .  I t  was a

tough  enough ass ignment  anyway 
w i th  those sharp place h i t t e r s  the 
Cr imsons had in the ir  l ineup,  a l ine
up th a t  included a bunch of speed 
sters who could grab tha t  ex t ra  base.

Mel watched  Doc as he got  the f irst  
man to ground out. Then,  Mel went  
to work faster.  Th e re  was the pistol  
crack of a clean base-hit.  T h en  the 
groans of the fans as Doc’s control  
fal tered and he gave up a walk. He  
pi tched wide twice, had Pep  cotne 
out for a confab,  but  got  the next  
man to whif f.  T h en  he p i tched  three 
s t ra igh t  balls to the next  hi t ter .  And 
Mel grabbed up his v/ indbreaker  and 
hust led down the foul-l ine toward 
the dugout .  Th e re  was a long foul 
into the stands.  And then ball four 
to load up the sacks.

“P e p ! ’’ Mel called, b r eak ing  into a 
run, as the skipper s ta r ted  out  of the 
dugou t  for the mound.  "L et  me go in 
t h e r e ! I go t ta  lot of ball games to 
make up for!  Let me have tha t  ball. 
Pep,  please,  for  the lovva P e t e ! I 
tell ya—” T h e n  he got  shy,  real izing 
h e ’d cal led the boss by his nicr" 
name. ,

Pe p  Ba rn e l l ’s eagle-like eyes wen 
steely,  then  twinkled.  He gr inned 
lopsidedlv,  then  nodded to the chief  
umpire.  “ I ’m p i tc h in g  S e l l e r s . . .  
Good luck, kid."

T H E  F A N  reac tion wasn ' t  too 
good as Mel w'hipped his five 

wa rmup  p i tches  down to Stoffer. But  
Duke  came over and pa t ted  the k id ’s 
shoulder.  Mel wondered  if lie was 
crazy' again.  Tw o down and the 
sacks loaded. Scoreless game. I t  
would be charged  agains t  his record 
if the Cougars  lost it. T h en  he looked 
at Duke  back to posit ion,  cal l ing out  
words  of encouragement .  The  d i r ty  
hypocr i te !  Mel felt  the surge of ou t 
raged au.ger and began to pitch.

It was tough.  He  had his hook 
c rack l ing  In there  so sharp ly  Stoffer 
could ha rd ly  hold it, d ro pp in g  one. 
The  count  went  full  up, 3 and 2. Mel 
gambled coolly, came t h roug h  with 
the  sweeping  hal f- speed curve. I t  
was a t r icky  hopper  to F lash  Currys, 
B u t  the  ve te ran  gobbled it  for  the 
out  at f irst .  Going  off the mound,  
the  usua l ly  re t i r in g  shy Mel  swag



STAR STRUCK 25

gered slightly. W ithout quite know
ing it, he had tapped some spring of 
new-found strength inside himself.

The first Crimson in the third 
reached him for a single. The plunk  
of balls in the catcher’s glove out in 
the bullpen increased in tempo. But 
Mel, whipping that ball in there, set 
down the next three men in order.

“W e gotta get to that R oot!” Pep  
Barnell declared as they took their 
licks in the third. But Tip Root with  
his sinker ball mixed up with soft  
stuff was hard to put the wood to 
solidly. The game was still scoreless 
when the fourth opened.

And Mel got in trouble almost at 
once. W ith  one down, a hitter lifted  
a f ly  into short left. Back-tracking  
fast, the great Duke Lacagnio circled 
under it, went deeper, then seemed 
to lose it in the sun. It fell safely for 
a two-base blow.

“Convenient sun,” Mel said to 
himself, stiff-lipped.

M3TE W E N T  to work on the dan- 
la. gerous Fazio of the Crimsons. 
But when the score went to 3 and 2 

as Fazio refused to reach for an out
side hook, Pep flashed the sign from  
the bench to walk him. Mel obeyed. 
Lank John Darcy stepped in there, 
right-handed, a powerful pull hitter. 
Mel threw away the rosin bag, then 
turned and signalled Duke Lacagnio  
over. Mel smiled as he talked.

“Duke, you’re my great pal, so I 
don’t wanta have to blow the whis
tle on you. See ?”

“W hat the hell, M el?”
“You know what I mean, pally! I 

can give out a newspaper interview  
and tell the world what you said 
about Barnell. And how you got 
Flash in your debt so you’d be safe 
if  he was manager next year. And—” 

Duke’s thin-lipped mouth went  
white and vicious. “Prove it, jerk!” 

“And about your tipoff to me to 
pitch high to that T igney  in that 
game, pally! You knew Tigney. And 
—wait— I ’m not the only one who  
knows how you told me to pitch 
him.”

“Aw, nuts! You ain’t got any evi
dence that—”

“Just don’t come up with one of

those slick f ie ld ing errors, Duke, 
that doesn’t look like an error! See? 
Or I blow the whistle.”

Then Mel went to work on Dar
cy. And on the 2-2 count, the lanky 
Crimson bashed a low one like a bul
let between short and tb%d. The f ly 
ing I.acagnio lunged, stabbed it off 
the grass on the hop. Then his peg  
was going to Flash at second. And 
the relay to first was in time for a 
double play.

One Cougar rapped out a solid 
double off Tip Root in the home half. 
But it was in the fifth, after this 
newly confident Mel Sellers had 
stopped the Crimsons again, that the 
Cougar clubs went to work. There  
was a solid single. A strikeout. The 
next man powered one into the 
stands, foul by inches. And Root, 
shaken, nicked him in the ribs to put 
him on. Root whiffed the cleanup 
man. And as Duke Lacagnio stepped  
in, Mel came off the bench and 
y e l le d :

“Remember Tign ey ,  pal! Belt a 
good o n e !”

Lacagnio stepped out of the bat
ter’s box a moment, reset his cap. 
And when he slashed at that third 
pitch, he had authority. It was a 
clean two-bagger, scoring a couple  
of runs. And then Red Dern, with a 
knowing grin for Mel, stepped in 
and first-balled the pitcher for a 
clean single, the Duke came around 
with the third run.

Mel Sellers went back out to that 
mound and knew calmly within him
self  that he would need no more. He  
still was a nice looking kid with a 
slow smile, but something had been 
born in him. No longer was he star- 
struck, awed by the big names. H e’d 
discovered that men like Flash Cur
ry and the too-smart Duke and Red 
Dern were human beings .just like 
himself, no better. And with the awe 
gone, his own ego flowered and he 
was the hurler Pep Barnell knew he 
could be. He mowed down the 
amazed Crimsons in order.

In the seventh, Lacagnio thrashed 
out another double with a man on 
for the fourth run, and that was the 
final score as the new Mel, with a 

( fn n t lu u e i l  Oil Paife 89)



TH AT OLD GREY
A Powerful! Fight Novelet

By John D . MacDonald
No one remembered Singer Washburn now; the years had chugged 
by, and the old grey train had carried him far past the time when 
he'd be champ, past the time when he'd he retiring. Then he saw  
this kid Joe, with a mean streak in him, and knew that Singer 
Washburn wasn't useless yei—there were a few things he could 
do, and maybe doing them would somehow make up for what

he'd lost....
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TRAIN

Jug Smiled Broadly. “I ’m the Champ, /fren’t 7, Barney?*

A F T E R  a long, long time, they  
unlocked the gate for me and 
they let me go. I stood in the 

warden’s office and felt the 
cloth of the cheap suit where my 
hands hung next to my thighs, and he 
said, “Washburn, you did your stretch 
like a man and I don’t think you ’re

going to get into any more trouble.” 
There were so many things I 

couldn’t say to him—I couldn’t tell  
him how my folks had wanted to 
educate one of the kids and sent me to 
Howard University, thinking they  
were going to have a colored boy 
that could make a living with the
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books in a white  man's  world.  I was a 
ju n io r  when  the dough got  low, and 
I found a way to make some money.  
In those days I was lean and tough  
and fast. I did me some boxf igh t ing ,  
and the big t rouble was, I was too 
good at it. I f  only I 'd met a real good 
boy when I was f ir s t  f ight ing.

You remember  me. F i r s t  they 
called me Young W a s h b u r n ;  then I 
got  the name of “ Sin ge r ' ’ Washburn .  
I 'd be in there  wi th  a good boy. the 
f i gh t  would  be tough  and then the 
music of it would  get  to me, the 
rh y t h m  of it, and somewhere  deep in 
my throat  would s ta r t  a tuneless 
chant ,  a heavy throbbing  tha t  must  
have been some kind of cousin to the 
war chants  back in Africa.  I know 
I've got  some Senegalese blood in me. 
rend they 're  supposed to be pre t ty  
hard boys.

I qui t  school the week I turned 
pro. I t  wasn ' t  unt i l  the year  later 
than J o h n n y  Rye bought  my cont rac t  
f rom Stevie. Maybe if Jo hnny  Rye 
had been a round when I tu rned  pro. 
he wouldn ' t  have let me qui t  school. 
H e ’s tha t  k ind of a guy —one of those 
whi te  men tha t  can feel what  it 's like 
to be a Negro  and be up in that  r ing 
wi th  the crowd yell ing.  "Kil l  that  
t i g h t  ball! Mu rder  tha t  shine!"

Maybe because J o h n n y  Rye was a 
very good wel te r  in his day, he knows 
these things.  Maybe i t ‘s jus t  because 
he's a good man all the  way through.

Anyway,  he ta ug h t  me all the pro
fessional  t r icks  of the trade,  and he 
b rou ght  me along slow to w he re  I 
was ready for  a shot  at the l ight  
heavy  t i t le and it happened.  You read 
about it. I t  h u r t  me and it hu r t  my 
race. I found out  the gal I wanted to 
marry  was cheating,  and wi th that  
deep chant  in my throa t  I wen t  af ter  
the  man and I t r i ed to kill  him wi th 
my hands.  I would have, too. T h e y  
s topped me. I t  took four  of them to 
stop me—but I 'm not  p roud  of that.  
I t  shows you how crazy I was. Jo hnn y  
did all he could, bu t  I 'd  made the 
mistake  of pu ll ing i t  in a very tough  
s tate and they gave me ten. Good 
behavior  cut  it  down to six.

1 was twenty- five  when  I  wen t  in;  
th i r ty -one  when  t&ey opened the 
gates.  I t ' s  funny.  A t  f ir s t  I was crazy
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wild to ge t  out. T h e n  the  years 
chugged along like a slow train,  
t aking  me r ig h t  past  the place where  
I could have been champ, r ig h t  on 
past the years I would  have been de
fending  my title, r igh t  on by the 
th i r ty  mark  where  I 'd p lanned  to re 
t i re  with the dough I 'd saved f rom 
the  f ights  I d idn ' t  have.

The  old train,  he chugged  along 
and  he slowed down and let me out, 
and by then I d id n ’t want  to get  off. 
I wanted  to keep r igh t  on r i d ing  in 
that  grey train,  with the grey  cells 
and the bars and the t in plates and 
the shaved heads.  You see, I was 
a fraid to get  off.  W h a t  could I do? 
I was too old for the only t rade  I 
knew, and I hadn ' t  f in ished  my 
education.  L ife had given me ju s t  a 
l i t t le taste of big cars and good 
liquor.  I 'd managed  to forge t  tha t  on 
the grey train,  but  I knew tha t  back 
out in the br igh t  wor ld I 'd  see it 
all again and s ta r t  w a n t i n g  some. 
W i t h o u t  being able to get myse l f  any. 
I couldn ' t  f igure on what  to da vvi*h 
mysel f  and tha t  old open door to the 
wor ld  had me licked.

The  warden,  he says, " W h a t  you 
going to do wi th  yourself .  W a s h 
burn?"

Even my name sounded funny  to 
me. All  those years be ing called 
seventy-nine  two thi r ty- two.  I 
couldn ' t  answer him.

He  said, “ I tell  you  what  to do. You 
forget  about  the cities, boy. You take 
yourse l f  r igh t  on down to the deep 
south and ge t  yourse l f  a share c rop
p ing job. get  a heal thy wife and raise 
a cabin full  of kids. T h e n  you can 
forget  all this."

I d idn ' t  hate h im for  it. He  was 
a wel l-meaning  man and he th ou g h t  
he knew what  was best. B u t  you can' t  
pu t  shoes on a Nigra,  ge t  him used 
to them, and then tell  him to go put  
his toes back in the dirt.  Never.

1 W A N D E R E D  on out  wi th  the 
sil ly fee ling tha t  the sky was 

go ing to* fall r igh t  on my head and 
I  couldn ' t  stop looking a round over 
my  shoulder .  I walked all one day, 
wa lk ing  on the  w rong side of the 
road so tha t  nobody would want to
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give me a ride. I had a lot of walking  
to catch up on.

And when the five dollars the 
warden gave me was just about gone, 
I got me a job sweeping out a 
building and taking care of the lawn 
out in back.

They found out about me when the 
probation man came around and 
pretty soon I was walking again, 
heading toward the south. But all the 
time I walked, I knew I wanted to go 
see some fights. I wanted to smell  
the ring and see that spray of water 
under the lights when a man comes 
out from the corner and collects that 
Sunday punch that knocks the water 
off  his hair.

After a while I did, and I hung  
around the dressing rooms; when  
they asked me who I was, I said my 
name was Johnson. I got me a few  
bucks helping out in the corner and 
I was a lonely man. I weighed one 
ninety and there wasn’t a bit of fat 
on me, but I knew the old steam and 
«nap were all gone. No chance to try 
again.

I helped them out one night, and 
went in with a white boy for the final 
bout when the other bum didn’t show. 
It was funny to stand up there in 
the cigar smoke and hear that old 
bell clang out, to turn and touch 
gloves and drop back into the old 
game of figuring how you can hit 
the other boy without getting hit 
yourself.

I had my orders not to win and 
there was twenty-five bucks in it for 
me. That white boy sure was clumsy. 
He gave me a clean shot at the jaw  
in the second round and I dropped 
him. I stood in that neutral corner 
and prayed he’d find the guts to get 
back up on his feet. He made it, and 
I carried him around until he woke 
up. Then I let him slam me with a 
left  and I made the fall look good. I 
3tayed right there on my face and 
waited until the count of eight be
fore I started to stir. He was a clumsy 
boy and even as slow as I was, he 
couldn’t have licked me with a brick 
in each hand. His name was Sonny 
Vine.

I came out of the shower about 
fifteen minutes later and went back

to the locker they give me to put my 
clothes in. I was still wearing that 
suit I came out of the prison in.

Johnny Rye stood by my locker, his 
foot on the bench, a cigaret in the 
corner of his mouth, the grey smoke 
curling up past his wide red face, 
his stone grey hair. A ll  I could do 
was stop and stare at him.

He snatched the cigaret out of his 
mouth and said, ‘'Washburn, you're 
one dumb n igger!” He scowled at me 
but there was something in his eyes  
that brought a big old lump into my 
throat. I couldn’t say a word.

He said, ‘‘I found that you'd been 
let out and I waited for you to get in 
touch with me. I come down here to 
look this punk, Vine, and what do I 
find. I find you taking a lousy dive 
for him. Is that the way I taught 
you ?”

“Mister Rye, you don’t want me for 
anything. I ’m all through. Too much 
time has gone by.”

He walked over to me and his face 
got redder. “W hat the hell do you 
mean, I don’t want you? Sure, you’re 
all washed up as a fighter. But you  
know more about the business than 
any punk I got in the stable. I need 
you, Washburn, and, damn it, you’re 
going to come back with me and work  
for me until I damn well tell you  
that I don’t need you any more. And  
I intend to stay in this business for 
a long, long time.”

He taught me right then what it 
is to have a friend. I knew he didn’t 
need me at all, and I knew I had a job 
for life. Right then, as I fumbled for 
the handle on the locker, I knew that 
if he told me to cut both hands off  
at the wrist, I ’d grin and do it. Some
how I had come home again and the 
lonely days were over.

f  JjTE H A D  some other business and 
M. he sent me on alone up to Lake  

Benton in the Adirondacks. I rode 
in the back end of buses and I kept 
thinking of that suit the warden gave  
me. After  I put on the suit Johnny  
bought me, I took the old one out and 
crammed it down deep into an ash 
barrel. The old grey train was a long  
way behind me.

It was the same old training camp
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where I had been getting in shape for 
that shot at the title six years before. 
I got off in the center of the town 
of Benton and walked on out the 
dusty road, carrying my suitcase.

I turned down the familiar trail 
between the trees, and stopped when 
I came to the bend where I could 
see the first blue of the lake shining  
ahead. I walked on slow, smelling the 
woods, looking at the lines of the 
main camp, the outdoor ring -with the 
peaked roof over it the shack which  
housed the light and heavy bags, the 
pulleys and the bars. Somebody was 
in the shack s inging hoarsely as he 
slammed the light bag around.

I walked on down and Barney  
Cizek, the ugly little guy who has 
been trainer for Johnny's boys for 
the last thousand years walked out 
onto the porch and looked at me 
blankly. Then his wrinkled face 
cracked into a wide grin.

“H oly N elly!  I t ’s the S in ger{“ he 
gasped. He ran down the steps and 
grabbed my hand and danced up and 
down as he shook it. Then he yelled, 
“Everybody! Come on out here!’’

Four guys came out, two from the 
house and two from the shack. I knew  
two of them, Fat Stan Bellows, a 
middleweight a couple of years 
younger than me, a trial horse with  
deceptive speed who works as a 
sparring partner for Johnny's better 
boys and also chops down the hope
fu ls  from other stables—and Harry 
Jansen, a blond, dumb honest li^ht 
heavy who is pure sparring partner 
and a nice guy.

Fat Stan grabbed my hand and 
said “H ow the hell are you, Wash?  
N ice to see you around. Do any 
f ighting in the clink?”

Harry Jansen shook hands too and 
said, “You're heavier, Wash.”

Then Barney introduced me to one 
of the strangers, Jug Hoffman, and 
told me that Jug had a shot at the 
welter title coming up in the Garden 
in a week. Jug shook hands and said, 
“I heard about you, Washburn. Saw 
you fight a long time ago when I was 
fighting amateur.” I liked his looks. 
He was one of those chunky, solemn 
boys, with a chopped up face and 
eyes without guile. He moved quickly

and breathed audibly through his 
flattened nose. He looked every inch 
a scrapper.

I turned quest ion ing^  toward the 
last of the four, and Barney said, 
"You ought to remember Joe, Wash. 
Joe Rye. H e’s coming right along 
as a light heavy.”

I remembered him then, but it was 
hard to figure out how a kid had 
changed so much. I remembered him 
as a skinny kid of seventeen, pale and 
quiet, who used to sit and watch prac
tise rounds. He read a lot, too.

The skinny limbs had filled out. He 
was deep chested, broad shouldered  
and sullen. There was something wild  
and uncontrolled that was readable 
in his eyes.

Unlike the others, he made no 
attempt to shake hands. He said, 
"Hi,” turned and strolled back toward 
the shack. He walked like a fighter.

The others were silent for a minute, 
and then they all began to talk at 
once as though to cover up for the 
kid. I told them how I had run into 
Johnny and he had hired me and ttrey 
told me that there was a lot of work  
and they were glad to have me 
around. They told me about the good  
and bad luck that Johnny had had 
with his string during the years that 
I was away.

Finally we were caught up on the 
news and I jerked a thumb toward the 
shack which was vibrating with the 
noise of Joe Rye slamming the heavy 
bag. I said, “H ow  about the kid? I 
thought Johnny said once that Joe’d 
never be a fighter if he could help 
it.”

Barney sighed and said, “That’s the 
answer. He can’t help it. He knows 
that if he doesn’t handle Joe, some
body else w ill .”

“Watch yourself if you spar with  
him, W ash,” Fat Stan said heavily.

"W hat’s the pitch?” I asked.
"He’s one of the mean ones," Bar

ney said.

1 K N E W  what he meant. There’s 
a lot of them in the f ight game. 
They find out that they can get into 

a ring and whip another man with  
their fists. The realization seems to 
unlock something inside of them,
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some ferocity that is more of the 
animal than of the man. After a little  
while it pervades their whole life, and 
they can’t help thinking of every 
other human in terms of combat. 
They walk around with a growl in 
their throat and a chip on their 
shoulder, a beast walking like a man. 
They turn cruel and savage in every 
aspect of life. They can’t climb into 
a ring without trying to kill the 
opponent, even when it is only 
training. It is a type of sadism. I 
know because I was close to being 
that way when Johnny first took me 
over. He cured me.

I said, “H ow did the kid get that 
way? I didn’t think he was the type.” 

Barney shrugged. “He went into 
the army when he was twenty. He 
was such a quiet kid that I guess he 
had a rough time. Then he got sore 
and licked a guy that was picking  
on him. Now all he wants to do is 
go around beating the hell out of 
everybody.”

“W hat’s Johnny doing about it?” 
“Hell, he can’t see it. I t ’s his own 

son. Wash, and I guess maybe being 
somebody’s pop gives you a blind 
spot. He hates to have his kid in the 
fight racket, but since he can't do 
anything about it, he wants to have 
him be the best. He thinks that the 
mean streak is spirit.”

“H ow ’s the kid doing?”
“Good. Real good. H e ’s had seven 

pro fights and got five knockouts, 
one decision and one loss on fouls. 
He ain’t popular though,” Barney 
said. “Down in P hilly  a month ago, he 
knocked out Harry Rosar in the 
fourth. W hile  Harry was trying to 
ge* up, the kid clubbed him on the 
back of the neck. The fans don’t like  
that stuff.”

“You wait until you go a few  
rounds with him,” Jansen said. “He  
scares the hell out of me.”

“H ow good is Jug H offm an?” I 
asked.

“Just about the best. He ought to 
take the title. Only trouble is he’s 
weak on defense when the heat is on. 
You can see from his face that he’s 
taken a lot of slamming around. H e’s 
been fighting since he was sixteen.” 

“Punchy?”

“Not at all. Seems to take it okay. 
We've been working on his defense.”

1 W E N T  in the camp with Barney  
and met Sam Tooker, the cook and 
janitor and he fixed me up with a 

late lunch. I didn’t see all the rest 
of them together until dinner time. 
I was w ill ing  to hang back and take 
my dinner in the kitchen, but the 
rest of them seemed to take it for 
granted that I ’d eat with them—and 
that is one of the nice things about 
the fight game. Your worth depends 
on what you can do with your hands, 
not what color you happen to be.

Joe Rye was a little late and I 
noticed the conversation died away 
when he got to the table. He glared 
at me as though I shouldn’t be there, 
and then didn’t look up again. He  
wolfed his food silently while I sat 
across from him thinking how it was 
too bad that a kid so good looking  
should have that streak of mean blood 
in him. He was certainly built like  
a fighter, and he wore his blond 
hair cropped close to his skull. On 
the outside he looked more like he 
should have been rowing for some 
college crew rather than punching at 
heads. I t ’s hard to tell where that 
streak’ll crop up.

Joe finished and shoved his chair 
back. He walked out without a word 
or a backward look. The table con
versation got lively again. I could 
see what was wrong with the training  
camp. One guy like that can sour the 
atmosphere for everybody. It made 
it worse to have the guy in question  
be the son of the manager. That  
limits the things you can do to keep 
him under control.

The others piled in early and Bar
ney and I stayed up, sitting on the  
porch, looking out across the lake, 
talking about the old days. I don’t 
know how we got started on Joe Rye 
again. Barney said, “I t ’s too bad, you  
know. I can figure right now how the 
kid’ll end up. H e ’ll get better and 
better, and get a digger and bigger  
head. Then, some day, some poor 
soda jerk or bartender is going to 
cross h im  up and J o e’ll tear the guy’s 
face off  with  his fist. You can’t go
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aro un d th in k i ng  like he does and not  
ge t  into t rouble.”

I t  made me wonder  how Joe  would 
l ike his r ide on a slow grey train 
w he re  the years c h u g  by.

B a rne y  said, ‘‘The  t rouble  is, it  
won ' t  be jus t  h im t h a t ’ll be hur t .  I t ' l l  
h u r t  J o h n n y  and Sis. A n d  me.” 

“ Sis?” I asked,  confused.
“ Yeah. You remember  her.  My 

daughter .  She was ru n n in g  a round 
wi t h  Joe  before he wen t  overseas.  
Now, even though h e ’s all  d i f ferent ,  
she won ' t  let  herse l f  see the change  
in him. I  never  w an ted  her to ge t  
t ied up w i th  a f igh te r ,  W a s h . ”

“Have you t r ied to ta lk  to h e r ? ” 
“You can’t t a lk  to them.  Wash .  

T h e y  know every th ing  at tha t  age. 
T h e y  got  to get  h u r t  all by  th e m 
selves. T h e  t rouble  is, when  i t  h a p 
pens,  i t ' s  going  to hu r t  me  too. Sh e ’s 
a pr e t t y  gal, Wash ,  but  s tubborn.  
You can' t  tell  her  what ' s  ahead. Hell ,  
I ’d r a the r  see her  r u n n in g  a round 
w i th  J u g  H of fm an  who hasn' t  had 
ha l f  the  educat ion th a t  Joe  has had. 
J u g  is a gent le  guy  and  he goes at 
thi s  f ig h t in g  l ike it  was a business,  
w hic h  i t  is. Joe  has made  it a kind 
of  rel igion.  I guess J u g  w ou ld n ’t 
m ind  ei ther .  I ’ve no t iced  the way he 
looks at  Sis. L ike  a guy  on the deser t  
looking  at  a glass of water .  And 
t h e r e ’ll be t rouble  if Joe  ever sees 
h im looking  at Sis l ike tha t .” 

“W h e r e  is s h e ? ”
“Liv i ng  down in the village. 

W o r k i n g  in a candy store so she can 
be near her  big f ig h t in g  chump,  j o e ’s 
go t  his tou ghes t  f igh t  ye t  coming  up 
the  n ig h t  a f te r  J u g ' s ,  o therwise  he'd 
be down in the vi l lage ton ig ht .”

B A R N E Y  gave me the small  room 
at the end of the upsta i r s  hail,  

and for  a long t ime I s tayed  awake, 
th in k in g  how glad I was that  I had 
come back to the th ings  I  knew and 
u n de r s t oo d—but there  was a little 
cloud in the air, and I had a hunch 
th a t  I  was going to be in on the 
blowoff .

M y  f ir s t  contact  wi th Joe  came 
sooner than I  thought .  A f te r  b reak
fast  I  went  down to the  shack and 
spe nt  some time past ing the heavy 
bag, loosening up, ge t t in g  the r igh t

roll into the punches.  T h e n  I took 
a long t r o t  along the lake trail,  
puf f in g  hard.  A t  lunch  I could have 
eaten the table r i g h t  along  wi th the 
food.

I took a quick nap a f te r  lunch and 
then wandered out  to the  r ing.  F a t  
Stan, g iving away we ight  and reach, 
was going a round wi th  Joe  Rye.  
T h e y  were using the face masks  and 
the big gloves. I watched,  because I 
wanted  to see how good Joe  was. H e  
was l ike a big cat—al te rna t ing  be
tween  slow s ta lk ing and b l inding  
f lashes of speed. F a t  Stan hadn ' t  lost 
any of his art.  He  rol led the s t ing  
out  of J o e ’s punches,  s l ipped a lot  
of them, blocked o thers  and jabbed 
his  way out of trouble.  B u t  it w asn ’t 
the kind of f ig h t in g  you expect  to 
see at  a t ra in ing  camp. Behind  the 
mask, J o e ’s face was set  and b lood
less, his eyes nar rowed.  I could see 
that  F a t  Stan was w ork in g  hard  to 
keep away f rom bad trouble.

Sudde nly  S ta n  was t rapped  in the  
corner over my head. He  bounced out, 
jabbing,  and then t r ied to slide along 
the ropes.  In  do ing  so, he made the  
mistake  of ca r ry ing  his elbows high 
and s t ra ig h te n in g  up  too far. Joe  pu t  
his shoulders  into a heavy le f t  hook 
tha t  l anded ju s t  above S tan ’s belt .  
Stan whoofed  and doubled over. Joe  
chopped h im once in the kidneys  and 
once behind the ear. Stan  dropped  
onto his  face. Joe  swaggered  away 
f rom him.

Stan got  up, pul led the mask off  
and said, “W h a t  the hell  do you  
th ink this  i s? ”

Joe tu rn ed  and smirked at him. 
“ W h a t ’s the matter ,  dearie? Does ims 
wanna  dance instead of  f i g h t ? ”

“ I don ’t wan t  no clown showing  off  
at my expense ,” Stan snapped.

Joe  pul led his own mask of f  and 
dropped  it on the canvas. He  walked 
toward Stan, his lips drawn back f rom 
his teeth,  saying,  “ Fatso,  I ’m going 
to show you what  a l icking real ly is.”

Stan looked pre t ty  uncer ta in  and I 
could see the t rouble ahead.  W i t h o u t  
th ink ing ,  in order  to diver t  Joe,  I 
said, “Could I t ry  a round,  Jo ey?"

Joe  s topped  and looked down at  
me. “T he  name is Mr. Rye,  e ight  
ball. Climb in and have some.”
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I pulled off  my sweat shirt and 
climbed in. I put the mask on and 
Stan tied on the gloves.

I said, “Okay,” and moved out and 
touched gloves with him. This time 
he was fighting somebody with more 
weight and a better reach. I was 
curious to see how he’d act. He jab
bed lightly, feeling me out, and I 
countered with a jab of my own and 
a light le ft  hook to the head. My 
timing was all shot; it was no longer 
instinctive. I had to plan out each 
move ahead like a man playing  
checkers. There wasn’t any of the 
deep singing in my throat like there 
used to be. My rhythm was gone. And  
even when I told my right arm to 
shoot out there, it went out too slow, 
and it didn’t hit where I wanted it 
to. This boy was a lot different than 
the Sonny Vine I had chopped down. 
I could see why, if  Johnny wouldn’t 
handle him, some other manager 
v/ould.

H E J A B B E D  and then rushed me 
into the ropes, sw inging lefts  

and rights. I caught some of them  
on my forearms and felt the others 
light flares in my head. It  was too 
rough against the ropes, so I covered 
up, bending far over. He tried to hook 
me in the face but couldn’t get past 
my arms. I saw his feet back away, 
so I straightened up and followed  
him on out with jabs that weren’t 
as fast as they should have been.

Even so, it surprised him, and he 
got his feet tangled trying to move 
off  to my left. He tripped and his 
left swung back instinctively to pro
tect himself from the fall. It gave me 
a clear shot, and I had the punch 
well started before I pulled it back. 
As I yanked it back, he got balance, 
and brought the left around and hit 
me high on the head. It was a good 
punch, slamming me back across the 
ring, fighting for balance. A s I 
bounded off the ropes he was on me. I 
could see the right coming up the 
slot, and I told my right arm to get 
over in the way. It moved but not 
fast enough, my wrist brushing the 
glove as it came up and exploded on 
my jaw with all the weight of his 
rush and my bounce off  the ropes.

It was like being hit with a sledge, 
and the mask didn’t give me much 
protection.

W hen I could see clearly, he was 
standing in the middle of the ring, 
untieing his right glove with his 
teeth. His mask was on the canvas 
at his feet. He said, “Washburn, 
you’re a disappointment to me. I 
thought you’d be rougher than these 
other bums. Maybe I didn’t know  
enough about the game when I used 
to watch you. You used to look pretty  
good.” B y  the time I had the gloves 
off, he was already gone. It  was just 
one of those things.

Johnny Rye got back late in the 
afternoon, and after I took a shower 
for dinner I walked out onto the 
porch. He was sitting on the railing, 
smoking a cigaret. He looked up and 
smiled at me. “H ow does it feel to be 
back, W ash?”

“Great, Mr. Rye.”
“W h y the formality, Wash. You 

used to call me Johnny.” I couldn't 
tell him how I'd had a recent lesson  
about calling people by their first 
names.

I just grinned and said, “Okay, 
Johnny.”

“I hear you mixed it up a little  
with the kid this afternoon, Wash. 
W hat do you think of him.”

“H e’s okay, Johnny. He can fight.” 
“H e’s really okay?” Johnny seemed  

pathetically anxious for my good  
opinion, and that was strange, be
cause he had been judging fighters  
when my ambition was to grow up 
and be a traffic cop. It embarrassed 
me to have him ask in that tone of 
voice; it wasn’t like Johnny. He was 
always so sure of himself and here 
he was begging for good words from 
a jail bird Nigra. He was up against 
something he knew in his heart he 
couldn’t handle, and so he was going  
around trying to make himself feel 
good. Hell, I couldn’t tell him that 
his kid was smart enough and fast 
enough but too loaded down with  
hate and cruelty, could I?

So I just said, “H e’s a real good 
boy, Johnny. Real good.”

Johnny grinned, “Took you, didn’t 
he, W ash?”

And then I had to chuckle and
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say, "He sure did." I couldn' t  tell h im 
that  Joe  had suckerpunched  me when 
1 re fused  to pop h im as he vs/as 
fall ing. I couldn' t  tell him how rus ty  
1 was. and how far  off on my t iming 
and coordinat ion.  I t  would have 
sounded  like a bunch  of excuses,  and 
in the  old days, I never made excuses 
to j o h n n y .  Not  a one. W i t h  Johnny,  
you  win or you lose.

So the warm days went  by and 
every day I got  a l i t t le closer tc the 
way I used to be—but  I knew that  
I 'd never be back there— not by a 
mile.  You can' t  take a year off and 
expect  to come back, much less six 
years.  On the th i rd  day I found out 
tha t  it  was a joy to work out with 
J u g  Hoffman.  W e  k idded a round and 
he made  me f igh t  like this boy he 
was going  to meet.  I went  th rough  it 
slow, and he’d move in with open 
gloves. W e  d idn ' t  use the masks.  
T h en  I 'd go th rou gh  the style as fast 
as I could manage,  and Jug .  he'd fly 
all over me, pu ll ing the punches,  and 
I knew th a t  here was a boy who could 
handle  himself.

H e  had a funny,  perky  way of 
moving  a round in the r ing,  skipp ing  
and  yanking  at  the sides of his shor ts  
wi th  his gloved hands,  snuff ing  hard 
t h r ou gh  tha t  mashed  nose, his feet 
making  l i t t le hard  s lapping noises on 
the  canvas. He  had a nice s tun t  of 
bouncing  and yanking  at the shorts,  
and  then  f lashing  a le ft  jab up when 
you  were the least  expect ing it.

A n d  he took cr it icism good. I 
showed him how he was taking  the 
s team out of his own left  hook by 
moving  the shoulder too soon. I 
showed him how to th row the 
shoulder along with the punch a fter  
the hand  had moved about  five inches 
so tha t  the ful l  power  exploded r ight  
at  the  po in t  of contact .  He  l iked that.  
He  took about three  hund red  shots 
at the heavy bag unt i l  he had it jus t  
r igh t,  un ti l  he’d absorbed it into his 
f igh t in g  ins t inc ts—unt i l  it was £ part  
of him, available for  those th ou
sandths  of a second in the r ing when 
th e r e ’s no t ime for  thought.

Before  we tur ned  in, J u g  and I 
made  a deal for  a l igh t  workout  the 
ne x t  day, Fr iday ,  because on Fr id ay  
af te rnoon,  late, J o h n n y  was taking

him into town for the f ig h t  S a tu r 
day night .  J o h n n y  was pleased when 
J u g  told h im th a t  I 'd he lped  h im a 
lot and he was glad that  Jo h n n y  had 
got me out  there.  It  meant  a good deal 
to know tha t  I was he lp ing  Johnny,  
j o h n n y  left  r ight  af ter  d inner  T h u r s 
day night ,  t el l ing us that  h e ’d be back 
in t ime, on Fr iday ,  to take J u g  on 
down to the city.

As soon as Jo h n n y  had gone, Joe 
took the keys to B a r n e y ’s car off the 
mantel ,  wi th ou t  asking him, and went  
on into the town of Benton  to see 
Sis. Barney  was sore about  it, hut 
there wasn ' t  anyth in g  he could do.

T  B R E A K F A S T  the next 
morning,  while Joe  was c ram

ming his mouth  full  of eggs, Barney  
came in and said. " T h a t  was a cute 
tr ick.  Joe.  Nex t  time you ask for my 
car, see?’’

Joe  mumbled,  "Keep your pants on. 
Pop.  She’s your  daughter ,  i sn’t she?"

T he n  it happened,  j u g  Hof fman  
thum ped his coffee cup down on the. 
table and said, “You be tte r play that  
deal s t ra ight ,  J u n io r . ”

Jo e  s topped  chewing for a moment .  
H is  eyes looked small  and br igh t  hot. 
He  looked at J u g  and said soft ly.  
" W h e r e  do you come in ? ”

"I  know the girl  and she ’s a good 
kid," J u g  said. “J u s t  p lay it  s t ra igh t  
or yo u ’ll have a lot of people to talk 
to. I happen  to know she ’s s tuck on 
you,  but  I couldn' t  tell  you why.  For  
my money,  y o u ’re poison."

