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J. E. SMITH
President
National Radio

‘Many Radio Experis Make $30,
$50, $75 a Week -

0O you want to make more

money? Radio offers you
many opportunities for well-pay-
ing spare time and full time jobs.
Broadcasting stations employ en-
gineers, operators, station man-
agers and pay up to $5,000 a year.
Spare time Radio set servicing
pays many $200 to $500 a year—
full time servicing pays many $30,
$50, $75 a week. Many Radio Ex-
perts own full time or part time
Radio businesses. Manufacturers
and jobbers employ testers, in-
spectors, foremen, engineers, serv-
icemen, paying up to $6,000 a year.
Radio operators on ships get good
pay and see the world. Automo-
bile, police, aviation, commercial
Radio, loud speaker systems offer
good opportunities now and for
the future. Television promises
good jobs soon. Men trained
have good jobs in all these
branches of Radio.

1 will train ou
time and full fime JOBS 1IN

Institute ¥
Established 1914

RMany Make $5, $10, $15 a Week
Extra in Spare Time
While Learning

Almost every mneighborhood needs a
good spare time serviceman. The day
you enroll I start sending Extra Money
Job Sheets showing how to do Radio
repair jobs. Throughout your training I
send plans and ideas that made good
spare time money for hundreds. I
send Special Equipment to conduct ex-
periments, build circuits, get practical
experience. I GIVE YOU A COM-
PLETE, MODERN, PROFESSION-
AL ALL WAVE, ALL PURPOSE
RADIO SET SERVICING INSTRU=-
MENT TO HELP SERVICE SETS
QUICKER—SAVE TIME, MAKE
MORE MONEY.

City ..

Hloy s o s v o v o o N R R SN N N R 3 R IS B N N N N RS

eme for goed spare

Dear Mr. Smith: Without obligating me, send *“Rich Rewards in Radlo,”
d full time opportunities in Radio explaining
your 50-50 method of training men at home in spare time to become Radio

B j. E. SMITH, President

" National Radio Institute, Dept. BAAB
] Washington, D. C.

|

i which points out spare time an

: Experts, (Please write plainy.)

|

[} INBIIO= 5 v siae ns siBorsrh pips dns vy stio sy soinsions onies )
|

L} Address

[}

|

Find Oui What Radio Offers You
Mail the coupon now for ““Rich Rewards in
Radio.”” It's free to any fellow over 16 years
old. Tt points out Radio’s spare time and full
time opportunities, also those coming in Tele-
vigion; tells about my training in Radio and
Television; shows 131 actual letfters from men
T trained, tells what they are doing, earning;
gshows my Money Back Agreement. MAIL
COUPON in an -envelope or paste on penny
posteard—NOW!

J. E. SMITH
President
National Radio
Institute,
Dept. BAAS,
Washington,
D. C.
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Accountants command good in-
come. Thousands needed. About
16,000 Certified Public Account-
ants in U. S. Many earn $2,000 to
$15,000. We train you thoroughly at
home in your spare time for C. P. A.
examinations Or execurive account-
ing positions. Previous bookkeep-

Dept. 149-F

the profesio

LASALLE EXTENSION—adult business training

n tha 'pay‘s..

ing knowledge unnecessary — we
prepare you from ngﬁund up. Our
training IS persona iven b
staff of expgrienced yC.gP. A.’s}.’
Low cost — easy terms. Write
now for valuable 64-page book
free, “Accounting, the Profession
That Pays.”

~

Chicago, Illinois
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- Sends Treatment Sor :

ASTHMA

Paroxysins on Free Trial!

I will seng any sufferer s Togular $1,25 bottlo of Lane’s Treatment

by prepaid mail. Used by thousands and this bottle does not cost

you a single penny until you are relieved—then only $1.25. If not

{(our report caneels charge, D, J. LANE, 268 Lane Bidg., St Marys,
ansas.

LAST CALL

' HIGH GRADE GERMAN
25 Cal. 10 Shot Auto.

Shoots as fast as you can pull the trigger, -
Protect your home ‘with one of these $15.00 5
£uns afb our close out price only $8.95. A few 3 3
& genuine Haenel 25 auto 7 shot $12.75.

Holster 60¢, Box of Cartridges 65¢.
Write for catalog of Rifles, Guns, Calls, S & W.

Binoeulars, ete. $2 Deposit required on C.0.D8. :
MHUDSON SPORTING GOODS €O., 50 Warren St., New York

Jnst put tasteless Cravex in his coffee, ten, liguoz or food. He won't
now and s0on his eraving for whiskey, beer or wine should disappear.
’ ew, proven treatm physician’s pr . Tones nerves--aids
ERtacitin oncantood. ‘SatedSaaiach: Ihousinds beneited:
i 2 . Mat id in pl ‘or §1.00.

> G. O. D. if desired, plus a faw cents adeitional CRaTEe Oracs taio:

- CRAVEX €0. Dent. 157 .P. 0. Box 942 Burbank, Calif,

Sand $1.00 Beposit on each Tire erdered. 00

on sach Truck Tire)Bajance C. Q. D, u send cash
deduct’ %. {f brand ordersd s out of SEoCk weshis eaon

it
in full

WANTED AT ONCE!

1.00 5e grdex ($3 Mother, Home, Love,

'ﬁ, ool iatun g:triotic, Sa 0;_:&1

> mic or any subjeel,

OYD TIRE & RUBBER €O., Dept.1108 Don't delay —- send

B
4821-23 Cottage Grove Ave., CHICAGO, ILL.

best poem today for
our offer. RICHARD BROS., 53 Woods Bldg., cchfso. ILLiNOIS

NATIONAL'S FAMOUS
| SUPER-QUALITY

CCURACY guaranteed by 100-year-old-million-dollar factory. Solid
A Gold effeet case, g'uarantyeed 25 years, 1t has a handsome locomotive
crown, time-keeper dial, railroad back. Compare with a $20 watch,
SE"D No MONEY —When your watch arrives pay postman $2.97

(plus postage). Examine watch carefully., Your
money back if not amazed at the value. If you order at once, you can get
# second watch for only $1 more. Sell it to a friend for $3.97 regular price
and your own will coet you nothing! No string to this offer, no cateh in it!
But you must act AT ONCE during this speeial Expansion Sale. Send
coupon or postal today! FREE Inife and chain to match with every watch!
-----------.-----------------------'
Dept. E-171 NATIONAL WATCH CO. of WALTHAM, MASS.
YES' L] Ship one R, R. model wateh at $2.97. :

¢ [3 Ship two R, R. watches for total $3.97.
1 will pay on arrival. Nothing more to pay. Money back if not
delighted. T RISK NOTHING,

Name ......

FREE! [ Sosa 2gne

E
Please mention Ace FIOTION GROUP when answering advertisements
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I’LL HAVE COMPLETE FACTS ON TH.E OTHER FELLOW TONIGHT

ECRET Service Operator No. 38 is on the job . . .
follow him through all the excitement of his chase
after the counterfeit gang. See how a crafty opera-
tor works, Tell-tale finger prints in the murdered girl’s

FREE

e " S P S S

1 Institute of Apglied Science

§ 1920 Sunnyside Ave., ept.7461 Chicago, iliinois

Gentlemen:—Without any_obligation whatsoever, send me

the Reports of Operator No. 38, also your illustrated Free

Book on Finger Prints and your low nFr ces and Easy Terms

af!gr. Literature will be sent oaly to persons stai
Bir age,

Mzm-.........--........................:..-...‘.......
Addressenesecsssnsassresssnsrersessnssurasnariossrrrens

essdg0unsnsaine

i
S e G e e

taesene

ollow this

o

room that help him solve the great mystery! BETTER
than fiction because every word is TRUE. No obliga=~
#ion. Just mail me the coupon and get—

The Confidential Reports
No. 38 Made to His Chief

And the best part of it all is this—it may open your eyes to the great
opportunity for YO i
young, fasi-growing profession.
Excitement!
money. And rememb
Identification Bureaus in the U. 8.
and I'll send you these Free Confidential Reports!

INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE
1920 Sunnyside Ave.

U as a well paid F}nser Print Expert. This is &
Y The kind of work you would like.
Thrills! Travell A regular monthly salary. Reward
er: graduates of this school HEAD 47% of all
i Quick! Mail the Coupon NOW

Dept. 7461 &Chicago, Illinois

Please mention ACE FIOTION GROUP when answering advertisemenis



IN.REAL MOTORS, GENERATORS, ET
PAY TUITICHN AFTER GRADUATION

ctical training on full sizé Learn about the ‘‘Pay ’{‘uition
g?éuical equipment.*‘Leamby  After Graduation Plan,’ "“Pam
Doing’’ in 12 short weeks, No  Time Employment Plan."” “Job
previousexperience oradvanced  After Graduation Service.”
education needed. Send the NOW. .. Diesel, AirCondition-
Coupon NOW for Big Free ing and Electric Refrigeration
¥ilustrated Book. - at no extra cost.
peenes WAL THIS COUPON TODAY smmmme
E H.C.LEWIS, President; COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL §
5606 S. Paulina St. Dept. 18-61 Ch.lcsgo, 1. |

Please send me your Big Free Book and details of your

“Pay Tuition After Graduation Plan,”

B
.
S e e e SIS TATE 2

SONG POEMS WANTED:

TO BE SET TO MUSIC
Free Examination. Send Your Peems To
J. CHAS, McREIL

BACHELOR OF MUSIC
4153-MG South Van Ness. Los Angeles, Calif.

ding. -
No Morey | Cases—
If You Act Quicki—We will send yon gxﬁ stirring

book on Crime Detection, S - &
| Pihcsaan Wack Tor 50 devh tore oo ad Idats
j* soney. If you decide to kern i+ fhen gpend only
& ©1.00 I not, return it. WRITETODAY. Literature
=% will be sent only to persons stating theirage.

. G. Cooke, Dept. 74-61 1920 Sunnyside Ave.,Chicaga

I have thousands
of satisfied cus-
tomers all over the
country who ecan-
not afford to pay
big prices. I have
been making dental
plates for many years, by mail. I guarantee you
satisfaction or they do not cost you one cent, and
I take vour word. Teeth made especially for you
personally can be tried for sixty days. In one
Pennsylvania town alone, 91 people are wearing
teeth made by me., They are satisfied and have

saved meney.

My plates are very beautiful to look at and are con-
structed to give life-long service and satisfaction. You
can look younger at once. They are made with pearly
white genuine poreelain teeth. Well fitting and guar-

anteed unbreakable. Remember you do not send one cent

FREE

—just your name and address, and
we send free impression material anc
full detailed directions. Be sure tc

write today for my low prices and complete information. -

Don’t put this off. Do it today.

PR. S. B. HEININGER, P. B.S.
440 W, Hurcn St., Dept. 165, Chicagoe, Hilinoi:

-FOREST JOBS

available at $125-$1756 per month, steady. Cabin.
Hunt, trap, patrol. Qualify at once,
Get detals immediately

Rayson Service Bureau, B-55, Denver, Cole.

2> RAISE GIANT FROGS

WE BUY' Good prices year round! Other mar

kets waiting for =2ll you can ghip
Small pond starts_you. Free book shows sketch
Send no money. Just name-address on_postear
. brings special offer to beginners. American Fro¢
Canning Co. (Dept. 195.A) New Orleans, La.

FINAL SALE RUSH ! ! gz

ONLY $6.45—-Double Action Revolver, costs $12 else-
‘where, 22, 32 or 38 cal, Nickel or blue finish. Brand
Dew, Powerful and hard hitting. Guaranteed 5 years.
Ideal for target J:ractice. 3 to 6 in. bbl. Send $1
with order. Cartridges free forcash in full. Order today.

WINEHOLT CO., Box 15 WOODBINE, PA,

MANY big corporations are headed by men
V i with legal training. Legally trained men
win more easily higher positions and bigger
success in business and public life. Be inde-
* pendent. Greater opportunities now than ev
before. ¢

LASALLE EXTENSION iopdorinaa ..

STUDY at HOME

We guide you step by step. You can train at
home during spare time. Degree of LL.B.
conferred. Successful graduates in every sec-
tion of U. S. We furnish all text material, in-
cluding fine, 14-volume Law Library. Low
cost, easy terms. Send now for 64-page “Law

Training for Leadership,” and full informa-

tion. They are FREE to earnest, ambitious
adults. ’

Dept. 143L CHICAGO, ILLINOIS

Please mention Ace FicTION GrRouP when anewering advertiscmenis
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GEE

muscles !

Id sure like to
have real HE-MAN

L So would I, but it ‘.
1 takes a long while}

DON'T get the idea that it takes a lot of
time and hard work for you to. get
* smashing strength and powerful ‘musculax

development! And don’t fool yourself into.

thinking that you need dumbbells, stretch-
ers or any other such contraptions.

Both of these ideas ave all bunk—and I
have PROVED it. All T need is 7 days to
prove what 1 can do for you! And I don’t
need any apparatus either. In fact, I have
no sympathy with apparatus at all—don't
believe in it. It is artificial—and it may
strain your heart or other vital organs for

el ot HARLES ATLAS &
IT Prove in thefirst {days YOU
can have a Body like Mine!

No other Physical Instructor in the World has ever DARED
to make the offer he makes in this announcement!

CHARLES ATLAS {3
{:Ioldc'r of the title

The World’s Most &
Perfectly Developed

an’’ won in open
ecompetition in the
_ only national and
international contests
held during the past
15 years

This Secret Has Helped
Thousands

Thousands of other fellows now know this
secret, too—and know from their own per-
sonal experience what Dynamic Tension has
done for them. When they turned to me for
advice, they were just as frail and puny
as I once was. Now they are life-sized
examples of what a man can and ought
to be—with mighty energy, tireless en-
durance, and muscles that stand out like
bridge-cables all over their bodies.

I have written an interesting book-

life!l
NATURAL NMethods Are
All I Need

Tet, filled with pictures, which tells
my story and theirs—I would like to
send you a copy of if entirely free.

Let Me Send You My
FREE BOOK

T’d like you to know what Dynamic
Tension has done for me—what it has
done for others—and what it can do for
you! This little coupon will bring you
_my free book which tells all about it.
There is no cost or obligation of any
kind—and no one will call upon you.

I just want to put into your hands
proof that I can do for you what I
have done for so many thousands of
others: give you broad powerful shoul-
ders, biceps that bulge with smash-
ing strength, a chest which stands oubt
solid and muscular, and an evenly-
developed body that will make others
look like dwarfs next to you.

Will you gamble a stamip to win
a body like mine? Then mail this

ARLES .

On this page you will see an actual phots
of how I look today. This_picture has not:
been changed in any way. NO muscles have
been ‘‘painted on.”” This photograph is the
camera’s honest proof of what I have done
for MY body. I myself am ready to prove
what my secret of Dynamic Tension can
do for yours!

To look at me now you wouldn’t recog-
nize me as the same man I used to be.
Then I was a physical wreck, a 97-pound
weakling—Hat-chested, spindly legs, arms
like pipe stems. «

1 was worried—and I had a right to be.
1 decided to study myself, to do something
about my body. Then I made a discovery.
I found a new way to build myself up. A
way that was_simple, natural, quick and
sure! ‘‘Dynamic Tension’ is what I called
it. I put this secret to work. And in a
short time I had the kind of body you
see here—the body which has. twice won  coupon TODAY. CH.
the title of ‘“The World’s Most Perfectly ATLAS, Debt. 491, 115
‘Developed Man."" East 23rd Street, New York.

FREE BOOCK

Gamble a stamp today. Mail coupon for free copy
wof my new book, ‘‘Everiasting Health and Strength.””
1t shows you from actual photos how | have developed
my pupils to my own perfectly balanced proportions.
Where shall | send your copy? Write your name and
address plainly on the coupon., Mall

it today to me personaliy.

-———l————_
CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. 491,
115 East 23rd Street, New York, N. Y.

1 want the proof that your system of Dynamic
Tension will make a New Man of me—give me a
healthy, husky body and big muscle development.
Send me your free book, “Everlasting Health and
Strength.” .

Name S Varels T o R D)

THIS STERLING SILVER CUP BEING Please print or write plainly)
GIVEN AW

This valuable cup stands about 14 inches high on a AJdAress ceecececsssvanssarinssssnssnvessarsnnss
black mahogany base. :
T will award it to my pupil who makes the most improve- 3
ment in his development within the next three months. City ... R e e vt D LA v
U England—40-42 Chandos Street, London, W.C. 2.

Please mention Acg FicTIoON GROUP when amswering advertisciaents .



Nervous Debility, Frequent Night Rising, Legz Pains, Lame Back,
Lumbago, Sexual Weakness, Kidney and Bladder Trouble Chronic
Constipation, Despondeney hest]essneus at Night are only some of
adbe allments, differing in Individuals that can often be aseribed to
“lesion of the Prostate Gland

COUNTLESS NUMBERS AFFLICTED
+ Countless numbers of men suffer from these ailments and other
physical shortcomings without knowing that very frequently they are
®aused by prostatic failure.

MANY DOCTORS ENDORSE MASSAGE
Massaging for the alleviation-of Prostate Trouble is as old as time,
and some of the most outstanding authorities in the medical pro-
fession recommend massage as a safe effective ~ .
ireatment. (See Reference Book of the Medica)

Sciences Vol. VII 3rad Edition.)

USE “PROSAGER”

—3 new invention which enables any man te
masel:lzxa his Prostate Gland ip the wvrivacy of
s home,
It often brings reliet with the first treat-
mont and must_ help or it costs vou nothing
No Drugs or Electricity 3

UNSOLICITED LETTERS
OF GRATITUDE —

Bach month we receive scores of unsolicited let- DR. W. D. SMITH
ters of gratitude and appreciation from users of "NVENTOR
the Prosager—the following ietters are typical of those received.
Mr. 8. W. Harrison 446 N. Main St Brewer, Maine. writes: 1
haye received wonderful relief by means ot the Prosager It certainly
has made a new man out of me. Mr J. W. Geary. I8 Poinsettia Ave.,
Bebring, ¥la.. staies in his letter: Received the Prosager May 20th.”
my vrayers have been answered, i have used it six ‘imes ang am a
different man, Mr. A, P Hoffman, 8104 Euclid Ave.. Cleveiand, O.,
writes: The Prosager is helping very much and would not be without
it, Mr. 8. V Kindig Box 218. Fairplay. Colorado. states: 1 feel 20
gears younger and I would not take anything for the Prosager if
1 eould uot get another.

We do not publish our users’ letters uniecss we have their

permigsion to do so.

FREE BOOKLET Explains Vital
Details and Qur TRIAL OFFER

A qrie cent post card with your name and address plainly
written-is all that is necessary. address card to

MIDWEST PRODUCTS CO., B-3425 Kalamazoo, Mich.

Fi

Anyone suffering from Fistula, Piles or Non-Malignant Rectal trou-
ble is urged to write for our FREE Book describing the McCleary

Preatment for these insidious rectal troubles, The McCleary Treat-

:ﬂﬂm has )P;er:){s\}messrul ja Lhé:uls‘arlnds 1;1 cases. Let us send you our
erence 1i ormer patien ving in every State in the Union.

The McCieary Clinic, 144 Elms Bivd., Excelsior Springs, Mo.

} IF NOT

EHJ@Y L! FE SATISFIED

Men—Women—Don't act old, Feel Young again—
full of pep and youthful ambition, “Step out and
ﬂ do things.” Take ANGELA MATE, Harmless, no
injurious drugs or dope. Delicious and stimulating,
Praised by thousands and endorsed by Physicians,
ACTS QUICKLY. Six weeks’ supply, $1; C. 0. D, pius postage.
North American Mate Co., Dept. L-f1, 126 Greenwich st, N. Y. C.

LONESOME?

¥ Letmearrange a romantic correspondence fop
=/ you. Find yo i
foremost select social correspondence club. A friend=
. : i ;md ic;zulomm.
T everyw! ] etters
'eﬁclent, dxignh ed ponst ?sgvrv.ice;_ I gzlzyne Emadle 8(ghousnnds of
onely people happy—why not you rite for FREE sealed partioularg,
BVAN MOORE ™ P, 0. BOK 630 JACKSONVILL S "oy aies:

MONEY BACK

INNING COMBINE

TOUCHDOWN every time! That’s

the “Ace” Magazine group. You are

now reading one of its publications—
ACE SPORTS. But a winning team has
more than one star player; it has a full
quota of all-star players. And so the “Ace”
Magazine group has a long string of all-
star publications. Here they are:

CHAMPION SPORTS

High-Speed Sports Action

TEN DETECTIVE ACES

Great Variety Detective Publication

SECRET AGENT X

Action Detective Dramas

WESTERN TRAILS

Salty Cowboy Action Stories

SUPER WESTERN

Stories of Roaring Pioneer Days

WESTERN ACES

Human-Yarns of Range and Owl-Hoot

SURE-FIRE WESTERN

Fast-Action Cow Country Tales

RED SEAL WESTERN

Fighting Cowboys—Hell-Busting Dramu

SECRETS . °

Real Life Confessions

LOVE FICTION MONTHLY

The Tangles and Triangles of Romance

TEN-STORY LOVE

. Stories of Gay Young Love

FLYING ACES

Everything Absorbing in Aviation .

MOVIE MERRY-GO-ROUND

Hliustrated Movie Humor

. REEL HUMOR

Gorgeous Gals, Gay Gags

Please mention ACE FIOTION GROUP whest ansivering advertisoments

8

’

1

2



b

- wall of the stomach (abdo-

HIS MAGNI-
FIED PICTURE
BHOWS how the
enlargement  of
the inguinal ring
(a natural open-
ing in the abdom-~
inal wall) allows N
omentum and in- X

il

Old plué type
ruptune pad
prevents in-
?unr\al ring

closlnq

Point at which |
‘strangulation
takes place

Lower edde of
inguinal ring

WRONG WAY A\

When you wear a steel 4

truss and stand erect
e

e opening.

RIGHT W
In the Brooks, however,
the natural resiliency
of the soft rubber in
ihe Automatic Air C\nh-

The improved
/ Brooks cushion
holds rupture in
&8 correct position
to permit unin-
terrupted growth

\_f new tissue

Dotted nnes show how
the -BY AT

CUSHION exp:mds con-
'J‘atta and ﬂuttens un-
Unques-

ion and the gent Ie
pressure of the pliable sup;mrtng bands pro=
vide continuous proteciion without gouging.

Help Nature }leal

or
tentwn of redulel(.
hernia.

O YOU see that bulge of

intestinal loops pushing
out through the muscular
Appliances
men) ? That’s what inguinal
rupture looks like.

The outside wall is skin and Trial Plan.

WARHING Decivse of the
Bmoks Invention there have
been many %n;réatlonﬁ Broo

1
tect yourseif by orderinz di-

rect under our fair Ten Day

at the first small
picture you will see that
such a thing is impossible
if the pad presses into the
opening. It is also impos-
sible if the pad doesn’t fit

fatty tissue. The black wall
inside that appears to be
broken is the muscular wall. It is not
broken. It has a natural opening called
the inguinal ring. It is through this ring
that your inguinal rupture first appears.
Sometimes this ring will: close up. If it
closes up while your rupture is out you
have a “strangnlatmn” and an immedi-
ate operation is imperative. If the rupture
js being held back at the time the ring
closes, then you have what the doctors
call 2 “spontaneous cure.” Over 22,000
Brooks users have given voluntary re-
ports- of such results.

Now this so called Spontaneous cure is
nothing more nor
less than the work
of Nature. Not in
all cases, but in
many, Nature will . .
strengthen the There is
muscles and close 3

the opening so that ;
the intestine is held gl can do_for
back without fur-
ther need for any
kind of support.

envelope.

Please

no charge for full information.

There is no ohhgation to bu;

try a Brooks. But you o

gét the facts. Find out in sim

understood terms exactly what
O

we it

5
illustrated book absolutely free

At the same time they Wﬂ] tell
you how to get a Brooks for ten days’ trial.

“ just right as it will let a
part of the rupture pushout,
The Brooks truss invention for the sup-
port of Rupture holds in exactly the
right position as shown in the second
small picture. It is especially designed
with this in mind. The soft rubber AIR-
CUSHION never presses in—yet it nev-
er slips. It gives comfortable and firm support
in every position of the body whether you are
asleep or awake. Actually it helps Nature
Heal for it does not prevent a natural flow of
healing blood to the weakened muscles.
You can wear a Brooks Appliance on trial

But if you will look

a Cure

Millions of
Satisfied Users

Over three million

doctors have orderedc
for themselves and

NO MORE FEAR
SEND COUPGH

Put- fear behind. More
important, put rupture
pain and dlscomfort out
of your 1lif T Ix

t{housands to know thao
blessed ]oy of Freedom
from RBup

and see for yourself whether or not it helps Nature in your case. If
it doesn’t, you owe nothing, If it does, the Appliance costs you only
about as much as you would pay for an ordinary ‘‘store truss.””

r even to

self to
eaqny
Brooks
name an ad-

Name- ..
Addregs

mention Acn PIcTIoN GROUP. when answering advertisements

! 167K State St., Marshall, Mich.  }

Gentlemen: Please send me your Book and
complete information en the Proper Support of
Rupfure. I understand there is no cost or obli-
gation for this information and that my inquiry
will be treated in confidence and all material
mailed in plain envelope,
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Ice

rigade

By Joe Archibald

Author of “Silk-Hat Socker,” “The Phantom Touchdown,” ete.

A smashing, stick- swinging rink marvel was the Vikinglike Vic Paul-
son. But they said Paulson placed a stumble-bum limit upon the game
of games, and even his teammates checked him off the ice. So he had lo
come back the hard way—uvia the outlaw route—to try to square himsell.

~4HE AMERICAN GROUP
scouts had come up to Winni-

peg to get their eyes full of

young Vic Paulson, center-ice for the
Tartans, and they knew before the

- first period of the Winnipeg-Alberta

tussle had ended that their trip was
not wasted time. The Chicago Con-
dors had been starving for young
blood for two years, and word of Vie
Paulson’s stick handling had been

trickling down to big time for the
past season and a half.