Joe  stood up slowly, f is ts  clenched. 
He  said, " I  give lessons to people who 
put  the ir  noses in my business.  You 
ready  for  yours?"

"A n y  t ime,” J u g  said calmly. He 
f inished his coffee and stood up. 
"You got reach and weight  on me. 
See how much good t h e y ’re going: 
to do you. Regular  rounds.  B a r n e y ’ll 
referee  and S ta n ’ll call time. Regular  
gloves. No masks.  I' ll take W a s h  in 
my corner and you can take H a r ry , ”

Barney  put  both palms up and 
said. "No. guys.  W h a t ’ll J o h n n y  say? 
W a i t  till  af ter  your  f ights .  He' l l  
blame me."

j o e  tu r ned  to him and said, “Shut  
up. g randma. Le t ' s  yoll this  thing.  
1 haven ' t  l iked the way this  dumb
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punk has been looking at Sis anyway. 
I ’ll try not to cut him up too much.” 
Barney gulped when he saw how  
hopeless it was to try to stop it.

S H A D  the collodion and the tape 
laid out where I could grab them  

quick, and when Stan whacked the 
bell, I snatched the stool out and 
moved over so the post wasn’t in  my 
way. Jug circled fast, dancing on his 
toes, the m uscles in  his shoulders 
nice and loose, his face impassive. 
The mouth guard distorted his lips. 
The only sound was the slap o f his 
toes on the canvas, the noise of his 
breathing.

In comparison, Joe looked clum sy, 
loose jointed, amateurish. You could  
te ll from their eyes that th is was 
som ething w hich had been building  
up for a long time. The d ifference  
between them was that w ith  Jug, 
once the bell sounded, it was his 
trade and he w ent at it w ith the 
em otion of a master plumber tackling  
a pipe. W ith  Joe it was som ething in 
the glands.

Jug bounced and yanked at his 
shorts. The le ft flashed out, slamming 
Joe’s head back and Jug fo llow ed it 
up w ith  a short right that had his 
back in it. Joe shook his head and 
backed away. W hen Jug fo llow ed up, 
Joe clubbed at him  w ith sw inging  
rights and lefts. Jug caught them  
on his arms and gloves and shoulders, 
riding w ith  them to cut the shock. 
Joe rushed him  and had him poised  
against the ropes for a fraction of a 
second. He slammed a piledriver  
right, but Jug w asn’t there to catch 
it. He circled and nailed Joe behind  
the ear on the way out.

Joe’s face became som ething less  
than human. H e charged blindly, 
snow ing Jug under w ith  pure w'eight 
and ferocity. Jug ducked some, but 
he couldn’t duck all of them. H e tried  
to stand toe and slug w ith the heavier 
man. It was a bad plan. H e nailed  
Joe three tim es before a w histling  
left caught him and floored him. A s  
he bounded up at nine, Stan banged  
the bell for the round.

I pushed the sp lit on Ju g ’s cheek
bone shut and covered it w ith  
collodion. I whispered to him, “B oy,

you ’ve got to box him. D on’t try to 
slug  w ith  him. B ox him and counter
punch him. Make him  take six  to get 
in one.” Jug nodded and I repeated it 
to make sure he got it. H e rinsed his 
mouth and spat into the pail. I 
sloshed some cold water on his chest, 
and jumped down at the bell.

Jug  rushed out, dancing, and 
caught Joe w ith a solid  le ft hook. Joe  
circled like a big cat, w aiting until 
he could rush Jug into a corner. Jug  
saw his danger and danced clear, 
flick in g  the le ft out.

Joe shot across a straight right 
w hich m issed, and collected  a hard 
le ft  hook to the m iddle and a right 
cross to the head. I could see that 
the le ft hook had bothered him a 
little . He opened his lips around the 
mouth guard to suck air. But he took  
his time and, in the m iddle of the 
round, rushed Jug into a neutral 
corner. Jug clinched, but Joe tore 
him loose w ith  le fts  and rights to 
the middle. W hen Jug bounced o ff  
the corner ropes, Joe slammed one 
home. Jug clinched again, and by the 
time Barney broke them, Jug was 
okay. Going away from the clinch, he 
threw one right down the groove that 
cut Joe’s lip.

In the third round it settled  down  
to a pattern. Jug w ould get in six  
clean blows on Joe’s iron jaw, and 
then Joe w ould stagger Jug w ith  
a clean le ft or right. B ut I could  
see that it was working out the way  
I thought it should. Jug  was taking  
brutal punishm ent, but his blows were 
having more effect.

The fourth, fifth  and sixth  were 
alm ost identical. In each round Jug  
w ent down, but tw ice he was pushed  
rather than hit. Each tim e he took a 
shorter count.

T he seventh brought it to a head. 
Joe had thrown so many punches 
that his arms had turned to putty. 
H e grunted and snarled as he tried  
to force the punches across. Jug  
bounced, high, tugged at h is shorts 
and w ent in, both hands held low. 
Joe saw the opening and sw ung a 
slow, heavy right. Jug  slammed one 
across w hile the right was s t ill  
floating  at him. Jug puffed  and 
slapped home a le ft  and a right. Joe



36 SPORTS FICTION

t r i ed  to make his arms work,  bu t  they 
w o u ld n ’t. A n d  he w ou ld n’t fall. Each  
time he t r ied to th ro w a punch,  he 
was h it  th ree  t imes. At  last, his arms 
dropped  to his  sides and he weaved. 
J u g  measured  him and slammed 
across an overhand r ight .  I t  knocked 
Joe' s  mouth  gua rd  out. H e  s ta r ted  
to fall. As he went  down, J u g  
•siarnmed in a lef t  hook tha t  f ini shed 
it. Joe  rol led over onto his face. He 
twitched  once and lay still.

J u g  walked  back to the corner and 
said, to the wor ld in general ,  “Game 
k id,” His  l ips and his eyes were 
puf fed  and  the cut  on his cheek was 
widened.  I t  d id n ’t look as tho ugh  h e ’d 
be in shape to fight .

He  was gone by the t ime Joe  came 
around.  He  yanked himse lf  away 
from Stan and myse l f  and walked  
unsteadi ly  toward  the camp.

JUG was pre t ty  quiet  about the 
whole  thing.  He  took a long cold 

shower and we f ixed h im up  as best  
we could, bu t  it  was a cinch th a t  he 
had taken  a ter rible smashing  a round 
the face.

W e  s ta r ted  lunch.  J u g  eat ing 
quiet ly,  and we d id n ’t expect  to see 
Joe  at  the table.  I t  seemed l ikely tha t  
he’d come down when we were tak ing  
a nap and ge t  something  to eat. The  
door to his room was shut.

But,  ha l fway throu gh  the meal, we 
heard his steps on the s ta ir s and he 
walked in. He  scowled at all of us and 
slid into his chair.  He  banged on the 
table wi th  a fork to ge t some service. 
He  wasn ' t  marked  up as badly as J u g  
was.

Nobody said a word.  T cok e r  h u r 
r ied in wi th a plate and set  it in 
f ront  of Joe  and hu r r ied  back into the 
kitchen.

Even  though he had s ta r ted  late, 
Joe  f ini shed before the rest  of us did. 
He  shoved his plate away and looked 
across the tabic at Jug.  He  said, 
“ Okay, Golden Boy,  so you can lick 
me. So what?  W h e n  I ’ve been at  this 
as long as you have, I ’ll be the champ, 
no t  a th ird rate bum.”

I t  was as v iolent  as a slap in the 
face. J u g  looked over at him blankly.  
He  shook his head, as tho ugh to 
clear it. T h e n  he smiled broadly and

said, “Champ!  Jo h n n y  told me I ’d be 
the champ if I l icked the guy.  I ’m 
the champ, a r e n ’t I, B a rn e y ? ” He  
grabbed B a r n e y ’s arm. J u g  gr inned  
across at  J o h n n y  and said, “ 'Thanks 
for  t e l l ing  me, kid. I fo rgot  all about  
the fight .  T h a t ’s funny,  a in ’t it? I 
fo rgot  I ’m the champ. Tel l  me tha t  
i t ’s funny,  guys.  W h o  ever heard  of 
a guy  fo rg e t t i ng  he was the champ? 
I did win,  d id n ’t I B a r n e y ? ”

Nobody said a word.  Th e re  was a 
sadness in B a rn e y ’s eyes. He  said 
gent ly,  “Sure,  kid. You're the champi 
Go on ups ta ir s  and go to bed.”

J u g  got  up  and  walked  to the  door. 
Before he left,  he tu rn ed  and said to 
all of us, “ Imagine  me forge t t i ng  a 
th ing  like t h a t ! ” He  wen t  up the 
stairs.

Joe  looked at  B a rney  and for  once 
the scowl was gone f rom his face. 
He  said, “W h a t ’s the  mat te r  wi th  
h i m !”

H a r r y  and Stan pushed  the ir  chairs 
away f rom the  table and walked  out. 
Th e re  were tears on F a t  S ta n ’s 
cheeks.  B arney  said, “Joe,  maybe  you 
never  saw a guy  go of f the  end b e 
fore. You see, J u g ’s been f ig h t in g  a 
long time. E ve ry  t ime he <Tot slammed 
around  the head, it  give h im what  
they  call a p in point  concussion.  Ea ch  
concussion le ft  a l i t t le scar  t issue on 
the sur face of his brain.  Some guys 
are more suscept ible than  others.  W e  
tho ugh t  J u g  was okay un t i l  three 
minutes  ago. B u t  you gave h im the  
f in i shing touches—gave h im jus t  
enough more of those pin point  con
cussions so tha t  sudde nly  he cracks.  
Now he's punchy,  kid, and he’s worse 
off  than the ones tha t  bui ld up to it 
gradual ."

Joe  said, “B u t  can ’t he take a re s t ? ”
“T h a t  s tu f f  doesn’t wear  of f kid. 

He  won’t be the  same guy  again.  H e ’s 
taken  it for  too long. He  may ge t the 
title, but  before the  year is over he’ll 
be s t icking his face out  for guys  to 
hi t  h im ju s t  so he can show them that  
it doesn’t hurt .  In  a couple of years 
you can maybe f ind him hanging  
a round some arena  in Je r se y  t ry in g  
to beg a ten  dollar  opening bout  for 
whiskey  money,  t r y i ng  to give some 
cheap promoter  a snow job on how
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the great Jug H offm an is as good as 
he ever was.”

Joe looked pale. He said loudly, 
“It isn ’t my fault. I t ’s the way he’s 
been figh tin g  for years. Look at his 
face.”

Barney said gently, “That’s right, 
kid. It isn ’t your fau lt.” But there 
was a curl to his lip that said some
thing else entirely.

Joe looked at him and I could see, 
in Joe’s face, the shadow of what he 
had been once, and what he could  
have become if  he hadn’t turned into  
a figh tin g  animal. W ay down in him  
w as a decency that hadn’t quite 
burned out yet.

I said, “Joey, that’s the way it is 
for us guys. T hat’s the end of the 
road.”

He turned on me. “Y ou’re nuts, 
W ashburn. I ’ll never let m yself get 
pasted around that w ay.”

I sm iled and said, “You got a good 
start today, Joey .”

He flushed and bit his lip. He said, 
“I ’m learning. Nobody is going to do 
that to me in a little  w hile .”

I put a superior grin on my face 
and said, “Kid, you figh t w ith your 
glands and not w ith your head. M ay
be you can start out every figh t  
thinking you’re going to be cool and 
protect yourself but you’ll end up 
every figh t w ide open—too anxious 
to land punches to give a damn about 
how many you take. You’re a perfect 
fit for a strait-jacket at the end of 
the road. W hy I could go right out 
now and do the same thing to you  
that old Jug did. O nly quicker.”

He went out of the chair so fast 
he turned it over. He leaned close 
to me and yelled , “A ll you guys  
hate me because I got more stu ff  
than you ever had. Y ou’re a hasbeen, 
W ashburn. Come out now and I'll 
knock you cold before you lay a glove 
on me. Come on!”

I yawned and said, "I’m coming. 
Go on out there and w ait for me. Or 
w ill it make you too nervous, junior?” 

He ran out and Barney looked at 
me, his eyes bugging out. “W hat the 
h ell’s got into you, W ash?”

“Just don’t try to stop me, Barney. 
I ’m doing this little  job for Johnny. 
I f  I do it right, you’re going to have

a good son-in-law and maybe 
Johnny’ll have h im self a good son  
instead of a mean tempered meat 
ball.”

IT W A S the same deal all over 
again, except that I stood up in 

the corner and said, “I don’t need 
nobody to handle me in th is corner, 
junior. And let’s forget th is foolish- 
ment about rounds. W e’ll just stay  
out there for the s ix ty  seconds I ’ll 
need to chill you.” He a g reed . I 
acted cool on the outside, but on the 
inside I was praying. I f  my slow  
m uscles didn’t do what I told them  
to do, I ’d do more harm than good  
to the kid.

I broke the padding of the g loves  
over my knuckles. Stan clanged the 
bell and w e w ent out. I had to make 
him mad and open him up fast. I 
know the tricks but I ’ve never used  
them before or since like I used them  
at that moment. W hen he stuck his  
hands out to touch gloves, I made like  
I was going to touch, and then threw  
a le ft in his nose. He roared and 
charged me. I slipped under h is le ft  
and clinched. In the clinch I kneed  
him, slammed my head against his 
cheek, rubbed the laces across his 
nose, thumbed him in the eye and 
pushed him away.

It had the effect that I wanted. H e  
charged at me wide open. I stepped  
aside and brought my le ft up through  
w ith every ounce of power. He started  
to drop onto his face, so I clinched  
w ith him to hold him up, and danced 
him over to the ropes. W hen I had 
him balanced nice, I stepped back and 
gave him a left, a right .nd a left. 
The blows smacked across, ringing  
in the open air.

I didn’t watch him fall. I walked  
away, feeling  the tremor of the 
boards in the floor as he w ent down.

I climbed down out of the ring  
and as soon as I was on the ground, 
a hand grabbed me by the arm and 
spun me around. I looked down into  
the furious face of Johnny. H is 
eyes had paled to the shade of his 
cigaret smoke. He called me a foul 
name and hit me in the face w ith  
a fu ll arm sw ing. He hit me a second  
time.
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He said, “I saw that stunt, W ash
burn. I take you out of the gutter 
and you have to show o ff by using 
every dirty trick you know on Joe. 
I ’ll g ive you five m inutes to get 
o ff  the place. And don’t come back.”

I didn’t say a word. W hen I looked  
back from the porch of the camp, he 
and Barney were kneeling beside Joe. 
Barney was rubbing his w rists and 
Johnny was slapping his face lightly .

So I w ent back up the trail w ith  
my suitcase, pausing at the bend to 
take one last look at the blue lake. I 
walked into the village and caught 
a bus that took me down to where I 
could get a bus for Baltim ore.

I rode along in the back of the 
big bus and I could touch w ith my 
fingers the spots of pain that 
Johnny’s hard fist  had made on my 
face. T hey were spots that only hurt 
on the inside, not on the outside. 
The bus rumbled along and I watched  
the lights of the little  tow ns and 
thought of how the people in the 
houses had som ething that they didn’t 
even know about. T h ey’d never know  
how a grey train can pick you up 
and chug along w ith you for a ride 
that’s so long that you’re afraid to 
get o ff  it.

Johnny took me in when I needed  
it, and I didn’t know how it had all

come out until, after I sent my 
address, I got a note in B a r n e y ’s 
childish handwriting. It was for
warded to me in Jacksonville where 
I was taking care of a parking lot. It 
said, Joe has quit the ring. I thought 
you would like to no that. He and 
Sis are getting maried in four months 
and Joe has went back to school. 
Johnny is still soar at you for what 
you did and he thinks Joe would 
have been champ but I no he is glad 
Joe has quit the ring. Maybe I can 
make him understand some day what 
you did. Jug got the crown as you 
no and Johnny has made him quit. 
He bought an annuity but he is not 
the same old Jug which is to bad. 
Please keep letting me no where you 
are if  you move to another place. Joe 
has lost thot mean streak after the 
lickings. Maybe some day Johnny 
w ill want you back. 1 do, anyhow. 
Your pal — Barney.

And so I've been in a lot of towns 
and they all look alike. Maybe, one of 
these days, I ’ll get that word from  
Johnny. He better not wait too long, 
though; because once you’ve taken 
a ride on that old grey train, it’s 
aw ful easy to get back on for another 
ride.
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No Strikes An Out
B y  JO H N  W ILSO N

Buck Holm and Fog Allen had buried the hatchet pub
licly years ago. But Buck knew he hadn't forgiven 
Fog Allen and now Allen's kid was here in his first big

tryout . . .

B UCK HOLM  stuck a pudgy  
leg on the dugout step, and 
clamped his stare on the 

rangy, square-shouldered left-hander  
going through his warm up paces.

Fog A llen ’s kid, Buck thought. 
And I ’ll bet he doesn’t think he can 
m iss making the grade; his old man 
was plenty sure of him self, too. 

Buck grinned, a hard grin.

He watched Sm oky Steve A llen  
rear back, kick the leg  skyward and 
lash the w ing around in a sidearm  
m otion. It was a nice smooth deliv
ery, fu ll o f rhythm  and deceptive
ness. Buck flinched a little , know ing  
the delivery was almost a carbon 
copy of that which the kid’s old man, 
F og A llen, used to own. He didn’t 
like the memories associated w ith

39



40 SPORTS FICTION

the delivery, the man. Buck fe lt an 
old, buried anger leaping alive and 
crow ding up inside him.

The newspapers devoted much 
space these days to the moth-worn  
pitching legend o f Fog Allen. It 
was all pegged, of course, on the ap
pearance of young Steve in the Hawk 
training camp. The kid’s old man 
had worn the garb of only one club 
during his long major league tenure 
— the Hawks. It was golden baseball 
lore how Fog A llen had moved 
straight from the college campus to 
the Hawks, and begun riding the 
fame of his slashing speedball. And 
here, years later, was F og’s kid try
ing to duplicate the stunt.

Buck stepped up into the full 
burst of the Florida sunshine. He 
waved to the w riters in the rigged- 
up press coop in the wooden grand
stand, and ran his glance over the 
size of the crowd. Each season he 
received a bonus based on the 
Hawk’s drawing power. It was a 
good crowd, the largest he'd seen at 
a training camp in many season.

Got a bigger tourist trade down 
here th is season, Buck reflected. B e
sides, the B lues are the champs and 
the champs pull the crowds.

But Buck knew the reason for the 
large attendance wasn’t altogether  
the B lues or the heavier tourist traf
fic. It was the fact that Smoky Steve  
A llen  had been announced as the 
Hawk hurler. Even the w riters from  
adjacent baseball camps had con
verged on the Hawk camp to see the 
son of the famous Hawk hurler make 
his debut.

There was the call of Buck’s name, 
and he turned, and Hap W ade, whom  
the writers tagged his “right arm" 
walked up to him. Hap was one of 
the game’s great backstops, still 
available for an occasional stint be
hind the plate. Buck had assigned  
him the role of tutoring the young  
pitchers and catchers.

Hap’s red face v/as dripping sweat. 
‘T v e  been warming the kid’s f lip 
per,” he said. “But those writers 
keep bothering him. They w on’t even 
let him warm up properly.”

Buck said, “He sure gets a pile of 
attention for a rookie. It would be

kinda hard luck if he flopped. It's 
happened in these circum stances be
fore, you know.”

Hap looked at him, thoughtfu lly . 
“H e’s got nearly everyth ing a p itch
er needs to stick, Buck. T here’s 
nothing more he can learn outa the 
book. I guess old Fog really gave 
him a going over. I t’s how he uses 
that arm and noodle under fire that 
w ill tell the story.”

“H e’s still a green college kid,” 
Buck said. “You’re forgetting  that.” 

“No, I ’m not forgettin g ,” Hap said 
slow ly. ‘I ’d say the same th ing even 
if his old man wasn’t Fog Allen. 
T his kid already knows what it takes 
other guys a couple of seasons in the 
minors to pick up. Maybe it’s corny 
but I ’ve got a hunch this guy was 
born a big leaguer. The idea has been 
drilled into him since the first day 
he picked up a glove. He believes it, 
too.”

Buck sm iled faintly. “A regular 
edition of his old man, huh H ap?” 

"You should know,” Flap said. 
“You and Fog put in a lot o f time 
together on th is outfit. It must be 
kind of a strange fee lin g  passing the 
verdict on your old teammate’s kid.”

BUCK W A S silent a moment. It 
was reassuring that he had not 

tipped his hand, for he w ould not 
want even Hap W ade to know how  
he really fe lt about F og A llen  and 
his kid. And yet there was som ething  
in H ap’s curious glance, the broad
ness of his words, that seem ed to 
suggest he knew of the con flict rag
ing in his mind. Maybe Hap knows 
I ’m going to turn the kid back to the 
minors, Buck thought, and h e’s try 
ing to change my mind.

“W ell, i t ’s a cinch he’s not going  
to w in any games on his old man’s 
rep," Buck said. “The sooner he 
finds that out, the better. And v/e’ll 
get a pretty good line on him today.” 
Buck paused, then: “W e gotta start 
cu ttin ’ some of the chuckers. I hope 
young A llen does all right out 
there.”

H ap’s glance jerked alive, and his 
eyes threw a challenging stare. “I ’d 
like to handle the kid in th is one, 
Buck; maybe I could steer him along
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and feel out those B lues hitters. It 
w ouldn’t do his confidence any good, 
gettin g  jolted the first time out.” 

Buck said, “T u ffy  W arner’s gonna 
work behind the plate. I wanna get a 
look at him against some big league  
com petition.”

Buck moved down the third base 
line, where Smoky Steve was fin ish 
ing his warm up. There were several 
newspapermen huddled to the right 
of the kid. B eing  oldtim ers, he had 
no doubt but that they were compar
ing the kid’s stuff and delivery w ith  
that of his old man.

Buck grinned at them. “Take the 
m icroscope off the kid for awhile, 
men. H e’s only got a few  more m in
utes to heat that arm up.”

“It looks red-hot from  where 
w e’re standing,” one of the sports- 
writers said. “Seems like you got 
yourself a chucker, Buck.”

He walked w ith them toward the 
dngout, and then A1 M iller of the 
Press International said, “I can just 
imagine old Fog A llen, nervous as a 
cat, knowing his kid is chucking  
against the B lues. He was always 
plenty  jumpy him self before a game. 
But once he w ent to work, the guy  
owned a m illion dollars worth of 
confidence.”

Buck noticed that Chick K yle, who 
represented a m etropolitan paper and 
had travelled w ith the Hawks many 
seasons, was staring curiously at 
him.

“That m ight only make matters 
worse,” Buck said. “The Kid has 
enough pressure on him, the way you 
guys keep tagging him.”

A  sly  grin edged Chick K yle’s 
mouth. “It couldn’t be that there’s 
still a bit of life  in that old feud be
tween you and Fog, eh, Buck?”

Buck stopped in his tracks, the an
ger m ounting in his face. “T hat’s old 
history, K yle. And besides, you know  
that th ing was patched up.”

“I remember,” Chick K yle said.

T H E D IA M O N D  was cleared and 
Smoky Steve stuck his glove in 

his hip pocket and strode toward the 
water cooler. B uck’s glance fe ll on 
Smoky Steve, looking at him through  
eyes that had passed judgm ent on

rookies and veterans down through  
eleven seasons o f p ilo tin g  major 
league clubs. The kid was plainly  
nervous. H e kept pulling  at the peak 
of h is cap, and there was a frozen  
grin on h is face. T he look in his eyes  
was a grim, alm ost a frightened one. 
He knew how much he was on the 
spot, and how im portant that first 
im pression of him  against a top- 
notch ou tfit like the B lues could be.

Steve fumbled for h is glove again, 
and then he was looking at Buck. 
“A ny special w ay you want me to  
throw to the h itters?”

Buck was silen t a moment. The  
kid wanted a few  words to calm the 
pre-game jitters more than actual 
advice. He fe lt  a sudden desire to  
take Steve aside, calm his jitters; 
but he thought of Fog A llen  and 
hatred flared, overw helm ing the de
sire.

“Sure,” Buck said. “Just flin g  the 
th ing so you make ’em all h it into  
put-outs.”

The crack drew laughter from  
everyone w ith in  earshot. B ut Steve 
didn’t blink an eye. He just stared  
at Buck.

“You don’t mind me le ttin g  one or 
two of ’em get on base,” he said. 
“Som etim es it happens that way  
when I p itch .”

He said it lig h tly  enough, but 
Buck did not m iss the tigh ten in g  of 
the kid’s lips.

The H awks trotted to their p osi
tions, and Sm oky Steve began chuck
ing h is prelim inary tosses across to 
T u ffy  W arner, the rookie backstop. 
Buck slouched down on the bench, 
next to Hap W are. It  wras apparent 
Hap found no humor in h is rem ark; 
Buck had intended none.

The first B lues hitter stepped into  
the target-square, and Sm oky Steve, 
hunching his shoulders in a depre
ciating gesture, took the sign from  
the squatting T u ffy  W arner. And  
Buck, n oticing  that m ovem ent of the 
shoulders, m arveled that the kid had 
even captured that little  familiar 
characteristic from his old man.

Sm oky Steve reared back, the leg  
kicking skyward, and the ball came 
shooting out o f the churning back
ground, suddenly flash ing  into the
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backstop’s taloned mitt. The ump 
punched his right fist into the air. 
It was a strike. Smoky Steve took 
the return flip , grinning a little , and 
Buck knew the tautness had broken; 
he seemed more like Fog A llen  than 
ever.

The lead-off was fooled again on a 
half-speed, jughandle pitch, w atch
ing it belt the strike zone. Smoky 
Smoky Steve wasted a shot, and then 
turned loose the fireball heave. The 
hickory sw ished, missed. The hitter  
trudged back to the bench, shaking  
his head a little.

Smoky Steve was a fast worker, 
and wasn’t w esting many shots. He 
piled two straight strikes across on 
the next batter, and a buzzing sound 
ripped through the stands. The arm 
lashed around again, a blazing white 
smoke puff. The B lues hitter stood  
there, le tting  it zip through the 
money slot, and was down on strikes. 
A hoist into center and the side was 
retired, and the buzzing throbbed 
louder into the afternoon air.

Buck squirmed a little. T h e  
thought began gnawing in his mind 
that he should go out there, tell 
Smoky Steve and the rookie back
stop to play the corners more. M ix  
in more sucker pitches. N ot even 
F og A llen w ould have tried to pelt 
the plate w ith so many shots in the 
strike zone.

There was a marked difference be
tw een trying to crash the ball past 
the enem y sticks, and using the speed  
to maneuver the h itters o ff  balance. 
The B lues hadn’t quite notched their 
tim ing to Smoky Steve’s fireball, and 
when they did, Buck knew they  
would pound the kid som ething aw
ful and drive him out of there. But 
he thought how he’d w aited and 
planned th is revenge, and the tide of 
his bitterness sw ept aside the urging  
to help Smoky Steve.

He would, in due time, send Smoky 
Steve into the deep minors, back to 
Fog A llen, a beaten and discouraged  
guy, and it would be a kind of poetic 
justice. It took only a glance at the 
newspaper stories to realize that 
Smoky Steve was F og’s great joy and 
hope in life , that F o g ’s deepest de
sire was to see his kid fo llow ing in

his g littering  footsteps. So Buck hod 
looked forward to Smoky Steve's ar
rival in camp, fu lly  aware of the aw 
fu l pain and hurt in would bring 
F og if the kid failed to make the 
grade.

UCK H A D  dropped the mask 
over his bitter fee lin gs for Fog  

A llen, many seasons ago. And now  
he was looking through that mask, 
the old hatred alive and flam ing and 
dem anding revenge.

There were two down in the sec
ond frame when Sam Adams, the 
B lues third-sacker, smashed a fire 
ball pitch into the right center pas
tures. He got three bases.

The rookie backstop signalled for 
a blazer across the letters on Hunk  
M eyers. Smoky Steve put it there, 
and Buck grinned thinly, know ing  
that M eyers murdered that kind of 
pitch.

Suddenly, he wanted to warn 
Smoky Steve.

Buck swore, and slouched back 
down on the bench, annoyed at the 
persistency of th is desire.

The ball flew  into right, and only  
a great piece o f fie ld in g  prevented  
the blow from being worth another 
three bases. The run came across, 
and the B lues hitter went into sec
ond. An almost m iraculous stop be
hind second of a sizzlin g  drive re
tired the side. The thunder was be
ginning to hammer home.

Buck thought about the feud, 
know ing his hour of revenge was 
w ithin  his grasp. Maybe there were 
a few  guys around, like Chick K yle, 
who suspected that Buck had never 
really forgiven Fog A llen  for what 
he’d d o n e; m ost of the fans and 
w riters believed it ended the day he 
and F og had shaken hands and posed  
for those cameramen.

It was funny, how in the begin
ning they’d been great pals, he and 
Fog. T hey roomed together, and the 
opposition could not figh t one of 
them w ithout taking on the other. 
D uring the off season th ey’d hunted  
and fished, and found time to play  
the bright ligh t d istrict a bit.

That was how th ings stood b e
tw een them till H elen  came on the
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scene. Buck had known H elen  back 
in his home town, and even then  
dreamed o f som eday m arrying her. 
H elen had ideas about show business, 
and though she did not climb the 
footligh t ladder to the top, she 
achieved a fair amount o f success in 
the theatre.

The schoolday romance looked like 
the real thing, and then Buck intro
duced H elen  to Fog A llen; finally , 
it was F og who married H elen. A ll 
the tim e Buck had no idea of what 
was going on behind his back. It 
wasn’t so much that he fe lt H elen  
cared for Fog any more than she did 
for him. The margin had been F o g ’s 
w hirlw ind tactics, his high octane 
personality. It had not been a fair 
contest.

He had loosened his anger and 
hurt on F og A llen  in the locker 
room, and it had been a bloody and 
grueling battle t ill exhaustion. The 
Hawks watched silen tly , none of 
the m oving to stop it. Buck never 
really forgave F og A llen, carried the 
grudge down the y e a r s .. . .

Buck sm iled grim ly. T h is was his 
day. He was going to reap his ven
geance. A t last it  was h is turn to let 
Fog A llen  know how it fee ls  to be 
cheated and hurt.

H e watched the H awks put a run 
across in their half of the second. 
Then Sm oky Steve was going out 
there again, bearing down hard on 
the Blues. He slid  two strikes across 
the plate, and then tried to w h iff the 
hitter, w orking a snapping hook on 
the outside corner. The horsehide 
crashed down the third base line, a 
w hite bullet, landing in  there for two  
bases. A longside Buck, a loud moan 
came from Hap W ade.

“W arner don’t know those Hawk  
hitters. H e’s calling for stu ff that’s 
right in their groove. And when he 
ain’t doing that, he’s trying to out
smart ’em w ith called strikes.”

Buck said, “H e’s a rookie, and not 
expected to know their strengths 
and w eaknesses.”

Hap said, “I ’ll smarten him up a 
bit between innings.”

“You leave th ings alone,” Buck  
snapped.

There was defiance in  H ap’s

glance but he said nothing. H e got 
up from the bench and walked to the 
other end of the dugout.

U L L  O L IV E R  w ielded t h e  
wood, waved it m enacingly at 

Smoky Steve. The arm flashed across 
the chest, and B ull tied into the 
pitch, the heavy shoulders sw aying  
and the w rists snapping. A sudden  
roar burst across the fie ld . The ball 
was clim bing in the sky, rid ing deep, 
clearing the le ft  fie ld  fence.

Smoky Steve stalked around the 
mound, kicking the dirt. The in fie ld  
pressed in, and T uffy W arner walked  
out to the p itch ing  box. The mound 
conference failed  to steady Steve. 
He threw four straight balls and the 
next batter w ent to first base. The  
B lues then notched a pair of singles, 
and th ey’d scored three tim es w ith 
out losin g  a putout. Calls o f “take 
'im out” began to come from the 
stands.

A nice running catch in deep cen
ter fin a lly  retired a batter. Sm oky  
Steve then ripped three strikes 
across, and m om entarily he seem ed  
to have regained his earlier form. He 
got touched for another baseknock, 
but got the side out on a force play  
at second. The B lues had them selves 
a fat 5-1 bulge.

The first Hawk h itter had lashed  
a single  into dead center when a sud
den buzz ran along the bench. Buck  
snapped his stare from the diamond, 
know ing that the baseknock was not 
’frorth that much excitem ent.

He saw the heavy-set, bushy- 
browed man w alking toward him, and 
he gaped. It was many seasons since  
he had seen Fog A llen, and som e
how the sudden appearance shocked  
Buck. Fog grinned but he did not 
offer h is hand.

“M ind if  I sit down w ith  you, 
B uck?”

Buck said, “H ello, F og .”
There was a little  silence and Fog  

said, “The boy seem s to have all his 
stuff, and his control is sharp 
enough, but th ey’re p lastering him  
all over the place. T hat’s why I came 
down here, Buck, to kinda study  
things a b it.”

H e knows, Buck thought, that the
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kid isn't getting  good handling from  
behind the plate. He wants to let me 
know that he’s got th ings figured  
out.

Buck said, "That's baseball, Fog. I 
remember days when you had a 
world of stu ff and they murdered 
you. It happens som etim es.”

"Som etim es,” Fog repeated, the 
smile thin. “And som etim es a guy  
gets some bum breaks.”

Buck said, “You’ve taught the kid 
all you know about pitching, but you  
couldn’t give him your experience. 
That, he has to d ig for h im self.” 

Fog gave- Buck a level stare. 
“Steve had a lot of big league o f
fers.” he said slow ly. “Some of them  
were w illin g  to put a clause in his 
contract that he couldn’t be sent 
down to the minors. But it was 
Steve’s idea that he wear a Hawk  
uniform, and H elen sided w ith him. 
She alw ays said it would be a nice  
gesture, Steve p itching for the 
Hawks and w orking for Buck.” 

“But you didn’t feel that way, huh, 
F og?”

“N o,” Fog said so ftly , “I didn’t. I 
sorta had the idea that th ings were 
never really patched up betw een us. 
I was afraid that you’d take your 
fee lin gs toward me out on Steve.” 
Fog leaned forward a little , sm iling  
fa intly, and w ent on, “But I was 
wrong, Buck. Y ou’re g iv in g  Steve a 
real chance to show his stuff, put
tin g  him in against the Blues. If he 
can’t come through, it ’s better that 
you do send him down. H elen would  
want it that way, too.”

Buck looked at F og A llen, puz
zled. He hadn’t much doubt that Fog  
knew Smoky Steve was gettin g  the 
skids put under him. You couldn’t 
-fcol an old-tim er like Fog, not where 
his own son was concerned. Then  
why was he making with the riddles, 
and saying how nice it was that 
Smoky Steve was getting  a fair trial 
w ith the Hawks.

THEM T H E  drift hit Buck, and 
he knew how it must have shaken 
F og’s pride, com ing to him, and ask

ing indirectly that the kid get a fair 
shake. Fog w anting him to change 
his mind before it was too late, and

bury the old grudge once and for all. 
The th ing was bigger than the old  
feud. It was H elen and Steve put
tin g  a trust in him, and believing  
that nothing could interfere w ith his 
honest judgm ent o f a player. The 
fury of his desire for revenge had 
blinded him, t ill suddenly the fu ll 
ugly  ligh t of the act broke clearly in 
his mind.

Buck knew that he did not want to 
ruin Smoky Steve’s career. The 
thought had been wedged in a cor
ner of his mind, and now he recog
nized and understood it. H e’d fought 
through the baseball wars. H e’d g iv 
en his rookies every break and piece 
of advice he possib ly could. He was 
for them, for his team, for the fans. 
He could not go against these prin
ciples.

And maybe that was partly the 
reason he’d been a great keystoner, 
and a su ccessfu l manager. Smoky 
Steve was another player, another 
rookie, and it did not matter that he 
was the son of F og A llen. W hat mat
tered was w hether he had the stuff to 
make the grade.

Buck stood up, looked down the 
bench, spotted Hap W ade.

“Hap, he said, “get your glove and 
mask.”

Hap grinned, “Sure enough, sk ip
per.”

The B lues had a rookie chucker in 
there them selves, and the Hawks 
tagged him, scoring tw ice. The score 
was B lues 5, Hawks 3, going into the 
fourth inning.

Buck leaned back on the bench, 
and watched Hap W ade walk Smoky 
Steve to the mound, pouring advice 
into his ear. The B lues hitter  
stepped in, and Hap crouched and 
gave the sign. Sm oky Steve sliced  
the outside corner. Hap worked him  
carefully , the count levelin g  at two  
and two.

Smoky Steve uncoiled again, sid e
arming. The pitch came in, a lazy, 
dipsy-doo thing. The batter sw ung  
and rolled the p ill m eekly to the 
mound. A half speed ball got the next 
hitter to lift  a foul near the Hawk  
dugout, and Hap W ade gobbled it 
in. The side w ent down, Sm oky  
Steve w h iffin g  the third Hawk.
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The kid strolled into the dugout, 
grinning, w ith Hap W ade slapping  
him on the shoulder. He mowed  
through the B lues lineup, retiring  
nine straight men. He played the cor
ners, m ixing in a change of pace, and 
a nice assortm ent of stu ff. Hap han
dled him sk illfu lly , probing for the 
holes, and Smoky Steve kept laying  
the p ill in there. The B lues w eren’t 
able to plant them selves for the pay
off pitches, and that was the differ
ence.