Vie Paulson was not a husky man,
but he made up for a deficiency in
bulk with speed that blinded many
rugged stick handlers. He had an
abundance of what boxing fans call
“moxie,” and the Dominion League

- fans continued to marvel at his abil-

i1

ity to give check for check with the
burly front lines of opposing sextets.
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He was the kind of player about
whom big time pilots dream dreams,
a man who skated from the hips and
who could shoot the disc at the net
from both sides.

Blond thatch, blue eyes and squar-
ish face betraying Nordic forebears,
Vie Paulson was going to town with
a vengeance against the Alberta
Wolverines. Second period was a min-
ute under way. From a face-off he
took the rubber and leaped clear of a
Wolverine wing, streaked like a
frightened rabbit down the middle
lane with the enemy center trying
futilely to cut him down and get in
some poke checking. While the eyes
of the scouts bugged out, Vic hit the
Alberta blue line with a terrific im-
pact, spun off a heavy defense man’s
_ twisting frame, keeping the rubber
disc glued to his stick, and got a
vicious angle shot at the Wolverine
citadel. The goalie stopped it, fling-
ing himself face down on the ice. He
tossed the disec out to a Wolverine
wingman, but Vic Paulson and a Tar-
tan front-line man got him in a hoist
and kept him trapped there while
Winnipeg’s fast left-winger stole the
rubber and banged it into the Alberta
net again. The disc cracked against
the harassed net guardian’s ribs, and
he grunted. He lunged vainly to the
side, brought up the big blade of his
stick and batted wildly, seconds too
late, to keep ‘a score from dropping
into the cage.

Vic Paulson skated easily back to
position and faced a gasping Alberta
center-ice man. The Wolverine
clipped, “Looks like you’re goin’ out
of this league, kid,” and he grinned.
“But don’t forget the jinx that trails
a guy who goes to the Condors from
this league. Better get yourself a
bodyguard of mounties, Paulson.”

The young puck ragger set his lips
hard, said nothing. For the past three
days he had been thinking that same

thing, had been fighting hard to drive

the mental hazard out from between
his ears. The Canadian papers had
already started to play up that story,

the tale that haunted young stars who
were getting ready for shipment to
big-time rinks. Not ten days back a
goalie had gone from the Edmonton
Club to take charge of the New York
Unicorn cage, and he had laughingly
said to sports writers who inter-
viewed him when he hit the big town:
“Ha—feels good to be here. For a
while I thought I might get a call to
go to the Condors.”

IC PAULSON’S play suffered a

little when hostilities were re-
sumed. He went down ice with the
rest of the Tartan front line when
the Alberta center stole the puck
from him and drove it to a wingman
in the right lane. He caught up with
the play at the blue line, snagged the
puck and spun out of the path of a
madly checking Alberta wing and
slanted toward the right lane. Wol-
verine defense men crashed him
against the boards, but he fought his
way out and whipped a pass to a fast-
moving Tartan winger in the left
lane. One Alberta stalwart stood
alone to stem the Tartan rush, but he
went out under the impetus of Vie
Paulson’s driving power.

A scout suddenly yelled, “Look at
that guy!” when Vic Paulson cut
loose after a Wolverine wingman who
had snagged the puck out of a
scramble in front of his net, There
was but one defense man down there
to stack up with the Tartan goalie.
The crowd was on its feet howling as
Vic Paulson cut down the flying Al-
berta forward.

He caught the player before he
hit the scoring zone, back-checked
him viciously and stole the disc right
from under his nose. He whipped a
pass to the right lane when the Wol-
verines pounded down upon him,
laughed as he spun toward the boards
from a body check and watched the
Tartan crack right-winger split
through the defense and drive the disc
at the enemy net.

Eluding a lashing enemy stick, Vie
Paulson wheeled away from a cata-
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pulting Alberta defense man, leaped
on the dise when it bounded off the
side of the net, and smashed it right
back at the desperate goal tender
again. It hopped over a desperately
lashing hickory war club, crashed
against the twine and made it bulge
for another score. . . .

In the dressing room of the Tar-

‘tans the playérs were slapping Vic
. Paulson on the back. “You’re as good

as up there, all right, son,” the old

trainer enthused. “Yep, them scouts

have seen plenty. We'll rest you up
next period. It’s a long trip to Chi-
cago from here.” :

Paulson® looked at Jules “Papa”

Cardonne and noted that his enthu-

siasm wag somewhat lip service with-
out an accompanying smile on his
rugged, searred face. “You're think-
in’ of that jinx, Papa, yes? I can read
it in your face that you wish I was
going to some other big-time club.
Forget it, Papa. I'm not superstitious
—not a bit.”

ANAGER'JOE GRUNEAU

shifted a cud of fobacco from
one side of his face to the other, spat
and then shook his head. “Funny
about that, though, The last two star
players that reported to the Condors
had somethin’ happen to ’em. There
was Clipper Sundra who was the
class of the Dominion defense men
three years ago. He was sold to the
Chicago Club an’ what happened? In
Duluth he gets pushed down a flight
of stairs in his hotel an’ breaks his
skull. Then there was that McMillan
college star, Jack Lane, who set the
Canadian Minor Circuit rinks afire
before the Condors called him in. He
stops over in Milwaukee en route and
gets held up in a side street. Some-
body bends an iron pipe across his
right arm an’ breaks it in two
places. He don’t play for a year an’
when he does he finds he’s washed
up. Maybe it’s what eddicated guys
call coincident, huh? But two of ’em!
The best players. Sure a lot of fair
players got to the Condors, but they

<

never meant much to any team’s
chances in hot competition.”

Vic Paulson laughed nervously.
“Then you admit I'm a star, huh,
Joe?”

“Yeah,” Gruneau said, ‘‘sure. But
you got to remember somethin’
There’s gonna be a lot more stars
where youw're goin’, kid. You’ll just
be one—”’ '

“If he ever gets there,” a heavy-
browed Tartan sub grinned, and the
manager yelled angrily at him.

“T’ll get there,” Vie said. “Just be-
cause two guys celebrated a little on
their way to big time, an’ came to
grief, is no sign T'l break a leg.
Huh!”

Vie Paulson’s rise in hockey circles
had been rapid since he had left
Gwinnell College in the States. An
Ontario semi-pro hockey enthusiast
had offered him a job in a big paper-
box concern with a salary that de-
pended on his ability to deliver the
goods for the company’s hockey team.
From there he had gone to a small
pro league,-where he was ultimately
snatched up by the Winnipeg Tar-
tans.

Manager Joe Gruneau bawled at
him: “Out of them spangles, Vic. Get
into your street clothes an’ watch the
rest of the game from the stands. 1
ain’t takin’ no chances of losin’ ten
grand. The Chicago Club said I got
to deliver you as sound as a granite
doorstep or the deal’s off. You've
showed ’em plenty.”

Vic Paulson wanted to get in there
for another period, but the mana-
gerial thumb stayed down. He took
off his skates, discarded his padded
regalia and was hustling into his
street clothes when the Tartan play-
ers thumped out over the rubber mat-
ting in the corridor on their way to
the rink. They were getting a stand-
off when Vic went into the stands and
took a seat behind the Winnipeg
bench. Without the spark plug in

- there, the Tartans coasted, content to

gamble on a four-goal lead. It was
just another hockey club without Vie
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Paulson. The flash heard a remark
to that effect from a fan before the
customers rose up and saluted a
* Wolverine score w1th a thunderous
cheer.

Paulson watched his replacement
face off with the visitors’ center,
gritted his teeth as he saw the man
lose the rubber and get off to a slow
start. The Wolverine offensive began
working like a well-oiled ice ma-
chine without the pestiferous Paulson

in there checking and skating them

to death. The Tartan goalie began to
sweat plenty in that last period, and
Vic Paulson itched to get in there
and stop some of those enemy drives.

“Pardon me, Paulson,” said a man,
leaning over from the aisle. “I’d like
to talk to you. I work for John Kil-
bride.”

Vie smiled and nodded. Everybody
in that part of Canada was glad to
talk with anyone who represented
Kilbride. He practically kept the
Winnipeg Hockey Club on the ice
through good season and bad. He was
the biggest man in the Manitoba me-
tropolis and controlled a dozen enter-
prises. When Kilbride spoke in
western Canada, men jumped and
said: “Yessir.”
learned quickly when he had first re-
ported to the Tartans.

The man dropped into a seat next
to Vic and the star looked him over.
He was tall, well-knit, with a coppery
face and a well-groomed black mus-
tache. Vic had seen him once or twice
and suddenly he was able to place
him. Alex Strang was his name and
he piloted Kilbride’s plane whenever
the magnate found a long trip neces-
sary to any part of the Dominion or
the States.

HE HOCKEY Z2LAYER’S eyes
narrowed a bit, and he said: “Go
ahead and talk, but I don’t see what
business Mr. Kilbride would have
with me.”
Strang grinned. “The boss has
taken quite an interest in you, Paul-
son. I've heard him say that you are

Vie Paulson had

the best hockey player ever developed
in this league. He’s heard about that
jinx business—read it in the papers.
He’s going to be responsible for de-
livering you to the Chicago Club. He’s
a personal friend of the men back-
ing the Condors. Wants to see you
first thing tomorrow at his office.”

“Sure,” Vic consented, “but they’re
serewy—all the birds who talk that
stuff. Nothin’ would happen to me.”

“You mnever know,” Kilbride’s
emissary qualified. He got up and
held something out to Paulson just
as the big crowd let out a storm of
high-pitched hysteria. The new Chi-
cago center-ice man swept a look
down on the ice and saw that the Tar-
tans had banged in a fifth score. He
grinned, gave his attention again to
Strang. “Wish you’d autograph this
programme, Paulson. Your last game
with the Tartans, and maybe you’ll
be famous—some day,”

The player took Strang’s pro-
gramme and pencil and scripbled his
name just below the column of type
that gave the crowd the identity of
the Winnipeg stick wielders. Strang
had printed his own name heavily,
adding a furbelow or two such as ex-
pert penmen of the mid-Victorian era
used to embellish their signatures. He
had even dressed his signature up
with a flying dove and Vic Paulson
grinned as he looked at it.

“I guess I'm what they call a dood-
ler when I get nervous,” Strang
laughed. “You had me on the edge
of my seat in that first period. Well,
thanks, Paulson. Don’t forget to see
the boss in the morning. I've got a
hunch I’'m to fly you down to Chi-
cago. Hope so. Get my name in the
papers.”’

The cash customers were looking at
Vic Paulson more than at the game
now. One or two sounded him out.

“They say youre as good as
signed, Paulson. Good luck!”

“Worryin’ about the jinx?”’

“Forget it, Paulson. In a week
you’ll be knockin’ over guys like Tes-
s1mond and Quatrelle.”
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The man in the hoekey spotlight
grinned good-naturedly and waved
his hand, then centered his eyes
on the play down on the ice. He
wished he was in there to sbop that
tough Alberta flyer who was carrying
the mail toward the Tartan net with-
out & man near him. The Wolverine
split the defense wide and drove a
shot at the goalie that bounded off his
arm and kissed the twine where it
counted most. Five 1> two now. The
Wolverines had outscored Grumeau’s
bunch in this period. Vic Paulson sat
there wondering what ne would do in
the big show. He was pretty sure he
- would make the grade. After all,
it was just another hockey league.
He told himself that confidence
was everything; he also told himself
that a man was to curb self-confi-
dence. Sometimes it gets out of a
man’s hands and does things fo his
game. - It develops into what the
sports writers call enlargement of
the occipital and frontal skull areas.

When Vie realized that fair Cana-:

dian belles were ogling him, his ears
began to redden. The crowd was
“warming up to him, having assured
themselves that Paulson did not
frown upon familiarity. The last five
minutes of the game were blocked from
his view by the fans who swarmed
past him on the way to the main exit,
pausing to wish him luck and get
his signature. At the final bell he got
up and pressed through the milling
mob and reached the passageway
leading to the dressing rooms. The
Chicago scouts were ahead of him,
also a bunch of newspaper writers.
Gruneau was shaking hands with the
scouts, and Papa Cardonne came
across the floor with both hands out-
stretched, his seamed face made even
more lined by a wide grin.

“You go to Chicago, Vie my boy.
Alors—then you show them down in
thees beeg, beeg show, oui? But after-
ward I talk with you, Vic. You come
an’ see me, Now evereebody want to
talk with you.”

The Tartans clattered in, sweat-
soaked and flushed with victory, and
Papa Cardonne had to attend to the
cuts and bruises that the players had
brought off the ice with them. The
goalie, feeling of a loose front tooth
with one hand and brushing ice
shavings off his seat with the other,
limped toward the bench and threw
his heavy shin guards into a corner.

“We're goin’ to miss you, kid,” he
shot at Viec Paulson. “Never was so
many pucks flying as after you left.”

HE DRESSING ROOM was

crowded from wall to wall. Sports
writers and well-wishing, privileged
characters from the stands jostled the
scouts as if they were but panhan-
dlers. Gruneau took advantage of the
general hubbub to. draw Paulsen
aside and tell the star that every-
thing was fixed for his immediate de-
livery. The Condor check would be
in the mail by midnight, he said, and
there was a tell-tale bnghtness to the
burly pilot’s eyes.

“You stop that smokin’ in here,”
he roared to cover his emotion. “You .
guys stop smokin’ till part of this
crowd is cleaned out.” To Vic he
said, then: “We’re glad for you, kid,
but we’ll—miss you.”

The player wrung his hand and
said : “That’s nice to hear, Gruneau.”

Sports writers even tagged Paul-
son’s heels to the very door of his
hotel room. “Heard Kilbride’s goin’
to offer you his plane, Paulson That
true?”

“Tell you tomorrow!” V1c shot
back. “Now beat it, guys, will you?
Yeah, I've heard Kilbride—" He shut
the door behind him, locked it, then
looked into the face of Jules Car-
donne, the Tartan trainer and old-
time stick wielder.

The French Canuck nodded and
said: “You are tire’, n'est ce pas, Vic.
But I got to say sometheeng to you
"fore you get away. Maybe ol’ Jules
don’t have.moch time to see you nex’
coupla days, non?”

Try Avalon Cigarettes! Save aeuera? cents a pack! Cellophane wrap. Union made.
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“Okay, Papa, what’s on your
mind ?” responded the new Chlcago
Condor center-ice man.

“But thees, Vic—in thees league
you are top man. You are the star,
out? Down there evereebody he is
star or he don’t be there, so you are
jus’ wan more hockey player. It weel
be different an’ firs’ you have to learn
all over once more, oui. You are ver’
fast, aussi you handle a stick, mon
ami, but there is many others who
jus’ so fas’ ag you an’ can do the same
when they get the puck. So—you jus’
be patient an’ learn what you have
got to learn, an’ maybe you weel be
bettair man as some of them. Ah, I
see you do not quite understan’, eh
Vic? I weel tell you about man I know
wan time.”

Paulson stifled a yawn, looking a
little bored. Jules Cardonne had a
sharp eye, and he sucked viciously on
his old pipe until the sludge began to
boil. “Tan year ago—Iettle more meb-
beso—wan ver’ good hockey player
he goes up to Chicago Condors, Vie.
Mos’ people they have forget his
name, but wan time he was beeg star
in Ontario League. I remember some.
Boreau, I theenk, was his name, but
thees does not matter, non. He ees
top man in Minors an’ he don’t want
be anytheeng but top man anywhere,
non. Mais oui, he goes up to beeg
time, an’ when he fin’s he ees not
top man, he goes, what you call eet,
the haywire, an’ one week only he
lasts. He knock off big-time star so
‘he can play all time instead of bein’
spare. But Butch Kohl of thees Chi-
cago team he see heem keek star
winger in head in practice game pile-
up, an’ he keek thees man right out of
hockey. Nevair have I hear’ of him
since. One game he have ver’ bad cut

on shoulder an’ eet almos’ go up to-

his neck. He theenk he ver’ tough
man, oui!”

“Good sermon,” Vie grinned, “but
I'm goin’ to stay on the ice, Papa
Cardonne.”

The old trainer spread his hands

wide, “Sermon you call heem, eh? So
then I say: ‘Man who ees beeg splash
in leetle puddle an’ can go out an’ be
leetle splash in beeg puddle an’ be
content—he ees real man.’ You
theenk thees over, mon ami?”’ Car-
donne got up then. “Mais oui, mebbe-
so I wagste the breath, but ver’ moch
I weesh you the luck, M’sieu.”

The news became official the next
day. The Chicago Condors had pur-
chased Vic Paulson. John Kilbride’s
fast airplane would take the star to
the Windy City, the Canadian tycoon
having completed arrangements with
the Chicago Club. The Canadian and
American writers put the jinx angle
on heavy, and the Chicago Mail top-
hand sports authority wrote:

Mindful of the jinx that is supposed to
waylay star players en route to the Condors
from the Dominion Circuit, the brain trust
of the Chicago Condor Hockey Club has hit
upon a method of foiling the little imp with
the horns that smeared such potential hockey
greats as Chipper Sundray and Jack Lane
before they even felt big-time ice under their
steel runners. John Kilbride, Canadian in-

- dustrial giant, has put his special plane at

the disposal of Vic Paulson and guarantees
him safe transport to the Chicago airport.
This bit of news falls hard on the heels of
several air disasters, and the hockey fans

- wonder if that isn’t the height of something-

or-other. A jinx has wings, too, it seems.

The day after the deal had been
completed Vie Paulson stood near a
sleek cabin plane talking to a group
of men who were to see him off. John
Kilbride stood out above the crowd.
There was Joe Gruneau, Jules Car-
donne, the entire Tartan team, and a
bunch of sports writers there,

KILBRIDE, after shaking hands
with the hockey player, turned
to talk to the writers. Alex Strang,
the pilot, got into the plane and be-
gan to fool at the controls. A husky
man, not much over thirty, who had
been introduced to Paulson as Kil-
bride’s personal secretary, came out
of the cabin with some papers he had
been asked to look for in the small
mahogany desk inside. He grinned at
Vic and held out his hand.
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“Good-by, Paulson. Know youll
show them down there. Nice playing
—that last game. That hoist you and

Dorais got in on that Wolverine puck’

ragger was pretty to watch. In the
second, when you took it off the
‘boards and passed to—"

Vie looked at the man’s high white
collar, and his eyes narrowed as he
chased an elusive thought, “Sounds
- like you know your hockey, mister,”
he interposed. The secretary stumbled
over his next words.

“Yes,” he said, “I played a little—

in college. Not much— didn’t have

quite enough of what it takes. Gov'
nor kicked me out—wanted me to be
another Lorne Chabot. Well, T for.
got about— Have a good trip, Paul-
son.” He shouldered his way through
the crowd, his old-fashioned white
collar keeping him in sight,

Vie Paulson turned to Strang who
was coming out of the plane. “What
was that guy’s name? Y’know—XKil-
bride’s secretary.”

“Barrow.”

The hockey star stiffened. What
was the name that Papa Cardonne
had mumbled? Boreau—that was it.
Barrow—Boreau—they sounded a lot
alike. Then he shrugged, grinned and
exclaimed: “Well, let’s get going!”

The power plant of the Sport Air
job roared to a deafening pitch.
There were the usual good-bys, most-
ly lost in the noise of the prop and
the throaty thunder of the fans who
had come out to see Paulson take off.
The hockey star got into the cabin,
and the door was banged shut behind
him. Strang went to the controls and
invited Vic to sit beside him. In a
minute he had jammed in the throttle
and the plane was moving across the
field.

The puck ragger sat back, feeling
more nervous than he had when play-
ing hockey for the first time before
more than five hundred fans. The
ground kept slipping away until a
bank of fleeey clouds stretched out all
around them and only occasional

patches of Canadian terram were
visible below.

“T should think a man who could
fly a ship would want to fily for the—
er—service or maybe the air mail,”
Vic said to his companion. “Lot of
kick in that.”

Strang grinned and looked around
at the hockey player. “Yeah? I'm
thinkin’ of the heavy dough I getf
an’ I'm a pretty important guy to
Kilbride. In the army or the mail
business, I’d be just another pilot that
nobody ever heard of. Up here I'm
somebody. Sure.”

“Guess maybe you're right,” Vie
said thoughtfully,

The novelty of the air trip wore
off. Weariness crept over the hockey
star and dulled the thoughts of the
Chicago Condor jinx which had been
stirring around in his head for hours.
Kilbride’s pilot competed with the

- steady hum of whirling blades, and

finally Vic dosed. He awoke with a
start, Strang’s voice sharp with alarm
as it ripped out advice. There was a
different sound to the plane as well
as in the pilot’s voice.

“Hold your breath, kid,” Strang
was saying tensely. “Keep your fin-
gers crossed !” Rage was twisting the
pilot’s face as he nursed the plane
down. “The engine was conked. We
gotta get down. I ought’ve known
somethin’ would happen.”

Eyes shut, the puck ragger sat back
rigidly in his seat and waited. The
jinx had reached up into the air for
him, and its fingers were like ten-
tacles of ice closing around his heart.
He opened his eyes again and saw
the horizon tipping at a crazy angle.
Torturing seconds passed, and then
the plane hit bumpy turf and bound- -
ed like a frightened greyhound.
Strang fought the controls with all he
had in him, but could not prevent the
crate from ploughing into a rail fence.
It went spinning around with a
crackling, crashing sound. Something
hit Vie Paulson heavily on the shoul-
der, and the pain brough® moments
of oblivion. After a while he opened
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his eyes and found himself lying in a
field with a few people standing
around him, Strang was kneeling be-
side him.

. “How you feel, kid?’ he asked.

“That was a tough break.” He glow-
ered at the people who were pressing
close. “Somebody monkeyed with this
crate. I'l— Get a doctor somebody,
can’t you? Any near here?”

A bearded native volunteered the

information that he had stopped his
- flivver just across the field. “If you
kin git ’im over to it, I’ll take him to
the doctor.”

Vic Paulson wag struggling to rise.
“I can walk it, I guess,” he said,
grinding his teeth with the pain that
bored through his shoulder. His days
on the ice seemed to be about at an
end. .

EWS of the forced landing and

the injury to Vie Paulson hit
Chicago’s Loop like a bombshell and
rocketed to all corners of the eountry.
Headlines secreamed the news:

JINX CATCHES UP WITH CONDOR
STAR. INJURED IN CRASH OF PLANE.
VIC PAULSON BELIEVED LOST TO CHI-
CAGO CLUB!

Goggle-eyed fans began to believe
in the actual existence of the little
black devil that had been manufae-
tured inside the heads of newspaper
cartoonists. Avidly they assimilated
- the news of the crackup sent out by
the wire services.

Vie Paulson, star Tartan hockey player,
was seriously injured today when fthe plane
in which he was flying from Winnipeg was
forced to land in a field not far from the
North Dakota line. Alex Strang, pilot of the
plane, a Sportair job owned by John Kilbride,
Canadian millionaire, was uninjured. The
Chicago Hockey Club front office told news-
paper men today that they will demand an
investigation, that they believe there is more
than coincidence behind the maiming of a
third star player to come up from the
Dominion. -

Hours later another story hit the
sport world and sent Condor support-
ers inte a frenzy of joy. Vic Paulson
was on his way to the Windy City

not as badly hurt as at first believed.
The doctors had found no broken
bones, and he would be ready to play
hockey in two or three days. The jinx
had been beaten. Chicago fans looked
forward to the first American Group
title in ten years. A crowd of sports
writers were on hand to greet Paul-
son when he got into the Northwest-
ern Station. The grizzled veteran
manager of the Condors, flanked by
four of Chicago’s biggest detectives,
hurried to the gates and held out his
hand to Paulson.

“Hello, kid. That jinx you licked
is a great sign for us. How you feel?”

“Good,” Vic grinned. “Sure glad to
See you, Mister Kohl, Didn’t think
I’d make it there for a while.”

Kohl whisked the hockey player out
of the station and put him in a eab.
Two hours later in a loop hotel the
newspaper men got their first crack
at the Dominion star. Vie felt pretty
good at the attention he received, and -
answered the barrage of questions as
fast as he could.

“How long will I stay in the game?’

the blond ice wizard repeated after
one writer. “Maybe five years—may-
be more. Law is going to be my dish,
though. T've got to have money fo
finish up where I left off with Black-
stone. Know a better way to get it?”
He laughed then and added: “Wom-
en? Don’t go for them much.”
“Goin’ to be a defense man in a
court of law, huh?” one scribe shot
at him facetiously. “Well, don’t do it
before you help the Condors to snag -
a title. After all, they paid heavy for
you.” =
The papers gave Vie Paulson plenty
of build-up, more than they would
have had he not met up with the jinx:
The kid from Winnipeg did net find
the spotlight distasteful, but he kept
his head. Two days after his arrival
in the Windy City he went over to the
Coliseum, home of the Condors, and
went through a brief workout with
the big-timers. After sniping prae-
tice at the cage, Butch Kohl, the
pilot and onee the greatest backliner
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in hockey, pointed out a few mistakes
the flashy kid had made.
. “I banged a couple into the net,
though, didn’t I1?”” Vic said with a tri-
umphant grin. “Well, guess a guy can
always learn something about this
game.” Inside, he felt o trifle jittery.
He had never skated with such an
array of talent. It was like taking
the best man out of every top sextet

in Canada and throwing them to-

-gether at a player. He remembered
old Jules Cardonne’s warning, mulled
it over for a while, then hurriedly
. thrust the Tartan trainer’s words into
the back of his mind.

“Practice ain’t a regular game,”
Kohl said, eyeing his new man care-
fully. “You’ve watched football play-
ers snag passes out of the air in a
workout. They drop most of ’em in a
real game—get most of ’em batted
down. This is a tough league, son.
They’ll all be tryin’ to bat you down.
You’ll be up against Quatrelle and
Tessimond, Flying Pete LeBrun, and
tough defense men like Mack Lauder
and Duke Hollis of the Montreal
Leafs. But you do like I tell you an’
you’ll stick!”

“T’ll try plenty!” Vie Paulson said
with grim determination, and Kohl
nodded, liked the rookie’s makeup.