The Hawks ripped into the B lues 
hurler for a brace of one base knocks 
in their half o f the seventh. Then  
Sully  Manders w ent up there, and 
sw ung on the first pitch. The ball 
started to travel. It w ent into the le ft  
field  stands, and the Hawks w ent 
ahead, 6-5.

The B lues powerhouse hitters 
came up in the eighth. The first man 
caught hold of a low-breaking shot, 
rapped it sharply to right. The num
ber two man punched one through  
the m iddle, and the B lues had run
ners on first and third. That brought 
B ull Oliver to the plate.

Buck glanced at Fog A llen . The 
old guy was staring onto the dia
mond, eyes fixed  on the kid. And 
Buck knew that F og was wonder
ing about the same th ing he was. It 
was sim ply how Smoky Steve would  
react to a guy w ho’d tagged him  
earlier for a four baser, and was hun
gry for another round tripper. The 
pressure was on fu ll blast, and it was 
up to Smoky Steve now.

Steve leaned forward a little  now, 
w atching the sign. He let the leather 
ride in there. It was a sinker, and 
Oliver swung, nicking it foul along

the first base line. Then a ball. A  
hook kicked through the slot, sw erv
ing  away from  the flash in g  hickory. 
The count w ent the fu ll route, 3-2. 
Smoky Steve threw  again, the dow n
er, and th is time O liver did not get a 
piece o f the leather. He wpnt down, 
sw inging  viciously , the ball p lopping  
into Hap W ade’s glove.

He got H al Lambert to bring the  
stick  around on an outside hook. The  
pellet streaked toward second. Link  
Edwards flung out a gloved hand, 
nailed the leather. H e flipped  to the 
shortfielder covering the bag and 
from there it was blazed to first. 
Double play.

The noise was flood in g  out of the 
stands, and Buck looked at F og A l
len and saw the proud, fierce g low  in 
his eyes.

Buck put h is hand on F o g ’s 
shoulder. “That kid o f yours is a b ig  
leaguer, F og .”

F og A llen  said, “L et’s see how he 
does in the ninth, Buck. T hat’s al
w ays a helleva inning.”

Smoky Steve did fine. He w h iffed  
tw o B lues, and ended the game on a 
roller back to the mound.

F og A llen  grinned at Buck. “1 
don’t know how I ever coulda thought 
you m ight not do right by Steve. It 
just shows you the crazy hunches a 
man can get.”

Buck winked, said, “W hy that old  
feud of ours ended way back when  
we shook hands for the newspaper
men, Fog. B ut le t’s shake on it again, 
just to be sure.”

T hey did.

T H E  E N D
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Blind Baskets
A  CO M P LETE  N O VELET

B y BO B RICHM OND

K IL M A R T IN  took the ball 
from Abrams, pivoted away 
from his guard, faked a pass 

and a cut, and passed in to Koenig. 
A s he raced in to take the return, 
K ilm artin’s eyes blurred again and 
he lost sight of the hard-thrown ball. 
Just a split-second but it was enough. 
The pass ripped through his fingers  
and bounced on. P itsford  recovered  
the ball and launched their attack. 
Cursing, Kilm artin took up the chase, 
but after snapping the ball from side 
to side a P itsford  player scored from  
the corner. P itsford  led by four 
points now, 44-40.

H oskew eicz passed in from out
side and the gold-shirted Northern  
team broke down the court. Kilm ar
tin ’s v ision  was s t ill fogged. He 
shouldn’t be in there at all, the soph
omore Stevens should be in his 
p la c e . . . .  Kilm artin signaled to set 
up a play that w ould leave him back. 
LeM ay, Abrams and K oenig opened  
the P itsford  defense w ith  some sw ift  
passwork, and L efty  LeM ay slipped  
free to net one from  under the board. 
Tw o points now.

P itsford  came back fast. A pass 
zipped through K ilm artin’s zone. He 
waved at it, too late, and turned to 
see another P itsford  shot drop into  
the meshes. Kilm artin called time 
out and the gold-jerseyed players 
gathered round him. Their red 
sw eaty faces looked vague and 
blurred to Kilmartin. He shook his 
head and looked at the scoreboard, 
but he couldn’t read the clock.

“H ow much time le ft? ’’ he asked, 
eyes on the floor.

“Six m inutes,” H usky H oskew eicz  
said. “W hat’s the matter, K illy ? ” 

“N othing. I ’m all right.” Kilmartin
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had planned to yank h im self and 
send in Stevens, but he couldn’t do 
it. . .  .T he team depended on him. He 
was their captain and leading scorer. 
T onight he had scored 17 points. He 
couldn’t let them down. H e couldn’t 
explain how his eyes acted when he 
was tired. Nobody w ould believe it 
anyw ay; th ey’d think he was quit
ting. Ran up 17 points and then quit 
when the going got tough. And they  
didn’t like young Stevens, didn’t 
click w ith  him. Stevens was good but 
he was too cocky. K ilm artin glanced  
at the bench and saw Stevens w atch
ing him w ith a strange sm ile. K il
martin w ent hot w ith hatred for the 
sophomore.

“W e’ve got p lenty  of tim e,” K il
martin told  them. “But I can’t go any 
more. I ’ll hang back w ith H usky on 
the offense. Abe, you sw ing up 
front.”

The players nodded but looked at 
him curiously. Kilm artin avoided  
their eyes as he slapped their wet 
shoulders. The w histle, and play was 
resumed.

1} j O T H  T E A M S attacked in turn, 
JSJP m issing their shots. P itsford  
drove forward once more, b u t  
Abrams and H oskew eicz broke it up. 
A series of ligh tn in g  passes and 
K oenig tallied  from a dogfigh t under 
the basket. P itsford  retaliated by 
sinking a long one. P itsford  48—  
Northern 44. The referee got Abrams 
for charging and P itsford  added an
other point.

Northern beat the enem y defense  
w ith  a quick break, but LeM ay and 
K oenig both m issed. The ball came 
out to Kilm artin, who faked passes 
but couldn’t uncover a receiver. Fak-



Kilmarfin knew wKaf 
was wrong; his eyes 
hadn't been working 
right since he'd been 
slammed on the head 
in a former game. But 
somehow he seemed to 
be finding the basket, 
and there was no one 
else to lead the team!

ing again Kilmar t in  set his feet and 
a rched a shot from his chest. The 
ball barely r ipp led  the netting, and 
the c rowd roared. Kilm artin shook  
Lis head. I t  had been like shooting  
Wind-folded,  lucky  as hell. Three 
points  now. J-eMay was fouled and 
made good his free toss. P itsford by 
two:, 4 s)--17.

As 1hc time shortened the pace in 
creased,  P i t r f o t d  got panicky and 
s ta l led heaving; im possible tries 
f rom aii over the court. H usky Hos-

kew eicz and Abe Abrams took the 
rebounds and started the Northern  
offensives. L efty  LeM ay hooked one 
in from the le ft sideline, and Abrams 
popped another home from the right 
wing. Northern led at last, 51-49.

Then another pass got away from  
Captain Kilmartin. P itsford  recov
ered, sw ept up the floor and scored  
the ty in g  basket. Tim e was alm ost 
up. Northern turned on the heat, but 
Abrams and K oenig m issed the hoop. 
P itsford  unleashed a desperate drive,
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but H oskew eicz smeared it. Jump 
ball. H usky tapped it to Abrams, and 
the golden jerseys leaped to the at
tack. Kilmartin fum yled again, but 
H usky regained possession, passed 
in to LeMay.

L efty's try glanced o ff the rim. Ki 
K oenig’s rebound failed to drop. 
Abrams batted the ball out ot Husky. 
H usky feinted  and chucked it to Kil- 
martin. Kilm artin searched in vain 
for an opening. Then, as his man 
charged out after him, Kilmartin  
sidestepped and pushed another long  
looping shot from his chest. The ball 
whipped cleanly through the rneshes 
and the field  house filled  w ith roar
ing sound. Northern 53—P itsford  51.

Seconds later the gun ended the 
game. The Northern players and sub
stitutes swarmed round Kilmartin, 
pounding and m auling him, but K il
martin walked in silence shaking his 
bent head.

In the dressing room young Stev
ens confronted his captain. “B oy, are 
you lucky or are you lucky?” he said 
grinning.

Kilm artin looked at him w ith nar
rowed blue eyes and tight lips. Stev
ens wore a superior know ing look. 
K ilm artin’s m uscles tensed and his 
knuckles itched. W ith  a great effort 
he restrained him self.

“Sure I ’m lucky,” said Kilmartin. 
“It’s better than being good.”

Stevens laughed and tossed his 
curly blond head. “Som etim es,” he 
said. “But not always. I ’d rather be 
good.” —

“Oh, you are,” Kilmartin assured 
him. “You are.”

“You’re telling  m e!” grinned Stev
ens.

“Run along, punk, before I slap 
you bow legged.” growled H usky IIos- 
keweicz.

“You and who, the Russian army ?” 
jeered Stevens. But he moved away 
as H usky started towards him with  
grim intent and huge fists  double#!.

“If you don’t smack that guy I ’m 
going to m yself,” muttered Husky.

“Let him have fun,” said Kilmartin. 
“He doesn’t know any better.” But 
even as he spoke he was wondering  
just how much Stevens did know. He 
had the fee lin g  that Stevens knew
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his secret, h is weakness, and it was 
not pleasant at all. Kilm artin hadn’t 
told anyone, not even his c losest 
friends. It was ironical to think that 
Stevens, his enemy, m ight be the 
only one who knew.

K IL M A R T IN  was becom ing al
most painfu lly  aware of the 

girl who sat on his right side in E n g 
lish L it class. He hadn’t noticed her 
at first; he never paid much attention  
to girls. But ever since that day she 
had prompted him in answering a 
question he had been conscious of 
her fragrant nearness. She had a 
clear cut profile, soft brown hair 
brushed back from a pure brow, and 
deep brown eyes that were level and 
frank. Her poise and quiet assurance 
made Kilm artin feel awkward and 
shy. Her name was B etty  Dunmore 
and her manner was friendly and 
pleasant. Kilm artin had become more 
interested than he would confess.

The professor had w ritten a list of 
quotations on the blackboard and was 
calling on the students to id en tify  
them. Kilm artin slouched low  in his 
seat and hoped he w ouldn’t be called. 
N o matter how he strained his eyes  
he couldn’t read the quotations. T hey  
were just w hite blurs against the 
black. It was gettin g  worse all the 
time, Kilm artin realized w ith  a hope
less sinking feeling. He gave up 
trying to read them and thought 
about B etty  Dunmore.

The professor’s voice startled him  
and he w ent hot all over. “Mr. K il
martin, w ill you be kind enough to  
rouse yourself and id en tify  quota
tion number seven?” Somebody sn ick
ered. Kilm artin sat up straight and 
studied the board blindly, su ffering  
w ith prickly heat. He was about to 
mumble that he didn't know, when he 
saw what B etty  Dunmore h a d  
scrawled sw iftly  in her notebook. 
Kilmartin cleared his throat.

“I t’s from Andrea D el Sarto by 
B row ning,” he announced with some 
d ifficu lty .

“Very good, Mr. K ilm artin,” said 
the professor. “Are you an admirer 
of B row ning?”

Kilm artin flushed. “W ell, uh, I 
kind of like some of his s tu ff ,” he
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muttered. “The sim pler ones, I guess 
you’d say.” There was more snicker
ing. Kilm artin knotted his fists  and 
tried to spot the offenders. The pro
fessor passed on to the next quota
tion. Kilmartin whispered a gruff 
thanks to the girl at his side. She 
sm iled brightly and w hispered back: 
“Y ou’d have known it if  you could’ve 
seen it.” For the rest o f the hour 
Kilmartin pondered over that remark. 
Somebody knew his secret for cer
tain now.

WH E N  T H E Y  were dism issed  
Kilm artin walked out beside 

beside B etty  Dunmore. She looked  
up at his lean hard face.

“W hy don’t you get glasses, Mr. 
K ilm artin?”

“I ’m going to,” he told her. “As 
soon as basketball is over.”

“How can you play when you’re 
eyes are so bad? I ’ve marveled at it 
all season. And you score so m any  
baskets, too.”

“I don’t know. Som etim es I think I 
shouldn’t be playing. But the boys 
kind of depend me, I guess. A gainst 
Stanton I wanted to go out and put 
Stevens in, but I couldn’t do it.” 

“Stevens is good, isn ’t he?”
“Yes, he’s pretty hot. Conceited  

now, but he’ll outgrow it maybe.” 
“Couldn’t you play w ith  glasses?  

I ’ve seen fellow s do it.”
“I don’t want to start wearing them  

now; it’s too late. You see, my eyes  
were all right until this year. It must 
have been that head injury I got in 
that early season game w ith A tlan
tic .”

“I remember,” B etty  Dunmore 
said. “T hey knocked you into the 
bleachers just as you w ent to shoot. 
It was dirty basketball.”

“It’s just the way A tlantic plays, 
that’s all.” Kilm artin said. “Cardosi, 
B o y l e ,  F lem ing, H iguera—th ey’re 
all tough boys. And Kramer is the 
toughest of them a ll.”

“And that’s the team you’ve got to  
beat for the Conference cham pion
ship, isn’t it? Oh, I hope you can do 
it. I hate those A tlantic players. 
T h ey’re—th ey ’re gorillas!”

“T h ey’re good ball players, too,”

grinned Kilmartin. “But we can 
knock them off— if w e’re going  
right.”

The girl looked at him  gravely, al
m ost fondly. “I ’ll be right in there 
beside you,” she said earnestly. “I 
want you to k n o w .. .”

“Thanks, it w ill help to know  
that,” Kilm artin said. T hey strolled  
on in silence, but there w as a warm  
close fee lin g  between them. A t the 
corner of the build ing a fam iliar 
cheery voice shatteerd their com 
munion. It was Stevens, h is yellow  
curls sh in ing in the frosty  sunlight, 
his handsome face red and sm iling.

“W ell, w ell, I didn’t know you two 
knew one another,” Stevens said. 
“H ello, B eautifu l. And how are you, 
Kilm artin? A fine w inter’s morn. 
B etty , I ’m cu ttin g  the next hour. 
H ow about coffee or a coke or 
som ething? W ith  Captain Kilmar- 
tin ’s perm ission, o f course.”

“W hy, yes, I ’d like that very  
m uch,” B etty  Dunmore said. “W on’t 
you join us, Mr. K ilm artin?”

“Thanks, but I ’ve got a class I 
can’t cut,” Kilm artin lied. "See you  
later.”

Kilm artin turned and walked rap
id ly  away, teeth  set and fists  
clenched, hatred burning in his brain. 
Now he was sure that Stevens knew  
his secret, and he was equally cer
tain how he had learned it. It affect
ed him more than it  should have 
probably, but he couldn’t help it. 
Som ething about Stevens w e n t  
against his grain. Their m utual d is
like had been instinctive. N ow  that 
B etty  Dunmore was in the picture it 
was stronger and more bitter than 
ever. There was the taste of acid in 
K ilm artin’s mouth.

The sun was blinding on the w hite  
snow, and K ilm artin’s eyes ached and 
watered in the glare. H eavy w ith a 
sense of defeat and despair he turned  
across the campus toward his fra
ternity.

TH E  LU C K  of Kilm artin and 
Northern h e l d  through the 

K ingsley  game, but it was torture for 
the Gold-and-Blue captain. N ow  that 
his secret was out K ilm artin seemed  
to lose the desperate edge o f courage
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that had kept him going. H e fe lt  
strangely gu ilty  and ashamed, as if  
the weakness of h is eyes was a shame
fu l thing. He could feel Stevens 
w atching him from the sideline. He 
was distracted by the know ing look 
and -superior sm ile of the sopho
more.

Kilm artin d idn’t play the basket
ball o f previous years. He was slow 
er, almost fa ltering at times, and he 
fumbled passes and failed to spot re
ceivers. B ut he could still hit the 
hoop, even if  it was a hazy target 
under the brilliant lights. He picked  
up the range autom atically from his 
position  on the court and let the ball 
go. He could have shut his eyes after 
noting his position  and done as w ell. 
Shot after shot Kilm artin sent f ly 
in g  through the hemp, w hile the 
crowd roared. But his fee lin g  of 
gu ilt and shame persisted.

Kilm artin had alw ays been deadly  
w ith his one-handed shots from all 
angles and distances. It  was almost 
im possible to block them w ithout 
fouling. T w o K ingsley  players fouled  
them selves out trying to stop K il
martin and he w ent on hooking them  
home from the right side. Northern  
sw itched their attack to the le ft a l
ley  and L efty  LeM ay began w h ip 
ping them in from that sideline. 
K ingsley was baffled, broken, out
c la s s e d ...  Ki K oenig was slapping  
rebounds back into the bucket. H us
ky H oskew eicz and Abe Abrams 
chipped in w ith  long tosses. The 
final count was Northern 67-Kings- 
ley  41.

W hen it was over Kilm artin fe lt  
limp and em pty w ith  exhaustion. 
P layin g  as he had to play w ith im 
paired vision  was a terrible strain. 
H e had always loved basketball, but 
now he was com ing to hate it. The 
presence o f Stevens bothered him  
more than he liked to admit. The 
sophomore was becom ing an obses
sion w ith  him. Kilm artin knew that 
sooner or later w ould come the show 
down between them. H e had to whip  
Stevens or give up the f ig h t . . .  And  
for once in his life  Kilm artin w asn’t 
sure that he could beat h is man.

It preyed on K ilm artin’s mind and 
showed in his eyes and face. He

looked drawn and haggard. Som e
tim es he cursed him self for a damned 
fool. There were tw o sensible courses 
to take and he had ignored them both. 
He should tell the truth and bench 
him self in favor of Stevens; or he 
should consult an occu list and get 
glasses to wear when he played. But 
he shrank from  doing either. Perhaps 
if  it had been anyone else but Stev
e n s . . .  S till, his stubbornness was 
disloyal to the team, a menace to 
their cham pionship chances. For two 
years now A tlantic had noved N orth
ern out for the title. T his season  
Northern had set its heart on re
venge. T hey took their basketball 
dead-serious in the Conference.

TH E  IN T E N S E  pressure and 
constant worry was making K il

martin a sick man. A gainst Chatham 
he had an aw ful night.

E veryth ing w ent wrong. Kilmar
tin ’s shots w eren’t dropping. T hey  
circled the rim, rolled off the edge. 
T hey went in and popped back out. 
There m ight have been a board over 
the basket so far as he was con
cerned. And Chatham couldn’t m iss a 
shot that evening. O nly the superb 
defensive play of Abrams and H os
kew eicz, the left-handed wizardry o f  
LeM ay, and the rebounding of K oe
n ig  kept Northern in the contest. No  
score for Kilm artin in the w hole first 
half.

Kilm artin grew anxious, almost 
frantic. He tightened up, tried too  
hard. And he started passing w ild ly , 
fum bling, losin g  the ball tim e after 
time. Chatham pulled ahead of 
Northern, steadily increasing their 
le a d .. .  The w histle  blew  for a sub
stitution . Kilm artin turned w earily  
and saw the ligh ts flash golden on 
Stevens’ fair head. Kilm artin didn’t 
have to yank h im self after all, Coach 
Crail was doing it for him.

Crail pulled h is captain down be
side him. “W hat’s the matter, K illy?” 

“I don’t know.” Kilm artin shook  
his sw eaty head miserably. “I ’m just 
off, I guess. W ay off.”

“One of those n ights,” Coach Crail 
said. “Relax, K illy , take it easy. 
T here’s lots o f time le ft.”

Stevens sto le the ball from two
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Chatham men, streaked down the 
floor, spun away from an opponent 
and flipped the ball into the strings. 
It was spectacular and applause 
filled  the field  house. Stevens was 
ligh tn ing  fast and moved w ith  
smooth sure grace, handling the ball 
like a master. The crowd was s till 
cheering his first sortie when Stev
ens snared a pass from H usky, 
jumped high to clear his guard and 
threw another into the net. The 
crowd went crazy. The Chatham de
fense concentrated on Stevens. The  
sophomore drew them into the cor
ner, feinting, p ivoting, and rifled  a 
pass to Ki K oenig, who tallied  from  
beneath the board.

“He's hot tonight,” Coach Crail 
said. “W hen he’s hot he’s as good as 
they come.”
' “H e’s hot all right,” said Kilmar- 
tin, rubbing his aching eyes.

W ith  Stevens setting  the pace 
Northern surged back and closed the 
gap in the score. LeM ay left-handed  
a couple through the tw ines, and 
H usky H oskew eicz roared in to goal 
a step-shot. Stevens h im self scored 
the ty in g  basket, and almost imme
diately afterwards fired another 
home to put Northern out front.

A fter that Northern was never in 
grave danger. Stevens w ent on ring
ing up points, and his defensive  
work was on a par w ith  his sensa
tional offensive p l a y .  Northern  
forged steadily ahead and won, 55-43.

A s the crowd poured from the 
ex its the name of Stevens was on 
everybody’s tongue. Captain Kilmar- 
tin had been abruptly relegated to 
obscurity.

In the locker room Stevens was 
frankly jubilant, laughing, singing, 
w isecracking. But the other players 
were unusually sober and quiet for a 
w inning team.

P R A C T IC E  that week w ent bad.
Coach Crail used Stevens on the 

varsity, but he didn’t f it  so w ell. He 
wanted to direct both the offense  
and defense, dominate the play en
tirely. W hen he started crabbing the 
veterans for real or fancied slipups  
it was too much.

“W hat are you, acting-Captain or

som ething?” growled H usky H os
keweicz.

“W ell, i t ’s about time th is ou tfit 
had some kind o f a captain,” Stevens 
proclaimed. “Come on, now le t’s try  
that play again, H oskew eicz.”

“W hat’d you say about a captain?” 
roared H usky.

Stevens repeated his words w ith  
even greater contem pt. H usky start
ed for him, but K ilm artin cut be
tween them. “I guess this is my 
party, H usky.” K ilm artin faced the 
sophomore. “Y ou’ve been asking for 
th is.” He slapped Stevens’ face a 
ringing smack. Stevens’ blond head 
flew  back from the impact. Stevens 
recovered and lashed out w ith both 
hands. K ilm artin’s mouth went numb 
under sm ashing knuckles. He pushed  
Stevens away and whipped a le ft and 
a right across. Stevens’ head bobbed 
and he s ta g g e r e d ... Then Coach 
Crail and the others forced their way  
between the fighters and held them  
apart.

K ilm artin’s mouth was bloody and 
puffed. Stevens bled from the nose 
and a slashed cheekbone. It had been 
a brief but brutal encounter. Coach 
Crail sent Stevens to the showers and 
Kilm artin back to the bench. Prac
tice w ent on w ith  T enney at right 
forward. It was a sorry exhibition.

T he next afternoon Kilm artin was 
back at his old post, conscious al
ways o f Stevens’ scornful eyes upon 
him. The rest o f the team snapped  
back into form, but Kilm artin w asn’t 
right. H e was slow , uncertain, and 
blundering. Crail yanked him and 
sent in Stevens. The sophomore un
leashed some flashy basketball, but 
the other four men w eren’t w ith  him.

Coach Crail shook his bald head in 
bewilderm ent and disgust. In the 
hom estretch h is club was cracking  
w ide open.

TO M A K E matters worse Kilm ar
tin  had som ething else on his 
mind besides basketball troubles. 

B etty D u n m o re ... W hen he found  
she was constantly in Stevens’ com 
pany he tried to ignore her, forget 
all about her, but she lingered in h is  
thoughts. He couldn’t get rid o f her. 
I t  w as the first time he’d ever fe lt
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that w ay about a girl. He took to cut- 
ing E nglish  L it class so he w ouldn’t 
have to sit beside her. Then one day 
she stopped him on the campus.

“W here have you been?” she asked. 
“I ’ve m issed you, really I have.” She 
was very serious.

“I ’ve been busy,” Kilm artin said 
and started along.

“P lease—” B etty  Dunmore caught 
his arm. “I want to talk w ith you. 
L et’s have a coke in C ollege Inn, 
what do you say?”

Kilm artin wanted to refuse but he 
couldn’t do it. Furious w ith him self 
he follow ed her into the noisy  smoky 
Inn and sat down facing her across 
the table in a booth.

“W hat’s the matter w ith your ball 
team?” she asked.

“You know as w ell as I do, I 
guess.”

“The boys don’t like Stevens, do 
they?”

“He w on’t let anybody like him,” 
Kilm artin said. “I t ’s his own fault. 
H e’s got the w orst case of sw elled  
head I ever saw.”

“He fee ls  aw fully  bad about it.”
Kilm artin laughed his disbelief. 

“Please, lady, don’t give us that.”
“But he does,” insisted  B etty  Dun- 

more. “Stevie’s not at all like he acts. 
T hat’s just a defense m echanism he 
uses. You see, I come from the same 
town he does. In high school he was 
pathetic, so shy and sensitive and 
bashful. He had the w orst inferior
ity  com plex I ’ve ever heard of, hon
estly . I fe lt sorry for him. I tried to 
help him. You know, build up his 
confidence. Perhaps he overdid it. 
Anyway he doesn’t suffer like he 
used to.”

“Instead he makes everybody else 
su ffer,” g r i n n e d  Kilmartin. “So 
you’re responsible for that sw ollen  
head? W ell, you ought to be proud 
of your handiwork. You sure did a 
good job.”

The girl bowed her brown head. “I 
guess I ’m just making matters worse 
. . . . I  w ish you and Stevie could be 
friends. You could help him a lot.”

Kilm artin laughed again. “I ’m go
ing, all right. I ’m going to beat his 
head off one of these days.”

“Do you think you can do it?”

“I ’m not w orrying too much.” 
“W ell, I ’d like to see it. I t should  

be a great fig h t.”
“You think he’s quite a guy, don’t 

you?”
“I think he w ill be—when he 

grows up a little ,” B etty  Dunmore 
said. “O f course there’s really noth
ing serious between us. I mean, 
w e’re just friends, that’s a ll.”

K ilm artin’s blue eyes lighted  and 
his lean face was boyish. “Gee, I 
thought you—. Say, I ’m sure glad to  
hear that. You know, I ’d like to—. I 
don’t know how to say it. But I ’d like  
to see you m ore. . . ”

“W hy don’t you then?” sm iled the 
girl. “I ’d like it, too.”

“Okay, i t ’s a deal,” grinned K il
martin, and they shook hands across 
the table. K ilm artin fe lt  better than 
he had for a long time.

K IL M A R T IN  started the State 
game. A fter two scoreless m in

utes he cracked the ice w ith a one- 
hander from deep in the corner. On 
the bench Stevens squirmed and 
swore. “That blind bat! H e’s the 
luckiest guy in the w orld.” Coach 
Crail glanced at the sophomore, 
asked him what he said Stevens 
shook his head and m uttered, “N oth
ing, Coach, nothing.”

Northern caught fire from Kilm ar
tin and piled up a quick lead. L efty  
LeM ay pitched in points from the 
le ft  w ing. Ki K oenig was in like a 
panther for the rebounds. Hos- 
kew eicz and Abrams counted w ith  
long loops. Kilm artin didn’t score 
again, but he d idn’t need to right 
then. The Gold-and-Blue was sw eep
ing State off the court.

K ilm artin’s fumble paved the way 
for State’s first basket, and his poor 
pass gave them their second. Anger  
flared up in Kilm artin and he fouled  
his man in the act of shooting. T w o  
more points. Kilm artin saw through  
a hot thick haze. It was a nightmare 
under the bright lights. H is man 
slipped away from him and rolled in 
another. Northern 13-State 9 . . . .  
Northern was suddenly stalled dead. 
State surged onward and evened the 
score.

Kilm artin called time out and
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looked toward the Northern bench. 
Stevens was standing up gettin g  out 
of his blue sweat suit, blond head 
bent to Coach Crail’s voice. Kilmar- 
tin walked to the sideline w ith his 
dark head bowed. There was no 
cheering. Stevens sm iled m ockingly  
at Kilmartin. Then the crowd gave 
Stevens a rousing ovation.

“K illy , you ’re not right, not your
se lf,” Crail said. “W hat's the mat
ter, boy?”

“ I don’t know,” Kilm artin mum
bled. “I just haven't got it.”

S tate’s scoring streak continued  
until they led by seven points. Then  
H usky H oskew eicz broke up a play, 
passed to Abrams, and Abe fed it to 
Stevens. The ball settled  n icely  into  
the iron rim. Stevens laughed and 
said, “N ow  I ’m going to show you  
boys som ething.” And he did. Three 
tim es in rapid succession Stevens 
raced through, broke loose and threw  
the leather into the cords. Northern  
23-State 22. It was tied at 26 at h a lf
time.

The second half was tigh t and 
hard-fought w ith  the score see-saw 
ing  crazily. The Northern team had 
slumped sadly, but young Stevens 
went on pum ping points into the 
bucket. State concentrated on stop
ping Stevens, but it couldn’t be done. 
P layin g  like an inspired man Stev
ens kept blazing away and scoring. 
Single-handed Stevens lifted  N orth
ern into the lead in the closing m in
utes. D uring a tim e-out the sopho
more lashed the lagging veterans 
w ith his tongue, got them fighting- 
m a d . . .  And Northern held the lead 
and won, 43-39.

“W e can thank  the kid for  this 
one,” Coach Crail  said. “But  heaven 
help us aga inst  Chapel  Hi l l  and A t 
lantic, if we play like we did to 
n ight .”

Both  Chapel  Hil l  and Atlan t ic  had 
doubled the score on State.  The  
.Northern p layers  were sul len and 
morose under  the showers.  Only  
Stevens was in a mood for  celebrat-
• T

“ Hey, you g u y s ! ” Stevens yelled. 
‘‘D id n ’t you  know we won a ball
game ?"

H u s k y  Hoskeweicz looked at him

darkly. “You won it, k id,” H usky  
said. “So you celebrate it.”

O R T H E R N  drilled f o r  the 
Chapel H ill game with Stevens 

at forward and Captain Kilmartin  
on the sideline. Kilm artin watched  
the practice sessions w ith m ixed and 
con flictin g  em otions. There was the 
bitterness of failure and inactivity, 
but there was also a vast relief that 
the burden was off his back. W ith  his 
eyes as they were Kilm artin m ight 
have lost the cham pionship for his 
team. Now the responsib ility  was no 
longer his. Maybe it was best for all 
concerned. Kilmartin sat back and 
relaxed fu lly  for the first time in 
months.

Stevens still d idn’t click  w ith his 
teammates, but individually he was 
brilliant and effective. Coach Crail’s 
bald head shone w ith sweat and his 
face was seamed w ith  worry. N orth
ern had to beat Chapel H ill and A t
lantic to take the title.

Chapel H ill opened w ith  a rush 
and grabbed an early lead. The 
Northern team acted disorganized, 
unsure, lost. But Stevens cut loose 
w ith a series o f solo dashes and scin 
tilla tin g  shots to balance accounts. 
The first half was tight w ith the lead 
swapping hands at every tick of the 
clock. Stevens was the whole show  
for Northern.

Kilm artin watched w ith d ispas
sionate interest. It was no longer his 
team, his game, h is fight. He was 
through w ith basketball. It was an 
inglorious way to w ind up his court 
career, but that couldn’t be helped.  
Fate had decided the issue.

In the last ha l f  Chapel  Hil l  s p u r t 
ed again and ju m ped  ahead. L e f ty  
LeMay  and Ki Koenoig  teamed-up to 
lessen the gap, and Abe Abrams and 
H usk y  Hoskeweicz  began to bear 
down ha rde r  on the defense  and 
choke oft' the Chapel  Hil l  thrusts .  
Stevens p layed as if he were  the only 
go ld- ie rseyed  player  on the floor. 
The  sophomore  re fused  to pass the 
ball. E v e ry  t ime he got  hold of it 
Stevens e ither shot  or t r i ed io d r ib 
ble th roug h  and score. He  lost the 
ball repeatedly.  N o r th e rn  went  to
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pieces. W ith  ten m inutes le ft Chapel 
H ill led, 37-27, ten big points.

“A ll right, K illy ,” said Crail 
quietly. “I t’s up to you, boy. I t ’s your 
ball game.”

Kilm artin stood up and shed his  
sw eat-suit alm ost reluctantly. It  was 
unnerving to be jerked so suddenly  
back into the center of things. He 
had been resigned and com fortable 
on the bench. I f  only h is eyes were 
r ig h t . . . .  W ell, it was h is club and 
his game now. He passed the angry  
sneering Stevens w ithout a glance. 
The gang was glad to see him, all 
right. It showed in their sw eating  
faces.

H usky H oskew eicz shattered an 
enemy drive and reversed the direc
tion of the ball. K oenig and LeM ay  
worked it into the Chapel H ill de
fense. Kilm artin cut down the right 
sideline at top speed. The ball came, 
a sw ift blur in the ligh ts, and 
smacked his palms. Kilm artin out- 
raced one opponent, leaped high to 
clear another, and sw ung his right 
arm. The ball caromed o ff  the board 
and swished the m eshes. Kilm artin  
fe lt the old exultant thrill in h is  
veins.

Northern was an entirely d ifferent 
team after that. Abrams and H oske
w eicz and K oenig smeared the Cha
pel H ill attempts. LeM ay’s left-hand
ed tosses were registering consis
tently. K oenig cu ffed  in rebounds. 
Abrams scored on a quick break
through, and H usky sank a long one. 
Kilmartin hooked another into the 
net from back o f the fou l circle. 
Northern was out front. Chapel H ill 
was bewildered, beaten. Northern, 
48— Chapel 42, at the finish.

Northern did celebrate that v ic 
tory in the dressing room. Stevens 
watched the hilarious horseplay w ith  
bitter brooding eyes, noting the d if
ference here as he had out on the 
court. Kilm artin belonged and he 
didn’t. T hose players would go 
through hell-and-highwater for K il
martin. Kilm artin made a team of 
t h e m .. . .  Stevens was alone and on 
the outside. He dressed and le ft  
quickly.

Kilmartin was happy in the m idst 
of his laughing kidding mates, but

he w as s till worried and afraid. A t
lantic was the toughest o f them all. 
A tlantic had Kramer, B oyle, Car- 
dosi, H iguera, F lem ing. . .  . And K il- 
m artin’s eyes were no better. The  
luck of the Irish had got him  
through again tonight. H is first shot 
sparked the boys, touched o ff  the  
fireworks. He m ight get credit, but 
they had won the game, not him.

It w ould’ve been been better, K il
martin thought miserably, if  they  
had won w ith  Stevens, if  they’d won  
w ithout me, le ft me on the bench. 
T hat’s where I really belong now. I 
know it, Stevens knows it, B etty  
Dunmore knows i t . . . .  But  he wa's 
back in there and he’d be in there 
against A tlantic. And the final out
come rested squarely upon him.

There was no way out. T on igh t’s 
game had sealed all avenues of es
cape. It was up to Captain Kilmartin.

T H E  N IG H T  before the A tlantic  
game Kilm artin and B etty  Dun- 

more sat in a booth in the Campus 
Grill drinking m ilk and looking very  
grave and sombre.

“W ouldn’t it be better to te ll them  
about your eyes, K illy ? ”

Kilm artin shook his dark cropped  
head. “I can’t, B etty. I t ’d throw the 
other boys o ff  stride. T h ey’d lose  
confidence in me. I t’d lick  us sure, 
B etty .”

“W ell, th ey’re better w ith  you in  
there, K illy . T h ey’re no good w ith  
Stevens. Poor Stevie, he can’t seem  
to le a r n .. . . ”

Just then the glass doors sw ung  
open and Stevens swaggered in, 
handsome in h is tailored coat, a 
bright scarf at his throat. He saw  
them and walked toward the booth  
laughing.

“N ow  isn ’t this cosy?” Stevens 
said. “Captain Kilm artin, I congrat
ulate you on your excellen t taste. 
B etty , I can’t say the same about 
you. Seem s if  you could do better for 
yourself, gal. But there’s no account
ing for taste. May I sit dow n?”

“N o,” Kilm artin said flatly .
“Aw, please, Captain. L et me sit 

down and entertain you w ith  my in i
mitable conversation. B etty  looks as



BLIND BASKETS 55

if  she needs a bit of ligh t and cheer.” 
“Beat it,” Kilm artin said quietly. 
Stevens regarded him steadily. 

“Sometime, Captain, w e’ll settle  our 
little  debate once an4 for a ll.”

“Any tim e,” said Kilmartin. “The 
sooner the better. N ow  scram.”

Stevens sm iled. “I leave you to 
your boredom, then. I hope your luck 
holds tomorrow night, Kilmartin. 
You’ll need it. Good night, B etty. 
W hen you tire of your present com
pany give me a ring.” He walked  
jauntily away.

K ilm artin’s big hands were clenched  
on the table, the knuckles jutting  
white under the brown skin. B etty  
Dunmore sm iled warmly and covered  
his hands w ith her own.

TH E H U G E Northern field  house 
was crammed to capacity for the 

championship game between the tra
ditional enemies. Northern wore gold  
shirts w ith blue numbers and blue 
shorts piped w ith  gold. A tlantic was 
clad in bright red uniform s trimmed 
w ith white. B rilliant ligh ts flooded  
the hardwood surface. The teams 
lined up for the first tip-off. K il
martin, captain and veteran, was the 
most nervous man on the court. K il
martin shook hands w ith  the power
ful rugged Kramer.

Kramer sa id : “T hey tell me you  
haven’t been right since the n ight 
we roughed you up some.”

“D on’t count on that,” said K il
martin.

The referee tossed the ball up. Ki 
K oenig controlled the tap, but Kra
mer tore the ball from Kilm ar
tin ’s grasp. A tlantic started their fa 
mous fast-breaking attack, w hipping  
the ball about in an intricate pattern. 
Cardosi got loose for a second and 
pushed in the first basket.

Abrams passed in and Northern  
advanced, w orking the ball in and 
out. Kilm artin screened for LeM ay 
but L efty ’s shot m issed. A tlantic  
rushed up the floor again, snapping  
passes w ith dazzling speed and pre
cision. Kilmartin lost track of Kra
mer long enough to let Kramer 
score on a quick thrust. Kilm artin  
shook his head and rubbed his burn
ing  eyes.

Northern carried back and shook  
Kilm artin free under the basket, but 
Kilm artin muffed K oenig’s bullet 
pass. The ball had come like a f le e t
ing shadow through the fog  that 
veiled  K ilm artin’s eyes. A tlantic  
charged once more, but H oskew eicz  
stopped them cold. Jump ball. 
Abrams took the tap and passed to 
K oenig, who was fouled as he tried  
to shoot. From the fou l mark K oe
n ig  chalked up the first two points 
for Northern. But A tlantic prom ptly  
retaliated w ith  F lem ing caging the 
spheroid. A tlantic, 6-2.

Fast and furious the play surged  
back and forth. It was rough tough  
basketball. A tlantic alw ays played  
that way and got away w ith  it. 
Kramer was a master at fou lin g  
w ithout penalty. Kilm artin had an
other chance but Kramer slammed 
into him, and the shot w ent w ild. No 
foul c a l le d .. .  Then L efty  LeM ay  
banged in a beauty from the le ft  
lane. Abrams intercepted a pass, 
threw to Kilm artin, and Kilmartin  
cut loose w ith  a burst of speed that 
carried him into the clear on the 
right w ing. A s Kramer hurtled at 
him Kilm artin got the ball off sw ift
ly. He was on the floor when that 
shot cut the cords cleanly. T ied , 6-6.

“B lind lu ck !” snarled Kramer, 
using h is elbows and knees on K il
martin as they untangled. Kilm artin  
jabbed back w ith his own elbows and 
told the big guard to quit crying.

A tlantic put on the pressure and 
took the lead, w ith  B oyle and Car
dosi dropping spectacular heaves, 
Kramer snatched a pass ot o f K il
martin’s groping fingers and w ent 
down to score another. A tlantic, 
12-6.. . Kilm artin m issed a free try, 
but Ki K oenig vaulted h igh to slap 
the rebound through the hoop.

Northern hurled all five men for
ward in a daring assault then, team 
ing-up perfectly  to open the A tlantic  
defense. H oskew eicz rammed a rush
ing shot home. LeM ay pitched a sen 
sational left-hander in. Captain K il
martin dodged and w hirled away 
from c lin g in g  red jerseys and sent 
another f ly in g  into the meshes. 
Northern. 14-12.
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TH E  S T R IF E  grew even more 
savage. P layers drove recklessly  

after the ball. Shocking collisions  
le ft  men spraw ling on the floor. A  
double foul was called, and both 
Abrams and B oyle converted. K il- 
martin stabbed blindly at a pass, but 
Kramer snared it and was off. K il- 
martin knocked him down under the 
basket, and Kramer added two foul 
points to the A tlantic total. T ied at 
15.

On the Northern bench young  
Stevens was learning more and more 
about team play and spirit. For the 
first time he understood the courage 
that kept Kilm artin in there fig h t
ing. H alf-blind but figh tin g  h is heart 
out.

Tw o A tlantic players rode L efty  
LeM ay out-of-bounds, p iling  him  
under them. L efty  did not get up at 
once. W hen he did was lim ping  
badly and had to be helped off the 
court. H is a nkl e . . . .  Stevens stood  
up all afire w ith  eagerness. But 
Coach Crail said, “Sit down,” and 
pointed at Tenney.

“Y ou’re next, K ilm artin,’’ prom
ised Kramer.

Kilm artin had been ready to ask 
for a substitute. He was nothing but 
dead-weight, a handicap to his 
m a te s ... But now w ith LeM ay out 
he had to stay in the game. It was a 
terrible break for Northern.

H iguera, T enney’s opponent, im
m ediately ran away from the inexpe
rienced replacem ent and scored tw ice  
in short order. Northern, stunned by 
the loss of LeM ay, was still scrap
ping. Abrams goaled a pretty long  
one. Kilm artin crashed through and 
hooked a rebound home. Even at 19 
now. A tlantic had the superior team, 
but Northern held them even through  
sheer fight.

Stevens was w atching and learn
ing and beginning to grow up.

A tlantic unleashed all their power 
and m ight, but H oskew eicz and 
Abrams damned the red tide. Then  
Kramer out-maneuvered Kilmartin, 
made him look foolish , and Kramer 
scored from close-in. A few  seconds 
later F lem ing, the Red center, re
bounded successfu lly . Cardosi cashed  
in on two foul tries, and A tlantic was

on top, 25-19. A tlantic was shooting  
the works now. The half was nearly  
o v e r .. .  H iguera ran away from  
T enney to dump in a step-shot. At 
interm ission it was A tlantic 27- 
Northern 19.

In the locker room young Stevens 
hauled Kilm artin into a far corner. 
“K illy , I ’ve been a damn fool, but 
that’s all over now. Get me in there, 
K illy . I ’ll play ball w ith  the team.”

K ilm artin shook his dripping head. 
“I ’m not running that end o f it.”

Stevens swore w ild ly . “You can 
speak to Crail. L isten, m an! I ’ll w in  
th is game if  you give me a chance.”

K ilm artin’s blue eyes were cold. 
“N o one man’ll w in it. W e’ 11 play it  
out, w in  or lose. You w ouldn’t un
derstand that.”

Stevens’ eyes blazed. He caught 
K ilm artin’s sw eat-greased shoulders. 
“You want to lose it? W hat’s the 
matter w ith you? T enney doesn’t be
long in there, he’s lost. And you—  
you’re losing the game yourself, K il
martin. You can’t play ball b lin d !”

Red rage flam ed through Kilmar
tin. He struck Stevens before he 
knew what he was doing, once, tw ice, 
three times. Stevens stumbled back, 
recovered and lunged ahead w ith  
lashing fists. K ilm artin fe lt  the 
numbing jo ltin g  concussions, and 
then the w all against his back. K il
martin started a sw ing but Stevens 
beat him to it. The terrific  blow  
smashed the side o f K ilm artin’s head 
and drove it against the wall. K il- 
m astin’s knees folded and he fe ll to 
his hands and knees. B linding ligh ts  
exploded in his skull, then fadaed 
in the blackness. He tried to get up 
but he couldn’t raise him self. He 
stretched out on the floor. Someone 
lifted  his head and bathed it gently  
w ith a cold w et towel. The uproar in 
the room seemed far away.

Kilmartin opened his eyes slow ly. 
A s his v ision  cleared he saw the 
anxious faces around him. H os
kew eicz said, “I ’ll kill that punk 
after the game, K illy .” Kilm artin  
shook his head. “No, H usky, I start
ed it. My fault. I ’m all right. . . ”

Then young Stevens was kneeling  
beside him and there were tears in
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the boy’s eyes. “K illy , I ’m sorry, I 
can’t te ll you, K illy .

“T hat’s okay, Steve.” Kilm artin  
sm iled up at him. “Buck up, boy, we 
got half a ball game to play.”

“And w e’ll w in i t !” Stevens said 
fiercely. “W e w ill, K illy . You’re 
damn right we w ill.”

I g T E V E N S  started the second half 
in K ilm artin’s place. A tlantic  

had heard a lot about th is boy, and 
they meant to watch him. Kramer 
started roughing him, but Stevens 
gave back as good as he got. And his 
m ocking wisecracks infuriated Kra
mer. W ith  m asterly sk ill and poise  
Stevens lured Kramer into fou ling  
him flagrantly. Tw o free attempts. 
The ball scarcely brushed the strings 
as Stevens made both points.

B oyle scored for A tlantic on the 
end of a m achinelike play. Stevens 
ripped an A tlantic pass away from  
Kramer, cut through like a golden  
arrow and flipped  one in at fu ll 
speed. D irectly  afterwards Stevens 
feinted  K oenig into the open, fed  
him a perfect pass, and K oenig put it 
into the tw ines. A tlantic s till led, 
29-25.

“The kid’s hot,” Coach Crail said 
in a thankful voice.

Kilm artin grinned. “Sure, he’s a 
ball of fire .”

“H ow ’s your head feel, K illy ? ”
“Fine. I ’ll be ready in a m inute.” 

Kilm artin spoke the truth. H is head 
fe lt clearer than it had for a long  
v/hile, and his vision continued to 
clear and sharpen. Perhaps that 
punch had fixed  his eyes, by some 
freak of fortune. The blow had land
ed right where K ilm artin’s head had 
hit the bleachers that n ight at A t
la n t ic .. .  Kilm artin looked at the 
scoreboard and saw it d istinctly . A 
warm glow  stirred to life  inside him. 
It was im possible, fantastic, but it 
was true. He could really see again. 
The ball was no longer a blur, the 
baskets stood out plainly. That haze 
obscured his sight no more.

A great roar shook the high rafters, 
Stevens had scored again, flipp ing  it 
through on the dead run. Kramer was 
raving like a maniac. On Stevens’ 
next attem pt Kramer flattened him

w ith  a w icked body-block and the 
w histle blasted. Stevens calm ly de
posited two more points in the bas
ket, knotting it up, 29-29.

B ut A tlantic still had plenty of 
powder left. Kramer juggernauted in 
to bag a tw o-pointer, and Cardosi 
fo llow ed w ith  a breathtaking long  
looper. H usky H oskew eicz came back 
for Northern, gunning one through  
from far down the floor. But the 
tow ering F lem ing planted a push 
shot in the hoop for the invaders. A t
lantic, 35-31.

T enney’s man, H iguera, got away 
from him for a quick basket, and be
fore Captain Kilm artin could get out 
of his sw eat-suit H iguera had rung  
the bell again. A tlantic by eight 
points, 39-31.

K IL M A R T IN  in for Tenney. For 
the first time since h is injury  

at A tlantic Kilm artin fe lt suprem ely  
sure of him self, eager for combat, his 
eyes keen and ready. Once more he 
could handle that ball w ith  the best 
of them. Kilm artin took a pass, rifled  
it in to K oenig, and slashed in him 
self. Stevens got the ball from K oe
nig, slipped it to K ilm artin, and 
blocked Kramer out of the play. K il
martin dashed in close and banked 
the ball into the net.

Kilm artin and Stevens got together  
and engineered another scoring play, 
w ith Steve on the shooting end this 
trip. A tlantic was beginning to wor
ry p lenty. Stevens m issed one from  
the s i d e ,  but Kilm artin broke 
through, jumped high in the air and 
popped the rebound in. Stevens tied  
the score w ith  a tw istin g  leaping  
overhead shot that brought down the 
thunder from the thousands, and it 
stood 39-39.

A tlantic’s fear gave way to panic 
now. T hey couldn’t check those twin  
threats, Kilm artin and Stevens. T hey  
fe lt the cham pionship slipp ing from  
their hands, and they began shooting  
w ild ly , taking im possible shots. H os
kew eicz and Abrams captured the 
rebounds and started the ball hack. 
K oenig pivoted the attack, fe in ting  
to one forward and feeding the other. 
Kilm artin sp lit the rim from the foul 
circle. Stevens flipped a n o t h e r
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through. Another a tta c k ... Stevens 
pulled the defense over, slammed a 
spot pass in, and Kilm artin caught 
and basketed the ball w ith  one clean  
m otion.

A tlantic cracked under the pres
sure, blew w ide open and broke down  
com pletely. Northern by s ix  points, 
45-39.

W hile  the Northern crowd w ent 
insane w ith excitem ent and joy K il
martin and Stevens kept on pouring  
leather into the meshes. F inal score, 
Northern 55-Atlantic 43. And e igh t
een points apiece for K ilm artin and 
Stevens, but nobody but the sports 
w riters—and B etty  Dunmore—cared 
about that.

In the dressing room the N orthern  
cham pions celebrated unanim ously  
and riotously. For the first time 
Stevens was one of them, one of the 
gang, and it was the fin est fee lin g  
he had ever known.
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“I want to thank you, K illy ,” 
Stevens said. “I want to thank all of 
you. I sure learned a lot th is year; 
it took me a hell o f a long time to 
get it, but I ’ve got it for keeps now.”

“I want to thank you for that belt 
in the head, Steve,” grinned Kilm ar
tin. “I t  cleared the old eyes, kid. N o  
glasses for a w hile anyway. Funny  
thing, th o u g h ..

“W onderful th in g !” exulted  Stev
ens. “M arvelous. N ow  I can be glad 
I clipped you, K illy .”

Later B etty  Dunmore told them  
she was the proudest happiest girl 
in the world. H appy for the cham
pionship, for K ilm artin’s eyes, for  
Stevens’ com ing of age, and for their 
new friendship. And just naturally  
proud of her two big foolish  over
grown boys.

“You w on’t have to prompt me in  
E nglish  L it any more,” Kilm artin  
said.

B etty  Dunmore laughed. “T hat’s 
what you think, Kilmartin. And  
that’s not all I ’ll be prom pting you  
in either.”

“Y ou’re a gone duck, K illy ,” 
grinned Stevens. “And a damn lucky  
duck, too.”

T H E  E N D
58



T h  e S u r g e o n
B y  ARTH U R M ANS'

Sw ifty Tother had nerve but the wrong kind!

E v e r y t h i n g  goes along fine
w ith your ball club in Spring  
training and at the start of the 

season. I t ’s w orking like a chunk of 
w ell-o iled  m achinery when bingo! it 
fa lls  apart in the manner of the one- 
horse shay. Panicky, m ost managers 
hard-scrabble around for veterans to 
patch up the wabbly spots. T hey go 
into the baseball market and pay 
fabulous prices for oldsters, because 
you can depend upon veterans when  
hot weather and double headers loom  
ahead. T hey know how to look a 
crisis in the eye and stare it down.

But you can’t alw ays find the vet
erans. In fact, you seldom  do. T hey  
just don’t grow on trees, nor any
where else when you ’re desperate for 
help, as Joe H odgens was. Joe was 
manager and part-owner of the Brook
line Bears, and he was sorely tem pt
ed to em pty the safe and beat the 
bushes for high-priced skill. Then  
he changed his mind w ith almost 
fem inine suddenness and did the un
expected.

W ith  surprising daring, he decid
ed to take the big chance, and go the

whole hog w ith  inexperience and 
youth. He yanked at least six  of the 
creaking oldsters and put kids in key  
spots. A s you can w ell understand, it  
brought the snipers of the press into  
the open, and they combed Joe to a 
fare-thee-w ell. B ut H odgens had a 
tough hide. He sim ply ignored the 
barbs and concentrated on his long- 
shot scheme.

N o doubt he had hustle on h is 
Brookline team now, and he had a 
f if ty - f if ty  chance of gettin g  away 
w ith  it. T hey had looked pretty good  
in training, and everyth ing depend
ed on whether they could stand up 
under heavy firing.

One of the outfielders, a prom is
ing centerfielder, was particularly  
im pressive. He was left-handed all 
the way, rather small, compact and 
fast as a frightened elk at a M asonic 
m eeting. T hey called him Sw ifty . He 
had earned the nickname fairly, and 
nobody bothered w ith his real tag, 
Ken Tother. He was from the Caro
lina tobacco country. He scow led  
w ith a pair of shoe-button eyes, mas
sacred a wad of gum all the time, had
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a knack o f learning fast. H odgens 
never had to te ll him anything tw ice. 
He contained no more fear than a 
jackal and was just as sly.

Tother was quick on the vocal 
com eback; you couldn’t stop him  
w ith any kind of a w isecrack. As 
soon as the team heard him pop o ff, 
they knew som ething of a jockey was 
on their hands.

“They don’t go heavy for you 
Claghorns up north,’’ Jack A lston, 
the first-sacker, called to him one 
day.

“T y  Cobb was a southerner, too,” 
S w ifty  replied.

A lston laughed. “But T y  Cobb was 
a real center fielder.”

“Too bad you can’t stick  around 
tw enty years and see how I make 
out,” the kid challenged.

Grinning, he chewed hard on his 
gum. He was tough to stop, though  
he talked back only when he was 
spoken to. Other tim es he’d just go 
on chew ing his gum savagely and 
puzzling things out. A t least, he al
ways looked like he was puzzling  
out som ething. I f  he wasn’t, he sure 
did a sw ell im itation.

From his remarks, you could tell 
that T y  Cobb and his dashing game 
had made a deep im pression on 
S w ifty  Tother. And from the way he 
hustled in that center fie ld  acreage, 
he seemed to picture h im self as a 
thorough reincarnation of the “Geor
gia Peach.”

Perhaps the youngster had the cor
rect line on him self. O f course, he 
needed experience, and H odgens 
wasn’t certain that he’d hit the good  
pitching. O therwise he had the 
goods. He was fast and awake. He 
could run the bases and slide to any 
spot you’d call. He was a natural 
lead-off man, peppy, goat-getting and 
steady.

H odgens brushed aside his fresh
ness, and took a lik ing to him. A 
young, hustling ball player is un
usual. A good one rarely comes along  
tw ice in a generation to the same 
ball club.

IT SH O U LD  be explained here 
that a baseball team is som ething  

like a fam ily, except that there m ight

not be so much scrapping on a ball 
club. But surroundings in a fam ily  
w ill mould a boy’s life . And it w ill 
do the same to a player on a ball 
club.

I f  the club is loose, allow s gam
bling, late hours, and if  some of the 
veterans drink, you can’t expect a 
young player to start preaching early  
hours and abstinence. N o sir, he’ll 
join  up w ith the reprobates and have 
a whale of a time going  to the dogs.

T hat’s w hy H odges d idn’t take a 
dislike to young S w ifty  Tother. Joe 
figured he could be brought along, 
taught table manners, good habits 
and som ething fine made out of him. 
He looked as though he’d be around 
w ith  the Bears for a couple of sea
sons before he’d be ready to com 
mand a fortune from  the b ig leagues.

Joe talked to the kid as much as 
he could, g iv in g  him good tips here 
and there on the h ittin g  strength  
and w eaknesses of the Oakland 
T igers, who opened the Bears’ sched
ule. Joe explained as w ell as he could  
just what he’d pitch to them.

S w ifty  drank everyth ing in w ith 
out a word, m assaging his wad of 
gum like it was his wrorst enemy. 
Then Joe asked him how he fe lt  
about p laying in the league. The boy 
grinned and stared back w ith  those 
licorice-drop eyes.

“I ’m here to stay,” he said firm ly. 
“I fought my w ay up, and I ’ll keep 
on battling.”

“W hat do you m ean?” Joe asked, a 
little  puzzled.

The boy’s face grew  serious. 
“Baseball is tough. T he strongest 
hang around the longest. I f  you sit 
back, som ebody’ll knock you right 
out of your job. And I ’m going to 
see that I do the knocking before 
they knock m e!”

That little  speech was surprising, 
one of the longest anyone ever heard 
him make. He glared, w ith a look of 
defiance. Joe did some hasty th ink
ing, try ing  to decide whether to 
tone him down then, or later. Joe 
decided to wait.

“D on’t get cracked up,” the man
ager warned.

H e laughed. “N ot me. I can take 
care of m yself.”
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It  was just like one of these ban
tam roosters poppin’ off in a barn
yard. But Joe didn’t want to do any
thing about curbing such a spirit. 
A fter all, you’ve got to have it on 
every team, although any manager 
w ill admit that it can be overdone. 
T h is kid seemed so fu ll of pep and 
anxious for baseball that you  had to 
admire his spirit.

A s opening day drew near, Joe be
gan to wonder whether he should  
have laced into him.

TH E R E  H A D  been a lot of talk in 
t h e  Brookline papers about 

H odgens and his team of “un
know ns”. It wasn’t exactly  a team of 
unknowns. It was sim ply that five  
or six  of the positions were occupied  
by brand new players. Old favorites 
had been let out. To hundreds of 
fans, th is was downright injustice. 
T hey forgot that poor play by these 
same veterans the year before had 
kept them from the ball park late in 
the season.

A s the season opened almost no
body on the Bears had a follow ing. 
The first gam£ brought a sellout 
crowd, but they were just rooting  
in general for the Bears. To each 
new player they growled, “Come on, 
show your stu ff!”

A s far as a fo llow ing was con
cerned, it was a free-for-all. It was 
a scratch race to see who would draw 
the b iggest percentage of fans. The 
logical leader was Packy Mack, a 
young, hard-hitting right fielder.

A ll of H odgens’ colts were on their 
toes as the opening gong sounded  
that day. T hey realized the im port
ance of this first impression. L efty  
Pearson, one of the few  hold-ovSrs 
from the season before, was p itching  
for the Bears.

L efty  got through the opening in 
n ing w ith  only a pass to the third 
batter to worry him. The fourth man 
flied  out, ending the frame. The 
c r o w d  settled back to watch 
H odgens’ baby parade.

S w ifty  Tother strutted to the plate, 
sw inging three big bats. He tossed a 
pair behind him, just m issing the 
bat boy’s head. Then he examined the 
batter’s box as though he’d never

seen one before and looked over the 
pitcher.

Sw inging  hard and true he whacked  
the first ball pitch right on the nose. 
The wallop went into deep right, but 
it hooked around foul by a few  feet. 
The crowd gasped at that one, and 
so did both dugouts.

The kid hitched up his pants and 
took another toe hold, but he d idn’t 
bite at the next throw, a w ide one. 
He took his toe hold again and bit 
down extra hard on his gum. The 
ball zoomed to the plate, and the 
kid's bat shot down like the tongue 
of a rattler.

He dropped the neatest bunt down 
the third base line you ever did 
see. And by the time the third base- 
man got in at it, Tother had dug his 
spikes into first base.

He had been warned about the power 
and aim of the Oakland catcher's 
arm; W ally  B ihler was poison to 
base stealers. But whether the kid 
forgot or was just too smart for his 
own good, no one knew. He m erely  
lit out on the first pitch and streaked  
for second.

You could have bought H odgens’ 
fee lin gs for two cents as he saw B ig 
ler’s arm go back and whip that ball 
down like a bullet. It looked like 
H odgens had sent the kid down on a 
cinch play. Tother hit the dirt. The 
um pire’s hand waved him out, and 
then w ent out straight, palms down. 
He was safe!

H E  T IG E R S ’ second sacker 
came up and started to sw ing at 

Sw ifty , but the kid ducked and sat 
on the bag, m aking believe he was 
adjusting the roll o f his pants and 
stockings.

The umpire was holding the sec- 
ond-sacker back, and Sw ifty , as calm 
as you please, was w aiting for the 
game to start up. H odgens suspected  
som ething, but, from where he stood, 
at the first-base coaching box, he 
couldn’t see and wasn’t sure. Then  
the T igers’ first baseman came back, 
scow ling and m uttering.

“That busher is a ball kicker,” he 
muttered to Joe.

“That baby?” Joe said, registering  
horror at the thought. “W hy, he
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don’t know the first th ing about 
ball-kicking. H e’s a grammar school 
kid.”

“H e’s a ball k icker!” the sacker 
repeated. “H e’d better watch out. 
H e’ll be kicking that ball w ith his 
head.’

Joe bantered a few  more words 
w ith  the first baseman. The crowd 
gave the kid a great hand when the 
game was resumed. T hey knew the 
kid was smart and fresh, but didn’t 
think he was a ball kicker.

But he was a revelation on the 
next play. Abram, the Bears’ second  
baseman, h it a ground ball to the 
shortstop. It was a long hopper, and 
the shortstop took the fie ld er’s 
choice at third. It was a close play, 
but the throw had S w ifty  beaten. 
Yet that ball rolled into the dirt and 
away from third. Abrams made sec
ond on the fumble.

There was the devil to pay. The 
T igers were claim ing interference, 
w hich wasn’t exactly  true, because 
the third-sacker already had the ball 
and failed  to hold on to it when  
there was “bodily contact.” The 
crowd was how ling for S w ifty  
Tother.

Packy M ack’s long fly  brought 
the chesty little  outfielder across 
the plate, and you’d have thought 
the stands would come down from  
the cheering that follow ed. A s he 
walked to h is bench, behind first 
base, there wasn’t a change in his 
features. He just bore into that wad 
of gum and scow led as though he 
was trying to puzzle som ething out. 
He touched the peak of h is cap and 
disappeared into the dugout.

Now, if  the game had gone along  
like ordinary games, w ith a few  hits  
here and a run there, everything  
would have been forgotten. But it 
so happened that L efty  Pearson, not 
trusting these green kids, settled  
down to protect that one-run lead 
w ith all he had.

The Oakland pitcher did likew ise, 
only more so. H e allowed just one 
more hit—Packy M ack’s harmless 
double in the eighth. Pearson wound  
up allow ing only five hits, but no 
runs, and took unto h im self a 1-0

victory for h is first performance o f  
the season.

Y O U ’D H A V E  thought the m il- 
lenium  w as at hand. The papers 

screamed about S w ifty  Tother and 
what a w ow  he was on those base 
paths. O f course, they didn’t m en
tion  ball-kicking, because they  prob
ably didn’t know. In fact, none of 
the Bears did for sure. T hose T igers  
w ould claim  anything to w in a ball 
game.

That first w in  was charged up to  
S w ifty  T other’s great base running. 
T hey had a good word for L efty  
Pearson’s p itching, but throughout 
all the stories, there were peonies of 
praise for the speedy boy. It w as so  
sugary, it was sickening.

N aturally, the Bears thought it 
w ould turn his head. Lots of k ids’ 
hat sizes have jumped from  less. B ut 
the kid seem ed unim pressed by it  
all. E vidently  he had puzzled the 
th in g  out beforehand. He was ex
actly  the same the next day.

The Oakland T igers, however, 
were not the same. T hey had spent a 
bad night, and they came to the ball 
Park next day w ith  a g low  in their 
eyes that was not exactly  love-light.

The crowd was all for S w ifty  
Tother as he opened the home half 
of the first inning. T hey wanted  
some more o f that base-running, and 
he knew what they wanted. For a kid  
supposed to be inexperienced, he was 
the coolest article under fire you  
ever saw.

The first ball, o f course, came 
right at h is head, and he hit the dirt. 
He got up and brushed h im self off.

“Three more o f them,” he called  
to the T igers’ pitcher, “and w e’ll  
have some fu n !”

He got three more, but they  
w eren’t at his head. The pitcher  
couldn’t find  enough of the plate to  
keep out of trouble, and S w ifty  
walked. The crowd came to the edge  
of their seats and began to whoop  
it up for action.

P lay in g  up the situation, Joe  
H odgens called the kid over and 
w hispered some nonsense in h is ear. 
He nodded, quick as a flash, as 
though Joe had just given  him some
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great advice. The T igers looked  
worried, and the pitcher began to 
shuffle  around. It was great stuff.

N aturally, S w ifty  didn’t go down 
right away as they expected. He 
waited till the count was three and 
two on Abrams. Then he was off w ith  
the pitch. Abrams whacked one to 
third. The third-baseman scooped it 
up and heaved underhand for a force 
play at second. It was close again, 
but th is time S w ifty  was out.

He walked back to the dugout, still 
chew ing his wad of gum and looking  
like he was puzzled. W ith  the kid 
out of mind, Joe H odgens got busy 
trying to pump up the rally which  
was budding, and he succeeded to  
some extent. The Bears got a run 
out of it to tie the score.

N oth ing much happened until the 
third, and then the Bears were goad
ed into making up for lost time. 
S w ifty  was more than just a lead-off 
man, he was the generalissim o of the 
attack.

He slashed a ball into right field. 
It was a long single  to any other ball 
player but S w ifty  that day. He 
streaked for second w ithout taking  
more than a glim pse at the fielder. 
He w ent straight into the bag with  
both feet slashing the air. The sec
ond baseman rolled over into the 
dirt. The ball bounded away.

S w ifty  got up w ith  no lost motion  
and headed for third. The T igers’ 
shortstop rushed over, picked up the 
ball and did an unusual thing. He 
heaved that ball right at the k id’s 
head. The ball struck S w ifty  in the 
shoulder and bounded off. He hit the 
dirt again and was safe at third in a 
cloud o f dust.

From the reactions of the crowd, 
you’d have thought a war had just 
ended, instead of just starting. 
W hen the excitem ent of that mad 
dash had simmered down to mild 
hysteria, the base umpire came 
a-running over to third and started  
to ye ll at S w ifty  for sp iking the sec
ond sacker. B ut he had hardly 
opened his trap when S w ifty  sat 
down on the bag and pulled down 
his own stocking.

T he sight o f the k id’s le ft  leg  shut 
that umpire up for good. The stock
in g  was caked to a spike wound that

S w ifty  lead picked up in that open
ing inning. Yes, th ey’d given him  
“the works" as he slid into the bag 
on the force out.

The sight of that red leg and stock
ing was all the Bears needed. T hey  
lighted  into that Oakland crew and 
knocked the pitcher into kingdom  
come. It was a real pasting.

And every time the speedy kid got 
on base, w hich was p lenty that after
noon, the T-igers went gunning for 
him. But he w as a clever article. He 
knew what to do and when to do it, 
and Oakland came out second best 
all around.

It was a personal victory for the 
kid center fielder, and another win  
for the Bears by a score of 7 to 2. 
The c ity  began to go cuckoo on the 
subject of S w ifty  Tother.

TH E T H IR D  game w ith Oakland 
was rained out. g iv in g  the Bears 

a sweep of the series. For rainy day 
stories, the sports w riters wrote only  
about S w ifty  Tother and his slash
ing, dashing sty le  of play. T hey  
blew up his spike wound into a big  
balloon of sympathy.

It w’as good stuff, in a way, so long  
as it didn’t turn young Tother's 
head. It gave the tow n-folk som e
thing to talk about. T hey forgot 
about the war-time stars who had 
been let out. Baseball fans are quick 
to forget that way.

The W estw ood Packers were next 
on the schedule for a three-game se
ries. W ord had got around fast 
through the grapevine route that 
Brookline had a package of dynamite 
in centerfield . The Packers were all 
eyes when they came out on the 
field .

Just before the game started, the 
W estw ood manager, came up to Joe 
H odgens. He didn’t look any too 
friendly.

“Are the bags strapped down to 
the ground?’’ he asked.

“O f course they are,” Joe snapped 
back. “W hat’s the m atter?”

“Then, if  they're strapped down,” 
Brame growled, “there w on’t be no 
use slid in ’ high. R ight?”

Joe stared back and then laughed. 
“Go ahead an’ laugh,” Brame shot
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back, only I ain’t got enough players 
for your head surgeon to take carv
in ’ lessons on.”

He walked away leaving Joe still  
laughing. But he sobered up just as 
soon as O llie was out o f sight. He 
knew that O llie was right. It w ould  
be the same if  som ebody was cu tting  
up his own players. O nly he didn’t 
want O llie to get the notion that he 
was running a tea-party ball game.

S w ifty  Tother was meek and mild  
during that opening game. He seemed  
to be favoring h is le ft  leg  a little . 
It was a tame game all the way  
through. H odgens’ kids were stopped  
cold by a fine piece of pitching, and 
lost the game, 4 to 2.

But the speedy kid had w ings on 
his feet for the second game. He got 
o ff to a fly in g  start. There was 
trouble at first base in the very first 
inning. Strook, the Packer’s first 
baseman, claim ed that S w ifty  clipped  
his shoe and showed some kind o f a 
dusty cut in the leather.

The kid showed no interest in the 
argument. A s soon as the ball game 
was resumed, he was o ff  for second  
and more trouble. He dumped that 
keystoner like a sack of meal. Took  
the breath and fig h t out of him.

In the fifth  inning he tripled to 
right. I t  was really only a double, 
but he stretched it. He came into  
third w ith his sp ikes flashing. But 
the Packer’s third-sacker w ouldn’t 
go to the mat w ith  the kid. H e could  
have tagged Tother, but he didn’t, 
and that run was an important one in 
the score.

A s soon as he saw the third base- 
man fold up, S w ifty  Tother knew  
that he had the Indian sign  on the 
boys. From then on he developed a 
sp ik ing com plex. He set out to build  
up that fear in their hearts that they  
m ight get hurt, if  they w ent to the 
mat w ith  him.

O llie Brame dropped two out of 
the three games, and le ft Brookline  
fu ll of threats. T hey were echoing  
long after O llie  was gone. A ll o f his 
threats concerned S w ifty  Tother and 
what would happen i f  he w asn’t 
curbed on the bases.

Now, Joe H odgens was not a sissy. 
On the other hand, he was not like

that crowd o f old O rioles, who, they  
say, could p lay n inety  days w ith  one 
eye hanging out on their cheek. He 
never stuck a broken finger in  the 
dirt to cure it, as that crew is sup
posed to have done. Joe had all h is  
broken fingers set.

B ut he w asn’t blind to consequ
ences. H e knew w ell that you can’t 
let a co lt run loose in the w oods and 
expect him to have any stable man
ners. He knew right w ell that S w ifty  
T other’s fly in g  feet w ould have to  
be brought down to earth sooner or 
later. E ither that, or he was in for  
serious injury. And he was too good  
a ball player to lose that way.

So far, he hadn’t hurt anybody. 
Maybe he had nicked a couple. I t  
w asn’t serious, but on ly  because O llie  
Brame’s team was chicken-hearted. 
A s soon as the speedster ran up 
against some players who w eren’t 
afraid to put the ball on him, w ell—

IT  SO happened that the M adison  
Reds fo llow ed the Packers into  

Brookline, and the R eds were mortal 
enem ies as far as B rookline was con
cerned. T hey were strong, tough and 
didn’t know the word fear. N o mat
ter how many new players the Red 
took on, they never put a chicken- 
livered kid in the line-up.

S w ifty  Tother sailed into the Reds 
like they were a gang o f left-overs  
from a Sunday School team. Their  
size and the fact that they had won  
the pennant the year before meant 
nothing to him.

He didn’t get on base in the first 
inning, but he did in the fourth. He 
was the first Brookline batter to  
reach first base. H e w ent down on  
the third pitch and slashed his way  
to the bag.

H ulse, the R eds’ shortstop who  
covered on the play, sw ung at S w ifty  
and m issed. T hen H ulse fe ll over, 
grasping h is own leg. A crowd  
gathered around, Joe am ong them. 
But H ulse w asn’t badly hurt. Joe 
heaved a sigh  and w ent back to 
coaching at first.

In trying to keep S w ifty  on the 
bag, the M adison pitcher threw and 
the second baseman covered. S w ifty  
slid  and the second sacker w ent out
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of the game w ith a spiked right 
hand.

That was when the real trouble 
started.

S w ifty  Tother didn’t run into any 
knees, or spikes or knockout punches 
when a baseman tagged the runner. 
It was the rest of the team who began 
to pay for S w ifty ’s daring on the 
bases.

The Bears took that opening game, 
too. Abrams, the second-baseman, had 
his shin scraped w ith a spike almost 
from his knee to his shoe. But the 
kid stuck in there and played his 
game out. He didn’t show up for the 
third game. The doctor had ordered 
his to rest the leg.

That didn’t stop Sw ifty . He sailed  
into those Reds every time he got on 
base, and so did a lot of Bear batters. 
Packy Mack carried his part of the 
attack.

The Bears lost that third game, 
the last at home, because Jackie M il
ler, the kid third-baseman, refused  
to risk having h is hand slashed o ff  
when the Reds slid  into the bag. Near 
the end of the game, shortstop K line 
also developed a bad case of spike- 
shyness.

W hen the smoke of the series had 
died down, the papers were still 
screaming about S w ifty  Tother, the 
toughest kid in the league. He was 
afraid of nobody, the writers wrote, 
while the games had been lost by the 
weak-kneed juniors who were afraid 
to tag a runner com ing in feet first.

The crowd had gone for Tother in 
a big way now. W ith  a sadistic lust 
for clanger and injury, peculiar to 
some sport fans, they turned out in 
droves to see who and what Sw ifty  
Tother would do the next day. You 
never saw such a gang of ghouls in 
your life.