HE CROWD packed the Coliseum
the night the Boston Pilgrims
squared off against Kohl’s six black-
jerseyed rink doormats. The Pilgrims
had taken the first of the two-game
series by a score of three to one,
-and Vie Paulson was watching from
the bench. Ever since hitting the
Windy City, his shoulder had been
worked on by the Condor trainer, and
the muscles were beginning to re-
spond. The papers had forecasted
that Vic Paulson would be there for a
while in the second tussle. Just be-
fore game-time Kohl shot at the Do-
minion League flash:
“You go in, kid—in
place !”
The newcomer to the Condor team
thrilled at the crowd’s ovation as he

Kettler’s

followed the other players out to the
ice. He gazed at the twenty thousand
fans with a trace of awe in his eyes
for several seconds. Th Windy City
crowd took the measure of the new
Condor center-ice man when KXohl’s
six were going through a short work-
out. They sat up straight in their
seats at the flash of his real stuff that
showed in his work. The visiting Pil-
grims, too, were inventorying him,
and they reached the conclusion that
Kohl had at last plugged a weak spot
in the Condor front line.

The game started with Joe St. Hil-
aire and Duke Sturm at the wings.
Kohl’s rugged defense consisted of
the veterans Trumble and Granger.
In the net was the Condor crack
goalie, Mite Jardine, but the Chicago .
fans were looking at only one man.
Vic Paulson, the blond viking from
Winnipeg, facing off with Nels True-
man of the Pilgrims.

The rubber was tossed in. Vie
brought a howl of approval from the
seats when he stole the disc and led
a swift rush down the ice. The Pil-
orim defense line boxed the rookie,
and he shot the puck to the left lane .
to St. Hilaire, who was forced to the
boards by a catapulting Pilgrim back-
line giant. The puck spun out, and
Vie, skating backward, sweep-checked
it away from a Boston winger and
drove down the middle lane with a.
Condor forward flanking him. They
hit the blue line, were split apart, and
Vic Paulson thought he had collided
with a truck. He went spinning across
the ice, leaped to his feet and saw a
Pilgrim three-man attack go sweep-
ing toward the Condor citadel. He
gave chase, the big crowd- yelling
wildly as they got a feast of his ter-
rific speed. ;

Vic knifed into the play a split
second after the Condor goalie had
made a miraculous save, and he took
the puck as it went rolling toward the
left lane, evaded the Pilgrim center
and tried to sneak:along the middle
with two Pilgrims poke-checking him
dizzy. He outpaced them, got trapped
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by the Pilgrim defense and took an
illegal cross-check that ‘spilled him
heavily to the steel-raked ice. He got
to his feet while the whistle was
shrilling and tock off his heavy gloves.
In a rage he went at the burly vet-
eran Pilgrim defense man who was
being waved to the penalty box,
swinging both fists while players
crowded him to hold him off.
. “You big bum!” yelled the rookie.
“Wait until you come back!”

“Lay off, Paulson!” somebody
yelled. “That's Mike Barres, the
toughest baby in the circuit you're—"

“Yeah? I'll split his skull if he ever
pulls that on me again.”

The crowd went to town for the
Canadian kid. They liked a serapper,
and he had showed them that he
would look out for himself.

Barres grinned from behind the
dasher. The play on the ice became
savage. Vic Paulson threw himself at
a Pilgrim rush and split it to bits.
There was a scramble for the rubber
near the boards, and the kid from
Winnipeg went in and battled two
Pilgrim huskies for possession of it.
_ He worried it out to the middle lane,
drove ‘it at Sturm, who was streak-
ing down the right side with a Pil-
grim wing riding him hard and
checking his head off. Vic swung out
of the lunging drive of the Pilgrim
. center and took Sturm’s hard shot
near the blue line. 3

The crowd was on its feet now, as
the Boston defense blocked the rookie,
The fans howled crazily when the kid
carried around the cage. There was a
pile-up, but Paulson, wet blond hair
shining in the light, came out with
the rubber, knifed to the side and
tucked the puck into the corner of the
enemy cage for a score.

The Condor supporters went a little
berserk. A cocky smile on his lips,
Viec Paulson skated out for the face-
off. Nels Trueman, the opposing cen-
ter, grinned: “Not-bad, kid, but you
were lucky. I've got a bad leg. If I
were tops tonight, I’'d have—"

GAIN play was resumed. True-
man beat the rookie to the
punch, and he went down the middle
alley like a streak just as the Pilgrim
defense man in the penalty box got a
tap on the arm. Barres hit the ice
like a demon and went out there to
give Vic Paulson a chance to knock
his head off. The tide of battle swept
to the Condors’ cage, and the goalie
was working like a Trojan to keep
flying rubber from hanging up a
score. Barres upset a Condor wing
who was making a vicious sweep
check at a Chicago cage stormer, and
then Vic Paulson came in and crashed
into him. Barres flopped heavily, slid
almost to the cage mouth, where flash-
ing steel blades chipped ice all around
him. '

The rubber came out over the pile-
up, smacked heavily by Mite Jar-
dine’s big glove, and Vic Paulson
trapped it and started speeding over
ice with three Pilgrim whirlwinds
trying to cut him -down. There was
but one defense man up ahead, but
he was a good one. He diagnosed the
rookie’s fake shot at the cage, clung
to him like a leech and drove him to
the boards. With both men down, Vic
Paulson threw his body forward and
shoved the spinning puck toward the
avid blade of Joe St. Hilaire’s stick.
It gulped the puck up, and the Con-
dor wingman blazed a terrific shot
at the Pilgrim goalie. It went past
him, spun into the twine for a see-
ond score, :

The sports writers nodded at one
another and banged feverishly at
typewriter keys. The kid from the
Dominion had scored one goal and
had helped manufacture another, and,
with the period about over, the Con
dors were two up on the league lead-
ers.

. Kohl took the Canadian flash out
and put in Kettler. With the mighty
blast of approval from the crowd
singing in his ears, Vic Paulson went
to the bench. Despite his success he
felt a bit shaky, His body was one
big ache, and his lungs were almost .



{9

CHARGE OF THE ICE BRIGADE 21

flattened. No, this was not minor-
league hockey by any means. Goalies
were not so easily fooled. You could
not expect to keep on fooling defense
men like those who made up the Pil-
grim back line. The offensive on-
slaughts were not as numerous as
they had been back in the minors.
But when they got going, they were
punishing things. A man had to be
able to take plenty, and Vie Paulson,
for the first time in his life, wished
he had been blessed with thirty more
pounds of beef,

While he watched the Pilgrim four-
man attack try to bang home a score
with a bruising drive, he thought of
that man who wore the high white
collar and worked for John Kilbride.
Barrow—Boreau. Those names kept
revolving ingside his head. Had that
man something to do with the jinx
that Vie had partially licked? When
he had a chance, Vic was resolved to
talk a lot more with Butch Kohl.
Koh]l dated back. He would remem-
ber Boreau, the puck ragger who had
not wanted to be a little splash in a
big pool.

Two periods of blistering hockey
failed to add further to the scoring.
In the last session the Pilgrims start-
ed to attack savagely with the Con-
dors lying back, content to employ

kitty-bar-the-gate tactics. The Pil-
grim Pilot sent a five-man onslaught
at the Chicago citadel with five min-
utes to go. Penalties were coming fast
and furious. Kettler came off the ice
with a deep gash across his left eye,
and Kohl said:

“Go in Paulson.”

The Windy City supporters cut
loose when the new Condor flash went
out to eenter ice. Each team was shy
a defense man when the fireworks
started again. It was the Pilgrim left

wing carrying down the middle with

three desperate flankers sweeping a
path clean for him—or trying fo.

Vic Paulson and St. Hilaire broke
it up,.and the kid from the north
country poke-checked the puck ragger
to a state of frenzy and stole the rub-
ber near the Condor cage. He came
around the net with dazzling speed,
a shower of ice splinters spattering
the boards, and digging in, he fairly
smashed his way through the Pilgrim
defense and went down to drive a
scorching shot at the goalie. The net
tender banged it clear, and St. Hil-
aire came in to drive it right back at
him. Vic Paulson swung in, crowd-
ing the cage closely, then went slid-
ing over the ice when a big hulk,
wearing the spangles of the Pilgrims,
crashed against him.
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Vic left the ice a little grogey. His
senses had net fully cleared when
the final whistle blew. He felt a little
sick when he followed the jubilant
tail-enders to the dressing room. The
players showed him that he belonged,
however, and he was warmed by
Kohl’s comment.

“Nice goin’, kid,” the manager said.
“You’ll get used to this kind of play.
They saw that they couldn’t keep you
down. They’ll start laying off you in a
little while. Penalties—they don’t
help a lot and they know it.”

“Sure,” the rookie of the ice said.
“Yeah—it’s no differert than hockey
where I come from. Not a bit.”” But
he knew that he lied. He was not go-
ing to let any of the big-timers know
it.

HE CONDOR CLUB won its
next three games and the six
points put them in third spot just
over the tough Detroit Bobcats. Vie
Paulson had made the grade thus far,
.and his name was beginning to mean
something in the American Group.
Vic Paulson was riding high, and
the feeling was good. There isn’t a
man living who doesn’t like the sweet
taste of success. But the sports writ-
ers who lift an athlete up to the
clouds in a hurry can drag him down
just as fast. They were ecalling Vic
the spark plug of the rejuvenated
Condors. People pointed to the star
in the eating places and in the night
spots he patronized. It was the day
after his one goal had heaten the
Montreal Leafs that Vie Paulson re-
. ceived a letter from John Kilbride.
The Canadian millionaire congratu-
lated the Condor eenter and then
came down to business. He told Vie
Paulson that, among other things,
he was the owner of a Canadian
weekly known as the Monitor. There
- was two thousand dollars in it for Vic
Paulson if he would write an article
on hockey and send it to him person-
ally.
Up in Winnipeg, Kilbride was say-
ing to his secretary while Paulson

read the letter: “It will no deubt
need a lot of fixing up, Barrow. Yeu
see to that, and then get the text over
to Montreal by air. If Paulson gets
it up here in a week, it’ll make the
next issue, and every would-be hoek-
ey star in Canada will rush to buy a
copy.” He turned to Strang, said:
“Let’s get going. I have to be in Van-
couver by three o’clock.”

Vic Paulson thought the letter over
for a while in a New York hotel where
the Condors were hived up. He told

~himsgelf that Kilbride expected no

alibis from anybody when he wanted
something. Other sport stars were
getting good money for articles like
that—and two thousand dollars was
a lot of money. He thought up a fair
line of stuff and put it on paper. The
next day he would get a publie steno
at the hotel to knock it off the {ype-
writer for him. The following night
he had the copy in the mail, but he
said nothing to Butch Kohl. He didn’t
want the Condors to laugh at him.

OCKEY WARS roared into fan-

uary with the Condors fhreat-
ening the Pilgrims’ lead. They were
but three points behind when they
moved into Toronto to battle the Ma-
roons. Vic Paulson had been showing
signs of wear and tear, and Kohl was
using him less frequently. The Con-
dors had managed to eke out their
last two games by dint of the pro-
verbial hair, and Kohl was begin-
ning to get a little worried. His flash
had been giving away plenty of
poundage to all other center-ice hus-
kies, and the pace wasg bound to tell.
Then the story hit the public several
hours before the Condors crossed
sticks with the Maroons.
The story in the Monitor hore Vic
Paulson’s by-line, and it told the
world that hockey was a game that

brutalized men. Due to the heavy"

punishment the stick wielder takes
over seasons of play, he was apt to
develop a chronic psychosis. The ar-
ticle declared that hockey players, es-
pecially ten-year men, end up omr the

‘}‘
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stumble-bum trail cluttered with the
round-heeled plodders from boxing
rings. The Condor star, as the fans
believed, cited cases of veteran play-
ers whose deaths could be attributed
to the punishment absorbed in the
hockey arenas. He was quoted by the
ghost writer as having said that he
would not stay in the game beyond
a certain number of years, as he
wished to take up a more dignified
profession before his mental equip-
ment had been shocked out of one
hundred per cent efficiency.

Hockey fans raved. Players prom-
ised swift reprisal to the upstart who
had smeared the ice game. Sports
writers included excerpts from the
magazine article in their scathing
columns and stormed Vie Paulson’s
room at his hotel for an explanation.
Butch Kohl and Sturm and Joe St.
Hilaire, seething with rage, banged
their way through the press gang in
the hotel corridor and crashed in-on
‘the stunned Condor first-year flash.

“We oughta ram it down your
throat, ya rat! We oughta make ya
eat every magazine that printed this
lousy stuff. Maybe ya got plenty of
sugar for it, huh ? Lemme take a poke
at him!” hollered St. Hilaire. “I'll
make a stumble bum out of him.
Hockey won’t have to. The rat musta
been figgerin’ he couldn’t take it much
longer an’ would get a ticket back to
the sticks.” g

Kohl said tersely: “Talk fast, Paul-
son.”

“Listen to me, will you?* Vic
ripped out. “I didn’t write that stuff.
T tell you I didn’t. That wasa’t the
copy I sent up there. The only thing
1 said was that a guy had to watch
himself so that he wouldn’t always
be out with injuries. Wire Kilbride.
He knows that—look, Mister Kohl,
it’s that jinx. Some guy missed out
stoppin’ me the first time. This is a
frame, Mister Kohl! You gotta be-
lieve me, guys!”

. Butch Kohl suddenly clamped his
teeth together. “Yeah, yor know I
believe you, Paulson, but nobody but

us guys will, see? The public won’t,
you can depend on that. You’ll have to-
prove it to them, kid. They made a
sucker out of you—a s2n. Yeah, that
jinx is in again—it’s caught up with
us. The players and the fans’ll ride
you off.”

“Tll find out from Kilbride about
this!” Vic Paulson raged, eyes glisten-
ing with brine. “I’ll get the rat who
pulled this on me. Thanks, Mister
Kohl="

St. Hilaire and Sturm swore under
their breath. The Frenchman pawed
his unruly thatch of black hair with
long, gnarled fingers. “By gar, you
don’ theenk for ask Mist’ Kohl if
what you do ees right. You theenk
everybodee hones’ man an’ look what
you do. You try out from thees, Paul-
son. I don’t theenk!”

“The kid is right,” Kohl stormed.
“Somebody has it in for the club, or
for me. They got the other two guys,
an’ they’ve got the kid here right.”

‘He sat down and thought a while,

the newshawks pounding impatiently
on the door. Suddenly he leaped to
his feet, snapped his fingers. “By the
Lord Harry, there was a guy once
that came up from that old Canadian
League. His name was Bra—Bar—it
began with a B—" ]
Viec Paulson clipped: “Boreau!
Couldn’t be the whole works an’ got
kicked out. Jules Cardonne, the Tar-
tan trainer, told me about him. Listen,
Mister Kohl, there’s a guy who works
for Kilbride, and he was in that plane
before I got in it. His name is Bar- -
row, they told me. He talked as if he
knew a lot about hockey. I want some-
body to get word to Kilbride and
tell him to look for a cut on that guy’s
shoulder where a hockey stick—"
“QOkay,” Butch Kohl said. “T’ll get
the front office to work on it. Sounds
like you’'ve got somethin’ there. You
go on the ice tonight, Paulson. I'll
get this story of yours to the papers.”

OCKEY FANS laughed derisive-
ly at the news. They said Kohl
was hanging on to Paulson with more
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regard for the title than for the game
itself. Maroon players gave fair warn-
ing to the Dominion rookie that they
would chase him off the ice. The
crowd came to the Toronto arena with
fire in their eyes, yelling for Paulson’s
sealp. They had read what a sports
writer had rehashed with regard to
an interview the rookie had given
when he first hit the big time,

Paulson had figured to stick around
pro hockey for five years until he got
enough money out of the game to
carry on the study of law. Those
words were in the minds of the fans
who set up a mighty, derisive thun-
der when Vic Paulson skated out onto
Toronto ice with the Condors at game-
time.

Tessimond, giant Maroon defense
man, slid toward him and cracked:
“You've got your nerve! We’ll knock
your brains out.”

The rest of the Maroon team, wait-
ing for the puck to be dropped, con-
veyed their intentions to Vie in no
uncertain terms.

A steady, booing thunder in his
ears, the rookie stole the rubber at
the face-off and drove down the mid-
dle alley. A grim-lipped Maroon
wingman stabbed at him, deliberately
drew a penalty by spilling Kohl’s sen-
sational star with a bruising cross-
check. The whistle shrilled with St.
Hilaire and big Duke Sturm coming
in, feverishly ripping off their heavy
gloves. 5 :

. St. Hilaire smashed Tessimond with
a vicious right and sat him down hard
on the ice with players and policemen
trying to separate the opposing bat-
tlers. Then Vic Paulson was on his
feet, blood trickling down his cheek.
He swayed, caught himself and took
the stick that Trumble, the Condor
defense man, held out to him.

‘Tessimond went out for the limit,
the crowd with him to a man. Joe St.
Hilaire went off for two minutes, and
Vic Paulson, teeth clamped tightly
together, .got back into the battle.
Helpless rage had its way with him,
and tears welled to his eyes as he

stole the rubber in a furious scramble
in front of the Condor net a few min-
utes later. He went down the right
lane with all the speed that was in
him, and into the Mareon defense.
He was crowded to the boards, but
fought himself loose like a maniac and
gave the hip to a Maroon wingman
who had snagged the puck in mid-
rink and dumped him off stride.

St. Hilaire came in fast, snagged
the mail and set sail for the Maroon
net. He drew a slanting wingman out
of position, cut in sharply and tore
by the only Maroon backliner to rifle
a shot into the twine. The goalie, sore-
ly beset now, with Vic Paulson taking
the rebound, threw himself hodily at
the rubber as it blazed in. Maddened
Maroons swept Paulson out of play
just after he had smashed the dise
home, but they were too late. The
score registered, and hardly a sound
came from the stands. Instead, the
cries went up: :

“Take him out of there! Smear
him! Knock his ears off I’

Tessimond came back in a minute
later, a vicious grin on his face. He
looked briefly toward the seats and
nodded, then went driving into the
tide of battle that was once more
sweeping toward the Maroon net as
an embittered rookie fought his way
through a small hole in the defense.
He found his way blocked, drove a
pass to Cookman at the blue line, and
then smashed against two Maroon
wild men and rode over them. Tessi-
mond loomed up in front of Vic, then
threw his massive bulk full into the
Condor star’s face. The roof seemed
to fall in, and the hard surface of the
rink came up at the same time, trap-
ping the stunned rookie between
them. The lights went out, and he
drifted into space for a while.

- Later, in the Condor dressing room,
Vic Paulson opened his eyes and
struggled to sit up. Lockers spun
around him. The face of the Chicago
trainer whirled among them. From a
long distance away came a rumbling

‘ like the roar of heavy surf. It drew
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nearer and nearer and then Vic rea-
lized that it was the crowd’s desultory
thunder. The rookie’s head was split-
ting, and needles were biting into his
ribs.

“Take it easy, kid. Lay back there f

now. A couple of ribs have been—"
It was Butch Kohl’s voice, and Vic
obeyed, wincing as the trainer felt of
his sore frame. “Tough luck, kid.
They won’t let you stay on the ice.
Worse luck—the crowd’s with ’em.
It’s a rotten break for both of us,
Paulson—you an’ me. That jinx has
caught up with the Condors, I'm
afraid.” ]

The Tartan flash struggled to sit
up, although the effort made him sick
at his stomach. “I'm mnot through,
Kohl. I'll go back there and—"

“They’d ruin you, Paulson, sure
as—" the trainer ejaculated. “We've
got to look at things in the face.
You're through with hockey unless
you prove that you didn’t know what
wag going to be printed in that mag-
azine. In a way you can’t blame any-
body. The game was pretty good to
you. They think you've bitten the
hand that’s fed you—that you’re play-
ing with your tongue in your cheek.

You’ll be laid up for a while—just

long enough so’s we couldn’t grab a
play-off berth even if the other boys

~wouldn’t rub you out. No, kid, it’s no

dice.”

“I'm goin’ to get the guy who
framed me,” Viec ground out. “T’ll
look for him if it takes me the rest
of my life, Mister Kohl.” d

Due to the penalties incurred by
the Maroons in the first period, the

Condors managed to battle through

to a fie score. Vic Paulser was under

care of a doctor when the battered

sextet came into the dressing room.

St, Hilaire said, “Sorry, keed!” and
Sturm and Mite Jardine slapped him
on the leg as they passed,

IC PAULSON fought against
tears that welled up, buf they
broke loose and trickled down his
blood-smeared face. Tessimond had

been unsportsmanlike, but the onus
of the whole thing rested on a man
who, Vic was certain, was a long dis-
tance away. :
Word came from John Kilbride
an hour later, It was a lengthy com-
munication that sent Vie Paulson
back on his heels and spilled over his
cup of bitferness and bewilderment.

PAULSON’S ACCUSATIONS AGAINST
BARROW RIDICULOUS STOP BARROW
TELLS ME COPY WENT TO PRESS AS
WRITTEN STOP HAS SATISFIED EVER¥-
ONE HERE HE IS NOT BOREAU STOP
SAW PAULSON’S STORY MYSELF IN
PROOF BEFORE PUBLISHED STOP
THOUGHT IT GOOD WAY FOR FANS TO
FIND OUT ABOUT HIM STOP HIS KIND
SHOULD BE DRIVEN FROM GAME.

KILBRIDE.

The battered Condor center ice man
was stunned when Kohl crumpled the
wire in to a ball and flung it into a
corner of the office. Vic Paulson, not
daring to look at anyone, walked out,
trying to tell himself that it was not
all a bad dream ; that his hockey days
were just begun—not really over. On
the way out he passed a pair of
huskies who looked familiar. Sure,
the one with the adhesive over his eye
was Chuck Yeager, the New York
goalie. He got a cold, icy stare for
response to his nod. The other stick
wielder made believe Vie Paulson was
a cigar-store Indian,

“T was itchin’ to get a crack at that
punk, but the Maroons beat me to it.
That big guy, Tessimond, sure showed
him the way the whole lot of us felt.”

Vie felt as though he were push-
ing his way through a fog as he went
out into the crowded street, It seemed
then ag if every eye on Eighth Ave-
nue were on him. And that night
when Butch Kohl walked in on him
in his hotel room, the stunned hock-
ey player was erying like a baby.
That made Kohl’s task doubly difficult
and, as men are when their sympa-
thies are involved, he was exception-
ally blunt.
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“You might as well stay here, Paul-
son,” he said. “No use for you to go
to Cleveland with the club. Let those
ribs knit good, an’ maybe by that
time things’ll have blown over an’
something may have turned up. I—er
—you—you sure showed me game-
ness out there against the Maroons.
I—well, that’s all.”

“Yeah, that’s all,” the injured
player said with an almost hysterieal
laugh. “You can’t kid me, boss. You
know what they’ll do to me if I ever
get on the ice again. No, Mister Kohl,
I won’t be around when you get
back.”

The manager of the Condors said
nothing for a while. Then: “You've
got money comin’ from the front of-
fice. It’ll be here tomorrow, kid. And
good luek!” He went out, slamming
the door behind him.

Up in Red River, Ontario, there
was a man who had given Vie Paul-
gon his first job. He had always as-
sured the hockey player that if
things broke bad for him any time,
Vic was to go back to see him. Ae-
cordingly, Vic Paulson did net wait
-around in a hotel room for his ribs

to heal. He took a midnight train out

of New York, wondering if the jinx
was through with him. He was sure
it was still tailing Butch Kohl. Late
the next day he called at the office of
the man who owned the R. H. Mar-
shall paper-box factory. Marshall was
a Gwinnell grad whose hair was gray
now, but who had perenmial youth
in his face. He had practically intro-
duced the ice game at Gwinnell.

“Hello, son,” he said to Vie when
the player walked in. “Got mto quite
a mess, didn’t you?”’

“I hope you don’t believe like the
others,” Vic said quickly. “I swear I
didn’t know what they were going to
print, Mr. Marshall.”

“Don’t deubt it, Paulson,” said the
manufacturer. “But you did think
you knew all the angles, didn’t you,
Vic? Like believing that everything
people said to a star player wasg on

the up and up. A man still has a lot
to learn even when he gets to the
top.”

Vic said tensely: “I was framed.
They almost got me in that plane.
There’s a bird who has been knifing
Chicago Condor chances for the past
ten years. I think it’s Kohl he’s really
after. Some day I'm going to catch
up with him.”

“You want to keep on playing
hockey, eh?”

“Nothing else,” replied the disillu-
sioned player. “But I know there
isn't a chance. A minor league elub
wouldn’t have me—not even the

smallest semi-pro league. ’'m poison

to the game. So that’s that.”

Marshall shook his head. “There’s
one league you ean catch om with,”
he said, “if you want to fight your
way back, it’s an outlaw league that
will hire anybedy who ¢an earry a
puck. You’ve heard of it.”

“Sure I have,” said Vie hoarsely.
“So I've come to that—the dumping
ground for every hockey outfit in
two countries. Players who have been
ruled out of decent arenas for crook-
edness and brutality. The scum of the
ice. Ex-convicts and halfbreeds who
haven’t the brains or the inelination
to play a white man’s game! Well,
it’s hockey. How do I eateh on?”?

Mazrshall pressed his lips tight. “All
you have to do is pick the team you
want and see who runs . They'll
grab you so fast you’ll hardly be able
to eatch your breath. And, Paulson,”
he added, holding out his hand, “Pm
betting on you. Always have. I be-
lieve your story.”

“Thanks, Mr. Marshall,” acknowl-

edged Vie feelingly.

HE HOCKEY PLAYER headed

for eolder eclimes that very night.
Two days later he got off the train at
a bleak snowbound station from
which hung a weathered sign saying
Barrier Lake. Off to the left was the
town, sprawled on a leng, white-
blanketed hillside. Beyond and below
gleamed the frozen surface of a pine-

Y



CHARGE OF THE ICE BRIGADE - 27

rimmed lake with fires flickering on
its banks. Moving figures became sil-
houetted against the fires from time
to time, and the sound of massed
voices broke the cold silence, which
reigned after the departing train
whistle had died in the distance. Then
a different sound cut through all oth-
ers and caused Vic’s heartbeat to
quicken. Hockey sticks were clacking,
and steel runners were swishing on
the ice. He drew his overcoat more
tightly around him and turned to-
ward a native who was driving a
pung along the station platform.

“Hockey game down there?”
queried Paulson.

“Yah! Everybody know dat. Bar-
rier Lake Beavers an’ de Oxbow Bi-

sons. Yump in, faller, if you want go.

down dere. Two bits.”

The player got into the pung and

rode down to the lake with the biting
wind making his cheeks tingle. He
was glad to get out of the sled and
stamp warm blood through his tin-
gling feet on the way toward the
crowd gathered around a fire. He
swept his eyes out over the lake and
saw three other fires blazing far out
from the banks. Packing cases and
boxes littered the frozen surface of
the natural rink, and fans were hud-
dled on them. At least three hundred
people were watching the game.
. Vic went out onto the ice and drew
near to a mass of players who were
milling furiously around a regular
hockey cage. The players wore the
orthodox uniform of big-time play-
ers, with the exception of the heavily
knitted caps pulled down over their
ears,.

The play was fast and furious.
With every rush men went down, slid
across the ice. Vie Paulson smiled. It
was no soft outfit, this outlaw leagué.
He watched a red-shirted man score
a solo dash, waited until the applause
had died down irom behind the near-
est cage, then asked a bundled-up
spectator: “Do they play all games
outdoors ?”

“All but a couple, mister. The St.

Philip Club has an indoor rink, but
’tain’t héated. Then they’ve got a fair
outfit at Oxbow. They lead the league
—the Bisons. Beavers a2’ Elk Creek
Fishers they play outdoors. Stranger
here?” :

“For a while.” The play on the ice
had halted. The hard-breathing and
bruised, red-shirted team came to the
sidelines and gathered around a fire.
They pulled off heavy gloves and
warmed them over the flames. Vic
singled out the man who had scored
the goal and ventured: “I’d like to
see the manager.”

A  weathered, hard-bitten face
swung toward him. “F'm him, Georges
Flandreau. What you want, feller?”

“Ever hear of Vic Paulson?”

“Paulson? Paulson huh, by gar, I
hear ’bout heem. He go to big Ameri-
can Group from Winnipeg Tartans.
Sure, sometheeng happen, non? I read
bapers las’ week St. Philip—”

“I’'m Paulson. I want to play here.”

Flandreau stared blankly for sev-
eral seconds then let out a yell. “Look,
garcons, thees ees Vie Paulson, I am
talling you. I see hees peecture in
newspapair. You look, too. Who ees
that feller?”

“By gar—voila, thees ees man call’

Paulson!” exclaimed one of the play-

ers,

Fans gathered around, and the
other hockey squad pressed closer.
They wore black and white jerseys
and were a rough-looking bunch of
stick wielders. The name of Paulson
rippled across the lake, made a com-
plete circuit of it. A big, broad-shoul-
dered puck ragger strode up to Vie
and said bluntly:

“I'm Pete Lepine, manager of Ox-
bow Bisons. You play for me, you
mak’ more money, Paulson. Flan-
dreau he not pay ver’ good. He don’
have the crowds.”

“By gar, Lepine, I smash you down,

_you try steal from in thees man,”

Flandreau roared. “I tall you I fight
see who tak’ thees man, oui?”

Vic Paulson forgot the cold when
he watched that fight. It went on for
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twenty minutes with Flandreau on
top at the end. Flandreau wiped blood
from his chin and grinned at Paulson.
“Nex’ night we play at St. Philip,
out? You play center for Barrier
Lake, oui?”? "

“Next week or after, you mean,”
- Paulson corrected him. “I have a
couple of busted ribs. If you don’t
want to wait, maybe Lepine—"

“By gar,” Flandreau spat, “that ees
all right. We wait, an” you get mend’
up. Come on, we go out now an’ mak’
three goals, mon amis. Alors!” Vic
Paulson took a liking to the big
French Canuck then and there. A
week later he gambled with fate and
lined up with the Beavers against a

-tough-looking sextet from Elk Creck.

U’ APPELLE RIVER’S banks
were swarmed with fans as rab-
id as anyone could find in big-time
arenas. The Beavers were a motley
group. Big Flandreau and a swarthy
giant named Cojack teamed up with
Vic Paulson on the front line. Cojack
had once done time for breaking a
hockey ref’s skull with a stick up in
Saskatoon. The defense men, a burly
Swede and a dead-panned halfbreed
named Jim Longboat, got set and,
teeth bared, seemingly tipped forward
on the points of their steel runners.
A yell from the ecrowd on the
banks boiled out over the ice when
the puck was dropped, and Vie Paul-
son immediately found out that there
were few rules in the outlaw league
when the disc hit the ice. The St.
Philip center banged intoc him and
knocked him to his knees, stole the
puck and went down ice like a ma-
niac. The ex-Condor center, un-
schooled in hinterland skulduggery,
set sail after the Elk Creek puck rag-
ger and caught him ten feet from the
Beaver net. He harried him to the
sidelines, dumped him over the board
markers and whipped the puck out
from under the noses of three snarl-
ing Fisher defense men. The crowd
howled with glee as did ‘Big Georges
Flandreau, who drove in to cover the

new Beaver’s dash for the Fisher
net. He sent two Elk Creek skaters
flying, bellowed like a bull and
yelled for Paulson to bang the puck
home. :

The Fisher net guardian was no
big-time prospect. He was a battered
old-timer with little guile. Vie
grinned, feinted him out of position
and then drove a shot with smoke on
it past him for the first score. The
game became a vicious battle. Vie
Paulson knew why these men did not
mind playing outdeors with the ther-
mometer hitting twenty below. A
man did not have time to get cold.
Vie’s ribs were bothering him at the
start of the last peried, and Flan-
dreau bellowed for him to go take a
big rest,

“Four times you have score. I no
lak to lose you, faller, weeth no more
busted bone,” the Beaver pilot roared.
“We hold ‘em.”

Vic watched the rest of that game,
shaking his head at the travesty that
went on under the name of ice hock-
ey. It was knock-down and drag-out.
His fast footwork, superior speed
and keen mind had saved him from
many a nasty spill on that ice. He
wondered how long he would last in

this crazy league. The players de-

pended on the money donated by the
spectators at-a game. The four teams
played three times a week and were
lucky to make twenty-five dollars a
head out of it. But a man could live on
that if he had to.

As the weeks passed Vie Paulson
wondered if he had ever been in any
other hockey league. The past seemed
to have rolled back clean out of sight
of his mind’s eye. The jinx that had
cut his career short had apparently
gone with it. Maybe, he mused, it
was too cold in this country for the
little black devil to roam. News from
outside had been sporadic. The Con-
dors had slipped back into third place

- the last he had heard of them. Kohl

was out looking for another minor
star, but the week-old paper in which
Vic had read the information de-
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clared that the Condor manager was
being cautious with the jinx in his
mind.

The Bisons’ arena was a deserted
fish-storage plant on the edge of the
Qu’ Appelle. Long wooden benches
that would seat three or four hundred

fans extended along the sides, and at -

one end was a common, stove-heated
dressing room for the hockey players.
Vic Paulson picked himself a wooden
locker without a door and began to
change into the Beaver spangles he
had grown used fo. The warmth from
the stove radiated through the tacky
dressing room. An oil lamp hung
from the ceiling and sent a feeble
light inte the enclosure that Paulson
had chosen. He saw a lot of names
that had been carved into, or written
upon, the bare boards; and a couple
of them were synonymous with the
rink game. Names that had blazed
brightly and soon died. There were
other names that held no significance.

Vic hung his heavy coat on a nail,
but it sagged precariously and he
moved it to another ome. His eyes
rested for a moment on a name that
had been heavily inaited with pencil
right above that loose nail, His heart
leaped in his chest, then thudded
sickeningly. Boreau. The writer had
adorned his signature with fancy fur-
belows and the crude likeness of a
bird. Vic Paulson stumbled toward a
long wooden bench and slumped
down, his face graying,

Flandreau looked at him with nar-
rowed eyes and said: “What ees
thees, mon ami? You have the seek-
ness by the ribs, eh?” :

“No, no, not that, Canuck,” Paul-
son bit out. “I just saw—something.
A lot of well-known hockey players
started in this neck of the woods,
didn’t they ?”

“Oui, thees ees so. She ees call’

cradle of ice hockey, thees country.

From here go besg fallers lak Qua-
trelle an’ Pierre Touissant an’ Duke
Clancy an’—"” He reeled off many
names,

IC yanked on his tattered hockey

‘togs, a fierce grin on his face.
Why had he not thought of that man
before? There was that remark he
had made once: “Here I am some-
body. In the army or the mail service
nobody would ever hear of me.” That
sounded like the payoff. Boreau, a
man who would never be satisfied to
be a little splash in a big pool. Jules
Cardonne had said—

The Oxbow Bisons put on a gruel-
ling battle against the team that was
leading the outlaw league. While Vic
Paulson skated the slower, older stick
wielders off their feet and ragged the
puck like a madman through the Bi-
son defensge six times in the first

“ period and a half, he did not know

that the Beavers were beginning to
be talked about in the hockey world
just a few miles away. He did not
know that at the moment when he

banged home the first Beaver score,

the pilot of the Regina Cougars in
the same league with the Winnipeg
Tartans was saying to Canadian

“hockey writers in his office:

“I hear everywhere that that out-
law team could beat any six in the
Dominion League, I’'m sick of hear-
in’ it. Sure, Paulson is at center ice
for them. That’s all they’ve got. The
fans would like to see the Cougars
against them, eh? Well, they will! I've
sent a man down to talk to Flandreau,
but those big lugs use mostly spares.
They’d put half of the Cougar team
in the hospital.”

“And if your spares are upset?’ a

— writer queried significantly.

“Then I have to put in the first
line, an’ in that first line is one man
the Chicago Condors will pay ten
thousand dollars for, Their scout is
comin’ to look him over sometime.
They won’t tell me when because they
say little Melchoir would play better
than he knew how for one game if
he__”

“Well, the Beavers have been say-
in’ that they can take the Cougars
any time,” ‘a hockey expert grinned,
walking away. '
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The Ozxbow crowd were getting
cold feet. Vic Paulson’s terrific pace
kept lifting them off their seats, and
the ice under the benches was pretty
cold. With Flandreau and the other

big wingman the ex-big time center

was ripping the Bison backline to
bits. But Vic Paulson knew that he
was absorbing too much punishment,
was getting spilled too many times
- to last long. A man’s life in the out-

law league could not be more than a

year or two. But the thought that he
had finally tagged the Condor jinx
kept lifting him up and sending him
in for more. Four goals he pounded
into the Bison net in the first period.

“Flandreau here?’ It was a repre-
sentative of the Cougars, and he had
walked into the dressing room during
the last rest period.

The big Canuck said aloud: “Right
here, m’sieu,” and Viec Paulson looked
up from tying a shoelace.

“You've been beefing about getting
a chance to play a Dominion league
team, Flandreau,” the man said.
“Maybe you figured we wouldn’t call
your bluff, eh? Well, I'm here to talk
business regarding an exhibition
match, But you’ll play our rules, see?
A thousand dollars for your end.
What say? A week from tonight in
Regina !” '

“By gar, we be there!” Flandreau
exclaimed. “We beat Cougars, hey
- Vie?’” He chuckled and slapped his
leg. The Cougar man looked at Paul-
son and sneered almost impercep-
tibly.

“Going up in the world, eh, Paul-
son?” He turned to Flandreau again.
“You’'ve got to remember one thing,
Flandreau. Our right wing, Melchoir,
is ready for the big time. The Chicago
Club is interested in him. Lay off
him, or we’ll run you right out of the
country—the whole bunch of you.
You’ll never pick up a hockey stick
again—anywhere—see ?”’

“For wan t'ousan’ dollar I mak’
this bunch play lak washwomans,”
Flandreau declared. Alors, mes en-
fants! Wan t'ousan’—"

The jubilant Beavers made a riot
out of the rest of the game. They
tossed off the Bisons to the tune of
nine to one and then hurried to the
dressing room to chatter excitedly
while doffing their worn spangles.

FANS stormed the Regina Cougar
arena the night when the stick
wielding terrors from the back woods
were to appear against their faveor-
ites. For two days the Beavers had
been in Regina looking the town over.
Vic Paulson had kept a weather eye
peeled for a familiar face but it did
not present itself: But he spotted Co-
jack and the defense man, Longhoat,
in the midst of a spending spree, and
he sought out Big Georges Flandreau.

“How much money did you give
those two after the Bison game?” ;

“Five dollar each wan, thees ees
all,” said the big Canuck. “They have
moch monee, mon ami. You theenk
they steal heem, non? I cut the eyes,
Vie, mon garcon. If they have rob’
somebodee,—” '

“Sit tight, Flandreau, sit tight,”
Vic told him. “Listen.”

The French Canadian listened.
After a while he said: “Vic, I theenk
I'm gon’ do anytheeng for help you,
mon ami. Jus’ watch Big Georges
when time come. Always I say to
them fallers, Vic Paulson he belong
in beeg hockey league. They play you
dirty treek somewan, huh? We feex
mebbeso, by gar!”

“I'm sayin’ a prayer,” Viec said ear-
nestly. “Those two birds have been
paid dough. Why? I think I know.”
He lapsed into thoughtful silence.
Cougars against Beavers. A game
that would make the palms of gam-
blers itch. Outlaw giants against a
reputable, big Minor League elub.
They would think of the Vie Paulson
in there with Flandreau’s buneh. A
Cougar star, Melchoir was headed for
the Condors. Everybody would know
it by the grapevine telegraph. Every-
body! The plug-ugly tactics of the
outlaw league were taken for granted
throughout the eountry. A lot of
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things could happen to the Cougars.

Vic Paulson decided to play a wild
hunch, the hunch that he was think-
ing the same thoughts as another man
who would stop at nothing to ruin
the chances of the Chicago Condor
Hockey Club. This was a perfect set-
up for a shady move. The ex-Condor
star knew that his present manager,

‘Georges Flandreau, would keep his

word with the Cougar pilot, but he
would not have trusted the rest of
that Beaver outfit with a thin dime.
Show a man like Cojack fifty dollars,
and he would sharpen up his knife
and ask where he was supposed to go
to work, That halfbreed, Longboat,
in the Beaver backline, would hire out
to any man for a price as low as ten
dollars.

The officials laid the law down to

Big Georges Flandreau when the out-

law team of big nondescripts took the
ice against the Regina Cougars. A de-
risive catecall or two went up when
the fans saw Paulson on the ice. The
boos rode the old Tartan - favorite
hard right up to game-time, but he
kept his jaws set with grim deter-
mination.

“He sure was a sucker,” a Chicago
scout in the stands commented to a
companion. “Had the world by the
tail an’ let go for a few lousy dollars.
He didn’t have to say what he
thought. This Melchoir, now, if he can
take the stuff these mugs dish out,
he’ll stand up with any big-time
team. He'll be in there. I don’t think
these spares’ll last.”

A hush quieted the crowd when the
whistle shrilled. The teams lined up,
and Vie Paulson found himself fac-
ing a player whom he had been up
against many times before. But the
Cougar center gave him the old eye.
“You’re right where you belong,
Paulson,” he said, “with the scum of
the rink!”

“Watch yourself, Brill,” the Beaver
center ice man snapped. “I'm going
to chase you off the icel!”

The puck was dropped, and Vic
Paulson, keyed to high pitch, swept it

away for the Beavers and stick-han-
dled down the ice with a burst of
blinding, deceptive speed that tore a
begrudging roar of admiration out
of the throats of the biased fans. The
Cougar defense was waiting, fire in
their eyes. They would get this up-
start the way the Toronto Maroons
had gotten him. Vie Paulson put on
the brakes and kicked up a shower of
shaved ice. He shot a bullet pass to
Flandreau in the left lane, but the
Cougar right wing trapped the big
Canuck against the boards.

It was one thing to trap a man, an-
other to keep him trapped. Flan-
dreau, strong as a bull, battled his
way out and crashed through the Cou-
gar defense to bang a shot at the net.
The goalie deflected it toward a Re-
gina wing, but Vie Paulson was in
there with a beautiful check that sent
the Cougar stick wielder sprawling.
In came Cojack to snag the rubber
and go down ice with Flandreau and
Paulson clearing the way. The Cou-
gar spares stiffened, were split apart
by Paulson and the big Canuck, and
Cojack slammed a terrific shot past
the Cougar net guardian for a score.
Paulson skated to his position, a
bleak grin on his face.

The Regina center, Brill, drew his
arm across a cut on his cheek and
bit out: “Lucky! The next time—”

HE NEXT TIME was the same
as the last. The Cougar spares
fought wildly to get going. Time
after time their rushes were broken
up by a whirlwind on skates who had
been up to the big time. Vie Paulson
poke-checked them into a state of
frenzy. He back-checked, sweep-
checked, skated around them as if
they were frozen to the rink
Flandreau’s triumphant bellowing,
as the first period stretched out, mad-
dened the Cougar bench. The Regina
pilot, leaning forward, cursed softly
as he watched Vic Paulson tear
around his own cage after stealing
the rubber and come down ice like
an express train with the Cougar
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center in hopeless pursuit. Flandreau
spilled a Cougar backliner. Cojack
trapped a fighting wingman against
the boards, and the disec went flying
toward the harassed Cougar goalie
ten times before it stayed put at the
back of the cage.

The fans were riding the Cougars
now. They yelled for the first string.
Two to nothing for the outlaw puck
raggers as the period ended.

“What a shame!” exclaimed a
scout. “That Paulson guy could have
made any big-time club ‘click. That
Condor Club sure is jinxed. Even if
they want this Melchoir, they’ll have
to deliver him in an armored car.”

In the dressing room turned over
to the Beavers, Vie Paulson was
- tightening the heavy leather belt that
he wore around his middle. “Next
period, Georges,” he said to Flan-
dreau, “the big boys come in. Watch
close now. Things ought to start bust-
.ing wide open if what I think is right.
I saw two men come in during a time
out. One wore a coat that looked like
he is in the money.” ,

The Cougar pilot sent in his first

line to start the second session, and
the crowd welcomed them with a
deafening roar. They pleaded for the
boys to smear Paulson,.wipe the ice
with the plug-uglies. Vic Paulson, a
tightness in his throat, remembered
when this Cougar crowd had given
him plenty of cheers. The center
facing him now was tops in the
league. Like Brill, he pretended that
he had never seen Paulson before.
The whistle. The play was on! The
Cougar center stole the puck from
under Vic Paulson’s nose and cut
away from a charging Beaver wing.
He went down the middle with Mel-
choir, the potential Condor wing, slip-
ping fast down the right lane with
Cojack riding him hard. Paulson,
maddened, drove after the Cougar
center and caught him at the blue
line. He worried the man out of pos-
-session of the dise, cut toward the
left and looked for Flandreau. Spot-
ting him down ice battling it out with

the Cougar defense, he shifted his
flashing blue eyes toward Melchoir.

Cojack, teeth bared, was going in
at the Cougar star, stick held high.
Melchoir went down from the impact,
slid to the boards, and the whistle
shrilled crazily. Cojack went off for
five minutes and Viec Paulson looked
at the Beaver manager, his lips twist-
ed. Melchoir was raised to his feet,
the wind still out of his lungs. Blood
was flowing from one corner of his
mouth. After a while he gave the
Cougar pilot a nod and stayed in.
The crowd gave him a great ovation,
then started to revile the Beavers,
scoring their brutality.

Three minutes later a Cougar
drive came down toward the Beaver
net with four raging stick handlers
determined to break through. Mel--
choir was carrying. He swung out of
the middle lane, drove a pass across

‘the ice to the other Cougar wing just

as Longboat, the halfbreed Beaver,
came in at him. Longhoat’s teeth
flashed whitely. There was murder
in his eyes, Quick as a flash Vic Paul-
son wheeled away from the Beaver
line and threw himself bodily at his
own backliner. The crowd’s wild
vells choked off, and the Cougar pilot
leaped off the bench,

Loengboat left his feet with a howl
of rage and went crashing against
the boards. Cojack tore out through
the dashes, bellowing insanely, with
the timekeeper reaching desperately
for him. Big Georges Flandreau
drove in then and knocked Cojack
down with a mighty blow of his fist.

The fans caught on. They knew
that the Beavers, for some reason,
had tried to take Melchoir out. The
whistle kept shrieking, and police
came out onto the ice. Longhoat was
on his feet, and he tore at Vic Paul-
son, heavy stick swinging around his
head. Reason had left the giant half-
breed. - ;

“You mak’ eet the fight agains’
own side, yah ?”” he roared. “You stop
eet me from get’ my monee, non? I
keel you!”?
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Cougars ganged the halfbreed and
brought him down just after he had

flung the stick at Vic Paulson’s head.

The Cougar center yelled a’ Paulson
as he skated close: “Got some man
left in you, Vic. Glad of it, kid.”
Cojack was harder to hold. He got
loose from the police, lunged at Vie,
and the old Tartan flash jabbed him

in the stomach with the handle of his

stick. Cojack went down.

Suddenly Vic shouted: “Up there
in the stands—those two men leav-
ing! Get them! Come on, Flandreau,
let’s go.”

COUGAR PLAYERS turned to
stare up at the stands. Two spec-
tators were fighting their way toward
the exit through a wildly gesticulat-
ing crowd. Running on his skates,
Vic Paulson, followed by four Beav-
ers, went over the hoards and drove

up through the crowd that separated

asbefore a wind and let them through.
Police came hard on the heels of the

~ charging ice brigade.

One of the Chicago scouts yelled:
“Paulson saved that kid! They would
have wrecked Melchoir for life.
Somethin’s breaking here, Bill. Let's
get over there!”

Spectators out of their seats were
hampering the progress of the pair
who- were trying to get out of the
arena. One was flailing wildly at the
crowds near a lighted exit when Vic
Paulson got near him. A face turned
toward him for a moment, a familiar
coppery face adorned by a well-
groomed black mustache.

“Boreau!” he yelled and flung an

innocent bystander aside.

The Beaver players kept widening
the path, and then Vic Paulson stuck
out his stick and threw the man with
the mustache off his feet.

A loose-lipped, moon-faced indi-
vidual in Boreau’s company reached
inside his coat, but Georges Flan-
dreau threw his stick. The heavy
handle cracked against the man’s
mouth and sent ‘him reeling back-
ward, spitting blood. In a moment

the Beavers were swarming atop hoth
customers, and the French Canuck’s
booming laugh rang out above the -
pandemonium.

“By gar,” he roared, “you right
mon ami! You call heem the honch.

_non?”’

Vic dragged a man to his feet. He
looked into Boreau’s, alias Strang’s,
scared eyes and clipped: “So we meet
in person, Jinx? Youre washed up
for keeps. You'll be a little splash in
a big pool from now on, Boreau, and
the pool will have bars around it.
Come on—tell all the nice people
here about the frame you set up for
me. Tell Cojack and that other mug
that they won’t get their rest of the
dough for crippling Melchoir so that
the Condors—"

The Beavers went back onto the
ice with the police. They threw Bo-
reau, alias Alex Strang, John Kil-
bride’s air pilot, at the feet. of the
two outlaw hockey players who, hav-
ing been promised a certain degree
of immunity, anxiously owned up to
their part of the deal.

“Wan hun’red dollar we are get-
teeng,” Cojack blustered, “if we get
thees Melchoir. We are paid feefty al-
ready by thees man!

“Well, Mr. Strang.” Viec Paulson
bit out. “You were tripped up when
I saw your name written on the
boards of a locker room at Oxbow.
Decorated it the same way you wrote
the name Strang on that programme
I autographed in Winnipeg during my

last game with the Tartans. I kind

of figured that this would be a nice
chance for you to stop Melchoir. My

‘hunch was right. Rats look for other

rats when they need help in a deal
like this, Go ahead an’ talk!”

“What d’you want me to say, wise
guy?”’ Boreau growled. “You said it
all. Sure was me—it’s been me all
along. I've stopped that Chicago Club
every time I had a chance. Butch
Kohl, I mean. He gave me a lousy
deal once, and I never forgot it. Hah,
I get around a lot workin’ for Kil-
bride. Kohl thought he was jinxed,
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him trying for a top-place team. Well
I’ve been stopping him! I pretty near
had you, Paulson, like those other two
guys! I wouldn’t have had to frame
you twice if T hadn’t landed that crate
where a lot of farmers could get to it.
I had a wrench ready to keep you off
a rink for good with a couple of
broken legs! That all you want to
know, you smart guys?”’

“Not quite!” Vic said, “Where did
Barrow come in on this? He had to
know about that copy.

TRANG grinned crookedly, tried

= to wrench himself loose from the
hands that held him. “Barrow? Hah!
He wrote that stuff for me. I had to
have more than one guy under my
thumb to get away with things with
Kilbride. I watched Barrow close and
help him a lot in betting on the
ponies, Paulson. Sometimes I don’t
pick them right for him, and he went
overboard. He has a wife and a couple
of kids, and he had to borrow a little
money from Kilbride. But Kilbride
doesn’t know it—yet. Barrow did
what I told him to do. Paulson.”
The hockey player said: “A rat
wouldn’t share the same room with

you, Boreau. Take him away before

I crack his skull with a hockey stick!”

The Cougars mobbed Vie, then,
slapping him on the back and almost
wringing his hand off, Sports writers
dashed away to get the news through
to the States via the Canadian News
Syndicate wires. The game kept being

held up, and the Chicago scouts final-
ly wormed their way to mid-ice.

“Good boy, Paulson!” exclaimed
one. “You’re aces and you're on the
way back all right.”

“Well, there’s a Melchoir,” Vie
qualified their statement, “ready for
delivery and no jinx riding on his
price tag. Things ought to be lookin’
up for the Condors.” -

“Melchoir!” a scout roared. “It’s
you, Paulson, who’s ready for deliv-
ery. Don’t forget the Condors have a
string on you.”

A man whose face was wreathed in
smiles finally managed to draw Vic’s
attention with a tap on the shoulder.
He wheeled and saw Papa Cardonne.