Joe H odgens saw what it would  
lead to. But he also thought that 
S w ifty  m ight get enough and lay off 
w ith his spikes. Then everything  
would quiet down and be forgotten.

SW E C A LLED  the kid aside as the 
M. Bears started a short road trip 
away with the same three clubs.
“Listen, kid,” Joe told him. “If  

you keep up that spike nonsense,

you’ll be nothing but hamburger at 
the end of the season.”

S w ifty  laughed, but h is expression  
didn’t seem to change. He had a cruel 
face when he laughed like that.

“I ’ll be one of several p ieces of 
hamburger, then,” he said defiantly. 
“I ’ll see that I get p lenty of com 
pany.”

“T hat’s not baseball," Joe scoffed . 
“You can’t last.”

“I do my h itting  and fie ld in g ,” he 
answered and started to walk away. 
“I told you it was a figh t up here. 
Everybody's out to get me, on or o ff  
the fie ld .”

“Sure they are now,” the manager 
exclaim ed. “But if you’d quit using  
those foot knives, everybody’d quit.”

“No Tother ever quit,” he m ut
tered. “N ot a Blue R idge Tother.”

W hen the Bears opened against 
the T igers in Oakland, Manager Joe 
H odgens realized how serious the 
situation was. N ot only were the T ig 
ers out to get h is team, but the three 
kids covering second, shortstop and 
third, were ready to fold up.

P lain ly , they knew that they were 
targets for every set of spikes that 
got on base against them. And none 
of the kids knew when he would  
wind up in the hospital, badly in 
jured, maybe perm anently, if  an in 
fection  set in.

The first game was a joke. The 
Bears hit hard, and scored runs, but 
the pitcher, M oose M eyer, had to 
pitch to almost twice as many batters. 
Tub Davis, the catcher, couldn't 
catch anybody stealing, because the 
in field  kids were afraid to put a ball 
on a runner. The flashing spikes 
frightened ’em dumb.

H odgens paced the dugout through
out the game, cussing a blue streak  
as the team seemed to fa ll apart. He 
had v/hat looked like a sw ell club 
at the start of the season. It was 
young, fast and strong. But w ithin  
two w eeks the big dream had turned 
into a nightmare.

It was a cinch that he couldn't win, 
if  the runners ran w ild against him. 
The pitchers could get nowhere. And, 
even if they kept up the good hitting, 
it w asn’t good enough to o ffset the 
w ild  base-running. It was a spot.
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Now, you m ight think that Joe 
w ould’ve benched S w ifty  Tother till 
the epidem ic of sp ik ing wore o ff. 
W ell, that’s because you don’t know  
Brookline fans and Brookline papers. 
T hey had three correspondents along  
on that trip, ready to take a pot shot 
at Manager H odgens if  he made one 
move that displeased them.

They had developed into press box 
managers. M ost sports w riters are 
fair and above such sm allness, but 
once in a w hile you run across a 
couple of snipers who haven’t got 
enough to think about after they do 
their work, and so they decide to 
manage the ball club.

B esides, they fe lt like they could, 
having built up this brash kid, 
S w ifty  Tother, into the best box 
office  draw that the Bears had ever 
developed. T hey fe lt as though he 
was their property.

I f  Joe had benched the kid, or put 
the needle into him to stop the o f
fensive baseball, it would have been 
curtains. Yes, they’d have jumped on 
him in the papers and his big plan, 
a gamble that few  managers have the 
courage to take, would have been 
blown to bits.

One little  smart A lec, a pint-sized, 
self-in flated  kid had undone all 
H odgens’ shrewd and careful plan
ning. There wasn’t a th ing that Joe 
could do about it, least o f all the 
thing he wanted to do most, which  
was to sock S w ifty  Tother in his 
gum -chew ing jaw.

W H E N  he dropped that second  
game to the T igers, Joe fe lt  
as sorry for h im self as he had ever 

fe lt for any man. He was licked  
com pletely. But the big blow was 
eleven stolen bases by the T ig e r s !

That was when he decided to do 
som ething. You see, he fe lt a little  
to blame for this T other’s w ild  state. 
Joe fe lt that he could have put the 
curb on him before the season  
opened. Now he fe lt that he should  
have done it. And so he fe lt bound 
to get the boy out of th is jam.

H e had to do it w ithout drama or 
excitem ent, and w ithout antagonizing  
the press. But Joe H odgens was an

old and w ise baseball man. He knew  
a lot o f answers.

You should have seen S w ifty  T oth
er’s face the next day when Joe 
broke the news to him. It wasn’t un
til in fie ld  practice that the manager 
told him to go down and take a work
out at second base.

H is face d idn’t move, except to  
massage that wad of gum.

He w ent down and started to out 
think the ground balls from Joe’s 
fungo bat. He was pretty good, too. 
He worked n icely  w ith K line, the kid 
sh ortstop ; he was very fast.

Joe benched Abrams and sent a 
substitute, Newcomb, into center  
fie ld . There was a roar from the press 
box when they got a load of Tother  
down at second base. T hey, the w rit
ers, didn’t have time to come down 
and find out, so Joe sent up word  
that a few  of the boys needed a 
rest— others a change of scenery. 
Then he took a deep breath and 
waited.

You couldn’t te ll w hether Tother  
was stubborn or just plain dumb dur
ing  that first inning. He got a pass, 
and then resumed his old life  of mak
ing  m isery for the fielders. H e stole  
second and tried to carve the G ettys
burg Address on the second base
man’s thighs. T here was a mad 
scramble, but only a torn uniform.

Real firew orks started in the sec
ond inning. The T igers lashed out 
w ith a single and a force—out at 
second. Joe hated to watch the Oak
land runner go into Tother as he 
covered second. T w o fly in g  feet a l
m ost hurled him out of the ball park.

The figh tin g  kid got up, stunned  
and surprised. He took it calm ly, and 
w ent back as though nothing hap
pened.

P lenty  more happened. The Bears 
had a sort of w ild  youngster in the 
box, and he couldn’t find the plate 
very w ell. The boys w ent down on 
passes and then set sail for S w ifty  
Tother. W ith in  three innings, the 
kid’s socks were in shreds. The knee 
of his uniform  was cut.

“Go in and change your stockings,” 
Joe ordered.

“O nly brought one pair along,” he 
snapped at Joe.



“T here’s a dozen in my locker,” the 
manager barked. “I brought them  
along especially  for you.”

S w ifty  w ent in and came out a 
little  later w ith new socks on. He 
gave Joe a dirty look.

W ith in  three innings they had the 
kid staggering, but he held on. More 
than that, he put a ball on a runner 
in a way that made the rest o f the 
in fielders w ince, because half o f the 
time he was tossed headlong by the 
force of the impact.

The Bears lost the game, but not 
by much. T hey hit the T igers head 
and avoided disgrace. In the club
house, bruised and scratched, Tother  
came to Joe’s locker.

“Do I play down there again to 
m orrow?” he asked.

“N o,” Joe said, “you've had enough  
there.”

O E D ID N 'T  te ll him until fie ld 
ing practice the next day that 

he was playing shortstop. W hen he
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got this news, you'd have thought he 
was going to pull a knife on him. The 
Bears were in M adison and the Reds 
were dancing around in great glee at 
the news.

Abrams came back to second and 
Kline was benched. Joe kept N ew 
comb in center where he was going  
great. The announcement of the lin e
up brought d ignitaries from the press 
box. But Toe shut them up in a hurry.

The Reds turned into right-field  
hitters especially  for the occasion. 
T hey wanted S w ifty  to cover the bag 
from shortstop on all plays, which  
he did, except for a few. And Joe 
felt sorry before four innings had 
been played. S w ifty  was ready to call 
it a day, and a career, if necessary. 
He wasn’t badly injured. He was just 
manhandled by feet and spikes; they 
were dum ping him all over.

And as for his own base-running 
technique, he didn't have enough pep 
to spare when he got on the base 
paths. He was content to slide calmly 
into the bag and play for a smooth 
arrival. But the fielders just kicked  
his foot or ankle out of the way. 
T hey fe ll on him, elbowed him and 
tagged him with the force of a knock
out wallop. He got up w ithout f ig h t
ing back.

Before the game ended, they gave 
him back everything w ith heavy in
terest. He was-beaten down, and Joe 
wasn't sure that he'd ever have any 
figh t in him again. But it had to be 
done, even at the cost of two ball 
games, the price so far.

Before the next day's game, he 
came to Toe, and the manager knew  
what was in his mind. Joe beat him  
to the punch.

"I thought the Blue Ridge branch 
of the Tothers never quit,” Joe said.

He looked stilettos. ”1 didn't come 
to quit,” he muttered.

"W ell, I don’t care what you come 
to me for,” Joe went on, "you're 
playing third today in place of M il
ler. I hope you enjoy it.”

“How long is this gag going to 
keep up?” he asked.

“U ntil you learn that your reason
ing is wrong, S w ifty ,” Joe said. “A ll 
this spiking traces back to you and

your ball-kicking against the T igers  
on opening day. You think the T igers  
started the spiking. You’ve talked  
yourself into fee lin g  that every
body’s after you. W ell, they are— 
until you wake up.

“W hen you’re in baseball a little  
w hile, young man—if  you last that 
long—you’ll find that all the great 
and glorious spikers, the dashing and 
fearless base runners are outfielders. 
T hey are .so brave. Yes, it’s easy to  
be brave when you can go to an out
field  and let your in fielders take the 
brunt of the attack that you started  
by your wild base-running.

“That isn ’t bravery, S w ifty ,” Joe 
said, changing his tone. “I t’s just the 
opposite. You probably thought that 
Abrams, K line and M uller were y e l
low. The sports w riters said so. N ow  
you know how yellow  they are.

“I hated to do this, but it was the 
only way out. Now, go in there and 
play third. Run bases like a civilized  
person. Live and let live. P lay hard, 
but use those foot-knives only when 
you’re on your feet. T hat’s a ll.”

And, believe it or don’t, it was all 
Joe had to say to S w ifty  Tother. He 
set out to win that outfield  job back. 
The Bears won the second game of 
the Madison series and played a s ix 
teen-inning 3—3 tie in the finale.

The press began to see the ligh t in 
W estw ood. W ell, they didn’t exactly  
clap hands, but they sure understood  
and became converts.

Tother? He turned out to be a bet
ter base runner than ever. W ith  those 
hom icidal ideas out of his mind, he 
was more elusive than before when  
they tried to tag him. And, of course, 
the spiking stopped. There was hard
ly another spiking case on any team  
all summer. I f  there was, it was kept 
m ighty quiet.

There was only one bad feature 
about Joe’s “experim ent”. H odgens  
confessed later that he was thinking  
of putting Tother back at the short
stop job to stay.

But he never did, because the Bears 
started to win, and Joe was satisfied  
to go along w ithout tampering. I f  he 
had tampered, he probably w ouldn’t 
have won the pennant that year.

E N D



C o m e - S t a c k

B y  D i c k  K r a u s

A  TRUE STORY

T E A M S are lin ing  up 
Wl f ° r the opening k ick off,” the 

JBL radio announcer husked into  
his Polo Grounds m icrophone. "Now  
the crowd is quiet. W aitin g . .. .w a it
in g -----”

‘‘The ref is liftin g  h is w histle, 
blow ing it—and the Chicago Bears 
are m oving forward. I t ’s a good, solid  
kick, going end over end, deep into  
Giant territory !

“T here’s a man w aiting for it. I t ’s 
Reagen, the speedy back. H e’s got the 
ball now and he’s m oving up, cutting  
across the field  in a sharp diagonal. 
Here comes his interference now, 
charging in front of him. H e’s up to 
the tw enty. . .the th irty . . .the forty! 
. . “W ait! T w o of the Chicago lines
men are p iling  up the interference, 
and here comes Sid Luckm an! H e’s 
k nifing  through to tackle Reagen— 
stopping him hard! H e’s down now, 
and listen! You can hear the crowd—  
all forty-eight thousand of them, 
cheering th is first play.”

It was December 16, 1946—a cold, 
clear day, ideal for the N ational

Football League Championship p lay
o ff  game. P itted  against the Eastern  
champs, the pow erful N ew  York 
Giants, were the Chicago Bears, 
W estern title-holders.

R ising from the ground, Sid Luck- 
man, the veteran quarterback o f the 
Chicago team, rubbed his ch illed  
hands together. M om entarily, Luck- 
man’s eyes w ent up and he saw the 
stadium outlined against the sky, 
pennants waving. In that brief flash, 
he remembered the cheering of other 
Polo Grounds crowds, in other years.

Some of Sid Luckman’s greatest 
games had been played on th is field . 
Once, in 1943, he had licked the 
Giants single-handed, by throw ing  
seven touchdown passes. B ut that was 
three years ago—before he en listed  in 
the Maritime Service. That much time 
out of football didn’t help a guy when  
he was in h is early thirties, Luckman 
reflected . And the cum ulative p h ysi
cal beating he took in every game 
didn’t help either.

B ut there was no time to daydream  
now. The Giants had snapped out
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of their huddle and into offensive  
formation.

The N ew  York team flung a play 
into the Chicago line and failed  to 
gain. A gain they plunged off-tackle, 
picking up three yards. U nderfoot 
the turf was fast and hard, and the 
sound of the tackling echoed in the 
stands.

N ow  the Giants punted deep, to
ward the Chicago goal line, and the 
Bears took over.

Sid Luckman crouched in the hud
dle, his keen dark eyes sizing up the 
N ew  York formation. Coach Steve 
O wen’s team was spread in a wide 
defense.

“T hey’re expecting us to pass,” the 
Chicago quarterback said. He nodded 
to Osmanski. “Take it o ff-tack le.”

R eceiving the ball from center 
Luckman palmed it to the powerful 
Osmanski. Then he ran back, pre
tending he still had the ball and was 
going to pass. T he Giant defenders 
waited, trying to cover the receivers. 
Suddenly they woke up to Osman- 
sk i’s lunge through the line, and 
closed in. B ig  Jim  W hite got a hand 
on his ankle, and T ex Coulter hit 
him in the m iddle, sm ashing him  
down.

N ext Luckman called his own num
ber, on a pass play.

Taking the ball and faking left  
and right, he dropped back fast, pro
tected by two teammates. D ow nfield  
was the blue of color that meant a 
Bear receiver was racing into posi
tion. T he ball le ft  Luckm an’s hands, 
hurtled clear through the air, and 
Jim  Keane leaped high to spear it 
at m idfield . The crowd roared as he 
tumbled to the ground— tackled by 
George Franck.

“N ow  w e’re m oving, g u y s!” Sid 
Luckman pounded his teammates on 
the back. “L et’s soften  ’em u p !”

A n end-around and a center buck 
brought seven yards. The Giant de
fenders moved in, guarding for 
ground plays. Sid Luckman struck  
his hands together and called stac
cato signals. It would be another pass.

The ball snapped back to the 
quarterback’s hands. He retreated a

pace, trying to spot his receiver. 
Suddenly the lanky Bear end, Ken  
Kavanaugh, broke clear, dashing for  
the end zone, w ith  the Giants’ L iebel 
close behind him.

Sid Luckman drew back the arm 
that had made N ational League h is
tory and flung the ball in a long, 
arching pass. Dead center between the 
goal posts, Kavanaugh turned, leaped, 
and grabbed the throw. Liebel hit him  
and the two players sprawled across 
the line.

The w histle shrieked and the ref's 
hands shot high.

Touchdow n! It was first blood for 
the Bears and, w ith  the conversion, 
the score was 7-0.

F ive m inutes later, Dante M agnani 
intercepted a Giants’ heave and 
sprinted over six  w hite stripes for a 
second score that put the Bears out in 
front, 14-0.

A s one man, the spectators rose 
and cheered the Chicago squad at the 
quarter’s close. T his was football at 
its best—hard-hitting tackles and 
blocks, accurate passing and cool, in 
telligen t quarterbacking!

. M  S SID  LU C K M A N  dropped back 
X m  on defense, he fe lt his heart 
pounding tigh tly  under his jersey. 
A  14-0 lead was good, but this early  
in the game it didn’t mean much. The 
Giants w ere the class of the E ast and 
they had their own ideas about taking  
first place prize money.

The play grew  rough and player 
after player was carried o ff the field. 
Frank Filchock, the Giants’ passer, 
suffered a broken nose, but stayed in 
the game. Reagen and Franck both  
were helped o ff  the fie ld  by their 
teammates, too badly hurt to return.

But now the Giants struck fast and 
hard. F ilchock, broken nose and all, 
hurled a long pass that the speedy  
Frank Liebel snared in the second  
quarter. Covering 38 yards, he raced 
over, to make the score 14-7.

A gain  the play see-sawed back and 
forth. The big Giant line swarmed 
through, breaking up plays and 
sm ashing Luckman to the turf, time 
and again.
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Chicago was forced to punt, giv ing  
the ball up.

It was now the Giants’ turn to go  
roaring down the field, their host of 
powerful ball carriers slicing through  
the line and w hirling around end. 
U sing spinners, reverses, passes, 
bucks, they chewed o ff down after 
down.

A gain F ilchock marked his man— 
Steve F ilipow icz— and dropped a 
touchdown pass in his arms. Ken 
Strong converted and the score was 
dead-locked at 14-14. The crowd 
hushed. A s the big minute hand on 
the score-board ticked through the 
second and third quarters, all eyes  
fastened on Sid Luckman.

T his New  York crowd knew the big 
Jew ish lad from Brooklyn who held  
down the quarterback berth on the 
Chicago squad.

T hey’d first seen him years ago, a 
speedy youngster on B rooklyn’s Eras
mus high School squad. T h ey’d 
watched him, more mature now, star 
on Columbia’s L ight B lue team, under 
Coach Lou L ittle. And, for many 
years, they’d seen him doing a bril
liant job of quarterbacking the pro 
Bears to victory after victory over 
their own Giants.

W hat would he do now? How much 
had his years in the service—and the 
beatings he’d received all season— 
taken out of him?

Sid Luckman alone knew the 
answer to t h a t . . .  .and he wasn’t 
saying.

He hurt all over; in his nose, broken 
and re-broken earlier in the season; 
in his tired legs; in his chest, where 
a strong heart protested punishm ent; 
and in his cleat-marked, half-frozen  
hands. But, groggy and beaten, his 
face bruised and his uniform  torn 
and smeared, Sid Luckman had to 
keep going.

Back and forth the two great teams 
surged. It was more than a tie game 
now, more than a p layoff for a foot
ball championship. To Luckman it 
meant proving—to the stands and to 
him self—that he still had the stu ff, 
that he was still Mr. Quarterback.

The game moved into the fourth

period and the seconds ticked away 
w ith  the score still 14-14. The Giants 
held the ball now, thrusting w ith  des
perate strength at the Bear defenses. 
And, as desperately, the Bears held  
on.

F inally, L ivingston  punted out of 
bounds on Chicago’s 34-yard-line. Sid 
Luckman shook his head like a bull 
fee lin g  the picador’s lance.

“Come on, gang,” he pleaded. “L et’s 
m ove!”

One pass to George M cA fee and a 
second to Jim Keane ate up 24 pre
cious yards. Then Osmanski high- 
kneed his way to a first down on the 
Giants’ 34-yard-line.

Tim e for ancrther pass. Luckman 
took the ball from center, stepped  
back, spotted a receiver, and started  
to throw. The ball hadn’t le ft his 
hands when a w all of Giant tacklers 
surged upon him, crushing him to the 
ground. He lay there, aching in every  
bone, knowing the pass hadn’t been 
completed.

A w histle blew.
Slow ly the quarterback lifted  his 

tired body from the turf, his legs  
buckling beneath him.

The referee was penalizing the 
Giants 15 yards for unnecessary  
roughness. P ick ing up the ball, he 
placed it down on the G iants’ 19. Sid  
Luckman fe lt a strong arm go around 
him, help ing him up. i t  was Ken Kav- 
anaugh, grinning through a sm udge 
of blood and dirt.

“Thanks,” Luckman said. “T his is 
our break, Ken. L et’s g o !”

E W A S in the huddle now, his 
arms around the wide shoulders 

of his buddies. Slow ly, making up 
his mind, he looked intw their faces, 
one after another. H e’d been in a lot 
of huddles since those early days on 
the Erasmus squad. H e’d played with  
a lot of good boys. And, he realized  
now, as never before, how much he 
had gained strength from his team
mates. If his legs gavi_ way, theirs 
held him up. Their blocking protected  
him. their catches made his passes 
good.

W hen they were all out on the field
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together, it didn’t matter what a gu y’s 
religion or race was, or where he came 
from. W hy should it? They were all 
playing on the same team—playing  
to win.

“W hat’ll it be. Sid?”
He looked around from face to face.
“T h ey’re expecting a pass. Let's 

surprise them.”
Up in the radio booth, the announ

cer watched the play.
“Bears in the T. Luckman's calling  

the signals.
“He takes it from the center. He's 

giving it o ff to M cA free— No! No. 
he’s holding it him self. Luckman's 
spinning, cutting toward a hole, not 
much of a hole, in the G iants’ left 
side.

“H e’s going through! H e’s in the 
secondary now. running hard. But 
here come two Giants. T h ey’ve got 
him cornered. . . .  W r it : H e’s broken 
past them, stumbling, slipping, still 
on his feet. H e’s on the five, the two. 
the one—

"He's over! Sid Luckman's gone

-A

over, 19 yards for a touchdown!”
That wound up the game, 21-14, 

with only a few  moments to go.
Just before the final gun, the Bears 

added three points on a field  goal, to 
put the game on ice. But they didn’t 
need it. The veteran Sid Luckman, 
back from the wars, the man the w ise  
guys had predicted couldn’t possibly  
come back, had passed for one touch
down and scored another to win the 
1946 National Championship for the 
Chicago Bears !

Sid Luckman has now taken on a 
new assignment. A t the special re
quest of Coach Frank Leahy, he is 
drilling the Notre Dame team in 
T-Formation ball-handling and 
passing. A Jewish football star 
coaching at a great Catholic Col
lege! That's sports for you—and 
democracy.................................................

T H E E N D

BUY and HOLD  
UNITED STATES 

SAVINGS BONDS

k  *  k



It sounded a little too good 
to begin with, and after a 
while, Ban Martin began to 
regret accepting Rod's 
generous-seeming offer.

T H E  T IN Y  college of P ineville , 
in North Carolina, was noted  
for two things th is year, its  

two top-ranking tennis players. A  re
cord crowd had turned out for the 
finals of the school cham pionship  
playoffs, for the pair were both
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seniors, and this would be the natives’ 
last chance to see them in action.

From a seat in the top row of the 
small gallery a tall, red-faced man 
squinted down at the sw eating oppo
nents and observed to the man beside 
him, “I t’s amazing. It's little  short 
of amazing. One I could understand, 
but two top fligh t players buried , in 
a w histlestop school like th is— I don't 
get it.”

The other, who did not knew the 
big, expensively-clothed city man 
from Adam, observed somewhat huf
fily , “I t’s not so amazing, my friend. 
This is a tennis country.”

The big man sm iled covertly behind 
a gloved hand, and waved toward the 
court, w histling gen tly  as the tall, 
graceful one of the pair sent a rifling  
service ball past the net, e ffectively  
aceing his stum py, peppery little  
opponent.

“W hat’s the background on that 
Mutt and J e ff act down there? W hich  
of ’em won the school title  last year?”

“The tall one, Cameron. But Ban 
beat him in their Soph year."

“Ban?”
“Ban Martin. Short for ‘Bantam.’ ”
The tall man grinned. “Good name 

for that quick little  rascal. But he 
sure makes up for his lack of height 
w ith  plenty of g inger.” He fe ll silent 
a moment, w hile his shrewd eyes fo l
lowed the smaller man’s aggressive  
movements. He’s fast, he was 
thinking. He's a little tiger, by golly. 
He puts on a fine show. Who knov/s? 
Could be I can use him.

O W N  on the court, at that pre
cise moment, Ban Martin was 

doing his utm ost to block back a 
w histling service from the smashing 
racquet of Rod Cameron. It was set 
point now. If he dropped this one, it 
would be just about over, he knew, 
because sets were at 2-1, his favor, 
and there was not another set in his 
tired legs. Rod had been running him 
ragged w ith his sharp, angled place
ments, and Ban was exhausted.

He got his racquet in front of the 
tw isting high bounce that R od’s 
serve took to his backhand. He 
blocked it back, trying to give it 
height as it passed the net. Somehow

it foozled a bit. It was not high  
enough.

Rod came slashing in from his 
baseline, w ent up in a beautiful 
stretching leap, his eyes focused on 
the ball like those of a cat. He 
smashed. The ball sent up a fine spray 
of sand two yards to the right of 
where Ban stood w atching help less
ly. He saw the fu tility  of trying to 
block it and w ent quietly  over to the 
bench, for the final, brief recess.

“Looks like you w in this year, Rod,” 
he said sim ply, as they sat down to
gether. “You’ve run my legs ragged. 
D on’t see how I ’m even going to last 
for the final set much less stand any 
chance of w inning.”

Rod Cameron was blond, strik ingly  
handsome in a graceful, feline  
fashion. There was quiet confidence  
in his manner, and a negligence that 
came of an assured future, for his 
father was president of a huge paper 
m anufacturing concern, w ith a yearly  
income that to Ban w ould amount 
almost to a fortune. Rod was chuck
ling good-naturedly at him. “You won 
the first two years, Ban. So maybe I 
win the last two. B ut you’re making 
me work like the D ickens for this 
one. L ike a brick wall, trying to put 
a ball past you.”

Ban was silent. H e was in a mood, 
feeling  disgruntled at losing, even to 
a pal like Rod. L ike m ost short men, 
he made up for his lack of size w ith  
a scrappy nature.

Rod said slow ly, “Look, son, I been 
thinking — w hat’re your plans, now  
i t ’s all over?”

“H uh?” Ban looked over queerly, 
and ran a small, nervous hand through  
his unruly shock of flam ing red hair. 
“Plans? Shucks, don’t guess I ’ve got 
any. Look for a job like anyone else, 
I suppose. W hy, R od?”

“W ell, I was th inking: there’s the 
Larchwood Invitational M atches, and 
the Hovendon Cup, and—look, w hat’s 
to prevent us from taking a month's 
real vacation, before we put our noses 
to the grindstone? W e could work on 
our tennis, and try our luck in those 
two tournaments, and—”

Ban sm iled ruefully. “T hat’s for the  
id le rich, son. Me, I ’ve got to work  
for a liv ing .” Ban had worked his wav
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through P in eville , except for a scant 
hundred or two each year that his 
dad had provided. It w as a fine dream, 
what Rod suggested . B ut for Ban, it 
was just out of the question.

In four years o f  alm ost constant 
association, out on the courts, Rod 
had learned to read him  like a book, 
Ban thought. Rod’s answer showed it.

“T hat’s the point, son. I ’d be darn 
glad to take care of any expenses. 
W ouldn’t be much, just for one 
month. And besides, i t ’d be worth it 
to me. I mean, the w orkouts together, 
and— ”

“Uh-unh,” Ban shook his red head 
firm ly. “Thanks, pal. B ut that’s out.”

IN T H E IR  four years at college, 
Ban had several tim es been forced  

to  turn down the large-handed R od’s 
offers of help, when his finances had 
become a bit too involved for com fort. 
Ban didn’t have the fam ily back
ground his more fortunate pal had, 
but he did have h is pride. A nd he 
intended to keep it.

“Ah, there you go again,” Rod said  
chid ingly . “G etting crusty. I f  you ’d 
really look at the proposition w ithout 
prejudice, you’d see there’s nothing  
w rong w ith  it. I need som ebody to 
practice w ith , Ban, and no dubs, 
either. Y ou’re m y only real hope, and 
the thing is :  I ’ve never played in a 
tournament w ithout you, not since  
before college. W e’re good for each 
other. You make me work, when I 
start getting  lazy out there. A nd I 
tone down your pepper, when you  
start to run yourself ragged.”

“Yeah, maybe, but— ”
“A nother th ing ,” Rod put in craft

ily , “it ’d be another chance to find  
out w hich of us is really  the better 
player. I f  I cop th is last set, w e’ll be 
even up, on the annual titles. So—” 

Ban alw ays had been a sucker for 
a dare or a challenge. H e said, grin
ning, “You’re a fast talker, aren’t 
you? Look, I got my own ideas about 
th is last set, see? You w in  it, and 
maybe I ’ll  have another answer for 
you, on that proposition.”

Rod chuckled and laid a friendly  
hand on his shoulder. “T hat,” he an
nounced, “sounds more like you.”

Ban played like a madman in that

final match set. Rod was cool. H is  
long legs carried him about the court 
w ith  a minimum of effort, and he had 
not taxed h im self nearly as m uch, to
day, as Ban had.

It was oppressively  hot, and Ban  
was exhausted. H e stayed w ith  the 
taller, more graceful man up to a 
score of 3-3 in games. And then, ab
ruptly, h is energy folded. H e w ent 
apart at the seams, litera lly . Rod  
slammed through him  for the final 
three games, to w in at 6-3.

T hey shook hands across the net, 
and the first th ing Rod said was, 
“W ell, I ’ve won it. So how about 
that little  proposition?”

“I t ’s a deal,” Ban said soberly. 
A fter all, he had practically prom ised. 
H e hated accepting favors, even from  
a sw ell guy  like Rod. B ut after all, he 
supposed Rod did need him. Maybe it 
was he who was really doing the  
favor.

And it w ould be fun, he thought, 
now that co llege was fin ished , and he 
could devote a ll his attention  to ten 
nis, to find out once and for all 
w hether he or Rod was the better  
player.

HA L F W A Y  to the fie ld  house 
they w ere accosted by a tall, ex 

pensively-dressed, florid  man, who  
looked, Ban thought, u tterly  out of 
place on the P in ev ille  campus.

“M ind if  I introduce m yself, 
fe llow s?” the ta ll man said, extending  
a big hand in R od’s direction. “I ’m—” 

“Carter,” Rod put in g lib ly . “Saul 
Carter. Glad to know you. I saw you  
up at Skytop Lodge, tw o summers 
ago, when T ilden  was p laying an ex 
hibition. T hought I recognized you  
up there in the top row today. W hat 
brings you down to P in ev ille? ”

The older man sm iled, show ing  
even w hite teeth. “B usiness. W hat 
brings a man in m y line anywhere, 
son? I heard about a couple of hot 
tennis players.”

Rod sent a-side glance at Ban. “Mr. 
Carter’s a tennis promoter, Ban. He 
used to have a pro troupe, w ith  Corda, 
and La Costa, and—”

“S till do, young fe llo w ,” laughed  
the promoter. “Lay o ff  that ‘used to.’ ” 

“Sorry.” R od’s face turned crimson.
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Ban shifted his feet, and asked the 
question that had been needling him  
since he’d heard the promoter’s name. 
“You—uh—you came down here to 
look us over, Mr. Carter? I mean— 
you were thinking of hiring one of 
us. to play the pro gam e?”

“W ell,” Carter hedged, “it was just 
a case of looking, this trip. I ’m always 
interested in the good young players. 
Have t’be. in my line of business. You 
boys are fine, fine, considering you’ve 
been practically buried down here. A 
year or two more, to take o ff the 
rough edges, and I m ight very w ell 
want to hire one of you.” He turned, 
just then, caught sight of an acquaint
ance in the crowd m illing out of the 
grandstand, and said quickly, “Scuse 
me, fellow s. Gotta see a fellow . Glad 
to'vc met you.” He was gone abruptly.

Ban watched Rod’s face, and saw an 
expression of yearning cross the 
blond, handsome features, as Rod 
follow ed the promoter’s retreating 
figure w ith  his eyes. Ban suddenly  
realized som ething that he hadn’t 
until this moment suspected. H is tall 
friend would give his right arm for 
a chance to make the grade in pro 
tennis.

W hy not, after all? Rod had always 
had an easy existence. He was a total 
stranger to work, and no doubt his 
heart shrivelled at the prospect of 
settling down to an 8 to 5 routine 
in his dad’s paper business. But pro 
tennis! That would be play for Rod. 
R ight down his alley. And best of 
all, a darn’ good living, and a chance 
to indulge the social side of his 
nature.

Ban said gently, “Yeah, I agree 
with you. It’d be a nice racket. Kinda 
like it m yself, for that m atter.”

“W h—huh?” Rod looked surprised. 
He hadn’t known Ban was reading 
his thoughts.

Ban said, “Carter was hedging. He 
didn’t come all the way down here 
for his health. H e’d’ve made one of us 
an offer, if  w e’d looked right to him. 
I dunno, Rod. I feel kind of cheated. 
I mean— if you knew he was up there, 
you could’ve m entioned it to m e.”

“I wasn’t sure it was Carter, Ban. 
A fter all, it’s years since I saw him .” 

“Okay,” Ban said. But somehow.

R od’s answer was still not entirely  
satisfactory, the way he looked at it.

W hy'had Rod come up so suddenly  
with that proposition for Larchwood 
and the Hovendon, in the rest period 
before the final set of a tough match? 
T hat’s a funny time to be getting  
brainstorms, Ban thought. U nless, of 
course, you’ve just happened to look 
up in the grandstand, and recognized  
somebody like Carter. Sure, five 
thousand buck jobs don’t come easy. 
Carter would be sure to take a good 
look, before he bought. And Rod was 
smart enough to be ready for him. 
Ready to w in im pressively at Larch- 
wood and Hovendon. But of course, 
he needed Ban to help get him self 
ready.

Oh, he was slick, Rod was. Ban 
hated to believe that those were Rod’s 
m otives. But it did all add up.

For two cents, he’d back out, right 
now, and let Rod figh t his own bat
tles. But he’d already made that de
cision. He had never liked welchers. 
And besides, a sm all insistent voice  
prodded w ithin him, Rod didn’t have 
to be the w inner at Larchwood.

BU T  it turned out d ifferently  than 
he’d expected, down there. 

Som ething went haywire w ith  Ban’s 
game. He couldn’t explain it. He 
tried. He scampered around that court 
like a rabbit, b locking R od’s place
ments, pouring h is heart out on the 
court for all to see. It was no good. 
Slow ly, inexorably, Rod’s smoother, 
more graceful play piled the score up 
against him.

W hat made the lopsided game the 
more surprising was the fact that 
both Ban and Rod had sw ept through  
all opposition to the finals w ithout 
any apparent trouble. The pair were 
the two top men of this meet, and 
it just didn’t make sense for Rod 
to have such an edge over Ban.

The first set went to the taller 
man at 6-2. He copped the second at 
6-3.

Now they were in the third; it 
had gone to 3-0 in games, Rod’s favor. 
Ban was serving. H e flipped the ball 
up, sent a hopping ball over the net. 
It dipped down sharply, and bounced 
to Rod’s backhand. The tall man
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blocked it back to Ban’s baseline. Ban 
ran over and smashed w ith his fore
hand. It was a w hizzing low  drive, 
over near Rod's right alley.

The tall man bounced in w ith  three 
long strides, sent a sharply angled  
ball across court, out of B an’s reach.

The um pire’s voice announced in 
booming inflections, “Game for Mr. 
Cameron. He leads at four-love in the 
third set. Mr. Cameron’s service.”

Ban scow led as he took his place 
to receive from Rod. T his was the 
rottenest tennis he’d ever played in 
his life ;  he knew it. But he was 
powerless to analyse the d ifficu lty . 
H is drives stayed in. He was not 
double-faulting. He was steady  
enough. But Rod seem ed to be 
making all the best placem ents.

Rod flipped a ball h igh above him, 
and sent his hard, high-hopping serve 
arcing over the net. Ban had to chop 
it back, w ith an overhand m otion. It 
skidded at midcourt. Rod took it on 
the rise and drove hard to Ban’s 
backhand. Ban blocked in a low  lob. 
Rod rushed up, leaped high, and 
smashed it down at an angle for an 
unreturnable k ill shot.

“F ifteen-love,” the umpire intoned  
from atop his high wooden stand.

Ban played autom atically, in stinct
ively . H e had wanted so much to w in  
today. Carter was not here in person, 
but the man follow ed tennis closely. 
H e’d be certain to read an account of 
the match in the papers. And when  
Carter read of the lick ing  Rod was 
adm inistering to Ban, he’d either  
hire Rod on the strength of that, or 
he’d make dead sure of him at the 
H ovendon Cup M atches, two weeks 
hence.

Ban knew Carter meant business, 
or the man w ould never have jour
neyed all the way down to P ineville  
in the first place.

Another hard service ball bulleted  
down into court and bounced sw iftly  
toward him. He chopped it deep, then  
slid  over to the center of his own  
baseline. H e had to stop this rout 
somehow. Rod drove to his backhand. 
Ban lobbed deep again and w ent to 
the net.

Rod was too clever for him. The  
big man drove one along the edge

of the alley. Ban raced over and tried 
to reach it for a fu ll-vo lley , but just 
m issed getting  his strings in back of 
the ball by a fraction.