“T come to see you play, keed,” the
Tartan trainer explained, “I say to
everybodee they lie ’bout Vic Paul-
son. I have the many fight’ weeth
peoples. I say you wait an’ he show
you that, Vic, I am ver’ proud of you.”
He turned and eyed Big Georges
Flandreau. “Why, you beeg moose,
you! I teach to you thees gam’ wan
time an’ you theenk youw so smart as
you don’ me. So you geet the bad com-
panee, Georges, eh? Come shake the
hands weeth Papa Cardonne. Now
you are in right companee, Joe Gru-
neau he want coach for Winnipeg
Tartans. I tak’ you ’long weeth me!”

Flandreau beamed and put his arm
across Vie Paulson’s shoulder. Vie,

‘too, was a pretty happy guy. “Every-

thing seems to be all right now, eh?”
he said to the Cougar pilot.
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igskin Juggernaut '-

By
Don George

Author of “Trial By Water”

Lukens and SﬁmpSon
went down in.a crash-
ing heap.

Bat. Lukens was green in the ways of the gridiron, but with a football
in his hands he was a rampaging juggernaut. If he hit you hard,
you became a hospital patient—and he had to go easy, or he’d
lose the girl who'd sent him onto the gridiron.

IN DU S- coach of the knock-"em-down, step-

T R I A L on-"'em school of action, Enright was
COLLEGE isn’t riding high and cocky. Maybe it didn’t
very large, but its have any manners and maybe it
football team is one wasn’t heavily endowed, but it knew
of the most feared its own strength. And that strength
along“the Appalach- lay in the husky muscle of its eleven
ian Range, where grid juggernauts football players rather than in the
come big and tough. Under ..ae expert brains of the other six hundred stu-
: 35

EN RIGHT guidance of “Snake” Kagan, premier
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- dents. Situated in the middle of the
industrial and mining area, it didn’t
put on airs, because it didn’t know
what airs were, And it didn’t play a
modern, deceptive game, because their
opponents would have laughed them-
selves sick if they had, and would
have bulled a dozen tallies over in the
bargain. It stuck to what it knew, and
it knew plenty.

That was the setup “Bat” Lukens
walked into without knowing it. On
the surface, he looked like a ready-
made eandidate for a berth on the first
eleven. Even Kagan, when he first
saw Lukens, was impressed,

“Say, Lippy,” Snake said to his
_ trainer, “pipe the original behemoth,
over there in the leather jumper. Is
he scouting us for the New York
Giants, or can it be possible he's a
student here?”

“Lippy” Gans looked at the huge
proportions of the youth referred to,
and whistled. “Say, he’s too good to
be true. He’s so tall it’d take a West-
ern Union telegram to reach his brain
before his feet went dead. He's so
thick he’d bust a box car wide apart,
trying to get in. Sign him up, Snake.
Who the hell cares who he is.”

Enright gridders are not noted for
being puny, but Bat Lukens, standing
on the sidelines watching them prac-
tice, towered over them all. By his
build, you’d take him for a steel bo-
hunk, but he had the healthy, bronzed
face of a farmer and the sleepy look
of a bored debutante. He just didn’t
seem to fit fogether properly.

The squad quit practicing to look
at him, The coach walked over casu-
ally and spoke,

“Belong here?” he asked. “What’s
your name?”’

“Yes, mister, I just come. I'm Bat
Lukens,” the newcomer said, as if it
hurt to speak more than necessary.
“Say, is that thing you're playin’,
football?’ he drawled,

Kagan’s thick eyebrows went up.
“Yeah,” he said. “Like to try it?”

“I sure would, I heard a lot about
this game back in Pikeville.”

“Pikeville! Say, are you from Pike
College? If you are, you'd better git.
We don’t allow scouting in this
league.” E

“You got me backwards,” Bat Luk-
ens protested, “I never seen Pike Col-
lege. I come from back in the hills.
All T know about that place is a feller
name “Skunk” Sampson goes there.

-That’s why I didn’t.”

“Say, do you know Sampson?” said
the coach, interested,

“Yeah, he’s a lop-eared, muddlin’
little polecat,” Lukens said casually.

“You think so? If I had a couple
like him on this club, we’d go places.
He just about wrecked this gang in
the big game last year,” Kagan said,
half in bitterness, half in envy. He
admired a good player, but hated to
have him on the other team,

“Well, if he can learn this game, I
guess I can,” Lukens said. “My gal’s
always talkin’ about Skunk, and I'm
sick of it. Sayin’ as how he’s goin’ to
college, and playin’ this gentleman’s
game, and learnin’ things. That’s why
I'm here. I'm meanin’ to better my-
self. To learn things. Emma wants
that I should.”

“She does, does she?” said Kagan,
trying not to laugh. “That’s fine. You
came to the right place—didn’t he,
Lippy? He wants to better himself.

To learn things. We'll teach him.”

“Yeah,” said the trainer. “We'll
give him back to Emma so she won’t
know him. That’s a laugh—coming to
Enright to learn things.” = ‘

“It won’t hurt him'to try,” Kagan
said. “Give him a uniform and tell him
to report. We can use his beef, even
if he hasn’t any brains.” :

“Say, mister,” Bat Lukens said
mildly, “if you're talkin’ about me, I
want to hear what you say. I don’t
like people talkin’ behind my back.”

SNAKE KAGAN scowled blackly,
“Oh you don’t, eh. And who the
hell do you think you are? I'm boss
here, see? What I say goes. If you
don’t like it, say so, and I'll throw
you out.”
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“Don’t act like that, mister, it's
right unhealthy,” Lukens said. “I
killed a man once—almost. Emma
says I don’t know my own strength.
She says not to get in any fights here,
or she won’t speak to me.”

Snake Kagan stared at Lukens,
then spat disgustedly. He'd seen them
come in like this before, And he’d seen
them go out different. He wasn’t im-
pressed. He couldn’t afford to be. He
had to stay tough to rule that mob.

“Can the chatter. We do our talk-
ing with our fists here. You're too big
for your own good. Come out for the
team and you’ll be howling another
tune. Or have you changed your
mind 7’

“Do you mean I can play? That’s
fine. I didn’t mean nothin’. I just want
to play this game, Emma says—"

“To hell with Emma!” Kagan
shouted.

“What’s that?”’ Bat Lukens asked,
suddenly changing frem an easy-go-
ing, awkward giant into something

that looked like a ecross between a
steam roller and a pile driver ready.
~ for action.

“He don’t mean nothing,” Lippy
Gans cut in. “He says it’s swell you're
going to play. Your Emma can say all

_ she damn pleases. All we want around .

here is results, Produce ’em and
you’re okay. Fizzle, and it’s your
tough luck. Fair enough?”

“Don’t you worry about me,” Bat
Lukens said modestly. “T’ll make out.
Only I don’t like anyone talkin’
about—""

“Cripes,” said Lippy Gans angrily.
“Forget it. Come out tomorrow.”

When Bat Lukens appeared the
next day, the whole team stared at
him and began to laugh. The uniform
he had drawn, the largest in the place,
made him look like a gigantic seare-
crow. The pants came to above his
knees. He had already split the jersey
wide open. And he’d left off the shoul-
der pads and helmet.

“What good are those things?” Bat
wanted to know when he saw them.

“Protection,” said Gans shortly.
“You need it around here.”

Bat Lukens began to laugh, in a
slow, hearty way that skook his whole
huge frame,

“That’s funny,” he said at last. “Me
needin’ pertection.”

“Let him alone,” Snake Kagan said
to Gans privately. “One good crack
on the dome will bring him to his
senses. Pass the word along to
“Crash” Conway and Mike Fulton
and the others to give him the works.
See what he’s made of. I can’t dope
that guy out.”

On the field the coach gave him a
football. Lukens gripped it in one
huge paw and looked around to see
what to do next.

“Tuck it under your arm,” Kagan
said curtly. “One knock, and you'll
fumble, carrying it that way. Look.”
He gave the ball a sharp blow, but
nothing happened. It still stuck to
Lukens’ hand.

“T'll be damned,” Kagan said to
himself, “Now let’s see you kick it,”
he said, trying to find something to
eriticize.

Bat Lukens- carefully placed the
pigskin on the ground, reached back
a gangling foot and booted it. The ball
sailed over the goal posts. Kagan
stared at him.

“Now kick it when it leaves your
hands like this.” He demonstrated,
beginning to look pleased in spite of
himself.

- Lukens grinned and tried. The
force of his leg thrust sent him off
balance and sprawling. The ball fell
to the ground.

“T guess I missed,” Bat said, with-
out rancor.

“I knew he couldn’t be that gooed,”
Kagan said to Crash Conway, the cap-
tain. “But he’s good enough, if he can
take it. Try a couple of tackles at
him.”.

UKENS was looking the other
way when Crash Conway’s com-
pact bulk caught him unawares. His
knees buckled under the impact, and
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he grunted, but he did not fall. Crash
got up slowly and rubbed his shoul-
der.

“What did you go hitting me for?”
Lukens asked, mildly,

“He was tackling you,” Kagan ex-
plained, trying not to show his amaze-
ment. “It’s part of the game.”

“Oh, all right. Go ahead. I don’t
mind,” Lukens agreed.

Lippy Gans choked suddenly, and
Conway turned on him angrily.
“What are you laughing at? Did you
ever try to tackle a ten-ton steel beam
set in concrete? Well, just try him.”

Gans stopped laughing.

“Now run through the squad with
the ball,” Kagan commanded Lukens,
more and more pleased with his find.
“Try to get through them to those
goal posts.”

“Sure,” Lukens said, and began
running.

He lumbered along like a freight
train, straight ahead, until he came to
the first man, “Sailor” Sanford. 'L'he
Sailor had seen a lot of rough going,
but he knew better than to try to stop
that galloping hulk. Ken Bull, left
half, tried, and was knocked reeling.
Immediately Bat Lukens halted and
turned back to pick up his teammate.

“Say. You hurt? I’m sure sorry. I
didn’t mean that, honest,” he apolo-
gized.

Ken Bull was too amazed to speak,
but Snake Kagan shouted : “Keep go-
ing! Don’t stop! What do you think
this is, a tea party? If they can’t take
it, it’s their fault.”

“Yeah,” snarled Bull, “You fry it

then.”
- “Maybe. I’'d better mnot,” Lukens
said, without moving. “Emma didn’t
tell me I'd have to go hurtin’ people.
She wouldn’t like it.”

Kagan let out a roar, then he quit
suddenly, and shook his head. “So
that’s it. I knew he wasn’t real,” he
said to the trainer. “I’ve seen them
like that. It’s a swell gag. They like
to make believe they’re thinkingof
the ,other fellow, when all the time

they don’t like to play rough. One sock
and they’re through.”

“Listen, coach, give him a chance,”
Gans said earnestly, “After all, he’s
not going to be playing against these
guys. Put him on the team, and the
opposition will fall all over themselves
getting out of his way. They’ll never
know he’s like that. And what of it?
I bet he can tackle.”

“So can a monkey,” said Kagan.
“And think of all that horse meat go-
ing to waste. Well, let him stay. We'll
see, If he doesn’t stumble over and
kill himself, maybe he can get in the
way of some one else. He’s big enough,
the crazy fool. And we got to plug
that hole at fullback. If the Great
Wall can keep China safe by standing
still, maybe this guy can play safety
man for us.”

Two teams were formed. Lukens
was placed in one backfield and told to
tackle the man with the ball if he got
through. He stood five yards behind
the line, his big mug grinning with
pleasure. He watched the ball
snapped, moved over a bit as Mike
Fulton plowed through tackle, reached
out one long arm and grabbed Fulton
by his waist. Mike kept on digging
with his cleats, and executed a sudden
twist to get away. Lukens scarcely
moved, but his arm bent until Mike
Fulton was pulled so close he couldn’t
move.

“That’s the damnedest tackle I ever
saw in my life,” Kagan raved. “Are
you trying to kiss him, or what? Spill
gim ! Hit him hard! I teld you to tackle

im.”

“I catched him, didn’t 1?” Lukens
said. “All this fallin’ on the ground
ain’t no use, It’s plumb foolish.”

“Maybe not, but they stay put, Wait
till that guy Sampson tickles your
ribs with his elbows and cracks your
shins with his cleats. You’H wish he
was on the ground dead.”

“Who, Skunk Sampson? Why that
varmint’s so low I wouldn’t let him
lick my boots. You know what he did,
he told my Emma—"
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HE HEAD COACH turned away,

angrily. “It’s no use, Gans, I don’t
know who let him in, but I'll be a
school teacher if he’s going to stay.
Maybe he could play football in a
crazy asylum, being the natural-born
fool he is, but I ean’t risk my contraet
letting him play for Enright.”

“What about that hole in the back-
field? You only got Crash and Mike
and Ken Bull,” Gans reminded.

“Oh, all right. Keep him on. But if
you can beat some sense into that

thick skull of his, you're better than

I am. If he talks about his Emma once
more, I’ll go nuts. I’d like to meet that
jane once and tell her what I think of
her.”

“Ask Bat about that,” Gans said:

grinning,
you.”
The first game—against Prairie
College—took place, and Enright’s
cheering section was treated to the
spectacle of Bat Lukens trying to play
safety man on their highly-touted
eleven. At first the stands just gasped
when they saw he was real. Then they
cheered, Finally, when action got hot,
they began to laugh. Then they
groaned and started to boe. Definitely,
they didn’t like what they saw. Snake

“Maybe he’Hl  introduce

Kagan heard those ominous sounds

and immediately yanked Lukens,
“Listen, wise guy,” he said, as Lu-

“When you

carry the ball, you're supposed to run

the right way. A guy pulled that stunt

out in California once and he hasn’t
lived it down yet.”

“I turned around,” Lukens said,
“and then I run back again even fur-
ther, didn’t 1?7’ He seemed hurt.

“Yeah, you're shot with luck, but it

- won’t last. I'm just telling you. You
“can’t make a donkey out of me. And

another thing, when you hit that line,
you don’t have to stop and apologize
to every guy you step on. The idea is
to keep going.’

“But I broke hlS ankle. I d:dn’t
mean to do it, and I thought T ought
to tell him,” -Lukens exnrlained. “I
might have hurt him bad. Emma teld

me this was a high-class game, but I
guess if she really knew, she wouldn’t
like it. I don’t know what to de.”

“Are you a man, or j st a piece of
skirt?” demanded the coach. “I guess
you came to the wrong place. This
ain’t no female college.”

“T guess you’re just jokin’,” Lukens
said, puzzled, but trying to smile.

“Yeah, but the joke's on me. Maybe
you didn’t hear them razz you when
you caught that fumble and then gave
it ‘back te the dope who dropped it.
One of us is crazy, and ’'m beginning
to think it’s me.”

“It wouldn’t have been :Eau' to keep
it,” Bat Lukens said. “I read the rules
and it says you can’t pull the ball cut
of a man’s arms. I did it by mistake,
8o I gave it back. I like to play fair, I
don’t like erooked dealin’s any time.”

Coach Kagan was so mad he had to
quit talking. But he wasn’t too mad to
realize that, for all his faults, Bat
Lukens had done more good than
harm. He had stopped one Prairie
score by pushing a man out of bounds,
even if he hadn’t even tried to tackle
him, and he had kept on going te tally
after Fulton and Conway had epened
a great gap in the opposing line.
Luckily, no one had been able to get
in his way that time, or no telling
what erazy thing he would have done,
but he had scored, at least. Call it luck.
Still it was six points, and the ball
game.

Snake Kagan was in a dilemma, He
hated to leave Lukens on the team
and he hated to take him out. He tried
his best to ecure the mountaineer’s
faults, but it was useless. The guy
refused to learn. He acted as if foot-
ball was a eross between a love feast
and a eroquet game. He played with a

'big grin on his face the whole fime.

He never seemed to mind being
ganged by the rival players. In fact,
he scarcely knew what was happen-
ing. And even though he didn’t wear
a helmet or pads, he never got hurt.
A player like that was worth some-
thing, so Kagan left him in.
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IVERTON’S grid team was fair,

and put up a good fight, but it
didn’t do them any good. Enright had
too much brute power., Yet Bat Lu-
kens almost lost the game for the
home team, and nearly gave Snake
Kagan and the Enrlght boosters heart
failure.

The score was 14-13 in favor of the
Industrials in the last quarter, and
Riverton was forcing the play deep
in enemy territory., Their quarter
- dropped back and heaved a long pass.
It was wide of the end who ran down
to nab it, but it fell right into the big
mitts of Bat Lukens, who was stand-
ing on the one-yard line.

A yell went up when Lukens stood
there for a moment, not knowing
what to do, then stepped backward a
couple of yards and stopped again.
Another yell went up, this time from
the bench, where the subs were watch-
ing with their tongues hanging out.
They knew, although the crowd didn’t,
that Lukens should never have touch-
ed the ball in the first place. If it had
gone wild over the goal line on this
fourth down, it would be Enright’s
ball headed the other way. As it was,
with Lukens snaring the oval out in
the field, and then stepping back of
the last marker, it meant that if he
was caught there, it would be a safety,
and two priceless points would go to
the Riverton.

Riverton players tore mm to make
the tackle, but just before they ar-
rived, Lukens again began to move
in that slow, awkward way of his, He
started to run, and reached the five
yard stripe before he was stopped by
five blue-jerseyed wildcats, Ken Bull
kicked on the next play, and Enright
was out of danger, but it had been a
close call. That was the blunder that
earned for Lukens the monicker, the
Football Fool. :

To cap it all, Bat Lukens blamed
Kagan,

“You never told me what to do for
a thing like that,” he ecomplained, *I
wasn’t sure, and when I’'m not sure,
I have to think things out. I did some-

thin’ once, before I thought, and the
other fellow took a long time recover-
ln’ ”

Snake Kagan saw red. :

“Listen, you hill-climbing giraffe,
all this gab of yours about what a
great man-killer you are just doesn’t
sit right inside my lap. If you was the
hell-cat you say you are, I'd be the
last to weep. As it is, you're just a
loud-mouthed, cow-brained, rubber-
bellied halfwit, I never thought I'd
live to see the day when—"

Coach Kagan never finished. Bat
Lukens’ pleasant face turned a light
mud color, and his eyelids straight-
ened out like the holes in slot ma-
chines. He pushed out a hand and
hoisted Snake Kagan up into the air
by the back of his neck like a kitten.

For a full minute the older man kicked

and yelled and cursed.

Bat Lukens waited calmly until he
had quieted down.

“You got an awful mean tongue
when it starts to wag,” he said after a
while. “I wouldn’t like to have to pull
it out.”

Snake Kagan was no coward, buf
that quiet tone, and that terrific grip
unnerved him. When he was released,
he walked away without a word.

OTHING was said by either

party about the incident, which
had not been witnessed. Bat Lukens
came out for practice as if nothing
had happened, Coach Kagan glared at
him and went to the other end of the
field, But when the game with Miller-
dale came along, Lukens’ name was
not in the starting lineup. Nor was he
sent in as a substitute.

He sat on the bench, hunched up,
watching, not saying a word. Then he
went back to the gym and dressed in
silence, The team had won, and the
others fooled and joked while they
were taking showers, but Bat Lukens
was ignored, He tried to talk to Con-
way, but the latter grunted and kept
on dressing, He tried to be pleasant
to Ken Bull,

s
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“I wish I'd been playin’,” he said
wistfully. “I sure do like this game.”

Bull looked at him sourly. “We got
along all right,” he said.

“That’s good,” Lukens said sincere-
ly, not realizing that his own team-
mates didn’t like him because they
couldn’t understand him. They
thought he was yellow, because he
never took a poke at a guy’s jaw dur-
ing a pile-up. And they weren’t used
to being treated politely . . . .

The team rolled along to victory
after victory. It looked like an all-
winning season to the excited Enright
mob. But along the valley swept the
stories of Skunk Sampson and the
havoc he had wrought on all opposi-
tion. Pike College was on the loose,
too, and the whole area was taking
sides in the coming fray. Snake Ka-
gan was going around with a worried
air, for that hole in his backfield re-
mained a bhig problem. Without Bat
Lukens, it was bigger still.

“Wait till Sampson spots our weak-

ness,” he moaned. “The board will
have my neck if we don’t win, and how
are we going to, with a ten-man
team ?”

“Put the big, muscle-bound nut
back in,” advised Gans. “He’s better
than nothing. He’ll stop that Samp-
son.”

“Like hell. He’d probably offer to
carry the ball for him,” Kagan
grouched. “I never saw such a wash-
out. If I could only put some fight into
his useless frame, we’d have some-
thing. But what’s the use.”

“Say,” said Gans, “didn’t the lunk-
head say something once about know-
ing Sampson, and how he was a pole-
cat?” P

“Talk,” replied Kagan. “All talk.
Pull him apart and there wouldn’t be
anything left inside but hot air.”

“Yeah, at least you ecould work on
him from that angle. It won’t do any
harm.”

“If I could only get him mad,”
Kagan mourned. “I mean mad at

somebody else,” he said, remembering

the one time he had seen Lukens an-

gry. “That’s the answer. Say, maybe
it would work,” he said, and went off
to think about it.

Games came and games went. Still
Lukens sat on the bench. He began to
grow restless. Finally he accosted
Kagan.

“Mister Kagan,” he said. “I want
to play this game. That’s what I come
for. You ain’t holdin’ me no grudge,
are you? I didn’t mean to get mad at
you. Maybe you can’t help sayin’ such
things.”

Kagan got red with anger. “T’ll say
what I damn well please,” he began,
then changed his tone suddenly.
“Never mind. Forget it. Tell me, is
Sampson a friend of yours?”’

Bat Lukens swelled up and scowled.
“A friend of mine! Say, I guess you
don’t know much, do you? Ask any-
body in Pikeville about that. Why,
She—r :

“Okay,” Kagan scothed. “I just
asked. Now I’ll tell you something.

- I’'m keeping you out because I don’t

want to scare off the Pike gridders be-
fore it’s time. I want them to think
they’ll have a cinch. Then I'm going
to put you in there to mop them up.
Get it? To mop them up. Especially

-this Sampson guy.”

Bat Lukens had to think this over.
Then he said: “I don’t know, coach.
Me and Sampson don’t get along good,
but Emma told me not to bother him
no more. She says I could get put in
jail if I hurt him again. And those
other fellers. I ain’t got mnothin’
against them. You can see that.”

OACH KAGAN swore under his
breath.

“He’s hopeless,” he told Gans.
“Say, if he met this guy Sampson in 2
family feud, he’d probably shake
hands with him and ask him how his
mother is. His Emma’s just plumb
ruined him. I'd like to wring her
neck.” '

“Did you ftell him that?’ Gans
wanted to know, with a leer.

“Shut up,” Kagan growled.
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Pike rooters began to invade the
bleak campus of Enright Industrial
the day before the big game. Then the
husky squad came along and strutted
around as if they owned the place.
They were loaded for bear, and didn’t
mind who knew it. They were going
to take Enright and toss it on the
nearest dump of slag., Crash Conway
and his mates went around with grim
faces. They weren’t conceding any-
thing, but the game looked lost. When
they got a look at the dangerous
Sampson, they went away worried.

The game began. Bat Lukens sat on
the bench as usual, He went over to
talk to Snake Kagan.

“Mister Kagan,” he said. “My
Emma, she come all the way from
Pikeville just to see me play, and so
I got to play.”

“Sit down,” grunted the coach. “I
don’t care if she came from the north
pole. We got troubles enough as it is.”

Skunk Sampson broke loose and
tore through center for eighteen
yards. Pike players swarmed all over
their rivals behind the hard playing
of their captain. The- Pike stands
roared. Enright sat back with tight
lips.

“Coach,” Bat Lukens said again,
“Emma won’t never forgive me if I
don’t go in and make one of those
touchdowns, She wrote me to say I
sure must.”

“That’s a laugh,” Kagan said with-
out laughing. “If I put you in, you’d
make a score, all right—for.the other
side. I'm not crazy yet.”

Pike was still moving under their
first momentum. Yard by yard the
Pike juggernaut moved forward. Mike
Fulton hurled himself against the
runners time after time, but always
two or three yards were lost. The En-
right line was taking a beating. They
fought back with every trick they
knew, and they knew plenty, but Pike
knew a few more.

Sailor Sanford came out of a serim-
mage with a bleeding cut. “Slick”
Wolfe, at left tackle, was already
limping badly.

“They ganged him,” Kagan cursed,
“Can’t the lousy referee spot a foul?”

“Yeah, he sees plenty,” Gans said.
“Look at the Pike end. Crash just
clipped him. Lucky the ref didn’t see
that.”

It was that kind of a game. Every-
thing went. Down there in the hard-
bitten valley, this was the only kind
of contest they knew. They were
brought up on it. The referee would
have been mobbed if he had called a
penalty. He knew it. And so did Snake
Kagan. But Enright was backed to
the wall. A minute later, Sampson
scored.

Bat Lukens stood up and paced up
and down before the bench. He
stopped before Coach Kagan.

“Now Skunk Sampson will be strut-
tin’ around Pikeville tellin® Emma
what a good player he is. And I won’t
be there to give him the lie. She’ll
maybe believe him. Look, coach, I
want a touchdown, too. Just one.”

Kagan hesitated.

“You want to go in, eh? Do you
know what I heard before the game? I
heard that Sampson was hoping you’d
be in there so he could push your face
in agam the way he did once before
back in Pikeville.”

The big player stared at the coach.
His jaw dropped with surprise.
“Coach, that ain’t so. He’s lyin’, like
he always does.”

“Yeah, and I heard some one say
that there’s a girl named Emma in
the stands that’s calling you -a yellow
catfish. Says you aren’t fit to associate
with a decent woman. Says she’ll take
Skunk Sampson any day, because he’s
a fighting fool.”

*Who told you that?”’ Bat demand-
ed. “I just can’t believe it, but I’ll kill
the eritter who said that anyway.”

“I’'m not sure, but I think Sampson
did,” Kagan lied. :

WIDE END RUN brought the
play close to the sidelines and the
bench. Lukens looked at the battling
players, and then suddenly ran onto

!
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il}e field, Kagan followed, and grabbed
im.