He was getting  burned up. For that 
matter, the whole tour w ith  Rod was 
getting  under h is skin more and more, 
w ith  each day that passed. It went 
against his Puritan grain, somehow, 
eating three hotel meals daily, sleep
ing in a fine big hotel bedroom, and 
then having to watch another man 
foot the expensive b ills that were en
tailed by such luxurious living.

Rod told him  again and again that 
he was s illy  to feel that way about 
it. B ut Ban was not convinced. He 
had too much stiff-backed pride, he 
supposed. No matter how often  Rod 
in sisted  that he, Ban, was doing the 
real favor for Rod, it kept grow ing  
on Ban that he was in R od’s hire-. 
He did not feel independent. He was 
sim ply not his own man, and that 
thought preyed upon him.

These thoughts plagued him  
throughout the match. H e couldn’t 
seem to keep his mind on the play. 
A fter an interm inable period of 
time, he awoke from a half-daze to 
hear the umpire intoning flatly .

“F orty-fifteen , Mr. Cameron's 
favor. Games are at 5-0, for Mr. Cam
eron. Game, set, and match, point. 
Serve please.”

TH E R E  was a rustle of programs, 
and a sharp stir of excitem ent 
in  the crowded grandstand. So th is  

was match point, Ban thought dizzily . 
He set h im self grim ly on widespread  
legs, and watched R od’s service ball 
leap the net and dip down sharply  
toward him.

H e blocked it deep. Rod drove to 
his forehand. Ban smashed it  back 
sharply, on an angle, and watched  
gloom ily  as it curved in the sligh t  
breeze. It slid  over into out-of-bounds 
territory, into the alley. Game for 
Rod, and the match was all over. H e’d 
gone down, Ban realized d isgustedly, 
in  straight sets.

H e w ent to the net for the duty  
shake w ith  Rod. Rod stared queerly at 
him. “Suffering  catfish, Ban. W hat 
was it today? W here’d you park all 
your usual pepper?”
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“I dunno,” Ban said drearily. “You 
were hot, pal. Just too much so for 
me, I suppose.”

But Rod’s words set him to think
ing. He'd thought he was going all 
the way out to win. But to Rod it 
had seemed he lacked pepper. He 
wondered about that, and was at a 
loss to explain it.

Rod said sm oothly, “Look, it’s been 
a pretty tough grind. W e'll relax 
tonight. W e’ll get around a couple 
of half pound steaks, and—”

“A w ,” Ban protested, “you oughta 
go easier. Rod. You’re spending too 
darn much m oney on me. I ’m not 
that valuable to you. A couple of 
pork chops’d do me.”

“You’re proud,” Rod chided. “Lord, 
but you’re proud. Now come on. And 
quit g iv in’ me trouble.”

“B ut w e don’t have to live like 
a couple of princes.”

“Look, son, it ’s my m oney,” Rod 
started.

"That,” said Ban, squirming, “is 
m y point, exactly .”

Rod stared at him for a long  
moment. “You figure you’re not 
earning your keep. Is that it? ”

“It’s close,” Ban conceded glum ly. 
“Forget it,” Rod told him. “Look, 

tw o’ll get you five we hear from  
Carter before tomorrow morning. 
H e’s pretty sure to have kept an eye 
on us. I f  I wind up w ith a job on his 
pro troupe, I ’ll be paid back for any 
few  paltry bucks your coming along’s 
cost me. R ight?” He was very smooth, 
very persuasive.

“We-e-11. . . . ”
“Now quit stew ing about it,” Rod 

said perem ptorily. "C’m ’ on. L et’s 
clean up for supper.”

Stew ing about it. The phrase echoed 
again and again in B an’s buzzing  
head. He had been stew ing about his 
strange relationship w ith  Rod, ever 
since they’d motored down here from  
P ineville. H e’d fe lt ‘kept.’ That was 
the thing. And Rod said h e’d lacked 
pepper out there. Sure. It was get
ting clearer now.

U nconsciously, or subconsciously, 
anyway somehow, he had let a strong  
sense of gratitude, of duty to the 
man who was footing his bills, a ffect  
his playing. He couldn’t decently

bite the hand that fed him, no more 
than a dog could. And w ithout real
izing why, or even what was going  
on, he’d slacked o ff out there today  
and handed the match to Rod on a 
silver platter.

He must have been blind not to see 
it before, he thought weirdly. It was 
a screwy setup, though. He wondered  
how it was going to affect him down  
at the H ovendon Cup Matches. 
W ould Rod pin his ears back again, 
make a fool of him?

W ell, after all, what did it matter, 
really? He was along for the ride, 
actually. That pro job w ith  Carter, 
if it fin a lly  jelled , was earmarked for  
Rod. Ban didn’t have a Chinaman's 
chance for it.

But som ething happened in the  
room that night that threw an entirely  
new com plexion on the matter. T hey  
had a long-distance phone call from  
the promotor.

Rod took it, spoke b riefly  w ith  
Carter, then handed the phone to  
Ban. There was a queer look on h is  
face as he said, “H e’s asked to talk  
to you, son.”

Ban picked the phone up, com
p letely  m ystified , and said, “H ullo, 
Mr. Carter.”

“That you, Martin. A ll right, now  
listen. I ’ve got to talk pretty fast, 
see? I understand you took quite a 
drubbing today from your friend  
Cameron. D on’t get too down in the 
mouth about it. E very athlete has h is  
bad days.”

Ban’s head was spinning. “Y-yes, 
sir,” he mumbled.

“I ’ll be honest, Martin. I ’m inter
ested in you. Y ou’ve got natural color. 
You showed a lot of zip  when I 
caught you at P ineville , and that’s 
what pays o ff in the pro game. 
T here’s just a chance I ’ll have a spot 
open in the troupe this summer, and 
if  you look better in the H ovendon  
Cup M atches, I may have a contract. 
That is, if  you’d be interested.”

“Interested!” Ban exploded the 
word. “You bet, Mr. Carter!”

“A ll right, then. Stay in shape, and 
I ’ll be down there to see you again 
in action. I t’s going to be either you  
or Cameron, but to be quite frank  

(t’ontlnnod On Faare 80)
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l y  doM gfited, I m ay  r e tu r n  th e m  in U> d a y s  fo r  
I m m e d ia te  re fu n d .

Name .............................. ........................ .
A d c Jr* »  ......................................................................................................

C ity  ..................................  Zona . . . . . .  State .................... ..

Inclot*  $2.?5 and w t  pay postage.
3 ra tt i» r« Sir* .........................  Tea Ro»« or Whit*

, SPO R T S F IC T IO N
j (C o n tiu a e d  F ro m  P a g e  78)

j about it, I ’d much rather have you. 
! The troupe needs your color.”
| He hung up abruptly. Ban stared at 
j Rod as he put the phone down. Rod 
j said eagerly, “W hat’s up? W hat did 
1 he say, B an?’’
j Ban was all m ixed up. He didn’t 
: have the heart to sp ill it all to Rod. 
i He just said, “I t ’s going to be either 
f you or me, Rod. Depends on the 
; Hovendon. Gosh, I never thought 

our little  vacation would end up this 
way. Seems rotten, somehow, I mean 
—w e’re both trying for the same job, 
and you paying m y—”

; “Forget that part of it, Ban,” Rod 
; said sternly. There was an odd ligh t 
; in his eyes and his handsome face 
] was tw isted in a thin sm ile, as if  he 
J wasn’t particularly worried about the 
j outcome in the H ovendon m eeting.

HE N E E D N ’T have been, really, 
Ban realized, after the first two 

’ sets of their finals match down there, 
i There was a large, gaily-dressed  
j crowd in the grandstand to spur him, 
j and the thought of that pro job w ith  
i Carter was in itse lf  a tremendous 
’ incentive, but still Ban didn’t have 
i what it took to give Rod any real 

trouble.
It was the same trouble he’d en

countered at Larchwood. O nly more 
so. H e just couldn’t seem  to go all the 
way out, try as he m ight. T here was 
a sub-conscious governor on him, ap
parently, a small inner voice that kept 
rem inding his conscience, “You’ve 
got no right to steal that job from  
him. H e’s paid your way up here. You 
would never have even thought of 
coming down here, on your own 

I hook.”
j And so. he still lacked that nec

essary drive. Once in a w hile, he 
i glanced up to the grandstand, where 
| Saul Carter sat shrewdly, inscrutably  
I w atching. A t such times, he played  

hard and sk illfu lly . It helped him  
annex the first set. at 6-4. B ut Rod 
always had been a slow  starter. He 

| came back strongly to cop the second  
set at 6-3.

; And now they were in the third 
j set, with Rod out in front at 5-3, and 
j another game veering dangerously  
j his way.
] ( ( ‘nnilovefl On Fasre 8£)80



M a l l  t h e  c o n v e n i e n t  c o u 
p o n  n o w .  S e n d  only $1.00 
(or C.O.D. plus postage). 
It's really a remarkable 
value and sold on a 
money back guarantee.

Reprints of Regular $2.00 Books
at the special value of 
4 for only $ J; .0 0

SIX TIMES A BRIDE by Perry Lindsay
A n n e  T ra cy  h a d  n o  m o re  th a n  a sp e a k in g  a c q u a in ta n c e  w ith  
l i f e  w h en  S u s ie -B e l le  M a ste r s , p ersu a d ed  A n n e  to  a cco m p a n y  
h er  to  M ia m i. S h o r tly  a fte r  arr iv a l, S u s ie -B e l le  to o k  u n to  h er 
se lf  h er  s ix th  h u sb a n d , th e  fa b u lo u s ly  w e a lth y  N ic k  H a rk n ess . 
N ic k y  w a s p erso n a b le  a s w e ll as r ich , a n d  l iv in g  in  th e  sa m e  
h o u se  w ith  h im  w a s n o t  c a lc u la te d  to  le s se n  th e  a ttr a c tio n  
sh e  f e l t  . . .

PAST SIN by Eliot Brewster
A fte r  tw o  or  th r e e  w re tch ed  lo v e  a ffa irs , A n n  C a rey  w a s  o n  
th e  v e r g e  of a  n erv o u s  b rea k d o w n . S h e  d id n ’t  e v e n  care  en o u g h  
to  r e fu se  w h e n  T a d  N e v il ,  w h o  w a n ted  to  b e  rid  o f  h er, g a v e  
h er  m o n e y  t o  le a v e  to w n . P la n e v i l le  o ffered  a m ea su re  o f  q u ie t ,  
so  A n n  s e tt le d  th e re . O n ce  m o re  th e  to w n ’s m en  on  th e  prow l,' 
s u g g e s te d  th a t  th e y  m ig h t  a ssu a g e  h er  lo n e lin e ss , b u t  A n n  h a d  
b een  b it te n  b y  w o lv e s  b e fo re  a n d  w a s w ary . T h e n  a t  la s t  sh e  
m e t  a m a n  w h o se  in te n t io n s  w ere  h o n o ra b le . T h e  fu tu r e  a p 
p ea red  rosy  —  w h en  o u t  o f  th e  b lu e  a n d  h er  p a s t  ca m e  Xad> 
rea d y  to  ta k e  u p  w h ere  h e  h a d  le f t  off.

LOVE ON THE RUN by Gail Jordan
C a rey  W in s to n  to ld  h erse lf  sh e  w o u ld  rem a in  a  ca reer  g ir t  
w ith o u t  e m o tio n a l in v o lv e m e n ts . T h a t , o f  co u rse , w a s b e fo re  
R a n d y  F o s te r  w a lk ed  in to  h er  l ife . H e  s w e p t  a s id e  a ll h er  
d e fe n se s  th a t  first n ig h t  an d  m a rried  her w ith in  a w eek . T h e n  
R a n d y  w as c a lle d  to  fo re ig n  se r v ic e  an d  C a rey  w a s l e f t  a lo n e  
a n d  w ith  t im e  on  her h an d s. F o r  a y o u n g  b r id e  w h o  h a d  
lea rn ed  lo v e ’s u lt im a te  m e a n in g  so  r e c e n t ly , w a it in g  for h er  
h u sb a n d ’s retu rn  w a s n o t  ea sy . A n d  C a rey  fo u n d  h erse lf  r e 
sp o n d in g  to  th e  su b t le  a p p e a l o f  m e n  w h o  c a lle d  th e m s e lv e s  
fr ien d s a lm o st  w ith o u t  r ea liz in g  it .

MEN ARE MOLEHILLS by Ruth S. Livingston
J a n e t  H a m m o n d  is  lo o k in g  for a n  id ea l lo v e  m a tch . S h e  b e 
c o m e s  en g a g ed  to  M a y n e  S ch u y ler , m a rr ies A le c  B e n n e t t  an d  
th e n  B e v e r ly  E ld r id g e , b u t in  a ll a t te m p ts  sh e  h as fa ile d  to  
find  a s a t is fa c to r y  m a te . A lo n e  a g a in  sh e  lo o k s b a ck  o v er  h er  
th r ee  ro m a n ces  a n d  se e s  w h ere  sh e  a lso  h as fa ile d  to  m e e t  th e  
te s t . F o r  th e  fu tu re , s h e  d e te r m in e s  o n  a  n ew  program .

T h e s e  fou r  b o o k s  
a re  so  th r illin g  th a t  
t h e  p u b l i c  m a d e  
th e m  “ b e s t - s e lle r s ” 
a t  $ 2 .0 0  ea ch . E a c h  
o n e  is  p a ck ed  w ith  
r o m a n c e ,  p a s s io n  
a n d  t h r i l l s .  E a c h  
b o o k  is  c o m p le te  
a n d  b o u n d  se p a r 
a te ly . N o t  o n e  w ord  
l e f t  o u t. H o u rs  o f  
e x c it in g  rea d in g !

KNICKERBOCKER RUB. CO. Dept. 41
120 Greenwich St., New York 6, N. Y.
Please RUSH the 4 Reprint Novels for only 
$1.00. If they are not as thrilling and exciting 
as you say I can return for full refund.

□  I enclose $1.00. Send postpaid.
0  Send C.O.D. $1.00 plus postage.

Name ......................................................................
■ Address ....................................................................
s
p City & zone..................................State...................
■ Note: No C.O.D. shipments to Canada or 
^Foreign Countries.Please send payment with order.
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P I L E S
Let us tell you of a mild, pain-
lees, lo w  c o s t  h om e tr e a tm e n t  p e r fe c te d  
b y  D r. O. A . J o h n so n , fo r  28 y e a r s  b ead  
p h y s ic ia n  o f  o n e  o f  1  m er le s ’*Finest Rec
tal Clinics w h e r e  th ou san d *  o f  c a se s  h a r e  

been  s a e c e s s fa ily  treated. W r ite  to d a y  fo r  F ree  
T r ia l O ffer. N o  o b lig a tio n . A d d ress  JOHNSON 
RECTAL CLINIC* Desk 612 Kansas City, Mo.

IW M M E L$ 1 0 0  C A S H  EVERY M O N T H  fo r  bast song p laced  
wr»H v*. H o lly w o o d  c o m pa s a rt w r it#  m o lo d y  
W IT H O U T  C H A R G E. Lo ad sh**t* and  r .c o rd *  fu r -  
n ith a d . Sand long m a la ria l T O D A Y  fo r  FREE EX
A M IN A T IO N . Y o u  m a y  w in  $ 1 0 0 . W rit #  fo r do to il».

Cinema Son* Co., Dept. N-28 Box 870, Bar. H iB * m T

BEAT ANY DICE GAM E
Hare go ld  In y o n r  p o c k e t  . . . W h en  th e r e ’s 
®,” 1er  ln  J o u r  h a ir . S en d  m e  a  S ta m p ed  S e lf -  
A d d ressed  I in y e lo p e  and  I w ill  te ll  y o u  t h in g s  
a o o n t  D IC E  yo n  n e y e r  k n e w . S O  P O S T A L  
C A R D S  A N S W E R E D .

P r in t  N a m e  a n d  A d d ress P la in ly .
J. F. STEWART box  s u , Ho u s t o n , t ix a s

/ M U D E L S  C a r p e n t e r s  
a n d  B u i l d e r s  G u i d e s  

[4 v o l s . * 6
,  Trod* fafarautl**

f .r  Carpenter., BuiWtra, JcJ».
KuiWtlnc Mechanic* m 4 all Woodworker*. Tk

C umJ*. air# you the iXortHut 
inTirutUont that you went— 
Inrludirv* new method*. W»*«, 
•otntloa*, plan*, ayetema a n d  
money *»vtn* aui.eatlone. An 
**»y pro/ir***]r* «our*e lor tha 
a p p re n tic e  a rid  S tu d e n t.  A
J*"*’)**1, ,  kelper andQuick B*f*#«n«o forts* m uier  
hrotkar. C a rp en te r*  •v e ry . 
» b e r*  a r*  waiD* i h „ «  G o d * *  

• Helpin* Hand to Cunr 
/  Week. #*M«r Wf'ik and Bet.

Ur Pay. To n t  thla *»***>. 
v anew for your**lf. slmplr nil

, Inside Trade Inform etion Otu
H o w  to u m  tKa et««1  s q u a t * — H o w  to file a n d  H i  
« » • - H o w  t o  b u ild  fu rn itu re— H o w  t o  two *  
tn ltr*  box— H o w  to  us* th e  ch a lk  lin o — H o w  to  use  
f u l «  a n d  sca le s— H o w  1 0  m ak e jo in t*— C arpantera  
a r ith m e tic — B otv in *  m en su ration  problem *—:E e-  
tim a tin *  s tren g th  o f  tim b ers— H o w  to  a«t girder*
• o d  H o w  to  fram e hou»*s and  roof*— H o w  to  
•M im e?e costa— H o w  t o  bu ild  h ou se* , b t m i ,  gar
age* . bungalow *, a te .— H o w  t o  read and  draw  
p lan s— D ra w in g  u p  specification*— H ow  to  ex 
c a v a te — H ow  to u se eettin g a  12. 13 And 17 on  tfca 
a tee l equara— H o w  t o  bu ild  hoieta a nd  scaffold*—
• k y l ig h u — H o w  t o  b u ild  atair*— H ow  to  p u t  o n  
in ter io r  tr im — H o w  to  hang door*— H ow  to  l a t h -  
la y  floor*— H o w  to  p a in t

THCO. AUDEL A  CO ., 49 W. 23rd SU , N .w  Y erk  C ity
Mall Aud*lt C»r p*at»r» ard Builder* Guide*. 4 vol»„ «n 7 dare* I  re* Iriat If o r  

w j  ^  « * * « * " 1 - « — *

Ham*.

A if f* * * .,,.  

©*5V»*UoB.

Rmptoyad by H A M

S P O R T S  F I C T I O N
(C o n tin u ed  F r o m  P a g e  80)

R o d  w a s  s e r v in g . H is  b a ll z ip p e d  
p e r i lo u s ly  c lo s e  to  th e  to p  cord  o f  th e  
n e t , d ip p ed  d o w n  in to  c o u r t  and  
b o u n ce d  h ig h  to  w h e r e  B a n  s to o d  
w a it in g , o n  h is  o w n  b a se lin e .

H e  ch o p p e d  b ack  to  R o d . R od  
d rove  a h ard  on e. B a n  w e n t  in , tr ie d  
to  f u l l -v o l l e y  th e  b a ll fro m  m id c o u r t,  
an d  f lu b b e d  i t  in to  h is  o w n  r ig h t  a lle y ,  
a w o o d  sh o t.

“ M r. C am eron ’s a d v a n ta g e ,” th e  
u m p ire  sa id , fro m  h is  h ig h  w o o d e n  
sta n d . “ S e t  p o in t  c o m in g  u p .”

R o d  w a s  h o t. H e  had  lo o k ed  
w o rr ied  w h e n  h e ’d d ro p p ed  th e  f ir s t  
se t . B u t  n o w  h is  b ig  h a n d so m e fram e  
ex u d e d  c o n f id e n c e . H e  f lu n g  th e  
b a ll h ig h  o v er  h is  h ea d  an d  s la m m ed  
a v ic io u s  se r v e  ov er  to w a rd  B a n .

I t  w a s  ju s t  to o  b la z in g  h o t fo r  
B a n  to  h a n d le . H e  tr ie d  to  b lo c k  it  
b ack  s a fe ly .  B u t  s id e s p in  on  th e  
b a ll d e f le c te d  i t  o f f  h is  ra cq u et  
s t r in g s  at an  a n g le . I t  f o o z le d  in to  th e  
n e t.

2-1, that made it. The two sets for 
Rod. I f  he won this next one, it w ould  
be best out of five, and the match 
w ould be over.

B a n  se n t  a w e a r y  g la n c e  u p  a t  
S a u l C a rter’s  se a t  as h e  m o v ed  p a st  
th e  n e t , c h a n g in g  co u r ts . T h e  p ro 
m o te r  w in k e d  b ro a d ly , an d  cu p p ed  
h is  h a n d s to  h im , as i f  to  sa y , “ S ta y  
in  th e re  f ig h t in g .  I ’m  p u ll in g  fo r  
y o u .”

B a n  d id n ’t q u ite  u n d er sta n d  it. 
W h y  sh o u ld  th e  p ro m o ter  b e so  
s tr o n g  fo r  him, w h e n  R o d  w a s  so  ob 
v io u s ly  th e  b e tte r  p la y er ?  J u s t  th e  
m ere  fa c t  th a t  B a n  had  m o re  ‘c o lo r ’ 
co u ld  h a rd ly  e x p la in  it. O r co u ld  it?  
B a n  w o n d er ed .

W e l l ,  C arter  m u st k n o w  h is  b u s i
n e ss . A n d  th e  s ig n s  o f  fr ie n d s h ip  
from  th e  o ld e r  m an  sp u rred  B a n ’s 
s p ir i t s  a l i t t le .  H e  se rv e d  fo r  th e  
s ta r t  o f  th e  n e w  se t, d e ter m in ed  n o t  
to  g iv e  up  a n y  p o in ts  w ith o u t  a s tr u g 
g le . H e  d id n ’t r e a lly  o w e  R o d  a n y 
th in g . I f  h e  co u ld  o n ly  c o n v in c e  h is  
c o n sc ie n c e  o f  it , an d  p la y  a g a in  w ith  
h is  o ld  ab and on .

H is  f ir s t  se r v e  w a s  in . R o d  b lo ck ed  
w e a k ly  to  th e  n e t . B a n  raced  in  and  
k ille d  i t  n e a t ly  a lo n g  th e  s id e l in e .

H e  p la y ed  a g g r e s s iv e  e x p lo s iv e  t e n 
n is , th e re  fo r  a w h ile . T h e  w a y  h e w a s  

(Oontinned On Page 81)82



There is an old saying that "Experience is the best teacher." 
Here lovers are given the opportunity to learn many 

proven successful ways to find and hold a mate. In 
each one of these amazing titles, confidential in

formation is imparted to you. Technique is dis
cussed. You quickly learn how to win and 

how to avoid heartbreaking mistakes. More 
astounding is the fact that these necessi

ties of a happy life can be yours for 
so little. Don’t trust your future 

happiness to luck . . . help 
your own des t i ny  by 

placing your order to
day . . . look for

ward to tomor
row without.

ALL 3 
BOOKS 
O N LY $1
Th e  price of each of the 
above books is an amazing 
bargain at 50c a copy. Order all 3 and enjoy stil! a further 
paving, m aking one book free be
cause the entire set of 3 costs you 
v a l -y 51-00.

.a sorrow.
!\

Much ha* btMJ la id  
on thU iM ic a t o  s u b 
l e t .  y e t  I t  i s  a  know n  
■fact th a t  k is s in g  is  
a n  a r t .  M o v ie s  and  

•the s ta g e  d e v o te  h ou rs  
:o  p e r fe c t in g  th e  e x 

a c t  k is s  t o  p ortray  t h e  
p ro p er  e m o tio n  f o r  
o n e  sc e n e -  . .  . y e t ,  
th a t  em o tio n  m u st  
co n v ey  i t s e l f  t o  th e  
a  u d  1 e  n  c  e>. C orrect
k i s s i n g  e x p r e s s e s  h o n -  

(m i  a t tr a c t iv e n e s s  a n d  
t s  an  e x p r e s s io n  o f  
a p p r e c ia t io n .  T o 'r f la s -> 
t e r  th is  art Is to  e n 
joy  l i f e .  T h e r e  are  
m a n y  v a r ia t io n s  and  
t h i s  fra n k  b o o k . ' T h e  
A r t  of K i s s in g ,"  e x 
plains a n d  
d isc u sse s  23  
k i n d s  o f  
k t s ie s .  O n ly 5 0 s

• T t i u f c  l o v e
C U I D K "  I s  an  u n 
u su a l b o o k , te a c h in g  
you  how  to  w o o , w in  

•and h o ld  lo v e  .  . . 
m a r r ia g e  p r o b l e m s  
a r e  a n sw ered  and  
s o lv e d  I n  e a s y - io -u n -  

. . d e r a t a n d  la n g u a g e .  
.A l l  h a s  b e e n  s c ie n 
t i f ic a l ly  to ld  b y  th o se  
w h o  k n o w  an d  w h o  
a r e-. e x p e r ie n c e d  o n  
t h i s  s u b j e c t -  T h e  
p la n n in g  o f  y o u r  f u 
tu r e  h a p p in e s s  m a y  
b e  fo u n d  I n ' t n e s e  i n 
t e r e s t in g  p a g e s  .  . . 
t o l d  w ith o u t  h id in g  
a n y  o f  th e  t h in g s  y o u  
sh o u ld  k n ow . I t  i s  n o r  
a n o v e l, b u t  a  g u id e  
fo r  t h e  h a p p in e s s  
y o u  d e s e r v e  f r o m  
lo v e .  S e n d  
f o r  y o u r  
c o p y  today. I | I I A  

Only t f l l w

U n d e r s ta n d  t h e  m o d 
e m  w a y  o f  w r it in g  
th e  lo v e  le t t e r s  yo u r  
l o v e d  o n e*  - e x 
p e c ts  t o  re c e iv e . T h is , 
u n d e r s ta n d in g  b o o k  
g iv e s  you  47 a c tu a l  
model le t t e r s  on  lov« , 
courtship a n d  . m a r 
r ia g e .  A ll  s i tu a t io n s  
a r e  I n t e l l ig e n t ly  a n d  
e f fe c t iv e ly  d e a l t  w i i h , ( 
w h ic h  .a r e  a p a r t  of 
y o u r  co r r e sp o n d e n c e .'  
Y o u  w i l l  a l s o  fin d  
p oem s a n d  th o u g h ts  
o f  lo v e  w h ic h  a re  very  
h e lp fu l  t o  q u o te  u n 
d e r  t h e  proper- c i r 
cu m sta n c e . Y ou  w i l l  
c o n s id e r  t h is  book  u 
p r ic e le s s  a i d - t o  wtU --  
In g  th e  lo v e  
le t t e r s  y o u  
desire.

Only

W e a r e  c o n f id e n t t h a t  you w ill co n s id e r  y o n r- 
st*lf lu c k y  to  h a v e  re a d  th is  a d v e rt is e m e n t, a n d  
w ill be unw illin g  to  p a r t  w ith  .your cop ies a t  an y  
p ric e  . . . w e  th e re fo re  d a re  to  m a k e  th is  a lm o s t 
u n b e liev ab le  o f fe r . S end y o u r  o rd e r  to d a y . E n 
c lo se  th e  p r ic e  o f  e a c h  book a t  50c, o r  b e t te r  
fltill, o rd e r  th e  e n t ir e  3 f o r  $i.()0 (C.O.I> o rd e rs  
f illed , p lu s  p o s ta g e , i f  d e s ire d ) , A f te r  you r 
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used to playing. H is drives stayed  
in, and his legs carried him around 
his side of the net w ith the pickup  
and speed of an Army Jeep. Once he 
had the initiative, once he saw Rod 
taking a defensive tactic, Ban kept 
pouring it to him. He slashed at the 
ball for all he was worth, driving, 
smashing. H is control stayed ‘on,’ 
somehow. He stormed through that 
set and finally  passed Rod’s service 
to nail the big man at 6-4.

The um pire’s voice displayed mild  
excitem ent at the startling reversal of 
form Ban had displayed. “Set for Mr. 
M artin,” he announced, somewhat 
triumphantly, w hile the exclusive  
crowd applauded politely . “Sets are 
at two-all. There w ill be a brief re
cess before the final, and deciding  
set.”

They sat in  the shade of a canvas 
parasol and sipped pale tea from  
dainty cups. Rod looked fairly fresh, 
for all of the sweat pouring down his 
broad forehead. But Ban was exhaust
ed.

IT W A S always the way. He made 
up for his bantam size in aggres

siveness, in speed, and in a w illin g 
ness to figh t each point out to the 
bitter end. There was no relaxing for 
him, out there. N ot ever. There was 
a blistering sun over the court today, 
sending heat up in shimmering waves, 
and Ban had paid for that last set 
dearly.

There was no use kidding him self. 
He was about through. H e’d be lucky 
to drag him self through the m otions 
of playing another set. Much less 
stand any chance of w inning!

He said to Rod, ruefully, “Looks 
like those long legs of yours have 
done me in, fella. I ’m just about 
tuckered.”

Rod looked at him w ith a bothered 
expression. “Listen, Ban don’t con
cede this thing to me. D on’t go out 
there and just go through the mo
tions of playing. I—uh— I’m thinking  
of the way it ’s goin’ to look to Car
ter. I f  one of us is going to w in  this 
thing, le t’s have it look like a real 
match all the way. Shall w e?”

Ban scow led sligh tly  behind one 
upflung hand. Rod m ight as w ell have

drawn the whole business out on a 
diagram for him. The job was his, 
right in h is pocket. Now all he was 
worried about was having it look 
right. It seemed to Ban that he’d 
already done enough to further the 
interests of h is tall college friend. 
Rod’s haughty attitude made him a 
little  hot under the collar.

“L et’s quit beating around the bush 
w ith each other, Rod, shall w e?”

“W hat do you m ean?”
“I mean,” Ban said huskily, “You 

knew darn w ell that Carter was 
w atching us, that first day at P ine- 
ville . That’s when you first thought 
of com ing down here. But you fig 
ured I m ight be some help to you. 
So you gave me that song and dance 
yarn about com ing down w ith  you, 
and based the w hole th ing on friend
ship. Friendship. W hat a laugh!”

Rod frowned. “Get hold of your
self, son. D on’t talk like an—”

“Oh, come o ff it, w hy don’t you? 
I ’m just a backdrop, to help show o ff  
your talents. W hy don’t you be hon
est about it?” H e was gettin g  sore, 
when he thought what a chump he 
had been, how easily  the big fellow  
had used him. The ironic part was that 
he’d been concerned about the few  
paltry b ills Rod had paid for him. 
W hen Rod stood to gain thousands 
from it, p laying for Carter! “Come 
clean, Rod. Adm it i t !” he gritted.

Rod’s handsome face clouded over, 
and his square jaw clicked in hu ffy  
anger. “You’re entitled  to think what 
you like, son. U nfortunately, none of 
this has any real bearing on the out
come of th is final set though, does 
it?” He sm iled th in ly . “I intend to 
win it. And to judge from the way  
you’re acting; I don’t expect very  
much trouble.”

“W e’ll see about that,” Ban gritted. 
He stood up and w ent out there as 
the umpire waved an arm to them. 
He had som ething now that he had 
wanted for a long time. He had a 
tac:t adm ission from Rod that the b ig  
man had deceived him  about the 
whole purpose of the trip. Ban meant 
to lick the big devil now if  he had to  
break h im self in half to do it!

He started o ff like a fury, and 
raised every eyebrow in the gallery



SE R V E  W IT H  P R ID E
by slamming his way through R od’s 
opening service to cop the first game 
after a brief session of deuce-ad ex 
changes.

He was on fire out there. He copped 
his own service too, making it 2-0 
in games for him. He fe ll down a bit i 
then, and allowed the big man to hold 
his own service. But the seething an
ger w ithin him held out again, and 
he copped the next game. So it was 
3-1 in this deciding, match set.

Then he began to fa ll apart at the 
seams, just as he’d anticipated. The 
recess had helped, but Ban had run 
m iles over the hot sand of the court 
this b listering afternoon, and the 
human physique can stand only a cer
tain amount of punishm ent. He 
dropped the next two games, making 
it 3-all, fought like a demon to grab 
the next, dropped another.

Rod, too, was show ing signs of his 
great exertion. The big man’s huge 
shoulders were drooping. H is eyes 
squinted out from under, bleached 
sw eat-glistening lashes. He was con
stantly  puffing. He had not had to 
figh t for a set as hard as he was 
figh ting  for this one in all the years 
he had been playing tennis, and the 
grim expression on his brown-burnt 
face showed it.

Somehow, using all the reserve 
strength he could muster, Ban passed 
the big fellow  again to make it 5-4, 
his own favor. Then he was through, 
or at any rate he was so close to 
dropping that he knew it was now or 
never. He had to hold his own service, 
take this next game for a 6-4 win, or 
he’d sim ply keel over and be forced 
to concede the match.

The crowd seemed to sense the 
same thing. There was an expectant 
silence as he lifted  the ball and sent 
a service skim m ing across the net to 
where Rod stood waiting.

Rod blocked it deep. Ban took a 
chance, eager to fin ish  each point up 
with the sligh test possible effort. He 
slammed a hard forehand drive that 
barely cleared the top of the net.

Rod, rushing in, was taken by sur
prise, expecting a lob. He tried to 
fu ll-volley  a return. He wooded the 
shot and it fizzled  into the alley.

“F ifteen-love,” said the umpire 
(C ontinued On P a g e  86)
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S P O R T S  F I C T I O N
(C o n tin u ed  F ro m  P a g e  85) 

tensely. There was an excited  flurry  
of clapping from the crowd, which  
was reaching a fever pitch of ex
citem ent.

BA N  TO O K  a ta ll chance and 
tried for an ace, slamming into  

the ball w ith all of his m ight. It was 
the surprise that put it over. Rod  
just stood there numbly, and waved  
w eakly at it.

Ban thought if  it w ent on more 
> than another m inute, he’d never make 
it. He kept m oving like an automaton, 
though his eyes were sweat-glazed, 
his head was pounding like a trip
hammer under the impact of each 
pulse beat, and his legs had no fee l
ing. H e served another hard one, fe lt  
sure it  was going to go in, and stum 
bled drunkenly up toward the net.

Rod sent a so ft block back to him. 
Ban got his bat on it at midcourt, 
somehow, and angled it deep. Rod 
didn’t get anywhere near it.

There was a great roar from the  
crowd as the umpire said loudly, 
“Forty-love, Mr. M artin’s favor. 
Game, set and match p o in t!”

T his was the one then. On the out
come of this point, Ban thought 
w eirdly, could depend his w hole  
future life . For w ith  Saul Carter 
w atching, his chance at the pro game 
was defin ite ly  hanging in the balance. 
He had to take th is one. T his was the 
last point he had in h is system , he 
knew. He was that near to total ex
haustion.

He toed the baseline and flipped  
the ball high above him. He w aited  
till it reached the top of its arc. Just 
as it came down from that peak point, 
his racquet slammed against it.

He saw it was going good, and 
moved over toward the center of his 
own baseline. Rod blocked it deeply  
to him. Ban wound up, w atching the 
ball. Suddenly, he fe lt  his legs  
turning to water, buckling beneath 
him. There were pinpoints of ligh t  
dancing in front of his eyes. He knew  
what was com ing—sunstroke. He 
summoned one final effort, sw ung  
hard at the ball. H e fe lt  h is strings 
m eet the pellet in a sm ashing fore
hand drive. Then suddenly every
thing blanked out. The last thing he 

(C o n tin u ed  On C a g e  88)86



H O W !  An Amazing Opportunity to

you s u n s  t h i s  u se fu l
T £ $ M W P M £ N T !
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FOR GOOD PAY in RADIO ELECTRONICS and TELEVISION!
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F E E ! K I L L I N G  Y O U ?
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BOOKL ET S  ADULTS
The kind grownups like. Each one of these booklets Is 
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L a y o u t s .  D i c e  B o x e s ,  
C o u n t e r  G a m e s ,  Punch -  
b o a r d s .  W R I T E  F O R  

. C A T A L O G  T O D A Y .
K. C. CARP CO., 052 So. Wabash Ave.. Chi., HI,

Illustrated Comic Booklets
■Soli o u r  IL L U S T R A T E D  C O M IC  B O O K L E T 'S  a n d  o th e r  
N O V E L T IE S . E a c h  b o o k le t  s iz e  W e  w il l  eend
25  a s s o r te d  b o o k le ts  p r e p a id  u p o n  r e c e ip t  o f  $1.00 o r  
75 a s s o r t e d  b o o k le ts  s e n t  p r e p a id  u p o n  r e c e ip t  o f  $2.00. 
W h o le s a le  n o v e lty  p r ic e  l i s t  s e n t  w i th  o r d e r  o n ly . N o  
o r d e r s  s e n t  C .O .D . S en d  O a e h  o r  M o n e y -o rd e r.

R E P S  A C  S A L E S  C O ,
1 W. 13th St., Dept. 50-K. New York 11. N. Y.