“Don’t get him now,” he ordered.
“Play ball, Get that tally. Show him
up. But don’t fight with him yet.”

Lukens nodded, and Kagan re-
turned to the bench with a satisfied
smile,

“I got him mad at last,” he told
Gans.

Enright rooters groaned when
they saw Lukens go in. “There goes
the Foothall Fool,” they said. “And
there goes the game.”

But a minute later they cheered, for
Sampson had attempted another
thrust through tackle, and had run
smack into the huge form of his rival.
His forward motion came to an abrupt
stop when Lukens clutched him
around the neck and almost strangled
him. The referee tore them apart. The
ball went to Enright on downs.

“Well, if it isn’t Bat,” Sampson
leered through bloody lips. “I thought
you was still in jail.”

“Maybe after T finish with you,”
Lukens retorted, before Conway
pulled him away.

“Come on, big mouth,” the Enright
captain grated. “Get that marker
you're always talking about.”

“Give me the ball,” Bat said, and
there was no pleasantness left in him.

He took the leather and plowed
straight ahead. Pike players fell off
him like leaves. He kept going, while
the crowd gasped. Then there came
a sound like a movie smashup, and
Lukens and Sampson went down in

8 heap.

© “Say, guy,” Sampson said. “You
gone crazy? Take it easy. I ain’t got
nothing against you now.”

“I have,” Lukens answered, “I
thought I learned you once to keep
away from Emma.”

From then on, Bat Lukens went
berserk. He whipped his mates into a
fury. He swore at them until the ad-

- miring spectators cheered. He stuck
the ball in Ken Bull’s stomach and

‘roared behind him into the oppesing

line. He zoomed into the clear at a
gallop around left end and gained
thirty yards before h2 cracked up
against Sampson. He opened a hole

for Mike Fulton, and opened a bigger

one later. Nothing could stop him un-
til he finally rammed his way aeress
the last stripe. The try for peint
missed, and the score stood 7-6
against them,

When the half ended, they discov-
ered Lukens was battered to a pulp
all over. But he refused to quit, so
they fixed him up and sent him in
again. When the team trotted onto the
field, they were grimmer than ever,
all but Bat Lukens, for they dida’t
believe it could last. No man eould
hold sueh a pace to the end of the
game. '

But they didn’t know Bat Lukens.
Play began, and he couldn’t be
stopped. The rest of the team took
renewed hope. The crazy loon didn’t
know anything about the game, but
he knew how to move in one direction.
If some one got in his way, it was
just too bad. He kept going until they
piled on him six deep. Then he got up
and did it again. Conway helped. Ful-
ton did more than his share. The
whole team was yelling like madmen,
forgetting their grouch against him.
This was the kind of a guy they eould
understand. They’d go places with
him. And they did. He scored in the
third quarter. Enright went ahead
12-7, and converted the kick for an-
other point.

But then the inevitable happened.
Pike took the ball on the kick-off and
began to move. Sampson had plenty
of fight left in him. And so did the rest
of the battling warriors from Pike-
ville. They began to roll. It took time,
with Enright tacklers hurrying them -
on every play. But they kept going.
Yard by yard they plowed along, and
the tally came with ten minutes left -
to play. They evened the eount, and
while the home team tried desperately
to stop the extra point, they made it,
and were ahead again.



44 : ACE SPORTS

It looked hopeless. But Bat Lukens
didn’t know enough to quit.

“Come on, you mules,” he yelled.
“The game ain’t over.”

HEY rallied, and the fight grew

more deadly than before. One of
Luken’s arms was hanging limp. His
jersey was ripped from shoulder to
belt, and his face looked as if it had
been pressed by a huge stamper, His
shins were gory. But there was a grin-
ning sneer on his face, and he couldn’t
be stopped. There were only two min-
utes left to play. The team was fight-
ing like mad.

Ten yards beyond the line the final
marker loomed. Bat lunged toward it.
The human walls banged together
like two battleships. Then Lukens
struck, and snapped it in two. He
headed straight for Sampson, crashed
into him, and the two enemies went
down. But they fell over the line, and
the score was made, Enright again
ahead, 19-14,

Sampson cursed and kicked when
Lukens fell on top of him.

“Ain’t you satisfied yet?’ he de-
manded. “If I had a gun, I’d blow your
head off.”

“You tried that once before,” Luk-
ens snapped. “If it hadn’t been for
Emma, I would sure have got mad
that time.”

“Yeah, and if it hadn’t been forr

Emma’s sxster Lou, I’d have got mad-
der,” Sampson snarled as he crawled
to _h1s feet,

Bat Lukens dropped the ball and
stared at Sampson.

“Say, you sweet on Emma’s sister,
you mean?”’ he asked,

“What are you going to do about
it?” Sampson said truculently.

“Why, Skunk,” Bat began, “and
here I’ve been thinkin’—”

Before he could finish, his mates
were piling on him, slapping his back,
shaking his hand. He looked at them
with surprise.

“What's the matter?’ he asked.
“Did I do something wrong?”

Crash Conway tried to laugh, but
his ribs hurt too much, “No,” he said.
“It must have been a mistake you
didn’t. And I thought you weren’t
tough.”

They tried for the extra point, but

failed. A few seconds later the whistle -

blew and the huge crowd swarmed
down onto the field to celebrate. Vic-
tory tasted good to Enright Indus-

trial, so they made the most of it. But

Bat Lukens wasn’t thinking about the
game at all. He was still worried
about what Sampson had told him
He went toward Coach Kagan.

“Nice going, Lukens,” Kagan said,
grinning, “I knew you could turn on
the juice if you wanted to.”

“I want to know,” the big gridder
said ominously, “why you lied to me
about what Skunk said.”

* “Don’t get sore,” Kagan said quick-
ly. “Okay, I fooled you for your own
good. Look what happened, You won

. the game. You’re a hero. Don’t that

mean anything to you?”
“Hero be damned,” Lukens said, “I

‘told you I don’t like people callin’ me

names like that. Now you got me mad,
And I'm going to tell you something.
I like this game, but not the way you
play it here. You’re dirt mean.”

He grabbed Kagan and shook him
for emphasis. “Back where I come
from we ain’t that mean to our
hogs.”

Kagan’s teeth were rattling from

- the shaking, and he was unable to

speak. He hung limp at the end of
Lukens’ long arms. A crowd stood
around watching, not daring to inter-
fere. Then one small girl fought her
way through.

“Bat Lukens,” said said, “I'm so
ashamed of you. Shaking that man.
And smashing all over poor Skunk
Sampson. You hadn’t ought to have
acted like that to him.”

Lukens dropped Snake Kagan and
looked at her.

“I ain’t actin’, Emma,” he said.

“I'm dead serious. Coach here told

me you was sweet on Skunk Sampson,

(%
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What I want to know is, is it true or
not? Skunk says it’s your sister Lou.”

“Why, Bat,” she said, “course it’s
Lou. I was just pretending about him
to make you jealous. And if anyone
says different, he’s lying. Did this per-
son say different?”’ she asked, indicat-
ing Kagan.

“Him,” Lukens said scornfully, “He
don’t count.”

He hesitated a moment, shyly, un-
able to find his tongue. Then: “You
seen me make that touchdown, didn’t
vou, Emma? I made it for you.”

Emma’s face turned apple-red.

“Yes, Bat,” she said. “I seen it. But I

- didn’t know football was so rough.”

Bat waved his good arm airily, ex-
pansively. “Oh, that. It ain’t rough,
Emma. The boys don’t mean nothin’.
It’s all in fun. And I kinda like the
game, don’t you?”

Emma coughed. “You was wonder-
ful, Bat.” She beamed. “And they was
all cheerin’ for you.”

When they had gone, Lippy Gans
turned to Snake Kagan.

“You don’t deserve it,” he said, “but
it looks like you got yourself a good
backfield for a couple of seasons.”

e Don’t miss a whisker—let Star
Single-edge Blades mow down tough
stubble smoothly, cleanly, coolly!

. Every Star Blade has an extra-keen,
uniform edge because this quality
blade is made by the makers of the
original safety razor! 4 for 10¢.

Star Blade Division, Brooklyn, N. Y.
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(ollege
Basketball

%ve/ette, :

By Nelson S. Bond

Author of “Gridiron Goof.”

Zip Connors knew how fo play basketball only one way. And that way
was to w'n. But he had yet to learn that one could win playing two
ways—and also that there were two kinds of hoop hokum.

e IP CONNORS,
; 2 * waiting in the
G suicide corner,
slipped the hip into
his defense man so
casually that even
the ref didn’t notice
it; then turned and
streaked for the basket as Lefty
Craig’s pass looped.high and hard over
the opposing guard’s head. He
wheeled swiftly to loop the leather
over the rim for the final two-pointer
of a lop-sided score as the whistle gig-
nalled the end of the game.
A host of voices roared hollow ap-
proval as the red-and-blue-jerseyed
players jogged off the court. Behind
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him a voice snarled into Zip’s ear.

“You got away with it tonight, Con-
nors. But wait till the next time we
meet!”

Zip grinned lazily. :

“Yeah—wait.” he drawled. “You'll
have grown gray whiskers, sorehead.”

The angry guard muttered some-
thing and disappeared as the two
teams headed for their separate dress-
ing rooms, In the steamy warmth of
their own showers, the Buffs were ju-
bilant.

“This makes us tops in the league,”
crowed smiling Jim Bradley, “and it
puts you individual top-scorer, kid.
But you deserve it. You played 2 bang-
up game.”

L4
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Zip smiled sourly. “Janssen won’t
say so. He'll ride me again, like he did
last week and the week before that.”

“Oh—Janssen!” sniffed Bradley
carelessly. “What do you care what a
down-at-the-heel newshound says in
his cheap column. We won, didn’t
we?”? .

Heartened, Zip allowed himself to
be rubbed down by the Buff’s assistant
trainer, then slowly donned his street

clothes. Tonight, particularly, he was

in no great rush to finish up and leave
the familiar dressing room. Despite
his gratification at having helped put
the title on ice for the Buffs, there
were groping fingers of doubt stirring
through his brain. This was his last
game in the City League—for several
years at least. The next time he donned
trunks, it would be for—

He looked up suddenly, aware of a
figure standing over him. It was Red

. Harper, manager and chief coach of

‘be so darned different—that’s

the Buffs, Harper’s face, craggy and
unemotional as ever, stared down at
him thoughtfully.

_“Well?” said the coach ﬁnally

- Zip shrugged. “Well—that’s that!”
he said. “We won, and it’s all over, I
was just sitting here thinking about
the next time I play basketball—"

Harper sat down on the hard bench
beside his star forward.

~“Nervous, kid?”’

“A little,” confessed Zip. “It'll all
what’s
gotten under my skin. They play dif-
ferent rules and everything in col-

- leges.”

(1

FF !’ Harper dismissed the dif-
ferences between the Intercolle-
giate and the Eastern Association
rules with a shrug. “A natural hoop-
ster like you won’t have any difficulty
catching on to a new set of tricks. If
anything, their rules make the game
softer than ours.”
“You really think that?”’
“Sure. Why, Ilisten, kid—you’ve
been playing for two seasons in a

Jeague with no age limitation. You
ain’t been playing a kid’s game—you

been playing a man’s game against
guys older than yourself. Grown-ups!
You’ll have a snap in college.”

“That’s good!” Zip breathed a sigh
of relief. “I’ll tell you, Harper, it had
me a little worried. From what I've
read and seen, college basketball looks
like a fast, tough game. And I don’t
want to flop.,: This will be a great
chance for me. If T make a name for
myself, I can step into a coaching job
when I graduate.”

“That’s what you’ve got to keep in
mind,” advised Harper grimly. “Col-
lege basketball isn’t really such a
tough game. The players just make it
tough for themselves. You've got to
watch out that you don’t get the same
crazy mental attitude the rest of them
have.”

“Mental attitude?” repeated Zip
wonderingly. “I—I'm not sure I know
what you mean.”

“Aw, the old hokum !” sneered Har-
per. He drew his heavy face into a
silly  simper. “Nasty-nasty mans
mustn’t foul his opponent! Naughty
to rough a receiver! So-0-00 unsports-
manlike, donchaknow!” He laughed
crudely. “You'll get a bellyful of that
kind of baloney when you get on the
college courts. Listen to it for appear-
ance’s sake—but forget it as quick as
you can. That sissy stuff is what kills
good basketball players.”

Zip grinned understandingly.

“You mean they wouldn’t approve
of the way I took Winslow out to-
night 7’

“Not if they saw it. But that’s
where you’ve got two strikes on ’em
right off the bat. You know how to let
an opposing forward or guard have-it
so that even the ref won’t see it. And
—” Harper added complacently—‘‘if
I do say it myself, it was good coach-
ing that taught you.”

Zip knotted his tie and rose.

“Then I'll carry on the good work:
for you,” he laughed, “even in the col-
lege league. No hoop hokum for yours
truly.”

“Atta kid!” said Harper, slapping
the yvoung forward heartily on the
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back. *You make good in the Sissy
League, and maybe even the Buffs will
forgive you for taking a run-out pow-
der on them, But no fooling, Zip—it
was swell to have you playing with
us. And we’ll all be rooting for you.”

“Thanks, Harp.”

“But,” warned the mentor, “don’t
let us down! Don’t be a sucker for the
soft soap they’ll feed you.”

- 66— ETAPHYSICAL attributes
of the individual psyche
tend to alleviate physieal suff—"

The bell jangled sharply to inter-
rupt the philosophy professor in mid-
sentence. Wearily he closed his note-
book and dismissed the class. Zip gath-
ered together his notes and joined oth-
er students who were crowding for
the door.

In the hallway outside, he hesitated
for a moment, Three weeks at State
University had not yet served to clear

his mind as to the relative locations

of the many buildings on-the proud
old campus. The gym would be . ,
let’s see . .. . over that way—

A warm hand descended on his
shoulder. Feather McCarthy, his
roommate and fellow pledge at the
Phi Tau fraternity house.

“Hold, varlet!” cried the slimmer
boy. “Whither goest thou in such a
hurry?”’

“Let up, Feather,” grinned Zip.
“I've got to get over to the gym. To-
day’s opening day for basketball prac-
el

“That'll wait,” coaxed Feather,

“Come on over to the fountain with

me for a few minutes. I've got a feast
for your beauty-starved eyes.”

“A woman?”’ '

“A woman!”’ Feather raised his
hands in simulated horror. “Nay—say
rather a goddess. An angel. A bit of
loveliness stolen from the heart of
heaven. Just wait till you cast your
orbs on her.”

“Nope—sorry,” said Zip. “I've got
no time for skirt-chasing. I've got
to_”

3

- Feather grasped his roommate’s
arm and propelled him, protesting,
across the campus.

“Ye shall not say me nix!” he scold-
ed. “When I offer to introduce you to
the keenest lassie in State U, I mean
to carry out my— Ah! There she is
now!”’

Zip looked, hesitated—and was
lost! Moving forward to greet them
was a vision in a tweed sports suit;
a vision with hair the color of burnt
amber that fell away from a smiling,
piquant face of elfin loveliness. His
mouth worked aimlessly, wordless, as
she spoke in a voice that was soft,
just the faintest bit husky, and thrill- «
ing.

“Lee, this is Bob Connors, better
known as Zip,” Feather was explain-
ing. “He hates women and loves bas-
ketball—and he has the distinction of
being my roommate.”

“How do you do, Mr. Connors?” :

Her slim hand, in Zip’s huge one,
was cool and fine as a bit of royal vel-
vet. Her smile dazzled Zip, and words
faltered in his throat.

“Ho-how do you do, MlSS—MlSS——-\
he stammered,

“Janssen,” supplied the girl. “Just

_like Feather to forget surnames, isn’t

it? But I suppose classmates shouldn’t
really stand on formality. You may
call me Lee if you wish.”.

Zip was staring at her dazedly.
Harshen the soft lines of that lovely
face, film those rounded temples with
the frost of gray, and dress this vision
in a man’s rough clothes, and—

“You’re not,” he said, ‘“you’re not
related to Swede Janssen, sports ed-
itor of the Middleburgh Enterprise?”’

“Not very well,” smiled the girl.
“You see, I'm just his daughter. Why,
do you know dad ?”’

Zip laughed shortly.

“He knows me!” he barked, “I used
to play on—"" He turned away abrupt-
ly. “If you’ll excuse me, I think I'd
better get along to the gym. I don’t
want to miss the roll call.”

He turned and strode up the wind-

" ing pathway to State’s huge gymna-
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sium as the two stared after him in be-
wilderment. The girl looked at Feath-
er, who shrugged.
- “Search me. I told you he was a
woman-hater.”

“Bob Connors,” mused the girl.
“Zip Connors. I must ask dad about
him.” -

CROWD of freshmen choked the
doors of the gym as Zip
reached the building, but by a little
hearty shoving he managed to ease
his way to the fore of the expectant
group waiting for the appearance
of State’s basketball mentor, “Spot
Pass™ Billings.

Billings appeared from his private
office shortly, a huge notebook under
his arm, and flanked by two assistants.
He paused before the group a long
moment, his keen blue eyes passing
from man to man. Then, with a satis-
fied nod, he began to speak.

“I’'m not going to waste time on
teaching fundamentals,” he said erisp-
ly, “until I have gathered a few facts
from each of you regarding your age,
schooling, and previous experience. I
presume that every candidate in this
room has his name listed in my roll
book. I shall call each name out sep-
arately. Step forward, please, as you
hear your names.”

He turned to a page in the book and
read a name aloud.

“Abramson.”

A burly, dark-haired lad moved a
pace forward.

“Here, sir!”

“Your age, Abramson; then your
prep school and experience.”

“I’'m eighteen, sir. Played guard for

two years at Raleigh High School in

Trayville.”

Billings’ assistants jotted down the
facts. The coach nodded approval.

“Very well, Abramson. Next man.
Akeley!”

“Nineteen years old. One year with
Lippincott High in Jaspan.”

“Yery good! Barlow . , .. Birarton
oo Buskirk.. 2

One by one the candidates stepped

forward as the roll call went on. Zip
heard their reports disinterestedly
and as at a great distance, meanwhile
studying the smooth floo~ and the tiers
of seats in the gigantic gym. Butler.
... Cartledge . ... Chesinski. . ..

“Connors! Is Connors here?”

With a start, Zip came to himself
and stumbled forward hastily.

“Yes, sir! Sorry. I'm Connors.”

This time the object of the coach’s
direct scrutiny, he felt the full force
of those probing blue eyes digging be-
neath his suit; laying bare the long,
flat muscles of his chest and thighs, -
exploring the hard sinews of his rangy
arms. .

“Experience, Connors?”

“Two years with the Middleburgh
Buffs, sir!” said Zip in a low tone.

Billings’ head rose sharply from the
notebook. S

“The Buffs?’

“Yes, sir.”

“Very well, Connors. See me in my
office after roll call, please.”

“Yes, sir,” said Zip. He moved back
into the mob, suddenly conscious of
half a hundred eyes directed on him.
In a few minutes he took advantage of
the crowd’s forgetfulness to slip, un-
observed, out of the room. He waited
outside on the steps of the gym until
a host of hurrying bodies, pushing
past him, advised him that the roll-
call was ended. Then he turned and
picked his way to Coach Billings’
office. :

Billings was already in his easy
chair, feet comfortably propped up on
the desk before him. He looked up as
Zip entered the room. :

“Oh, Connors,” he grunted. “Have a
seat, boy.”

Zip sat down gingerly. Billings
wasted no time in coming to the point.

“You played for two seasons with
the Middleburgh Buffs, Connors?”

“Yes, sir!”

ILLINGS surveyed him thought-

fully. “I see. ... I don’t believe

you mentioned your age. You’d be
about twenty, suppose?”’
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“Twenty-one, sir,” said Zip evenly.

“You played basketball in high
school before you went with the
Buffs?”

“Yes, sir, Middleburgh High School.
Two years.”

“Mmmm. Now, Connors, I'm going
to ask you a blunt question, and I
want you to answer it just as bluntly.
Did you receive any pay for playing
with the Buffs?”

“No, sir,” answered Zip stiffly. “The
City League is strictly amateur.”

“Why didn’t you come directly to
_ college from High School?”

“Money,” said Zip succinctly, “My
family had all it could do to put me
through high school. I worked for two
years and a half, playing basketball
on the side, until I had enough money
to make a start. Then I was lucky
enough to get a part-pald scholar-
ship—"’

“That’ll be enough, I don’t Want to
pry into your private affairs. I just
wanted to make sure that there would
be no protest in the event that you
make the team. Now, one thing more
—do you know the I-C basketball
rules 7’

“T’ve been studying them ever since
I knew I was coming to State,” an-
swered Zip. “Of course we played ac-
cording to Eastern Association rules
on the Buffs.” He hesitated for a mo-
ment; then, anxious to make an im-
pression, “I—I was individual high-
scorer in our league last year, Mr.
Billings.”

The coach smiled drily.

“I’'m afraid that won’t cut much ice

at State, Connors. You’ll have to take

your chances with the rest of the boys
up here. We don’t play favorites on
our teams.”
Zip’s mouth drew into a hard line.
“I'm not looking for any breaks,”
- he declared grlmly “I can make my
own.’ :
There was a look of not-too-pleased
. surprise on Billings’ face. “After play-
ing with the Buffs for two seasons,”
he commented slowly, “I’m just a lit-
tle bit afraid you will. That’s the main

reason I asked you to come to my of-
fice today. I’ve heard scattered reports

on the Buffs, and on Coach Harper’s

training methods, Connors. I sincere-
ly hope you know the true meaning
of sportsmanship.”

Zip suppressed the grin that threat-
ened to overwhelm him. In his ears
rang the memory of Harper’s falsetto
mimiecry, “Nasty-nasty mans. ... So,
so unsportsmanlike, donchaknow!”
Well, Harper was right! Billings
wasn’t going to waste any time in
shoveling out the old hoop hokum.

“I play to win, Mr. Bﬂhngs,” he
said coolly.

“We all do,” said the coach. “But
we play within the bonds of decency
and good fellowship. Well—we won’t
go into that now. We'll wait and see
how you look on the boards. Report
for active practice tomorrow at three,
Connors.”

He rose and extended his hand in
token that the interview was over.
Zip grasped it firmly, faintly surprised
at the cordial strength of the older
man’s grip; then he retreated slowly
from the room. He did not see Billings’
eyes fastened speculatively on the door
as it swung shut. .

£6 VER HERE, Zip!”

Zip Connors, entering the
Fountain for his noonday lunch, heard
the call and walked over to a corner
booth to join his roommate. As he
reached the booth he stopped sudden-
ly. Lee Janssen smiled up at him.

“Hello, stranger. Haven’t seen you
for over a week. Heap basketball ?”

Zip grinned. “Heap big basketball,”
he acknowledged. “If you’d call calis-
thenies and push-ball practice basket-
ball. Today I understand that for the
first time the Old Man is going to let
us touch the leather.”

Feather MeCarthy rose, a look of

disgust on his face.

“As if it weren’t bad enough,” he
snorted to the girl, “to have a room-
mate who eats, sleeps and dreams bas-
ketball—you have to deliberately en-
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courage him. Call me when the post-
mortems are over.”

He walked disconsolately away. Zip,
alone at the table with the girl, felt
a sudden weakness come over him.
She was so darned beautiful. If only
her father—

“Would it be out-of-bounds,” he said
suddenly, “to ask if you happened to
mention my name to your father?”

The girl raised cool eyes to his. “Not
at all. As a matter of fact, I did.”

“And what did he say?”’ Strangely,
it was very important to Zip that he
should know the girl’s impression of
him, mirrored though it might be
through the cynical eyes of her sports-
writer dad. :

“He said you were a marvelous bas-
ketball player.”

“Is that all he said ?” persisted Zip.

“Not quite.” The girl’s eyes, on his,
were vaguely disturbing. “He said that
you could be a great basketball play-
er if only—” she stopped.

“Go on! If only—what?”

“Zip, you don’t know my dad as well
as I do,” said the girl suddenly.
“Twenty years ago, when he was a
young man, he used to be very active
in sports. He loved any game for the
sake of the game itself— and not for
what it might bring. He has carried
this feeling into his writing as well as
his daily life.”

“And what has that to do with me?”
asked Zip.

“Only this. Dad is down on the
Buffs because he thinks they play
cheap basketball. He dislikes Harper
personally, and he has a natural dis-
trust for any man who received train-
ing under Harper. That is why he
warned me to be careful of—of—"

She bit her lip. Suddenly the chat-
tering of a hundred students’ voices
seemed to fade and die out of the
smoky atmosphere of the fountain,
and it seemed to Zip Connors that he
and this girl he’d but recently met,
were the only two people in the world
—iselated together in a land far re-
mote from the actual world they lived

in. His voice, when he spoke again,
was hoarse,.

“Listen, Lee,” he said desperately,
“I want you to know me. I want you
to understand me. I’ve never had much
in this world—but I want lots. I want
to go places, and be somebody. And to
do that, I’'ve got to build myself a
name. The only way I can do that is
in basketball.

“T’ve been playing the game for one
thing. To win! But if it means some-
thing to you to see me play it—well,
your way—then— I’'m messing this
up, but what I mean to say is, some-
time I’d like to be able to tell you—"

“If,” said a bored voice, “you’d
move over, my good man, you'd do
your roommate a service. Thank
goodness you two have stopped talk-
ing basketball. Now perhaps we can
eat!”

Reluctantly, Zip made room for
Feather, It was too late, now, to do
any more explaining. Perhaps he had
already said too much. Had he, he
wondered, displayed a weakness? In
a silence broken only by McCarthy’s
attempts to chatter; the three finished
lunch. Then Zip went on to the gym.

ILLINGS being busy with the
varsity squad, it was Tod Hig-
gins who supervised the freshman
team workouts. He lined up the
eighteen men remaining from the first
weeks’ study of available material and
made a selection for the first real
practice match of the year.

“We’ll split up into two teams,
gang,” he barked. “On the north court
the Blues; on the south, the Reds. The
starting Blue team will be Twill and
Abramson, guards; Smith and Con-
nors, forwards; Hodgson, center. Red
team is Roget and Buskirk up front,
Schultz and Wilkins at the guard po-
sitions and Brown jumping. All right
—on the court!”

Swiftly the two makeshift squads
took the boards. Zip, jerking his heavy
jersey off and tossing it to the Blue
team’s bench, felt a surge of elation
rising within him. This, at last, was



54 ACE SPORTS

basketball! This was what he had come
to State U to play. Now he’d get a
~ chanee to show these boys that he was

first-string material. Next year a
varsity post, and then—

With no particular plays planned,
both teams went to their natural po-
gitions. Higgins took his post be-
tween the two centers, tossed the ball
—and the game was on!

Brown snatched the reach from
the Blue squad jumper, flipping the
ball sidewise to the rangy Buskirk,
who bounced it swiftly across court
to the flashy Roget. The young for-
ward eluded Twill’s frantic grope. for
the dribbling leather, poised himself
near the center foul line and let fly a
long looper for the hoop. The ball tilted
precariously on the iron ring, then
fell forward onto the court. No score.
Abramson swooped it up, eircled from
behind Buskirk, and rifled a fast toss
to Connors.

Zip grinned amusedly as the awk-
ward Schultz tried to block him from
the basket. He sidestepped the be-
wildered Dutchman and let the sphere
go. It swished through the net with
inches to spare as the Blue squad
whooped delightedly.

Again the toss-up, but this time
Hodgson’s fingertips deflected the ball
to Connors’ waiting hands. Once more
Zip circled on one foot, away from
Schultz. But this time as he straight-
ened for the toss, Wilkins came over
fast from the far court to leap be-
fore him as the ball soared.

The ball hopped crazily to the
middle stripe where Brown retrieved
for the Reds and passed swiftly to
Roget. A frown appeared on Zip’s
forehead as he fell back into a semi-
guard pogition watching his team-
mates defend the hoop. So that guy
Wilkins thought he was fast, hey?
Well, there were ways to stop that
trouble! -

Abramson finally smuggled the ball
from Roget on a poor pass, and looped
it to Smith in the left forward posi-
tion. Zip led his guard across court to

circle into the play where Wilkins was
striving to block out Smith’s toss. As
the foursome circled, Smith revolving
and dribbling the sphere, Connors
crossed Wilkins, eluding his own
guard. At the same time he backed up,

‘straightening swiftly. The top of his

head slamimed viciously against the
crouching Wilkins’ nose, and a pained
exclamation of surprise jerked from
the injured guard.

Freed, Smith looped the ball
through the hoop just as the bewil-
dered Higgins fingered the whistle,
wondering whether or not he should
call a foul. Zip, grinning comfortably,
jogged back to his post.

The Reds called time out as a re-
placement came in for Wilkins, who
walked from the court vainly trying
to staunch the pencil of erimson that
spurted from his damaged nose. Hig-
gins inspected the injury, released
Wilkins to the shower, and decided
there was no foul, After all, the ball
was in free play—and it looked as
though Wilkins had closed on Connors
too fast.

ITH TIME in again, the Red

squad took the sphere and be-
gan to send it through an impromptu
series of triangular spot-passes that
was the germ of the “Billings system”
of basketball. Slowly but methodically
they moved from far court to within
shooting distanece of the enemy goal.
Buskirk’s attempts to break loose
from his guard caught Zip’s atten-
tion. So Bus was the guy to watech?
Roget had already demonstrated his
inaceuracy in the cluiches.

With a swift motion he made as
though to poke the ball from Brown’s
hands, saw the flash of brown that
told its direction, and wheeled to block
out the receiver. Buskirk jammed by
him suddenly, and in a flash Zip strad-
dled a furtive leg across the forwards
racing knees. Buskirk grunted loudly
and fell, face forward, in an awkward
sprawl. This time Higgins whistle
shrilled as the Red forward rose,
clutching at a seraped knee.
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“What happened there!” demanded
Higgins. “Did Connors foul you, Bus-
kirk ?”

Zip smiled innocently, “Why, no,
coach. I was just cutting in to take
the ball, and—" :

“Did he, Buskirk?”’ repeated Hig-
gins.

Buskirk shook his head.

“I—don’t think so, coach. It could
have been an accident. He couldn’t
have deliberately—"

“Let’s see that knee.” Higgins in-
spected the injured limb briefly. “Get
down to the dressing room and let
Mike put something on it. Don’t want
you coming down with a stiff prop.
You, Connors, take it a little easy.
This is only a practice game.”

“Yes, sir. Sorry, Buskirk,” said
Zip.

The rival forward stared at him
curiously for an instant; then pain-
fully hobbled off the court.

Play was resumed, and now, with
two considerably inferior players in
for the Reds, Zip soft-pedalled on the
rough stuff. While he trusted his abil-
ity to make a bad one look natural,
there wasn’t any use taking chances
with the eagle-eyed coach. Save the
best tricks for when you need ’em
most—that had always been Harper’s
advice. So Zip eased up as the Blues
continued to pile up points on their
~ opponents,

Not long afterward, Coach Billings
came in from his workout with the
varsity squad. He watched the fresh-
men finish their practice; then, as
Higgins signalled all candidates to the
showers, turned to his assistant.

“How do they look to you, Hig?”’

“Not bad for this early in the sea-
son. What do you think?”

“Looks like some good varsity ma-
terial for next year. This boy Connors
looks particularly hot.”

“Hot!” grunted Higgins. “He’s too
hot to handle. A couple more like him
on the squad, and I'd go into training
as a registered nurse!”

“Why, what do you mean?”

Briefly Higgins recounted the two
accidents in which the forward had
been involved. Billings gnawed at his
lips. Finally the head coach spoke.

“Keep an eye on him, Hig, A close
eye. I want to know more about acci-
dents like that. I’d like to see Connors
start in that Tech game Saturday
night, but—"

“But?”’ said the junior coach.

“Nothing,” growled Billings. “I’ll
be in to see the practice myself, tomor-
row.”

IP CONNORS, waiting for the sig-
nal that would call the State
Frosh from the dressing room to the
court upstairs, grinned amusedly as
he re-read the letter he had received
from Red Harper.

Dear Zip,

All the Buffs are glad to here from
you and that you are doing so good
with the rah-rah boys, which why
shouldn’t you coming from where you
did? We got a new guy in your place
which 1sw’'t so hot but he’ll do though
we all miss you. Don’t ferget what I
told you about the old hokum Billings
spills and dow’t let nobody clip you
from behind. Good luck, kid!

Yours,
Red,

A bell rang in the dressing room,
and Zip hastily stuffed the letter into
his locker. As he climbed the stairs
with his teammates, a lingering grin
was on his face. Red sure was a card!
He’d have to write and tell the Buffs’
manager about last week; how after
he’d let two of the frosh “have it” in
practice, the Old Man himself came
and sat in on the practice sessions. But
Billings had no kick coming. Zip
prided himself on that. For he had
never been in a situation serious
enough for him to uncover any of the
little “stunts” that he knew would dis-
pose of dangerous enemies.

Tonight, though, he thought with
sudden seriousness, might force his
hand a little. He would have to be on
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his mettle. These Tech freshmen were
supposed to be a fast aggregation. Tall
and rangy, they had already over-
thrown a fighting Cardon College
quintet by a 32 to 14 score.

Coming from the dark well of the
stairs into the brilliantly lighted gym-
nasium, he blinked a little. Then, as
his eyes became accustomed to the
lights, he gasped in surprise! Could
this be the same gym he had practiced
in so many afternoons?

The cages had been erected in the
center of the gym, and all about it
were rows upon rows of benches, filled
to overflowing with a chattering
throng of college students. As the
State team entered the arena, a sky-
rocket cheer, led by two damsels in
pure white, rocked the high rafters of
the palesira.

This was not like the sour-faced,
gambling mobs that had jammed the
City Garden to see the Buffs play.
That crowd had been an eager, excited
one, blood-hungry and spoiling for
" action. This was just as eager, just as
excited—but underlying their tense-
ness was another feeling:; a sense of
friendly rivalry, comradeship. This

was a colorful ecrowd. You could feel .

in their throbbing voices a pride, a
faith, in their team. _

For a moment Zip had an impulse
to cut and run. Then common sense
asserted itself. What the hell—was he
beginning to fall for that old college
hokum, too? This was just another
basketball game. And the guys they
had to beat were those green-jerseyed
lugs now running out of the far stair-
way. And the way to beat them was—
Well, a few minutes to play would de-
cide that. :

_ State’s starting lineup consisted of
Zip and Buskirk at forward, Brown
jumping center, Abramson and Wilk-
ins on defense. The quintet took the
court, warming up for a few minutes;

then gave way to the subs, who in

turn gave way to the Tech warm-up
period. Before long the packed tiers
were filled with a mob that began yell-
ing for action, and the starting fives

moved into the court. The referee ad-

_dressed the captains briefly, then as

the men took their places, made the
toss-up and his whistle shrilled. The
game was on!

Tech, living up to pre-game dope,
went into the offensive immediately
when their lanky center, Green,
tipped the ball on the toss-up to Samet,
the right forward. Samet was unable
to evade Abramson’s ironclad block,
and tossed to Norsky who raced the
bouncing leather ten feet into the
State court before Wilkins succeeded
in forcing him to return it to Green,

REEN, a pace in front of the op-
posing center, allowed haste to
spoil his aim, and Wilkins retrieved
the ball as it bounced from the back-
board., The State hoopsters then went
into the famous “Billings triangle,”
spotting the orb from one to the other
in rapidly narrowing cireles until
they had advanced it past the mid-
line marker. At this spot the two
guards dropped out of the play, and
the State forwards became the two
legs of the friangle with Brown as
the pivot man. '

It was a fast and colorful style of
play, but one calculated to gradually
wear down the opponents’ defense un-
til one or the other of the wheeling
three found a place for the point try.
It was Zip Connors who finally evaded
his guard, Chisholm, long enough to
turn and flip the ball into the hoop.
And as the ref signalled a score, the
State rooters hailed the first blood for
their Freshman squad.

Tech evened the score a minute
later when Norsky tossed a short jab
through the circle, only to see the State
hoopsters make it first 4-2, then 6-2, as
Buskirk and Connors each added an-
other tally for their team. Brown’s
unintentional foul drew a single-point
try for the Tech center, and Green
lobbed it cleanly through to make the
total 6 to 8.

So far, Zip was playing under
wraps, and deriving a great deal of
enjoyment . at of the way in which the
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tri-pointed State attack was bewilder-
ing the Tech players. To his own great
surprise, he discovered that the long
weeks of technical practice, during
~which he had never even been allowed
to compete against serubs, had given
him an “at-home” feeling with the I-C
rules. It was quite natural for him to
make a single-step dribble, instead of
the full-pace variety allowed by East-
ern Association rule books. Moreover,
he recognized the value of this ruling
in keeping the play fast and clean.
With less opportunity for stalling, and
less chance for the ball-carrier to get
set, fewer accidents resulted.

Both teams scored once more in the
ensuing minutes of the game, and
State jogged the tally up to 10-5 just
as the first quarter ended, when
‘Abramson, trapped with no receiver,
shot a desperate, court-long looper
that just barely inched its way
through the hoop.

Then, as the first-string boys went
out for a breather, Freshman Coach
Tod Higgins sent in his second-string
forwards and guards, leaving Brown
at pivot.

Zip, seated on the sidelines, turned
and scanned the watching erowd close-
ly, and was rewarded shortly by a
glimpse of an amber-haired beauty
who, despite the fast action taking
place on the floor, was looking down
at the players’ bench. As his eye
caught hers, Lee Janssen flushed and
looked away quickly—but there was a
smile on Zip’s lips as he returned his
gaze to the court. There was a new
warmth within him, too, that was no
part of the strenuous physical exer-
cise. Swede Janssen’s daughter was—
well, something!

A cheer from the opposing stands
disturbed his thoughts, and he looked
up in time to see Samet swing the
sphere through the net for the second
time in as many minutes to bring the
Tech score up to nine points as-op-
posed to the State team’s ten. He
looked anxiously at Tod Higgins, who
nodded his head imperceptibly. “It’s
all right, Connors. We’'ll play it out

thls way. Only two more mlnutes left
in this quarter.”

Zip’s eyes puckered, and he watched
the two teams start off again. Against
the less talented brace of guards,.
Schultz and Twill, the Tech forward
wall looked impressive. Samet, in par-
ticular, was playing a game and a half
for his squad. Zip studied the Tech
forward’s style carefully, noting the
looseness with which he made his
turns, the high-armed run of his drib-
bling races, His lips curled. If the
Buffs had run up against a guy who
ran like that, they would have killed
him. He could hear Harper’s rasping
voice now, speaking to a sub.

“That high-armed cherry-picker!
Go in there and find out what makes
his ribs stick together!”

And in a few minutes Samet’s sub-
stitute would be shooting a brace of
fouls for Samet, who would be groan-
ing in the dressing room with a nice
pink spot dug into his chest! That is
—if the ref even saw the play . . . .

HE WHISTLE blew, ending his
reverie. Tod Higgins nodded
briefly to his squad, dismissing the
boys to the locker room. As they
reached its steamy warmth, Buskiri
slapped Connors heartily on the back.
“Great going, fellow! Even the
second team can hold these dopes.
With you and me back in there
again—

Zip looked at him, faintly surprlsed
Somehow he had 1magmed that Bus-
kirk would be jealous of him, Maybe
sore at him, even, because of the way
he had spilled the greener forward in
practice not so long ago. On the Buffs,
there was strong rivalry and bitter
jealousy, even amongst the players.
They worked like a unit on the boards,
but in the dressing room—

“Thanks, Bus,”” he said. “You

weren’t so bad yourself. Next period

we’ll go get those guys.”

“You bet we will,” agreed Buskirk,
stripping off his wet jersey.

“T’ve been noticing,” continued Zip,
his tongue locsened by this newly dis-
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covered friendship, “about this guy
Samet. He’s plenty hot. If you’ll keep
an eye on my position next period, I'll
see what I ean do to—"

He faltered and stopped as Bus-
kirk’s head, eyes rounded, emerged
from the wet jersey. S

“But Samet is Abramson’s man,
Zip.”

“Don’t be a sap! He won’t be any-
body’s man if he goes out of the game,
will he?”

Buskirk’s face darkened, then sud-
denly cleared into a grin. He jabbed
" an elbow into Zip’s ribs.

“Why, you crazy galoot. For a min-
ute I thought you meant it. Honest,
kid, I’ve had you sized up all wrong.
I didn’t think you had any sense of
humor, Get Samet! Ha-ha! Wait’ll
the gang hears this.” He turned to
the group in the dressing room, raised
his voice so that all might hear. “Lis-
ten, gang—7Zip’s got a swell idea. He's
going to make it easy for us to win
this game. He’s going to put Gus
Samet on the spot. Any suggestions?”’

A roar of laughter filled the room,
and a dozen eager voices picked up the
idea and tossed it as a kitten might
toss a ball of twine,.

“Swell idea! That guy’s been in
my hair all—" -

“Give him a six-shooter. ¥ Samet
scores again, let him have it.”

“Smack him with a wet fish!”

“Sit him on the window. That’ll
knock him silly.”

Slowly, Zip sat down before his
locker, began to change to a dry pair
of secks. His mind was a chaos of be-
wilderment. Say—was he crazy? Or
was it this gang? Why, they didn’t
even take him seriously. They treated
his suggestion like a big joke. Didn’t
they realize that Samet was the big-
gest threat on the Tech squad? Or
could it be that— =

The old hoop hokum! Be a sports-

.man! These guys didn’t eare whether
they won or not—or, rather, they
wanted to win, but it would never
cross their minds to play a man, in-
stead of the game! That was why

Green had been able to get up and
shoot that foul after the State center
crashed into him, It had been an ac-
cident, pure and simple. Ray Brown
had made no effort to really clip the

guy.

The half period over, Zip climbed
the stairs with the rest of his team-
mates, a chastened player. For the
first time in his real playing career,
he had found cause to distrust the
teachings of Red Harper. He could
not help contrasting the joyous way
these State players went forth to the
cage war, with the surly looks on the
Buffs’ faces as the City League men
had taken the court.

The rocket of applause burst
through the arena as they once more
took the field, to be followed instantly
by the trailing Tech squad. Higgins
selected his first team men again, sub-
stituting Hodgson in the starting line-
up at center, and the game began.

OR THE FIRST few minutes of

that third quarter, Zip Connors
played like a man moving through a
dream. His passes and blocks were
accurate, but intuitively so. He was
playing with his perfectly trained
body, rather than with his mind. He
was scarcely conscious of the faet that .
it was he who snapped a State score
through the net to make the score
12-9, or that his circling bloek had re-
strained Chisholm from a pass to
Samet that would surely have resulted
in a Tech score. He was puzzling
things out to his own satisfaction—
and a noticeable length of time had
passed before life suddenly sprang
into being behind his eyes again, and
he woke to the awareness that he was
still in the game, fighting to protect
a slim threes-point lead.

But when that realization came, it
came for good. Zip Connors had strug-
gled with his past, and had emerged
victorious. Forgotten, now, were the
principles instilled in him by Red
Harper—and suddenly Zip knew why
the hokum of Coach Billings was not
hokum at all. It was because there
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was a thing known as sportsmanship,
and that attribute made any game
more worth the playing.

Revivified, he glanced swiftly
around him. The ball was in Tech’s
possession, and borrowing a leaf from
the cagey Billings’ book, the green-
jerseys were “triangulating” a routine
play deep into the State court. A sud-
den desire to break up that play
single-handed, and lead State on to a
deserved victory overcame Zip. He
sprang into action, deserting Chis-
holm and moving down court to a cen-
tral position among the Tech passers.

Green dribbled, wheeled and passed
a low bouncer to Norsky, who tapped
it twice and shot to Samet. The ball
caught a crazy bounce, flattened to a
roll, and Zip closed fast after it as
Samet desperately tried for a retrieve,
Both men ecame in together—Zip
crouching, low, anxious ; the Tech for-
ward swift in that high, awkward
style of his. Zip’s practiced hands
got the melon first, and instinctively
 he wheeled, shot the ball to safety. As
his arms throbbed back he heard a
shocked grunt behind him, felt a solid
body give before the impact of his
sharp, pistonlike elbows.

Then suddenly the referee’s whistle
was blowing, and a knot of players
was gathering around the prostrate
Samet, and from the stands came a
low, growling rumble. As in a dream,
Zip watched two Tech subs come in
to take the groaning Samet from the
boards; heard the ref call a double
foul against him. Then Roget was
running in from the players’ bench,
and he was trudging back, head low-
ered, to face a red-faced coach.

“_Got here just in time to see
that, Connors!” Billings was saying.
“Couldn’t forget your Buffs’ training,
eh? Well—get down to the locker
room! We don’t need that kind of
genius on the State teams.”

Blankly, Zip stared into the coach’s
blazing eyes. This was all wrong, he
wanted to say. This was a horrible
mistake. He hadn’t fouled Samet,
hadn’t tried to, anyway. The kid had

rushed too near him, that was all. He
opened his mouth, but the words
would .not come. And his searching
eyes found in his teammates’ faces
the memory of that incident in the
locker room. They were condemning
him now on the strength of what they

“had a short time before considered a

riotous joke. In every face he saw
mirrored disgust and anger.

Slowly he turned and walked to-
wazrd the dressing-room door, the boos
of the spectators trailing behind him
like a cloak of sound. He raised his
eyes once, hopefully, as he passed a
certain seat in the stands—just in
time to see a slim figure, handkerchief
pressed to her eyes, walking briskly
toward the exit. . .. .

6600 THAT’S the way it is, Dad,”

Lee Janssen’s voice was plead-
ing. “It was an accident. Must have
been an accident. Zip couldn’t have
done it on purpose, for just a short

time before the game he told me—"

Swede Janssen looked at his daugh-
ter with something akin to pity
etehed in the fine lines about his eyes.

“I'm afraid Zip Connors’ reputa-
tion will have to count against him,
youngster,” he said. “After all, you
know what the Buffs are. And Red
Harper. Zip played for two seasons
with that tough outfit.”

“T don’t care,” cried the girl.” “He
was trying to forget all that.”

“Did he say so?”’

“Not in so many words. But I
know—"

Janssen looked at his daughter
searchingly. “Lee, look at me. Are
you—are you in love with this boy ?”

The girl raised her head proudly.
“Yes, Dad. I am.”

“Well, then—"" Janssen sighed and
rose. “Maybe I'd better get to work
and find out what’s what. My pride
won’t let me believe that any girl of
mine would choose a cheap sport. Is
he still in school ?”

“Yes, but I haven’t seen him since
the Tech game. I doubted him myself
—at first. He must have guessed that.
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He goes directly from his fraternity

house to classes; then home again. He

never goes near the gym, Feather says
he hardly speaks a word to anyone.
And the team really needs him. They
just managed to beat out Teachers’
College last week, and that was sup-
posed to be a soft game. With Cardon
and Washington on the schedule—"

Jangsen leaned over and patted his
daughter’s head.

“Well, you sit tight. T’ll go see if
I can’t clear this whole thing up.”

T THE GYM, Coach Billings was

only too willing to discuss his
troubles with the ace sports writer
from the neighboring town.

“To tell you the truth, Swede,” he
admitted, “there is a chance I made a
too hasty judgment. I just entered
the door as the foul ocecurred. From
where I stood, it Iooked as though
either man might have caused it, but
when I neared the players’ bench and
heard them repeating what Zip had
said in the dressing room just a few
minutes before—" :

“Did you ever think to ask Samet?”

Billings’ face dropped.

“Damn, Janssen, I didn’t. But sure-
Iy he would have said something—"

“Perhaps Samet doesn’t know you
dropped the kid from the squad be-
cause of the accident?”

“You're right. T’ll settle it right
now. I'll call Tech long-distance, and
make them find Samet for me.”

The coach called the long-distance
operator, put through his call. Then
nervously the two older men waited,
both starting as the phone jangled a
few minutes later, The Dean at Tech
had located the basketball player, and
he was on the wire.

Anxiously, Coach Billings put the
important question to the unseen boy.
Janssen strained his ears trying to
unscramble the metallic clackings
from far-off Tech, saw with growing
excitement the amazed look on Bill-
ings’ face. Then slowly the State
coach hung up the receiver, His voice
was dull when he spoke. -

“Janssen, I've wronged the boy! I'll

‘never be able to forgive myself for

my quick temper. Samet acknowledges
that it was his fault altogether, that
he closed too quickly as Connors shot.
Of course he was so upset after the
injury that he hardly noticed what
happened after that.”

The writer’s face lighted.

“Then he can come back to the
squad?”’

“Any time!” said Billings. “As soon
as I can—"

But he was speaking to thin air.
Swede Janssen was already on his
way to the Phi Tau house. There he
collared Feather McCarthy.

“Zip?’ said Feather McCarthy.
“You’'re too late, mister. He’s already
gone.”

“Gone? Gone where?”’

Feather shrugged.

“I dunno. He threw his basketball
things into a bag and said he’d be
gone over the week-end. That’s all 1
know.”

“Basketball things! Then I know
where he’s gone. To the Buffs.
They’re playing tonight.” Swede
Janssen’s mouth suddenly dropped
open. “But they’re not playing an

~amateuwr game! They're meeting the

crack Philly outfit in a money match.
After all these years, Red Harper’s
bunch has decided to go pro. And if
Zip plays in that game—"

Feather MeCarthy, his eyes pop-
ping, was in motion.

“You’ve got a car, haven’t you?”’

“Yeg”

“Then what are we waiting for?
We've got three hours to get to Mid-
dleburgh—and that’s more than a
hundred miles from here! Let’s get
going !’

ED HARPER, his coarse face

beaming exultantly, leaned over

and patted Zip’s shoulder with a sort
of crude affection,

“With you playing, guy,” he gloat-

ed, “we’ll take these lugs like canaries

take quiney. Boy, am I glad them rah- .
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-rah boys gave you the merry go-by!”

Zip answered nothing. The clock
on the dressing-room wall showed fif-
teen minutes to game time, and as the
minutes ticked away a growing hesi-
tation rose within him. Some inner
compulsion warned him that if he
took part in this game, something im-
portant, something vital to his fu-
ture happiness would be gone for-
ever.

Not that he scorned professional
athleties. Far from it. But while there
was still a chance that he might be
reinstated as an amateur—might,

through some quirk of circumstance,

be allowed to continue the program he

had mapped out for his future life—

He gighed, and jerked his laces
tight. No sense in thinking that way.
Billings had kicked him off the State
squad, killing his future hopes as a
college coach, and Lee Janssen—had
walked out on him.

“So what happened after you
clipped the guy?’ Red was asking
curiously. “Didn’t he swing on you?
G'osh, them college boys must be sis-
gies.” :

“Shut up, Red, will you!” snapped
Zip. “And for cripes sake, leave me
alone. ’m trying to think.”

“Awright, awright,” mumbled the
Buffs manager, “I didn’t mean to rile
you.” He backed away, grinning
broadly. Get the kid in a mean humor,
and he’d make those Philly pros look
like bums. From now on, it was
money in the pocket for all the Buffs.
A darn good thing the kid learned his
lesson,

A warning signal sounded in the
Buffs’ room, and the players began to
file out of the door, Zip among them.
Curiously, the young player stared
into the faces of those who rudely el-
bowed their way past him. Somehow
he could not help but contrast those

orim visages with the happy lust for

battle that had typified the State
squad moving into action. Dour Skim
Jacobs scowled and spat 2 curse at
a teammate who had carelessly trod

on his foot. The other player re-
sponded in kind.

A sick revulsion swept through Zip.
He remembered Buskivk’s grinning
face, and his cheery: “I can lick the
guy who stepped on my toes—if he’s
not too big!”’ And the laughter and
careless camaraderte of his ex-team-
mates.

He reached the bench and sat down.

“Listen, Red,” he said: “Don’t start
me right away. Let me git here for
a while and watch the play, will you?”’

Red grinned. “Want to size ’em up,
kid? See who needs special attention
when you get in there. 0.K., Pertrie,
you start at left forward.”