D E T E C T I V E S
T R A IN IN G  — S E C R E T  IN V E S T IG A T IO N S  — F IN G E R  
P R IN T S — E a s y  M ethod  S h o r t  T im e . R e w a r d s  H o m e  
T r a v e l —  S ecret C od e B o o k le t  F r e e . W R IT E  IN T E R 
N A T IO N A L  D E T E C T IV E  S Y S T E M , 1701 K . M on roe  9 t„  
N . E .,  W a sh in g to n , I ) .  C.

his invigorating, stim
ulating natural product 
from romantic Brazil is 
a swell "p ick -m e-u p.11 
Makes you want to go 
places and do things. 
Results usually noticed 
almost immediately. 

Can be served at a beverage. Complete Instruction 
FREE. You will be more than delighted. Month’s sup- 
ply only $1.00. Satisfaction GUARANTEED. Ord er  at 
once. RIO MATTE CO., Dept. 101, 7? Walke r St., 
N e w  Y o rk , N . Y .

88

knew was that the sand of the court 
was rushing up toward him, and after 
that, nothing.

W H E N  he came to, in the club
house, Saul Carter was saying  
in a high-pitched, excited  inflection , 

“Greatest exhibition  of sheer guts 
Eve ever seen. Talk about guts under 
fire. The kid showed it out there. 
Too bad that final shot flubbed out 
of bounds. He lost the match by de
fault, but I ’ll bet there w asn’t a soul 
out there w atching who w ouldn’t 
agree he righ tfu lly  won it.”

And then, strangely, Ban heard 
R od’s voice, chim ing in w ith  enthus
iasm, “I told you he was a great little  
player, Mr. Carter. I had an aw ful 
tim e making him play hard against 
me. H e had some crazy idea he had 
no right to beat me, because I ’ve 
done him a few  sligh t—uh— favors. 
But— ” Rod paused, as his flick ing  
glance caught Ban staring at him.

Ban said weakly, accusingly, “I ’ve 
got some more crazy ideas, Rod. 
Som ething tells me I was all wrong 
about you. I-I thought you were 
trying to—”

“Shucks, Ban,” Rod laughed  
gently, “I never wanted the job for 
m yself. N ot really. I ’m all set to take 
over the plant, when Pop retires. I ’d 
be a fool, turning that down for pro 
tennis. But when I saw Mr. Carter 
giving us the once-over, back at 
school, ! figured—”

“I get it,” Ban stammered. It was 
all coming clear to him now. He fe lt  
sort of silly  and ashamed, the things  
he’d been thinking. “You rigged up 
this whole thing to line me up for it, 
and let me think—”

“It was for m yself,” Rod said 
softly . “That’s about the size of it, 
son. You had no plans for your future, 
and you belong in tennis. But you’re 
so darn’ touchy. I had to keep you  
thinking it was all for me, so you’d 
play along w ith me. I had to get you 
hopped up out there, before that last 
set, so you’d turn on the heat. And  
boy, did you ever!”

Ban said, gulping, “Then—does 
that mean— I mean—am I hired, Mr. 
Carter?”

“You’re doggone tootin ’,” said the

SPORTS FICTION
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SE R V E  W IT H  P R ID E
promoter. “I ’m glad to get you. W e  
ean talk terms at dinner.”

Ban said suddenly, “Look, could I 
meet you after? I ’d—uh—well, I'd 
like to have dinner w ith  Rod, since 
I may not be seein’ much more of 
him. I ’ve got a lot o f apologizing to 
do— sort of personal s tu ff—and—” 
He hesitated, and grinned gaily  at 
Rod. “This time, son,” he said firm ly, 
“w e’ll have tenderloin. And I'm doing 
the treatin g!”

T H E  E N D

ST A R  STRUCK  
(Cunt! n l i e i l  from  ra g e  i'i)

new-found poise, struck out the last 
two Crimsons to face him in the 
ninth. The downward surge of the 
Cougars had been halted.

T hey ganged him as he came off. 
L ittle Pep Barnell even hugged him  
in front of the dugout. M el tow elled  
his face, chuckling. “Say, Pep, could  
I go that fourth game against ’em?” 
And he didn’t get sheepish when he 
realized h e’d called the skipper by 
his nickname again. Suddenly, the 
rookie grew  thoughtful. Before he 
had dinner, he decided, he was going  
to w rite a long letter back to Red 
B luffs to A n n a . . . .

T H E  E N D

PtfNTYF,
Th* New, Scientific Way to

. LOSE 
IW EiGHT

Feel full of pep  ond energy. 
Overcom e that  tired feeling 
thw Doctor A p p ro v e d  W o y !

NO STARVING 
NO EXERCISE 
NO LAXATIVES 
NO DRUGS 
NO MASSAGE
Absolutely 
HARMLESS 

and Actually 
GOOD FOR YOU!

REDUCE
10-20-30 LBS.

AND IMPROVE YOUR HEALTH!
WE GUARANTEE THESE 
STATEMENTS OR YOU

DON'T P A Y  A  P EN N Y !
D o n ’t  b e  d e n ie d  a  b e a u t i f u l ,  a i t r a c t ir e  fig u r e . L o se  u g ly  e x c e s s  

f a t  e a s i ly ,  q u ic k ly ,  p le a s a n t ly ,  s a fe ly —  
w a  g u a r a n te e  i t !  K E L P I D I N E  d o e s  th e  
w o r k  w ith  l i t t l e  e f fo r t  o n  y o u r  p a r t . I s  
A B SO IV U T E L  Y  H A R M L E S S  a n d  s u p 
p l ie s  a  fo o d  m in e r a l  w h ic h  Is  V I T A L  
fo r  b a la n c e d  n u tr it io n .  K E L P I D I N E  
1 8  G O O D  F O R  Y O U ! I t  d e c r e a se s  
y o u r  a p p e t ite ,  g iv e s  y o u  m o r e  e n e r g y ,  
v i t a l i t y  a n d  v ig o r . Y O U ’L L  E N J O Y  
R E D U C I N G  T H I S  W A Y !
P r o v e n  r e s u lt s  are  sh o w n  q u ic k ly . M a n y  
rep o r t l o s in g  1 5 , 2 0 , 3 0  lb s .  a n d  ev en  
m o r e  in  a  f e w  s h o r t  w e e k s . W ith  K E L P  I -  
D I N E ,  u g ly  f a t  a n d  e x tr a  I n c h e s  s e e m  
to  d isa p p e a r  l ik e  m a g ic .
K e lp id in e  ( fu e u s )  i s  th e  o n ly  k n o w n  fo o d  
p r o d u c t  l i s t e d  i n  m e d ic a l  d ic t io n a r ie s  a s  
a n  A N T I - F A T ,  F O R  T H E  B E 
L I E F  O F  O B E S I T Y  A N D  A S  A N  
A H )  I N  R E D U C I N G .  A n  U n i t e d  
S t a t e e  G o v e r n m e n t  A g e n c y  c l a s 
s i f i e s  K E L P I D I N E  a a  & f o o d .
I t  i s  e a f e  a n d  b r i n g s  r e m a r k a b l e  
r e e u l t e  q u i c k l y  a n d  e a e i l y .

MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE WITH A 10-DAY FREE TRIAL!

$2 I f  K e l p i d i n e  d o e s n ' t  d o  t h e  w o n d e r s  f o r  y o u  a s  
i t  h a s  f o r  o t h e r s ,  i f  y o u  d o n ' t  l o s e  a s  in u <  h  
w e i g h t  a s  y o u  w a n t  t o  l o s e ,  i f  y o u ' r e  n o t  tOO'-'n 
d e l i g h t e d  w i t h  r e s u l t s ,  Y O U R  M O N E Y  W I L L  
B E  R E T U R N E D  A T  O N C E !

P> 1 ^  §■  E  f  T h e  f a m o u s  D r .  P h i l l i p s  R e d u c i n g  P l a n  
•  ■ » ■ ■ ■ ■ • »  w h i c h  h a s  h e l p e d  m a n y  l o s e  l'Q, 3 0  a n d  ui>  

t o  4 0  p o u n d s ,  q u i c k l y  a n d  s a f e l y  w i l l  b e  s e n t  a b s o l u t e l y  
F R E E  w i t h  y o u r  o r d e r .  M A I L  C O U P O N  N O W !

— a
A m e r i c a n  H e a l t h a i d s  C o . ,  D e p t .  I I l t -1 f871 B r o a d  S t r e e t ,  N e w a r k ,  N o w  J o r s o y  J
S e n d  m e a t  o n e#  fo r  $ 2  c « h ,  e b e c k  or  m o n ey  o rd er , o n e  2  
m o n th ’* su p p ly  o f  K e lp id in e  T a b le ts ,  p o s tp a id . If  1 am  2 !  
p o t  100%  sa t is f ie d  m y m o n ey  w il l  be r e fu n d e d .

N a m e ..

Address.

*'M y g r a te fu l T h a n k *  
t o  K e lp id in e .  I n  ju^t. 
a  fe w  w e e k s  I  lo s t  3 
in c h e s  th r u  th e  w a is t  - 
l in o  a n d  h ip s .  I t ' s '  
w n a a in g .”  J o a n  F le m  
in g ,  N e w  Y o r k  C ity .

0  I • n c lo w  $ 5 . se n d  th r e e  m o n th ’s su p p ly .

S E N T  O N  A P P R O V A L !
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HARD OF HEARING?
You can't hear well if impacted wax 
blocks ear canals and presses on sensi
tive ear drums.

Take Doctor’s Advice!
T h o u s a n d s  o f  fo lk s  a r e  H ow  h e a r in g 1 n o r m a l  a g a in  A nd 

a r®  no l o h # a r  b o th e r e d  b y  b u z z in g ,  r in g in g ,  h i s s in g  h e a d  
n o ise s , d iz z in e ss , e a r  i r r i t a t i o n ,  s in c e  th e y  r e m o v e d  h a r d  
Im p a cted  w a x . B u t  fo l lo w  d o c to r ’s  a d v ic e . N e v e r , n ev er  
try  to  r e m o v e  im p a c te d  w a x  w ith  lin g e r  n a i ls ,  to o th -  
p ick s, h a ir p in s  o r  a n y  in s tr u m e n t. T h e  s a f e  w a y  i s  w i th  
O ro tu n e  IS a r  D r o p s .  T ea ts  b y  w e ll  k n o w n  l a b o r a to r y  
p rove th e m  a b s o lu te ly  harm less* u s e d  a e  d i r e c te d .

O r o tu n e  l ia s  b r o u g h t  b e t t e r  h e a r i n g  t o  b o  m a n y  w h o  
w e r e  d e a fe n e d  b y  im p a c te d  w a x  t h a t  y o u  o w e  i t  to  
y o u r s e l f  t o  t r y  i t .

A. M. B ee tc lieu o n , N e w a r k , N .  J .f w r ite s :  ‘ ‘B e fo r e  
U s in g  O rotu n e  E a r  D r o p s , I  w a s  &o d ea fen ed  t h a t  I  
co u ld  n o t  h e a r  th e  c lo c k  t ic k . A f te r  u s in g  Orotune* I  
c a n  n o w  h e a r  t h e  c lo c k  t ic k  w ith  b o th  c a r s . "

S E N D  N O  M O N E Y . P a y  p o s tm a n  $2 , p lu s  p o s ta g e  
a n d  C . O . D . c h a r g e s  f o r  3  m o n th s  s u p p ly .  I f  y o u  se n d  
$2 w i t h  o r d e r ,  w e  p a y  a l l  p o s ta g e  c h a r g e s .  O r d e r  
to d a y .  Y o u 'l l  b e  a m a z e d  h o w  c le a r ly  a n d  d i s t in c t ly  y o u  
H E A R  a g a in  w h e n  w a x  o b s t r u c t io n  i s  r e m o v e d !
H A K V IN  C O ., 117 W . 48 S t .  D p t .  G ,  N e w  Y o rk  19 , N . Y.

POEMS WANTED
I i For Musical Setting ■■ ■ ■ T

M other, H om e, L ove . S acred , P a tr io tic , Com ic I 
or an y  su b je ct. D o n ’t  D e la y  — S en d  u s you r I 
O riginal P oem  a t on ce  — fo r  im m ed iate  co n -1  
sid eration  and F R E E  R h y m in g  D ictio n a ry . I

R I C H A R D  B R O T H E R S  I
4 7  WOODS BUILDING —  CHICAGO X, ILL.

want to STO P TO B ACCO?
B a n i s h  t h e  c r a v in g  fo r  t o b a c c o  a a  
t h o u s a n d #  h a r e  W ith  T o b a c c o  
R e d e e m e r .  W r i t e  fo r  fr e e  b o o k le t  
t e l l in g  o f  in ju r io u s  e f f e c t  o f  t o b a c c o  
a n d  o f  a  t r e a t m e n t  w h ic h  h a a  r e l ie v 
e d  m a n y  m e n .  C a u t io n :  «-------------- -
U s e  o n ly  aa d ir e c te d .  (  FREE 
3 0  Y r a r «  In  B u sine ss  i R Q O K I  

THE NEWELL COMPANY t p y aJ 
gfifl Clayton, St*., St. Urals S . Mo.

1 0  USED
D R E S S E S

$ e * 5

Sizes 12 to 20. A ssorted colors, prints, 
and sizes. B etter used dresses. Sizes 
12 to 44. 4  f o r  $ 3 .9 5
Children's w ashable c o t
ton dresses. A ssorted 6 for 52.95 
colors and prints.
Mail $1.00 deposit w ith  order, balance  
C.O.D. p lus postage. Send for F ree  
C atalog of w earing  apparel for entire  
fam ily, and m oney-back  gu aran tee term s 

KINGS MAIL ORDER CO.
191 Cor-. St., Dept. 205-D. New York 13

S T A M M E R ?
T h is  now 128-page book, "S ta m m e rin g . Ita  
C ause and  C o rre c tio n ,"  desc ribes th e  Rogue 
U n i t  M ethod fo r sc ie n tif ic  co rrec tion  of stam
m erin g  and  s tu tte r in g — successful fo r 46 years. 
Benj. N. Boque, Dept, 7258, Circle Tower, 

Indianapolis 4, Ind.

(DvpJ2
J ’/w m  J .h &

(bmpid
(By UM ouf favda

T R E N D  OF T H E  T IM E S

Once a ball player, alw ays a ball 
player. j

A retired baseball player recently; 
found em ploym ent in a cleaning and 
pressing establishm ent. The other; 
day, h is fe llow  workers decided to 
go out on strike and suddenly; 
howled at him —“S trike!”

The baseballer im m ediately whirled; 
and thundered—“R obber!”

GOOD A D V IC E

Some years ago, the Brooklyn' 
Dodgers sent Paul Derringer to the 

(Continued On Page 98)90



Morit all F la y in g  Cards 
aro m arked in m aking. 

T E L L  A N Y  C A R D  F R O M  
SACK. Send $1.00 for K ey -  

xnarlcs for  E I G H T  d ifferen t  
popular d eck s w ith  com p lete  
in stru ctio n s . N o G am blers.

T H E  T E L L U R IU M  CO.
Box 678-DA W allace . Idaho

SOil POEMS W A N T E D
To B* Set to Mu*fe

^  Publishers need new  sonqs. Submit one or more 
^  of your best poems for immediate consideration.

Any subject. Sen d  poem .
^  Phonograph Records Made—Five Star Music
■ FIVE STAR MUSIC MASTERS

660 BEACO N BLD G ., BOSTON S, M ASS.

K e e p  y o u r  c o m 
p l e x i o n  f r e e  o f  
B l a c k h e a d s  t h i s
n e w  w a y  —  lo o k  

a t tr a c t iv e

U S E  P E D I L I N
T h e  N ow  F oot M edicine for

■■ATHLETE'S FOOT ITCH”
O q S a le  a t  Y ou r L o c a l D r u g  s t o r e  o r  W rite

U N I V E R S A L  S Y N T H E T I C S , IN C .
D e n t . A A -9 100 W o t  4 ‘h id  S tr e e t

N p iv  Y ork  IS , N .  V.

S tiktm W l
(Used Clothino)

A sso r te d  m a te r ia l*  a n d  co lors. 
M an y s ty le s .  Sizes 10  to  20.

_____ L a rg er  s iz e s  5  for  $ 4 .4 5 .  S e m i
5Uc or m ure for  d e p o s it ,  b a la n c e  C  O .D .  p lu s  p o s ta g e .  
W e  h op e  you  w i l l  b e  f u l ly  s a t i s  fieri. I f  d is s a t is f ie d  
m o n ey  re fu n d ed . H u sh  o rd er  now .

ARMY CLOTHES WORK CLOTHES
C lo th in g  for  m en , w om en , c h i ld r e n .  F r e e  I llu s tr a te d  
C a ta lo g . SUPER SALES CO., 141 -A Watkins St. 
Dept. GW. Brooklyn 12, N. Y.

in s ta n t ly  l i

Try VACUTEX 
Blackhead-Remover j

T h e  a m a z i n g l y  e f f e c t i v e  
V a c u te x  e x tr a c t s  B la c k h e a d a  
a u to m a t ic a l ly  — _ W IT H O U T  
s q u e e z in g  t h e  s k in  o r  in ju r*  
Ing: t is s u e s .  E a s y  to  u se  w ith  
t h r e e  f i n g e r s .  I t  r e a c h e s  
B la c k h e a d s  a n y w h e r e . T r y  i t  
10 d a y s  and  i f  n o t  d e l ig h t e d ,1 
r e tu r n  V A C U T E X  a n d  y o u r  

_  m o n e y  w i l l  h e  r e fu n d e d .
AT YOUR DEALER OR USE COUPON

10: DAYS T R I A L ',C O U P O N
BALLCO PRODUCTS CO.. D«pt. 2510 J
19 Wert 44th St., New York 18, N. Y. "
O  E n c lo se d  fin d  $1. S e n d  p o s tp a id . 1 '
Q  S e n d  C .O .T ). I  w ill p a y  p o s tm a n  %l p lu s  p o s ta g e ;

$1 re fu n d  i f  n o t  d e lig h te d . I
* 0 BRY. NO C. O. D .’t  PUTS I OE U. S. A . ^

Successfully corrected 
or no cost!

N e w  p a in le s s ,  lo w  c o s t  h o m e  t r e a t m e n t  p e r 
f e c t e d  b y  R E C T A L  S P E C I A L I S T  h e lp s  m a n y .  
S e n d  f o r  F R E E  t r ia l  o f fe r .  N o  o b l ig a t io n .

DR. MOLZAHNS CLINIC, DEPT. D-16
Box 135, M cC O O K . NEBRASKA

Became
a Hotel Hostess

Sara O 'Farre ll Becomes Hostess- 
Housekeeper of Famous Hotel 
W ithout Previous Hotel Experi
ence.
“Once T 5 0. em p loy
ers  ju st  didn't w ont w om en  

ummtmm mw m y a g e . T h -n  1 answ ered  
a  L ew is advertisem ent, and 1 enrolled. A lthou gh  
w ithout provioUH f t f W I e ' i ,  i  " ;!S f,1;.,<’od 
L ew is 'School us H ostess-IIou sck eeu .-r , im m edi
a te ly  a fter  graduation . T hen  th ey  placed me -as 
H ou sek eep er of th is  fam ou s hote l w ith  a sp len 
did sa lary , n ice ly  furnished  room s, the  sam e  
m eals g u e s ts  enjoy. 1 feel m ig h ty  fortu n a te  to 
do so w ell, ‘a fter  40.’ ”

How I Stepped
into a BIG PAY Hotel Job
R. W . Hedges Becomes Hotel 
Manager with Substantial In
crease in Sa lary, Although He 
Knew Nothing About Hotel 
Work

‘•D issatisfied  w ith  m y  job in an  oil com pany, I 
enrolled for L ew is T rain ing. Soon a fte r  g ra d u a t
ing, l  'becam e C aterin g  M an ager o f  an  O m aha  
hotel. T hen the L ew is E m p loym ent Duron u 
placed tne a s  Stew ard . N ow  M anager o f  a. 230- 
room  hotel, a t  a  su b sta n tia l sa la r y  in crea se . I 
ow e m y su cc ess  to L ew is T r a in in g ,’'

Step Into A Well-Paid Hotel Position
W ell-paid , im portant p osition s and a sound, sub- 
stan tu il fu tu re  aw ait trained  m en  and w om en  
in  the  h ote l and  in stitu tio n a l field. L ew is grad u 
a te s  “m a k in g  good” a s  m anagers, a ss ista n t m a n 
a gers , ex ecu tiv e  housekeepers-, h o stesses  arid in 
«:> other  typos o f  w ell-p a id  position s. R ecord- 
breaking' travel m oans grea ter  op p ortu n ities than  
ever. P rev iou s exp erien ce  proved u n n ecessa ry  
in th is  b u sin ess, w here you're not dropped b e
ca u se  you are ov er  40. L ew is T ra in in g  Qualifies 
you at ho,me, in  sp are  tim e.
F R E D  book d escribes th is  fa sc in a tin g  field. It 
lo lls  how  you are registered  F R E E  of extra  cost, 
in  L ew is T ra in in g  P lacem en t Serv ice. M ail co u 

p o n  to d a y !

V E T E R A N S

This course approved for Veterans' Training

L E W IS  H O T E L  T R A IN IN G  
S C H O O L  ROOM  L K -T r il ,  
W A S H IN G T O N  7 , D .C . 31st

SUCCESSFUL  
YEAR

S e n d  m e  y o u r  F r e e  b o o k .  I  w a n t  to  k n o w  h o w  to  
q u a l i f y  f o r  a  w e l l- p a id  p o s i t io n .
Name ................................................................
Address .............................................................
C i t y .........................................  Z o n e  N o ...............  S t a t e ...............
D  C h eck  h e r e  i f  y o u  are  e l i g i b l e  u n d er  th e  G .I .  B i l l  o f  B ig h t s
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M E N  -& * //* /a  p y6 & fe sa /e  7<b**/c

inti a Bis Pay business
We Help You Establish a Steady 

Route of Dealer Customers
M a k e  g o o d  w e e k ly  ea rn in g s  Belling s to r e s  o u r  
B IG  l in e  o f  2 0 0  p rod u cts— a ll d a i ly  n ece ss itie s . 
S h o w  m erch a n ts  in  y o u r  lo c a l i ty  a  s e n sa tio n a l  
l in e  o f  se lf -se llin g  co u n te r  g o o d s . R e ta il  a t  5o  
a n d  10c. Y o u  m a k e  u p  t o  1 12%  co m m iss io n .  
N o  la rg e  c a p ita l  req u ired . E a s y  t o  S ta r t.
A  fo r tu n e  s p e n t  fo r  N a tio n a l A d v er tis in g  h as  
m a d e  o u r  p ro d u cts  k n o w n  fro m  c o a s t  t o  c o a st.  
S e n d  fo r  o u r  b o o k le t  “ Y ou r O p p o r tu n ity  in  a 
W h o lesa le  B u sin e ss  o f  Y o u r  O w n .’’ I t ’s  F R E E  
— n o  o b lig a tio n . W R I T E  T O D A Y  I 
WORLD’* PRODUCTS CO., D s|l7 8 -T * w cer , U i

m an  s g r e a t  en em y

Drinking Habit”
I t  car. be treated  in your own home! Give your
self a chance. Make a new s ta r t  in life. You 
are  entitled to it. Stop worrying. Write for 
free information to . . .

PANN, P. O. Box 781 
Dept. P-2, Chicago 90, Illinois

m g  w r i t e r s  m m m
TV>o a m a i 'In g  d e m a n d  f o r  piu>nr>f*T:tph r e c o r d s ,  a c c e l 
e r a t e d  b y  m o re  I l i a n  S o n g -J  \ i t  c r e a t i n e  J u k e -
Jv.xt-M w a r r a n t s  y o u r  im m e d ia te  in v e s t ig a t io n .  W e  a r e  
tiflV rine sons; u o c in  w r i i c i s  th e  r a r e  o p j> o rtu n ity  o f  h a v 
in g  q u a li t ie d  co n , pi users f u r n i s h  m u s ic  o n  p e rc e n ta g e  b a s is  
f o r  a n y  lik e ly  r e e o rd ii i s  m a t e r i a l  re c e iv e d  th i s  m o n th .  
R ecofa  R ecording C o ., Box 9874, H olly w o o d  28 C alif.

(£

(Used) CLOTHING BARGAINS
6 DRESSES $2.98

A lso, these o u ts ta n d in g  vahims in  our he;it q u a illv  merehandise;
L ad ie s ’ Hue■atels 3 for * ”.1 5—W ool s i virts 8 >  L adies Sport (.’oats

Lad it s '  II Mi Sc s X fo r $1— ChiI dren ' D resses "»~3t; • Gills
L u sts  1- -And A lt.MY SI iiPl.rs <:OUl >S. $1 doposi t  re q u ired ,
1 aSiiite*- O. 1). p lus pus tsjre. Merehand iso g u a ra n ty .•d or pur*Christ, price leftm dcd. Send for F R E E (*Ari’A LOG.

SUN SALES, Dept. W
229 Henry Street, N ew  York 2, N. Y.

M E M !  W O M E N !
N e w  D e lu x e  E le c tr ic  D ry  
S h a v er
A must on your vaca
tion list!

N " rn.'ie fu s s  or muss 
Dr. in  si u-3 h ot tow*
rts -sn a p -b r u sh e s  and  
p a in fu l n ic k s  
S h aver  p a y s i t s  cost  
in  one y ea r  in  sav
in g s  in  s a fe ty  razor  
blades

D o u b le  H e a d -T w in  cu tter s  
S e lf  sh arp en  in ;;-n o  oiM hff necessary

N u n -s lip  ru bber g r ip  
S tr e a m lin e d  iv o ry  plastic 
ea se , tru ly  a b eau ty  
P o s it iv e ly  no r a d io  inter*
torenee
W om en w i l l  love  i t  for re* 
m o v in g  u n w an ted  h a ir  
C o m p le te  w ith  c a r r y in g  case

Price $ « f .5 0

Guaranteed
THOMAS J. WATSON, DEPT. D.

MOKELUMNE HILL, CALIFORNIA

showers in one inning by scoring  
seven runs off h is slants. A fter the 
game, Derringer sought out his man
ager, M cK echnie, and a 1 i b i e d— 
“You’ll have to  forgive me for being  
so terrible today, Mac, but it ’s not 
my fault. It was so hot I couldn’t 
sleep a w ink. In fact, I tossed all 
night.”

“Is that so?” was the sarcastic re
joinder. “From now on, if  you know  
w hat’s good for you, you ’ll do your 
sleep ing at n ight—and your tossing  
—exclu sively  on the mound 1”

A T OUGH ONE  TO F OR GE T

W alter St. 'D enis, who died re
cently, former ace tub-thumper for 
Mike Jacobs, the fistic  impresario,' 
was a wondrous spinner o f figh t  
yarns. f

He tells, how, many years ago, 
when men were men and the gals 
were glad of it, L ew is was matched 
to fig h t K etchel in a ten-round bout 
at the old P ioneer Club in N ew  York 
City.

L ew is trained for the fracas in a 
place called “Johnson’s Road H ouse,”, 
on 166th Street, w hile K etchel per
formed his training chores a mile 
farther up. !

Lewi^ and K etchel were firm  
friends. Consequently, there was no 
liftin g  of eyebrows when the lads 
had a beer together at the end of the 
day’s sparring and roadwork sessions.1

F inally , the n ight of the figh t ar
rived. In those days, boxers who 
were friends outside the ring, would  
put on a good show if  they were 
matched, but would never try to kayo 
each other.

The first round was a lively  affair, 
although no damage was done to 
either boy. >

W ith  the second round about a 
minute old, Lew is, who was a rather 
tricky fellow , forgot h is friendship  
when he saw an opening. S tanley’s 
guard was down for a m oment after, 
a clinch. L ew is put everyth ing he 
had behind his famous one-twoJ 
K etchel was staggered. H e teetered( 
around on uncertain legs and fin a lly  
managed to clutch W illie . He held  

(C o n tin u ed  On P a g 1# 94)
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INTIMATE TALES OF WOMEN AS YOU LIKE 
THEM BY MEN W H O  K N O W  T H E M  BEST
M ayb« y o u 'ra  a  l i c l t a lo r  w i th  A do*e«  fem ale#  o n  y o u r  B trlng, o r  m a y k a  yo ta 'r#  
ft m arr ie d  m an  an d  tb e  s tr in g  lead s  to  y o u r  w ife 's  a p ro n ,  b u t b ro th e r ,  y o u 're  going  
to  la a rn  so m e th in g  n ew  a b o u t w om en  o n  a lm o i t  e v e ry  p a g e  of “ B A C H E L O R ’S 

. Q U A R T E R S ", th e  ty>ok t h a t  c o n c e n tra te *  o n  th e  m m 'i  p o in t o f  v iew . E v e ry  
<Ul* in  th ia  7 6 4  p age  b ook  is w r i tte n  by  a  m a s te r  s to ry - te l le r ,  b y  th o se  w h o  h a re  
u n d e rs to o d  a n d  p ro b e d  th e  d e e p es t a n d  m o st b ew itc h in g  s e c re ts  o f w om en  as 
th e y  re a lly  a r e .  H e re  yo u  w ill find so p h is tic a ted , w o rld ly  fem a les , in n o c e n ts  led  
• S tra y , t ig re sse s  w ho  a w a it no  in v ita tio n , d es ig n in g , sc h em in g  w o m e n  w h o  cars 
m ak e  sh am b les  o f a  m an '*  life -. « .  th ese  a n d  m an y  m o re  in  th e  m o st s tim u la tin g , 

tS tory-packed k o o k  th a t  e v e r  k e p t  y o u  u p  n ig h ts . R ead  fo r  10  d a y s  FR EE, s i  
A bsolu tely  n o  r is k .  If yo u  d o n 't  a g re e  i t  is  th e  m o st c o m p le te , m o st fa sc in a tin g  
• n e y c lo p a e d ia  o f W O M EN  IN A C T IO N , i t  w o n ’t c o s t  y o u  a  t in g le  f e n t ,  R u sh  tb e  
c o u p o n  to d ay  a n d  g e t y o u r  c o p y  w h ile  w e  t t i l l  hav«  ©ne!

Here's What Gees On 
fii BACHELOR'S QUARTERS
THE DOCTOR * THE DOCTOR'S WIFE

E rn e s t H e m in g w a y
JIMMY AND THE DESPERATE WOMAN

D. H . L a w re n c e
THE WOMAN WHO MADE ANATOLE 

FRANCE
F rancis  Crtbblft

THE MAN WITH ONLY FIVE WIVESTHE CRITICS LOVED IT)
Aevlswtd fog m any ©f the largest news*
tap e r* . B A C H E L O R S  Q U A R T E R S  b n  

»sa widely acclaimed tne answer to a  
V an's prayer, in hook form. You'll dis
sever the reason yourself when you meet, 
between the covers e l BACHELOR'S 
QUARTERS, some of the m ost unusual and 
M elting women #vtr offered you in print,

SEND NO MONEY
E n j e y  t h i s  b ig  h o o k  te r  1 0  d a y s  t r e e  t r i a l .  
M » t  C la r i s s a ,  C o e e t te ,  R ln ly ,  K a te  a n d  h e r  
• i s t e r s - in - a d v e n tu r e  w i th o u t  r i» h  to  y o u r  
p u r e *  ( a l t h o u g h  v *  d o n ’t g u a r a n t e e  w h a t 
w ill h a p p e n  to  y o u r  p u l s e ) .  S im p ly  fill tn  
a n d  m a i l  t h s  f r e e  g i f t  c o u p o n .  O n  a r r iv a l ,  
p a y  th e  p o s tm a n  o n ly  9 2 .PA p lu s  p o s ta g e  
a n d  C .O .D ., o r  e n c lo e e  $ 3 .0 0  w i th  th *  c o u p o n  
a n d  r s c e lv o  b o th  b o o k s  p o s tp a id .  W e  g u a r -  
a n t a v  t h a t  B A C H E L O R 'S  Q U A R T E R S  w ill  

r o u e s  a  g le s m  in  y o u r  a y s ,  © r y a u r  
M O N E Y  B A C K ? R u s k  U *  

c o u p e s  N O W  )

C le o p a tr a  ha# b een  ca lled  
On© of th e  g re a te s t  tem p tre sseg  
th e  w o rld  h as  e v e r  k n o w n . H e r  beau* 
ty  w as to ld  a n d  re to ld  in  fab le  a n d  p lay  
fo r  c e n tu r ie s , b u t  to  th is  d a y  n o  o n e  is ex a c tly  
#Ur* w h y  sho  h ad  su c h  irresie tab l©  p o w e r  oveP 
m en . H e re , in  b ook form , y o u  h a v e  C le o p a tra  in 
a ll  h e r  fam o u s  b e a u ty , t e e  h e r  as a  m a s te r  w r i te r  
p o r tr a y s  o n e  o f h e r  ty p ic a l  n ig h ts . Y o u ’ll say  thi* 
r e v e a lin g  b o o k  a lo n e  is  w o r th  th e  p u rc h a s e  p r ie a
o f  B A C H E L O R ’S Q U A R T E R S , a n d  i t ’g y o u re  A B . 
SO L U T E L Y  F R E E  tf y o u  a c t  n o w !
HERALD PD». C 0 .»  I»c„ 4 5  E .17th Sf-, N . Y. 3 . N. Y*

A d m ira l  M a rk  KM TV
DUSKY RUTH

A . E. C o p p a rd
THE HOUSE OF THE SINNER

C a ra d o c  C v t a i
THE LADY WHO COULDN'T BLUSH

C a tu lle  M en d s#
THE GARMENTS OF A  GIRL

J. Y. P .  C o o k .
THE HONEY-MOON SURPRISE

C lam an t W o o d
LOVE AND A  FUR COAT

H ja lm a r  R o d e rb a rg
.  e n d  t h a t ' s  o n l y  t h e  b e g i n n in g !

H e r a l d  i*u « u s h i n o  c o ., d . , » .  a i< -T " f
45 t o i l  17th S tr .v f ,  N .w  T o ri 3. N. Y. ,

n  R U SH  my' c o p y  n f B A C H E L O R 'S  Q U A R T E R S I  
p lu e  FR E E  “ O N E  OF C L E O P A T R A 'S  N IG H T S."

I O a a r r iv a l  |  w ill d e p se it  w ith  p o i lm s n  only  ®2 -B*
piue  p o t t a g e . .  I m ay  r e tu r n  th e  b o o k , U r lu ll  I  
re fu n d  w ith in  IO d ay a  if n o t co m p le te ly  a a t l th td .  I  
O  I en c le e e  >3.00  t a  i i v ,  p o a ta g s  a n d  C .O D . 
c h a rg e e .  S am e Jre*  a f te r  A  m o n ey  b a c k  gua ran i* * .— *■••• ■  * » * '» / oolo |u n r ie iw >  .
NA M E ...........................................................................................  |
A D D R E S S  ............................................................ .................. ..

^ ^ ity  . . . .  Zone . . . .  state . . . .  Age. .
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R H E U M A T IC  PAM S?
take this sufferer's advice

M r. I* K ., W ilm in g to n , D e l.

Advises every one suffering from 
pains of Rheumatism — Arthritis — 
Sciatica — to try Rumal Ointment 

He says, 'God B le s s  Y o u  F o r  R U M A L  O I N T M E N T  
“ M r. I .  K . o f  W ilm in g to n , D e la w a r e ,  w r i t e s : F o r  y e a r s  
I h a v e  s u ffe re d  w i th  a g o n iz in g  p a in s  o£ R h e u m a ti s m .  
N o th in g  se e m e d  to  h e lp  m u c h . T h e n  a  frien d , o f  m in e  
s u g g e s te d  t h a t  1 t r y  a  p r e p a r a t i o n  c a lle d  R u m a * . I  w a s  
s k e p t ic a l  b u t  I  h a d  n o th in g  to  lo so  so  I  s e n t  f o r  a  J a r .  
I  t r i e d  I t  a n d  a m  h a p p y  to  s a y  t h a t  1 g o t  r e l i e f  f ro m  
th e  v e ry  f i r s t  a p p l ic a t io n .  I t ' s  a  G o d -se n d  to  h a v e  R u m a l  
in  th e  h o u s e  f o r  w h e n  th o se  a w f u l  p a in s  s t r i k e .  I ’m  

p r e p a r e d .”
I  d o n 't  c a r e  h o w  lo n g  

b e e n  s u f f e r in g  t h e  a g o n ie s  
m a t ic ,  a r t h r i t i c  s c ia t ic ,  
p a in s — I w a n t  y o u  to  t r y  
t h a t  i s  r e a l ly  good.

Tt m o s t  b e  good , f o r  i t  h a *  b een  
b r in g in g  b le s s e d  p a l l i a t iv e  r e l i e f  to  
t h o u s a n d s  o f  s u f f e r e r s  s in c e  1 9 1 9 -  
o v e r  26 y e a r s .

A nd  th e  b e s t  p a r t  i s  t h a t  you  
d o n ’t  r i s k  o n e  p e n n y  In t ry in g  
R u m a l  — y o u  c a n 't  lo so— o n ly  g a in  
by  d o in g  it.

R u m a l  is  a  c o m p o u n d  o f  5 p o w 
e r f u l  In g re d ie n ts  w id e ly  k n o w n  to  
th e  m e d ic a l  p ro fe s s io n  a s  f a s t  p a in  
re l ie v e r s .

Y ou a p p ly  R u m a l  a s  d i re c te d  to 
th e  p a in f u l  a r e a .  Soon  y o u  fe e l  a  
g lo w in g , s o o th in g  w a r m t h  a s  th e  
o a in a  d i s a p p e a r  f a s t .

S E N D  N O  M O N E Y  N O W  fo r  
R u m a l .  J u s t  m a l l  n a m e  a n d  a d 
d re s s — n o w . W h e n  p o s tm a n  d e liv e rs  

p a c k a g e  p a y  h im  o n ly  $2 p lu s  p o s ta g e  a n d  C . O. D. 
c h a rg e s .  I f  y o u  p r e f e r ,  e n c lo se  $2 a n d  w e  p a y  a l l  
p o s ta l  c h a r g e s .  G u a r a n te e :  I f  a f t e r  u s in g  1 J a r  o f
R u m a l  yo u  d o n ’ t  fee l t h a t  i t  h a s  h e lp e d  y o u , you  g e t 
y o u r  m o n e y  b a c k .

/ o n  h a i  
o r  rn e i 

n e u ra lg ic  
l r e m e d y

WHERE IS 
YOUR PAIN?

RUMAL MEDICINAL PRODUCTS
205 D iv is io n  S t .,  D e p t , 3 7 -E , N e w  Y ork  2 , N .  Y .

Used Clothing BARGAINS 
DRESSES 6 for $3.49
.Lovely s w e a te r s , 3 fo r  $3.25: l a d i e s ’
C o a ts , $1.50; o th er  b a r g a in s . A rm y c lo th e s  
— w ork  c lo th e s . F r e e  c a ta lo g . $1.00 d e
p o s it  w ith  order. M erch an d ise  g u a r a n te ed  
or p u r c h a se  p r ice  refu n d ed .

FAMOUS SALES CO.f Dept. G H 
2876 West 27 St., Brooklyn 24, N. Y.

WANT GOOD LUCK FAST?
N o m a tte r  w h a t your h a rd  lu rk  is , un lucky in  G am es, Love. H e a lth  
or B usiness , thousands say  th e  M aste r P ra y e r  b rin g s  Good F o rtu n e  
en d  P ro te c tio n  from  ev il. A lm ost a ll C h r is tia n  P eo p le  have fa i th  in  
th e  trem endous, m ig h ty , n ev e r-fa ilin g  P O W E R  of th e  M as te r 
P ra y e r , w hich has helped  thousands everyw here—an d  I  believe w ill 
h e lp  you too.
T ho M aste r P ra y e r  is  In sc rib ed  in d e lib ly  on an  in d iv id u a lly  h an d  
carved D u raea s t H e a r t ,  a P e rm an e n t C harm  fo r those who have bad  
luck. W r ite  m e to d ay  enc losing  $1.00 a n d  I  w ill sen d  you  the 
M a s te r  P ra y e r  C harm  a t  once so you m ay change your luck . 
p n p p  w ith  each o rder. T a lia m a n ic  S ea l, reproduced  I n  blood- 
rK C C  re d  in k  on E g y p tia n  m o ttled  P arc h m e n t.
P A X  CO ., {28  Lexington A ve ., Dept. A G , New York 16, N. Y .

What Every Mason Wants
W e h a v e  Im p o r ta n t  M a so n ic  b ook s  
F o r  B lu e  L o d g e , C h a p ter  C om m an d -  
ery . S c o tt is h  R ite , a n d  S h r in e .

O U R " R IT U A L S  A B E  U S E D  T H E  W O R L D  O V E R
S e m i f o r  f r e e  c a ta lo g  o f  b o o k s  a n d  r i t u a l s  f o r  M a so n s , 
O dd  F e l lo w a ,  K n ig h ts  o f  P y t h i a s ,  K n ig h t s  o f  C o lu m 
b u s , e tc .
E Z R A  A . COOK, P u b lish er , P . O. TOG, L 6  C h ica g o  90, H I.

on long enough to clear his be
w ildered head.

Then he gritted h is teeth and 
roared at Lew is through clenched  
teeth—“You dirty, double-crossing  
so-and-so. T his is the end of the line  
for you.”

W ith  that, he unleashed a power
fu l right-hand punch that caught 
W illie  flush on the jaw. The latter 
w ent down as though he had been  
hit by a lead pipe.

The referee counted “10” over 
L ew is’ prostrate form. Then he 
dragged him to his corner and sent 
a hurry call for a medico. A fter ex 
am ining Lewis, the sawbones said— 
“T his man has a broken jaw.”

L ew is went to the hospital that 
night, where he received m edical at
tention. The next day, he insisted on  
being removed to h is home, where 
he was under a specia list’s care.

W illie ’s home was above the saloon  
he owned on Avenue C.

The next day, K etchel v isited  W il
lie ’s saloon. He threw a $100 bill on  
the counter and ordered drinks for 
everyone in the house. Then he  
walked up to W illie ’s room and said  
—“I hope there are no hard fee l
ings.”

W illie  sm iled w anly and shook his 
head. A t the very moment K etchel 
made the remark, W illie ’s w ife  en
tered the room. She reached for a 
broom, picked it up m enacingly and 
chased K etchel out of the room, 
down the stairs, through the saloon  
and into the street, crying—“N o hard 
feelin gs, eh? You broke W illie ’s jaw  
and my heart. Scram before I beat 
your brains o u t !”

A s you h a v e  seen, K etchel 
scram m ed!

Today, L ew is is a bartender in a 
spot on E ighth  Avenue in New  York 
City. Ribbers through the years con
stantly get his nanny by asking—“By  
the way, W ilie , did you ever hear o f  
a fighter named Stanley K etchel?”

And W illie  constantly explodes in  
the same manner at th is taunting  
query “D awgonnit, I have had over 
300 fig h ts  in my career—and the 
only one they ever talk about is the 
one w ith  K etchel. I w ish  I never 
heard of the guy.”

SPORTS FICTION
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D O PE  FROM  T H E  D U G O U T j

SUCH J E A L O U S Y

In H ollyw ood the other day, Bob 
Hope, the funnyman, came across his 
pal, Jim m y Demaret, the go lf star. 
The boys chatted for a while about 
everything under the sun. Then the 
talk naturally veered to golf.

“Y’know,” Demaret chided, “you 
shouldn’t make fun of B ing Crosby. 
H e’s a much better golfer than you. 
A s a matter of fact, he’s in his 70s,”

“Oh, no,” shot back Hope, “he's 
much o ld er !”

CAUSE I NDEED FOR S ADNESS

I t ’s not very often  that Charley 
E ngle, manager o f the Lubbock W est 
Texas-N ew  M exico League Club, is 
le ft  at the post in an exchange of 
words, but he adm its he was a total 
loss in one instance.

The heaviest hitter on his team had 
just experienced a 0-for-4 day at bat 
and, riding along in the team’s bus 
toward the next town, was very much 
in the dumps about h is failure to  
hit. E ngle sought to console the 
young man.

“Aw, cheer up!” he said, “you 
don’t see me acting like that when I 
go 0-for-4.”

The slugger fixed  him w ith a sad 
eye and remarked, “Yeah, but I ain’t 
used to i t !”

S T R A NG E  B U T  TRUE

Did you ever hear of a fighter  
knocking out his opponent—and g et
tin g  the decision over him—on the 
same n ight—and in the same ring?

Sounds screw y, doesn’t it? N ever
theless, it  actually happened.

The excitem ent took place in the 
Broadway Arena in Brooklyn, New  
York, on the night of September 
18th, 1945.

V ic Costa of the Bronx was trad
ing  fistfu ls  o f fives w ith Morris R eif 
of Brooklyn, who is considered the 
best left-hooking w elterw eight in the 
game today.

The fun started when Costa belted  
R eif w ith two savage punches right 
after the bell rang, s ign ify in g  the 

(Continued Oil I’age 9fi) I

T o  P e o p l e  
w h o  w a n t  t o  w r i t e

but can  7 g e t sta rted
Do you have th a t constant urge to write 
but the fear tha t a beginner hasn’t a 
chance. Then listen to what the former 
editor of Liberty said on this subject:
“ There is more room tor newcomers in tile writing field 
today than ever before. Some of the greatest of writing 
men and women have passed from the scene in recent 
year*. Who will take their places? Who will be the new 
Robert W .  Chambers, Edgar Wallace, Rudyard Kipling? 
Fame, riches and the happiness of achievement await the 
new men and women of p ow er ."

HAD NEVER WRITTEN A LINE 
SELLS ARTICLE BEFORE CO M PLET

IN G  COURSE
"Before completing the N. I, A . 
course, I sold a feature to Screen- 
land Magazine for 550. That resulted 
in an immediate assignment to do 
another for the same magazine. 
After gaining confidence with suc
cessive feature stories, I am now 
working into the fiction field. Pre
vious to enrolling in the N. I. A .,  I 
had never written a line for publi
cation, nor seriously expected to 
do s o . " — Gene E. Levant, 116 West 
A ve.,  Los Angeles 28, Calif.

Writing Aptitude Test — FREE!
T H E  Newspaper Institute of America offers a free Writ 

ing Aptitude Test. Its object is to discover new recruits 
for the army of men and women who add to their income 
by fiction and article writing. The Writ ing  Aptitude 
Test Is a simple but expert analysis of your latent abili 
ty,  your powers of imagination, logic, etc. Not all a p 
plicants pass this test. Those who do are qualified to 
take the famous N. I. A . course based on the practical 
training given by big metropolitan dailies.
This is the Ne w York C op y  Desk Method which teaches 
you to write by writing. You develop your individual style 
instead of trying to copy that of others. You " c o v e r ”  
actual assignments such as metropoli
tan reporters get. Although you work 
at home, on your own time, you are 
constantly guided b y  experienced 
writers. It is really fascinating work.
Each week you see new progress. In 
a matter of months you can acquire 
the coveted "professional”  touch.
Then you're ready for market with 
greatly improved chances of mak
ing sales.

Mail the Coupon Now
But the first step is to take the W r i t 
ing Aptitude Test. It requires but a 
few minutes and costs nothing. So 
mail the coupon now. Make the first 
move towards the most enjoyable and 
and profitable occupation —  writing 
for publication! Newspaper Institute 
of America, One Park Avenue, New 
York 16, N. Y. (Founded 1925)

VETERANS:
This

Course
Approved

For
Veterans'
Training

C )  N e w sp a p e r  Institute* o f  A m er ica
O no P arle A v en u e, N e w  Y ork  Hi, N . Y . 
Sand m e, w ith o u t  co.^t o r  o b lig a t io n , 

y o u r  W riting- A p titu d e  T e s t  And fu r th e r  
in fo rm a tio n  a b o u t  w r itin g 1 fo r  p ro iit.

MiSi )Mra, > ........*...........*............ *........
M r. )

A d d  re s*  ........................................................... ..
( ) C heck  h e r e  i f  y o u  are  e l ig ib le  u n d e r  th e  

(A li corn*f-ixjim ciico confiU unttn l. N o  sa le sm a n
0 .1 .  B i l l  o f  R ig h ts ,  

w i l l  c a l l  o n  y o u .)
31-M-007

C o p y rig h t 1947, N e w sp a p e r  I n s titu te  o f  A m er ica .
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BELIEVE IN LUCK’ -S
C a rry  a  p a ir  of G E N U IN E  
BRAHMA R E D  D IV E H IGH LY  
M A G N E T I C  L O D ESTO N E S. 
Legend rep u te s  O ccult O rien ta l 
a n c ie n ts  su p e rs tit lo u s ly  ca rried  
tw o Live L odestones a s  MOST 
P O W E  R F  U L  M A G N E T I C  
“ L U C K Y " CHARM S, one to  “ a t 
t r a c t "  Good Luck in Money, 
G am es, Love, B usiness, W ork, 

etc ., th e  o th e r to  'P re v e n t' Bad L uck . Losses. Evil, T rouble, 
H arm , e tc . Believe In Luck? C a rry  a P a ir  o f these 
cu rious  G enuine B rah m a  Red Live L odestones! We m ake 
no su p e r-n a tu ra l c la im s, $1.9? P o stp a id  fo r th e  tw o. w ith  
a ll in fo rm a tio n . $1.97 and  2Sc e x t r a  if  C. O. D . S a tie -  
f ac t ion G U A R A N T E E D  o r  Money R etu rned . O rder yours NOW!

A S T K O L  C O ., D e p t. H -523, M ain  P . 0 .
Box 72, B R O O K L Y N , N . Y.

N O T IC E  B ew are of im ita tio n s . We abso lu te ly  GUAR
A N T E E  th e se  G enuine B rah m a  Lodestones a r e  A live 1 
W o believe they a re  ju s t  w h a t you w an t, th e  R E A L  
T H IN G  — P O W E R F U L  D R A W IN G , E X T R A  H IG H LY  
M A G N ETIC l F u lly  G u a ran te ed  — O rder TODAYS Copy
r ig h t 1937 — A. Co.

G o ns rap id ly  as yo u r  t im e  an d  a b il i t ie s  p e r m it . Course 
e q u iv a le n t  to  r e s id e n t sch o o l w ork— p rep a res for c o l le g e  en tra n ce  
ex a m s. S ta n d a rd  H. S. te x t*  s u p p lie d . D ip lo m a . C r e d it  to r  a  
8 . su b je c ts  a lrea d y  co m p le ted . S in g le  su b je c ts  i f  d es ired . R ig a  
sch o o l e d u c a tio n  i s  very  Im p o rta n t for ad van cem en t in  b u s in e ss  
a n d  in d u s tr y  and so c ia lly . D o n ’t  be h an d ica p p ed  a l l  yo u r  lir e .  
B e  a H ig h  S ch o o l era d u a to . S ta r t  y o u r  t r a in in g  n ow . B ree  
B u l le t in  on req u est. N o  o b lig a t io n ,  

icon  S c h o o l D e p t. H -6 6 ,  D re x e l ,  at 5 8 th ,  C h ic a g o  3 7 ,  I I I .

GOOD LUCK CHARM!
\M an y  people th ro u g h  th e  ag e s  
/co n sid e red  ra b b its  fe e t om ens of 

good luck . T h o u san d s  s til l do. You 
ca n  now  p ro cu re  them  w ith  h an d y  
key ch a in  a t ta c h e d  50 c e n ts  each , 

.  !> fo r $ 1.00.
Thomas J . W a fso n , D ep t. D, M okelum ne H ill, C al.

6 DRESSES $5.00
$1 DEPOSIT REQUIRED

C lea n ed , p r e sse d , an d  r ep a ired . S iz e s  12  to  
4 2 . A sso r ted  s ty le s  and  co lors. A ll c lo th 

in g  d ry  c lea n ed .
M e n 's  u sed  w ork s h ir t s .  9 8 c ;  L a d ie s  sk ir ts ,  
ea . C 5c; G ir ls ’ d r e s se s , ea . 5 5 c ;  R u m m age, 

15 a sso r ted  p ie c e s , $2 .2 5 .
S u r p lu s  arm y  c lo th es . A ll k in d s . 

S E N D  FO R  F R E E  CATALOG. 
H E R C U L E S  S A L E S  CO., D e p t .  D A  A  

225 D iv is io n  St., New York 2. N. Y.

FOR MEN ONLY?

’i f e S

The Gals Love It Too!
T ou’ll be a riot a t  your n ext  
stag- p arty—w ith th is rare col
lection of soph isticated  w it!

1 C O M P L E T E  HOOKS 
—  ea c li d ifferen t

500 E x c it in g  P a g e s
CARTOONS

B ed  H o t L a ffs  —  S itu a t io n s  —  Otrl P h o to s  
K ite  Club S tu ff  —  A rt S tu d ie s  —  E tc .

JOKES
I t ’s th e  y e a r ’s s n a p p ie s t  a r t  c o lle c t io n !

PHOTOS
D o n ’t  w a i t ! S u p p ly  lim ited . S en d  o n ly  
98c to d a y  —  n o th in g  e ls e  to  p a y  —  fo r  th is  
A rt H u m o r  B o n a n za . W e p a y  p o s ta g e .

98c BUYS ALL 4 BOOKS
S e n t  in  p la in  sea led  w rap p er  

O rder y o u r s  now !
M oney back  If n ot s a t is f ie d

LARCH BOOK CO., DEPT. 130-F
42 WEST, 18 St., New York 11, N. Y.

end of the first round. These illega l 
punches severely lacerated R e if’s 
right eye.

R eif saw red and waded in, punch
ing viciously. One of his powerful 
le ft  hooks landed flush  on Casta’s 
jaw, knocking that w orthy colder 
than a N azi’s heart.

R eferee Jack W atson was almost 
bowled over when Bobby Gleason, 
Costa’s second, rushed him  and de
manded that he award the fig h t to 
Costa on a foul because R eif had hit 
him after the bell.

L ooking Gleason straight in the 
eye, W atson snapped “If  I ’m not 
cock-eyed, those tw o fis ts  that land
ed against R e if’s eye A F T E R  T H E  
B E L L  R A N G  were encased in  a 
pair of boxing g loves worn by Cos
ta. He started it and w ill have to  su f
fer the consequences. I ’ll call no foul. 
I ’m g iv in g  Costa and R eif three 
m inutes’ rest and the bout w ill con
tinue.”

The scrap continued, w ith R eif  
g iv in g  Costa a solid  thum ping to take 
a unanimous decision.

T H E  E N D

SPORTS FICTION
(Continued I'roin Page 95)

W atch for

F R O M  SID ELIN E TO  
GOAL-LINE

A Smashing Football 
Novelet

B y  T . W .  F o r d

M A L L E T  M I X -U P

B y  J o h n  W i l s o n

C A M P U S  P A Y O F F
By  C. Paul Jackson

In. the Next Issue
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Quick

P R O O F !''
Read These R eports o n  Reducible 

Rupture Cases
(In our files at Marshall, Michigan, we 
have ever 44,000 grateful letters which 
have come to vs entirely unsolicited 
and without any sort of payment.)
Never Loses a Day’s  Work in Shipyard
“ A  fe w  w eelta  a g o  I  r e c e iv e d  t h e  A p p lia n c e  
y o u  m a d e  fo r  m e . W o u ld n 't  d o  w ith o u t I t  
now . M y  f e l lo w  w o rk ers  n o t ic e  Jiow m uch  
b e tte r  I  cu n  d o  in y  w ork  a n d  g e t  around  
over  th e m  3>iipj— a n d  b e l ie v e  m o , t h e  w ork  
In  a  N a v y  sh ip y a r d  I s  a n y th in g  b u t  ea sy .
I  n ever  lo : o  u d a y ' 3  w ork  n o w ." — ,T. A. 
C orner, 1V>5 G r e e n  A v e . ,  O r a n g e , T e x a s .

Perfect Relief— Full Satisfaction
" Y o u r  tr u s s  e lv e s  FTTLL S A T I S F A C T I O N .
I  f e e l  i t  m y  m o ra l d u ty  to  t e s t i f y  to  th e  
w o r ld :— ( A ) — T h a t  I  h a v e  br-*n r u p tu r e d  45  
y e a r s . < 15)— w a s o p e r a te d  o n  m ie n t id e a l ly  t e a  
y e a r s  a g o  w h e n  7 6  y e a r s  c f  a g e :  b u t  th e  

r u p tu re  r e tu r n e d  so o n . H a v e  t r ie d  e v e r y th in g :  
b u t o n ly  now  d o  I  t ln d  P F R I ' t h 'T  R E L I E F  
i »  y o u r  a p p lia n c e ," — I .o e  II . S tr o u d , 601  JO. v  G rove  S t . ,  K a u fm a n , T e x a s .  J

help for
Rupture!
W hy put up w ith  days . . . m onths . . . T E A R S o f discom fort, 
worry and fear— if w e can provide you w ith the support you 
w ant and need? Learn NOY^ about th is perfected truss-inven
tion for m ost form s o f  reducible rupture. Surely you keenly  
desire . . . you eagerly CRAVE to enjoy m ost o f life ’s activities 
and pleasures once again. To work . . .  to play . . . to live . . . 
to  love . . . w ith  the haunting F ear o f  Rupture lessened in your 
thoughts! L iterally  tJmv.sau/ls o f  Rupture .suiiorers have 
entered th is  Kiiujdom of Paradise Itcpa'ned . . . have worn our 
support w ithout the s ligh test inconvenience. Perhaps we can 
do a s  much for you. Som e w ise man said, “Nothin;; is  im pos
sible in tliis  world”— and it  is  true, for whore other trusses 
have failed  is  w here w e have had our proa tost sue cess in man.'/ 
cases ! Even dot:tors— thousands o f  them — have ordered for 
them selves and their patients. U n less your case is absolutely  
hopeless, do not despair. The coupon below brings our Free  
Rupture Book in  plain envelope. Send the coupon now.

Patented AIR-CUSHION Support 
Gives Wonderful Protection

Think of it! H ere’s  0. surprising y e t  s im p le-actin g  invention  
that helps N ature support the w eakened m uscles gently but 
securely, day and n ight. Thousands of grateful le tters express 
heartfelt thanks for relief from pain and worry,—resu lts b e
yond the expectations o f th e  w riters. AVhat is  th is  invention— 
how does it work? W ill it  help m e? G et the com plete, fa sc in a t
ing fa cts  on the Brooks Air-Cushion Appliance—send now  for 
free Rupture Book.

Cheap— Sanitary-— Comfortable
Rich or poor— A NYO NE can afford to buy th is rem arkable, 
LOW -PRICED rupture invention ! But look out for im itations 
and counterfeits. The Genuine Brooks Air-Cushion truss is 
never sold in stores or by agents. Your Brooks is  m ade up 
after your order is  received, to fit your particular case. You 
buy direct a t  the low  “m aker-to-user” price. The perfected  
Brooks is  san itary, lightw eight, inconspicuous. H as no hard 
pads to gouge painfu lly  into the flesh, no stiff, punishing  
springs, no m etal girdle to  ru st or corrode. It is  GUARANTEED  
to  bring you heavenly com fort and security or it costs 
NOTHING. The Air-Cushion works in its own unique w ay—  
softly , silen tly  doing its part in providing protection. Learn w hat 
tins patented invention m ay m ean to  you— send the coupon 
q u ick !

C . £*. b 'R O O Z S .  
I n v m t o r

SENT ON TRIAL!
N o  .  . .  d on’t. o r F r  a  R rooka now  . .  . F I R S T  g e t  ih o  com 
p le te , r eve riling  ex I>1 a nu t ion o f th N  worM -f’uium.u' ru p tu re  in v en 
tio n . T H E N  d ec id e  w h e th e r you w r i t  to  try  (<t  tlw  com fort—  
th o  w o n d erfu l d -.'.rea  o f  f  f e e  Jo in — th e  s e c u rity — th e  b i l l e d  r e 
l i e f  t h a t  tliou.ViUiJU of m en , wom en sin-1 c h ild re n  have re p o rt ■4. 
T h e y  found  o u r in -e u  lio n  th o  an.wv^r t«  th e ir  i fray e r r!  A nd you 
r i k  N O T H IN G  in  in a k in g  th e  T E S T , a.-; th e  com plete m ip li-  
an.'O is S E N T  O N  T il  TAT,. S u re ly  you owe i t  to  y o u r .e lf  to  

t h i : n o -r i  k  t r i a l .  S end  fo r th e  fa c ts— now— today— 
b u rry  I A ll < orre.-fpondeneo s t r ic t ly  co nfiden tia l.

F R E E ! Latest Rupture Book Explains Alii 
P la in  E n v e lo p e  JUST CLIP and SEND COUPON

B ro o k s  A p p lia n c e  C o .,3 1 9 - F  S t a t e  S t . ,  M a rsh a ll ,  M ich .

MAIL THIS COUPON NOW!
B R O O K S  A P P L 8 A N C E  C O .  S
3 1 9 - F s t a t *  S t . ,  M a r s h a l l ,  M i c h .  g
W ith o u t  o b l ig a t io n ,  p le a  so  se n d  yo u r  F R E E  B 
H O O K  o n  R u p tu r e . P R O O F  o f  R e s u lt s ,  a n d  8  
T R I A L  O F F E R — -ill lu  p la iu  e n v e lo p e . 8

S ta te

S ta te  w h eth er  fo r  M an Q  W o m a n  Ci or C h ild  Q
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BEFORE you lay  y o u r m oney  d o w n  on a n y  g a m e ...R e a d  this n e w  
sen sa tio n a l g u id e  th a t  show s you how  th e  odds o p e ra te !

p a r t i a l  c o n t e n t s  o f

CAN YOU W IN ?
ODDS ON THE CARDS

flur O.H-. of  0  
C o r d  S tu d . Con* ^  ^  ^

C J d s ‘0 How to Spot the M om pulo1

MORSE-RACING

H o w  lo M « ,  W io n .fi. How . »  fto*
fo c h  of 9 Systems; ln l,d* V 
t o  Jutfgc Horses: Minimum R.sWs; Meon 

of Racing Terms.
a d v ic e  o n  d ic e

« - r * k t  

/M **
How  Chcotert

ore lo ad e d  oocf 
Meaning of Crop

.nd Sk <I RoVer. 7 -  
,<t Ct'd«|"- r '" '  p

SPORT POOLS • ROULETTE • B'NSO 
REAL ESTATE

,2  r « * h .  <0 W oich  io
at l r,f a Typical Home; Questions 
£ U A n s w e re d  boforo Buying a Hoo.o.

INSURANCE
Of Wrong Iniurcoce: How L .f , 

P iiia lii a W g rk * W hat Your Insurance
Should Be; 0.1. ‘ l«s u ru "W  Converting 
Insuronce.

...with the Odds on YOUR Side!
Don’t “buck the odds” in poker, horseracing, dice, stud, bridge, gin 
rummy or any other  activity! Mathematical odds rule every game of 
chance. When you know what the odds are and how they work— you in* 
crease your chances to win and hold your risk to an absotute„JTiinimimi! 
C A N  YOU WIN ? easily and simply makes your game "scientific” by IN* 
STAN TLY answering such questions as . . . What systems are best f«.r 
selecting winning horses? . . . What are the odds against drawing three* 
of-a-kind in draw poker? . .  . What are the odds on dice? . . . What yot* 
should look for in gin rummy?

A Cold Mine of Winning Facts
£asy*to-read charts and illustrations show at a glance your chances to 
win et cards or dice. But there is plenty more! This sensational book 
also gives you The Truth About Morse-Racing (9 Systems) . . . Spot 
the Dishonest Manipulator in tricky deals, loaded dice, fixed cards 
, . . Know how Insurance “Consultants” can throw you for a loss . • * 

What to watch for in stock market investments . . • 
How to avoid going “overboard” in buying a home. 
CAN YOU W IN ?  is truly a goldmine ol valuable 
advice and facts.

. SEND NO MONEY
^§xp(^ine^'-d^y9::pn  Approval

' ! Y OU W IN? for 5 
1 d a y i-t o ;»*•;for yo un tll hovr-valuable it con 
\lb*'af'.iw everyday quid*! Melt coupon and pdf

Editman only -SV.M plus postage whrn the 
«k ;% rrf »* l , ';l f  foil « r*  not completely de- 

. C^tqhtod,: r*turi»v **» 5 days, tor refund of pur-' 
^ h o i # ; price. ■■ n ■'
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Improve Your Appearance 
INSTANTLYI

Nofice how you immediately take on o more 
youthful, more athletic looking appearance 
—with the COMMANDER. Thil amazing 
supporter gives you control firm enough to 
support abdominal sag, yet gentle enough 
to make wearing.the COMMANDER a pleasure.

e s . in s t a n t l y , you, too, can  
begin to feel a l iv e  . . .  o n  t o p  o f  

t h e  w o r l d  by joining th e  P arade o f Men 
w ho are m arching up th e  h ighw ay o f  
h a p p ie r  l iv in g  w ith  th e  c o m m a n d e r . 
t h e  a m a z in g  n ew  M en ’s A b d o m in a l 
Supporter. Look and fee l younger!

GET " IN  SHAPE" IN STA N TLY— EN JO Y
A HAPPY STREAMLINED APPEARANCE
T h e  c o m m a n d e r  p r e s e n ts  t h e  n ew  

e x c lu s iv e ly  d e s ig n e d  " i n t e r l o c k i n g  
h a n d s ”  principle for extra support where  
you need it  m ost. I t  flattens th e  burden
som e saggin g "corporation" and restores 
to  th e  body th e  zestfu l invigorating  
feelin g  th at com es w ith  Arm, sure “bay  
window” control. Try c o m m a n d e r  yourself*

Order th is  new  belt today and begin  
enjoying th e  pleasure o f feelin g  “in  
sh ap e” and “in  trim ” a t  once.

•REATHE EASIER— TAKE W EIG H T  
OFF TIRED FEET

T h e  h e lp fu l  a n d  u p l if t in g  e x t r a  
s u p p o r t in g  power o f c o m m a n d e r  firm ly

su p p o r ts  a b d o m in a l sa g . T h e  very  
in stan t you pull on  the belt you breathe 
easier . . . your wind is  longer . .  . 
you fee l better!

YOUR BACK IS BRACED-CLOTHES  
FIT B E TTER -YO U  APPEAR TALLER

The c o m m a n d e r  braces your figure . . . 
y o u -look  and fee l slim m er . . . your 
clothes fit you better. Your friends 
will notice the im provem ent in  your 
appearance im m ediately.

COMMANDER IS NEW  AN D  MODERN
T he absence o f gouging steel ribs, 

danglin g  buckles and bpthersome laces 
w ill prove a joy. c o m m a n d e r  has a  real 
m an ’s a th letic  type pouch w h ich  is  com - 
iletely detachable. Takes just a  m om ent 
o  detach for w ashing or replacing with  

another. I t  gives genuine  
m ale protection. Try this  
am azing new belt with  
fu ll confidence . . .  and at 
o u r  r isk , s e n d  f o r  i t  
n o w ! Ju st m ail coupon.

"Af/tKe7ftfS 7esr yovK s& F”
. . .a n d  feel what we mean by 

“ THE SECRET OF THE INTERLOCKING HANDS'*
C lasp  h a n d s  o v e r  abdom en, a s  p ic tu red , th en  
ra is e  a n d  p re ss  g en tly  a g a in s t i t .  N otice  how 
m uch b e tte r  you  fee l!  O nly  CO M M A N D ER  
c o n ta in s  th e  n ew  p rin c ip le , th e  in terlockinR  
han d s, fo r firm  su p p o rt.  A po ro u s n o n -s tre tch  
m a te r ia l  is b u ilt in to  th e  special s tre tch y  body 
o f  C O M M A N D ER , d esig n ed  in  th e  o u tlin e .o f 
tw o  in te rlo ck in R  h an d s  fo r E X T R A  D O U B L E  
S u p p o r t  w h e re  needed m o st. N o  Buckles, 
Laces o r  S tra p s .

’ Wtoran All Over Amur!ca Say —
••Enclosed find order foi 
a n o th e r  hell. I w ouldn 't 
bd  w ithout th is  supporter 
fo r te n  tim es w hat it  
costs."

— D r. C. 6 .  S .. Illinois
**( m ust w rite  a n d  te ll you 
how well p leased I am  
w ith  your supporter. I t is 
giving m e so  m uch com 
fo r t ."
— H. A. Z .. Bethlehem . Pa.
"E nclo sed  p lease find an 
order fo r two more. I am 
using  t h e  Com m ander rl glit 
now a n d  an t well satisfied.
I t  Is th e  m ost p rac tical

Above are just • few of 
moolah for fbe “  
lorly. Original* of those

" I  a n t su re  you will lie 
pleased  to  know th a t  I t Is 
b.v fa r  th e  best a n d  most 
p rac tical supporter I have 
ever h a d ."

—B r . A . M. 8 ..  Mieti. 
s‘I  pu rchased  a  be lt for 
m y husband  w hich  has 
proved to  he th e  m ost 
wonderful thing he has 
e re r  w orn. I w ish I  cou ld

K in to  w ords how m uch 
te r  he  looks a n d  fee ls ."  

—(M r*.) R .E .M ..P h ila ..P a .

many unsolicited tasti
er* receive raga- 

» on flTo.

M ail th is Coupori Today

Send m e th e  "C O M M A N D E R " for te n  days ' tr ia l. I  will pay 
pospiian specia l p rice o f « . » »  p lus postage. I f  not satisfied 
a fte r  w earing I t ten  days. I m ay  re tu rn  It a n d  purchase  p rice  
w ill be  p rom ptly refunded.

My w aist m easure I * . ............... . . . . . M y  height l> .................. . . . . #

Name..................................... .......... .......... ................... .

Address....................................................................

C ity .................................................. . . . . Z o n e ......... S la te .........................
□  C heck here  i f  you enclose  $S.:»8 w ith  th is  o rder a n d  we w ill 
pay postage charges. T h e  sam e refund  offer holds.

0 I M 7 .  Ward G row  Co.

a
:



T h e  I n s u l t  "1 
T h a t  T u r n e d  a  1CHIJM P  In to  jCfcIA P
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I Can Make YOU A New Man, Too 
in Only 15 Minutes A Day!

H A V E  Y O U  ever fe lt  lik e  J o e — 
a b so lu te ly  fed  up w ith  h a v in g  
b ig g er  h u sk ier  fe llo w s  "push  you  

a rou n d ’'? If  you h ave , then g ive  
ine ju s t  15 m in u tes  a  d a y ! I 'L L  
PR O V E  you  cun h a v e  a  body  
y o u 'll be proud o f, p ack ed  w ith  
red-b looded  v ita lity !

‘•‘D yn am ic  T e n s io n .” T h a t ’s  th e  
s e c r e t ! T h a t’s h ow  I ch a n g ed  m y
s e l f  from  a  scra w n y , 97-pound  
w ea k lin g  to  w in n er  o f  th e  t it le .  
“ W orld ’s  M ost P e r fe c t ly  D ev e l
oped  M an."
“Dynamic Tension” Does Itt

U sin g  " D y n a m ic  T en sio n ” o n ly  
15 m in u tes  a  d a y , in  th e  p rivacy  
o f  your ow n room , you  q u ick ly  
begin  to  p u t on m u scle , in crease  
you r o h est m ea su rem en ts , broaden  
you r  back  f ill  o u t your arm s and  
leg s . T h is e a s y , N A T U R A L  m eth_  
od w ill m a k e  you a  f in er  sp e c i
m en o f R E A L  M AN H O O D th an  
you ever d ream ed  you  could be!

Ton Get Results FAST
A lm o st b e fo re  you  re a liz e  it ,  you  

w ill n o tic e  a  g en era l " ton in g  u p ” 
o f  your en tire  s y s te m !  You w ill 
h a v e  m ore pep, b r ig h t e y e s , c le a r

h ea d , real sp r in g  and  zip  in you r  
s te p !  You g e t  s le d g e -h a m m e r  f is t s ,  
a  b a tter in g  ram  pun ch— ch est and 
back  m u scle s  s o  b ig  th ey  a lm o st  
sp lit  you r co a t se a m s — rid ges o f  
so lid  s to m a c h  m uscle— m ig h ty  legs  
th a t  n ever  g e t  t ir e d . Y o u ’re a  
N ew  M an!

FREE BOOK
T h ou san d s o f  fe l lo w s  h a v e  u sed  

m y m arvelou s sy ste m . R ead w h at  
th ey  s a y —see  how  th ey  look  be
fo re  and  a f te r — in m y book “ E v er
la s t in g  H ea lth  and S tr en g th .”

Send NO W  for th is  book—  
F R E E . It  te l ls  a l l  a b o u t " D yn am ic  
T e n s io n ,’’ sh o w s you a c tu a l photos  
o f  m en I ’v e  tu rn ed  from  puny  
w e a k lin g s  in to A t
la s  C h am pions. I t  
te lle  h o w  1 ca n  do  
th e  sa m e  fo r  YOU  
D o n ’t  p u t it  o f f !
A d d ress  m e per
so n a lly . C H A R L E S  
A T L A S .  D ept.
4S. 115 E . 23rd
S t ., N e w  Y ork 10,
N . Y.

CHARLES ATLAS, DEPT. 49,
115 East 23rd St., New York 10. N. Y.

I  w a n t th e  p ro o f th a t  y o u r  s y s 
tem  o f " D y n a m ic  T en s io n "  w ill  h e lp  
you m a k e a  N e w  M an o f  m e— g iv e  
m e a h e a lth y , h u sk y  body and  b ig  
m u scu lar d ev e lo p m en t. Send m e  
you r F R E E  book, “ E v e r la st in g  
H ea lth  and  S tren gth .'*

N a m e ....................................  A ge  . . . . .
(P le a s e  prin t o r w r ite  p la in ly )

C ity S ta te