The game got under way, to the mu-
sic of the savage, fight-loving crowd

in the jammed palestra. The teams

were evenly matched, and it was a
hard-fought battle, but Zip was hard-
ly aware of it, so engrossed was he
in his thoughts. Time ticked slowly
by. The Philadelphia outfit scored
once; scored again. Red looked anx-
iously at the star forward, returned
his gaze to the court war. The Phil-
lies chalked up another marker. Red
gtirred in his seat.

“Zip—"" he said, almost with defer-
ence.

The young forward rose listlessly.
There was a feeling within him as
though he held his future in his hands,
and he was about to toss it away just
as in a few minutes he would toss the
leather sphere for the basket. But he
set his jaw grimly.

“0.K., Red,” he said.

He stepped to the door of the cage,
started across the polished boards.
The ref blew his whistle for the sub-
stitution. Then suddenly there was a
flurry of commotion in the upper
stands, a blurred noise from the door-
way that led to the street. Feather
MecCarthy, hatless, breathless, his
hands and coat sleeves grimy with
dust and oil, burst to the rim of the
gallery and his shrill -voice piped
across the cage:

“Zip! Don’t go in! You're cleared!
Billings wants to see you!”
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For an instant Zip stood stock-still
on the floor, his mouth agape. Then

like a flash he turned and dashed from

the court. As he passed Red Harper,
the coach snatched at his flying form.
Zip beat away his hand and raced for
the dressing room. Feather, divining
his way, and following the card signs,
met his roommate there. Hastily he
spilled the situation as Zip hustled
out of the Buffs’ uniform into his
street clothes. He was donning his
overcoat as Red Harper, his fiery
thatch blazing with chagrin, burst
« into the room.

“Zip! You can’t do this to me! You
gotta come back and play with the
Buffs. You don’t owe them college
boys nothing.”

Zip grinned. “Maybe I can’t do it,
Red,” he said. “But the fact is—I'm
doing it! I’m sorry, fella, but this is
how it has to be. I can’t play your
kind of basketball any more. There’s a
reason—two reasons—why.”

Swede Janssen was waiting for the
two boys at the car. His hands and
face were as grimy as Feather’s, but
there was a happy grin on his face
as he gripped Zip’s hand, :

“We came mighty near not making
it,” he said. “We got a flat ten miles
out of town. But we pulled through.
And I want you to know that I'm
darned glad—son.”

ZIP CONNORS, waiting for the

tap-off, glanced to his right to-

grin at his running mate, Bus Bus-
kirk. The big right forward winked
_in return, and their two bodies moved
as a single unit as the whistle blew.
Brown’s tap found Connors blocked
by the Cardon College guard, but Zip
wheeled swiftly to whisk the ball to
Buskirk in a smooth, low pass. -
Buskirk’s try scarcely rippled the
net as State’s rooters cheered hoarsely
for this amazing freshman squad. Al-
ready old-timers were dusting off their
memories, trying to reecall when Old
Man Billings had developed a triangle
as deadly effective as this Connors-
Brown-Buskirk forward wall. The of-

ficial scorer chalked up: State, 28;
Cardon, 9.

Again the tap-off, and this time the
desperate Cardon center flipped the
leather to a teammate, who passed
crosscourt to an advaneing guard. Zip
moved in to intercept, glimpsed the
Cardon forward charging in on him
and mentally noted the crack-up pos-
sibility. He feinted to the right, cut
back in time to prevent the dangerous
foul which might have ensued. His
outstretched hand plucked the ball in
mid-bounce, whisked it away to Bus-
kirk.

On the bench, Coach Billings seftled
back with a satisfied grin.

“That kid,” he commented to his
junior coach, “is going places. Did
you notice the way he evaded that
foul?”

Tod Higgins nodded glumly. He
was thinking what a tough break it
was that next year there would be no
Zip Connors on the freshman team
—and what a break Billings had in
store for him. Three more years of
Connors.

The Billings trlangle again had the
ball, and was moving into enemy ter-
ritory. th . flip , . flip
a fast, runmng approach that left the
enemy breathless and bewildered.
Three minds that worked as one;
three pair of hands that gripped and
released the swiftly flying ball as
though it had been made to measure.
And one uneanny forward wizard
whose razzle-dazzle was destined to
make history for State U’s basketball
teams, . ..

In the press box off the sidelines, a
gray-haired veteran sports writer was
preparing his lead for the story of to-
night’s basketball victory. Beside him
sat a young girl, a girl whose features
were a softer, rounder, replica of his
own. Her eyes were starry as, leaning
forward, she centered her gaze in-
tently on the sparkling play. Or—
Swede Janssen grinned—was it on
the play? Her eyes seemed to focus
more on one particular person than
on the entire court. And certainly the

L&
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fastness of the play was not respon-
sible for that faintly heightened color,
for those clenched hands, for that look
of deep personal pride and something
else that shone in her face.

Swede Janssen sighed lightly and
returned to his copy. His time-accus-
tomed fingers raced over the keyboard

as he selected the words for his story: _

Spearheaded by the blazing attack of their
spectacular star, Zip Connors, the fresh-
man squad of State U last night pounded
out its fourth straight victory over out-
classed Cardon College by the score of—

WEDE hesitated—then left that

space blank. A shot of Connors
had just this minute zoomed into
Cardon’s bucket, and there was no
telling how many more would enter
that portal within the next few min-
utes. He picked up his story.

Connors, recently reinstated to the squad
after an unfortunate misunderstanding,
demonstrated unmistakably his playing
ability by the clean, perfect poise that led
his comrades to a victory. His well-nigh
miraculous passing and spotting; his
leather-legerdemain on defense; his almost
uncanny knack of snapping . two-pointers
from all positions of the court; lead one to
believe—

Swede stopped and pondered. Good
idea to invent a little descriptive
phrase here. Something to let the pub-
lic know he was still the dean of
sports writers, His eyes glinted, as
the phrase struck him. Swiftly he
wrote:

—lead one to believe that, in Zip Con-
nors, Coach Billings has a man who can
convert his “spot-pass” system into some-
thing so strange, so bewildering, that the
unbelieving spectator would believe it to be
—hoop hokum!

P CREAMIO THEM ALL 3F0R Z 0 ¢
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Altitude
Comedown
By Cliff Howe

To break the record, Pat Harmon
needed a lof of competition. But
his pole-vaulting rival — the
other half of the famous
Bamboo Twins — knew
more about altitude
than just covering it.

HE BUZZ of

the mob died

- away. A quiet

so thick and drama-

soaked that you

could almost slice it

with a knife,

pressed down over the Garden. The

bar was at a dizzy fourteen-nine—
and both men had missed twice.

“Larry Weems, third and final

trial 1’
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This was what ‘they’d paid their :

coin to see, this battle of The Bamboo
Twins., Here were a couple of long-
legged, strong-shouldered aerialists,
with eagle bloed in their veins, threat-
ening week after week to soar into
the general neighborhood of the strat-
osphere. For once, the headlines
around the indoor track circuit were
snatched away from the Cunning-
hams and Lashes and San Romanis
of the long grinds.

Out of the far West had come Pat
Harmon, a vaulting fool, burning
with the desire to be the first man in
the world to do fifteen feet. The
thrill of an ambition fulfilled, plus
world aceclaim—plus — another little
item the newspapers didn’t yet know
about, a $50,000 contract for some
movie shorts—when he would hoist
his lithe body that high on a whippy
bamboo pole. And Pat had a right to
want that contract, after twenty lean
years of knowing that even a thin
dime can be big money,

From a little college in the Mid-
West, Larry Weems had blossomed to
fight it out in a row of brilliant duels
with Pat. He was a six-footer, too,
with a mighty pull-up. Quick-thinking
meet officials had sensed the box-office
possibilities of this sky scraping pair.
They’d done fheir publicity smartly,
and they’d shown the vaulters how to
make a better show of it. At once the
chatter columns were filled with gos-
sip like this: :

They’re great, these Bamboo Twins. They
have everything. Great pals, in and out of
uniform, they’re going to shatter every exist-

ing vault mark by as far as from here to
Timbuktu .

The Bamboo Twins! Pat Harmon
chuekled mirthlessly to himself. Great
pals! That was a laugh, He wrapped
himself in a blanket as he sat down.
The handshake and the friendly slap
he’d just given Weems were part of
the show—nothing else. He knew how
mutually insincere the grip of their
pole-calloused hands had bren. What
the seribes didn’t know was plenty.

In the five weeks Pat and Larry had
known each other, they’d blended like
fire and water.

Pat studied Weems, peised there at
the head of the runway, forward tip
of the long pole wavering a bit, his-
dark, unreadable face a trifle pale.
Pat talked quietly to Duke Bartell, hig
Central California coach who had
long since resigned himself to the
utter certainty that Pat would turn
pro: -

“He’s scared.”

' Bartell nodded. “I guess maybe he
is.” =

“I hope he makes it—by six
inches.” '

ND PAT meant it—for several

reasons. He hadn’t wanted to
have Larry Weems for an enemy, had
held hopes that they would eventu-
ally be friends. Just how that could
be, he didn’t know. For he couldn’t
be a friend of a man who lacked
guts, or seemed to. And there was
something bafflingly aloof about
Weems, some mystery in his eyes,

- some carefully guarded secret that

made Pat distrust him.

There was another reason why Pat
wanted to see Weems do this little
job at fourteen-nine, beyond hoping
that it might help break their smol-
dering enmity., That was competi-
tion. He’d talked about it more than
once to Duke Bartell.

“You’ve done a swell job, coach,
teaching me how to vault, But you
know and I know that my one great
chance—if any—to do fifteen feet
some day is to be pushed to it by fer-
rific competition. And Larry Weems
is the only bird in sight right now to
furnish that.” =

“He’ll make you go the limit—even
if he does act scared sometimes. He’ll
make a champion out of you.”

Larry Weems started down the
runway. Pat tensed automatically. He
wanted to beat Weems in this meef,
but he didn’t want his win to be
over a guy who was afraid. He want-
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ed to lick Weems at his best or not at
all. “Come on,” he reoted, inwardly.
“Wipe that look off your pan, and get
over that bar.”

Weems: picked up speed. He ran
like a sprinter. The point of his slim
pole stabbed down. He swung up,
pulled hard, twisted—anc¢ was over!
The roar of the crowd crashed down
like a clap of thunder.

Pat looked at Bartell. The coach
said, “Not bad for a scared cookie,
huh? I guess that look in his optics
was something besides fright. Well,
there’s the competition you're always
chanting for, kid. What are you go-
ing to do about it?”’

“Fourteen-nine is what T'll do
about it,” Pat answered.

He chose the newest of his four
slender, black-taped poles. With in-
finite care he directed two officials as
they moved the standards an inch or
two forward from the landing pit. He
slipped out of his sweat shirt, dried
his moist palms on it before tossing
it to Bartell. Then he walked slowly
to the end of the lane, his right hand
at the twelve-six mark where he al-
ways gripped the pole for the dizzier
heights.

“Third and final trial for Pat Har-
mon ¥’ = :

Quiet settled again over the dazzled
throng of seventeen thousand fans.

Pat reviewed the task ahead of
him: stride, take-off, pull-up, body
jackknife—the myriad details that
must be mechanically perfect to whisk
him over the thin white wand perched
so high in the air. Fourteen-nine.
Cinch. He’d done it, and a bit better,
twice within two weeks.

He took four slow strides, then
turned on full speed as his foot
slapped down precisely on his meas-
ured mark. From there on he was a
streak, even burdened with the long

~ bamboo. The standards rushed for-

ward to meet him. Tricky, this indoor
stuff. The lights were funny.

Pat was still half a dozen strides
from the standards when Larry

Weems’ strident voice suddenly
stabbed out:

“Hey! Don’t walk across there

The startling shout momentarily
distracted Pat. His stride faltered,
almost perceptibly. A sudden thrust
of anger muddled his concentration.

As the pole point thumped down,
Pat’s left hand darted up against his
right on the bamboo. His left foot
slapped the floor venomously. He
swung his legs up together, pulled
with all the strength of his muscle-
corded arms and shoulders, flipped
around with an acrobatic wriggle.
Over it!

But the faint flaw in his disturbed

1

timing made his chest barely graze

the white wand, The bar was still
bouncing crazily as Pat plunked into
the shavings. It made one final weird
vibration—and came down. Larry
Weems was vaulting king of the
Crescent A, C. games!

Pat leaped up from the pit, fight-
ing mad. He could take a beating, but
not one concocted that way. He strode
to Weems, who was saying, “Tough
luck, Harmon. I guess I had the
horseshoes tonigh:,” and extending
his hand in the customary finish of
The Bamboo Twins’ act.

AT TOOK Weems’ hand, even

managed from habit to fake a
grin, because he’d been told it meant
so much to the show. But he said,
through clenched teeth:

“I ought to punch your face in for
yelling like that. Of all the dirty
tricks I ever—"’

“Some fellow looked- like he was
going to cross the runway, and I
didn’t want him to walk in front of
you,” Weems explained in -a wan
voice. A look of relief had replaced
the odd, dark expression he always
wore during the meets,

Tt sounded thin, too thin to believe.
Pat hadn’t seen any motion along the
lane out of the corners of his eyes. A
cheap, yellow stunt, just to win a
trophy cup. Pat’s voice was fiery:
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ed, thoughtfully:
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“Next time, Weems, you’re going"
to take a licking you won’t forget.

And if you try some other chicken
trick, T'll take you apart.” He turned
away, so he wouldn’t lose eontrol and
take a sock at the guy. . . .

The indoor track armyr® moved
from New York to Boston for the
annual Starlight Games. Again the
papers went wild over The Bamboo
Twins. Big stories dealt with the
prospect for Boston fans to witness
the world’s first fifteen-foot vault.
= After his first burst of anger at
Weems had cooled a trifle, Pat dis-
cussed the incident with Duke Bar-
tell, Like Pat, Duke had failed to
notice any spectators make a move

a8 if to cross the lane. “But then,

there could have been g nitwit edg-
ing out into the way,” the coach add-
ed. “I couldn’t say positively.”
Though his dislike for the mys-
terious Mid-Westerner did not les-

- sen, Pat began to wonder if by any

faint chance Weems actually had been
sincere in shouting the warning. He
dismissed the mnotion as illogical.
Weems had been so eager to win that
he’d have stooped to anything,

An hour before the time to start
vaulting in front of the huge throng
of Bostonians, Pat tried to talk him-
self into exactly the proper frame of
mind. “I guess going out there sore
as a boil, with a chip on my shoul-
der, won’t help my jumping any,” he
said to Duke Bartell,

“Correct, the first guess,” the coach
answered. ‘“You can’t relax when
yow're chewing tacks.”

“I know it,” Pat agreed. He add-
“And if I get
Weems too roiled up—along with
what he already lacks in the way of
insides—he isn’t going to chase me
up very close to fifteen feet, that’s a
cinch.”

Pat had every attribute of a great
natural athlete. Deliberately, he
forced himself to shunt aside his
burning hatred for a cheap sport like

Larry Weems. He made "imself re-

lax and concentrate solely on the

business of soaring on a bamboo
stick. ;

He filled his role in The Bamboo
Twinsg’ act to the ultimate degree. He
strode out wearing a big grin,
walked over to Weems and shook
hands. The crowd thundered ap-
proval. Weems smiled back, though
the odd, unreadable expression was
still in his eyes, and the first trace
of fear was showing as the duel drew
close,

“I wonder,” Pat thought, “what
this guy can be holding out on us?”
He was pretty sure of one angle—
that Larry Weems had no stomach
for the long drop from the bar to the
pit. That was natural enough. No-
body could actually enjoy the equiva-
lent of hopping a dozen times off a
thirteen or fourteen—or fifteen!—
foot roof onto a landing place that
was no feather bed even though it
was springy. :

But the distaste for that bad part
of vaulting didn’t completely cover
Larry Weems, Pat knew. There was
something else, something deeper, to
explain his tight-lipped shyness
around cameramen anc sports

writers, and to account for the fear

in his eyes.
Pat and Larry set out to give Bos-
ton an eyeful of great vaulting, Pat

had never felt better. And a couple

of hours before, by special delivery,.
he’d received a succinet reminder
that Mdgna Pictures was still wait-
ing for him,

T FOURTEEN-THREE, only
The Bamboo Twins were left.
With the bar at fourteen-six, the old,
queer expression of fear showed more
than ever in Larry’s eyes—but it
didn’t keep him from squirming over
on his first jump. Pat missed on his
first effort. On his second trial, he
zoomed over handily.

By mutual agreement, Pat and
Larry had the bar raised four inches
to fourteen-ten. Weems missed bad-
Iy on his first try. That irritated Pat.
He wanted to be pushed—hard.
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He stooped to pick up his favorite
pole. It wasn’t there. The stooge
who'd caught it evidently had mis-
laid it in the excitement of the mile
run. Pat glanced around. He didn’t
spot it among the other similar-
Iooking poles.

It was nearly midnight, and the
crowd was shouting for the show to
¢o on. Pat didn’t want to delay the
proceedings. He chose another of his
four poles. It was a flawless stick.
still, it didn’t feel exactly like his
prize one, as he poised on the run-
way. He didn’t like to change poles
that way, not when the bar was up
there among the rafters.

Still thinking about the pole, he
was a ftrifle ragged on his pull-up.
The bar clattered down. Weems was
ready at once for his second try. He
ran hard, leaped—and whisked over.
The mob roared. It had o favorite
son. Either man was the right one,
this night.

Pat had time between jumps for
another look for his missing pole. He
peered along the rows of taped bam-
boo. And he found what he was look-
ing for among Larry Weems’ poles!

Once more Pat’s fury flamed to-
ward a man who would pull stuff like
that to grab a trophy. His eyes blazed
as he flung a scathing charge at the
seemingly startled Mid-Westerner:

“Very, very clever. How much did
vou pay the kid to walk off with this
stick? And lay off the innocent pan!”’

“1 didn’t know it was here with
mine,” Weems faltered. “I didn’t no-
tice it.”

“You're a liar, Weems. A liar and
a heel. Too bad I found it before tak-
ing my next jump with ancther one.”
Quivering with anger he could scarce-
ly control, Pat unclenched his fists

and strode back dow_n to adjust the

standards.

The crowd buzzed excitedly. Hard
feelings between The Bamboo Twins!
The pole-vaulting pals in a verbal
serap! That was something. The mob
was on edge as Pat primed himself
for his second trial at fourteen-ten.

Duke Bartell was snapping instruc-
tions, telling him to wait until he
cooled down, He heard the coach only
vaguely through his fog of fury at a
chicken-hearted, two-faced cookie of
the Larry Weems species.

His hands shaking from the in-
tensity of his rage, he started his
run. He couldn’t get into high gear.
Flopping hopelessly out of form on
his pull-up, he kicked the bar clear
to the back edge of the pit. The crowd
groaned.

Pat sat down to take his rest. But
he couldn’t stay there, not even with
Duke Bartell working on his legs and
talking a soothing stream. He strode
back up the runway, turned, and
started back at once. Strength loosed
by anger made his pull-up amply
high. But his left hand hit and
bumped the bar off. The Starlight
championship was Larry Weems’.

ISMALLY, Pat returned to New

York to rest two days before
starting workouts for the Interna-
tional Invitational Championships at
the Garden. He felt like tossing up
the whole business and heading back
west. He couldn’t lick a queer-eyed

two-timer who was doing his damned-

est—which was plenty good—to rock
him out of fulfilling his ambition
and picking off a $50,000 movie
plum. :

Temporarily, he forgot that the
competition Weems had furnished—
competition no other athlete in the
current crop could offer—probably
was the principal thing that had
pressed him past the fourteen-and-
one-half-foot mark.

The meet association quartered all
the visiting athletes on a single floor
of a downtown metropolitan hotel.

Pat felt tense and ill at ease with

Weems around. His hatred and mis-
trust of the other half of The Bam-
boo Twins had grown out of all pro-
portion.

And then, one day, he found his -

watch missing from his room. His
mind flashed at once to Weems. May-

W
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be that explained the queer look in

Weems’ eyes. Perhaps the fear in

them was the fear of being found out
not only as a cheat and a louse, but
as a common thief,

Pat reported the loss to the hotel
detective, but admitted his suspicions
only under insistent. questioning.
Since Weems was out of the hotel,
the detective promptly told Pat to
come with him, and headed for Lar-
ry’s room, Not relishing that sort of
thing, Pat went along reluctantly.

They didn’t find the watch. But in

"2 leather case, Pat saw something

that made his mouth drop open. It
was a picture and yellowed clipping—
cut from an old college annual. The
man’s name was Jack Bullivant.

Complete realization came slowly
to Pat, hitting him like a stunning
punch, Jack Bullivant! Yale’s first
truly great pole vaulter. There was
no mistaking that nose, the eyes, the
shape of that rounding chin. Larry
Weems must be—had to be—Jack
Bullivant’s son!

Pat looked at the detective. “Uh—
got to sit down a minute.” Shaking
his head, Ire drew a deep breath and

slumped into a chair, to let the as-

tonishing discovery sink in,

A fiend for vaulting history, he'd
long since heard the story of the
famed Eli star. Jack Bullivant—just
a thirteen-foot man, true; but con-
gidering the equipment and knowl-
edge of his day, as grea. as any mod-
ern vaulter.

The facts of Jack Bullivant’s fate
soon after his graduation and mar-
riage flashed back to Pat. Not all the
poles had been choice bamboo in those
days. Some had been treacherous—
as dangerous as equivalent lengths of
dynamite. Pat could almost picture
this old-time star as he made his last
vault. A stiff pull-up, a sudden splin-
tering crackle, and a terrific spill
... . Then a lifetime in a sanitarium,
his broken back mended—but his wife
gone from the shock, and his great
legs  shriveled and useless from
paralysis.

“No wonder,” Pat mumbled. “No
wonder,” :

“What're you muttering about?’
the detective asked.

“It’s no wonder,” Pat repeated,
“that he looks scared out there. Uses
a fake name and won’t allow close-
ups, probably so his dad won’t know
he’s vaulting and fade out from worry
about it. . . . wonder how he ever
got into it, anyhow ?”

The detective sighed loudly, and
announced: “One of us is screwy,
and it isn’t me. Come on, let’s get out
of here before we both go nuts.” '

Pat didn’t tell Duke Bartell what
he’d learned. He went to his room to
think the thing through. Larry
Weems was gripped by an inborn
fear, all right, whenever he vaulted,
He had a right to be afraid. The
fellow had more than his share of
guts ever to have touched a vaulting
pole, ; =

While Pat was pondering, the room
telephone rang. It was the detective.
“I did some nesing around,” he said,

“and found your watch on a new bell-

hop I’ve been leery about for two
weeks.” :

Pat’s impulse then was to change
his whole attitude toward Weems, But
he realized the discovery about Bul-
livant didn’t alter the fact that Larry
apparently had stooped fo crude tac-
tics in the last two meets. Pat was

. still enraged when he thought about

that. Yet he wanted to be fair.

“I’ll see what happens in the In-
vitational,” he decided. “If he doesn’t
pull another raw deal, I can forget
a lot of things. If he does, I’ll smash
his nose all over his face, whether his
name is Bullivant or Luke McGluke!”

The invitational, he knew, was the
meet that counted. If ever he was to
break fifteen feet, it would have to
be there. And he just had to do if.
Too many things depended on his
breaking the record. And to do it,
he had to be pressed by the most
blistering sort of competition. . . .
If he could do something to stiffen
that pressure just one notch more. . ..
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E CAUGHT a morning train to

Syracuse. At the Sunview Sani-
tarium, they took him to a sunken-
eyed man, old before his time. Yet
there was something keenly alert
about the man’s face. He leaned for-
ward from the Wheelchalr to shake
hands.

“Yes, sir, young fellow, I'm Jack
Bullivant. And you're Harmon, the
Central California pole vaulter, aren’t
you? I've seen your picture.”

Pat blinked. He hadn’t suspected

that a man reported so ill had fol-

lowed current sports so closely. He
found it hard to say what he wanted
to. He didn’t want to shock the in-
valid—had every hope, rather, that
by putting his proposition delicately,
he might ultimately help the man to
rally a little.

“T—well, it's like this,” Pat said
hesitantly. “There’s a fellow named
Larry Weems who’s been as gocd or
better than myself all winter. We're
both trying to do fifteen feet. You
know stiff competition is the key to
any new record. Now, I realize
traveling might be pretty tough for
you, though New York’s not too far
away. But I've been thinking that
maybe with a grand old-timer like
Jack Bullivant in a box seat, it might
build up one or both of us enough to
sneak over that fifteen-foot jump.”

The invalid’s deep-set eyes twinkled
brightly. “I see.” He paused a mo-
ment, then added: “Isn’t what you
really mean, Harmon, that my being
there might stiffen the competition
you would get from my son Larry?”’

Pat’s eyes bulged in sheer amaze-

ment.  “You know about him? I
didn’t—"

“Sure I know about him,” Mr. Bul-
livant interrupted. “I found out a
few months ago that he was vault-
ing, It scared me to death almost, and
that’s no exaggeration, I had a bad
three weeks, before I got back to
normal.

“Then I was all right. T realized it
was strictly Larry’s business, and
that vaulting wasn’t as dangerous as

in my day. After that, I began to get

" so proud of him I would almost burst

whenever I heard he had added a
couple of inches. He writes to me,
often—and he hasn’t an idea that I
suspect a thing about him. So don’t
tell on me.”

Pat was getting used to stiff sur-
prises. He wrinkled his forehead.
“What I don’t understand is why he
ever went into pole vaulting, know-
ing how it wrecked you. . . . Forgive
me. I don’t mean to be so blunt.”

“T think I know why,” Mr. Bulli-
vant answered. “It isn’t entirely that
gnawing urge a human being has to
make himself face something he has
always feared. I've heard him speak
of track coaching. He thinks that
would be his best line—and evidently
he believes that setting a few records
will help him pick off a job with a
good salary. He isn’t far wrong there
at that, I imagine.”

The old broken athlete let his head
drop. “The poor kid. My sanitarium
bills have saddled him hopelessly. No
wonder he’s desperate to find a good
job and start getting out from
under.”

The silence that followed was awk-
ward. Pat suddenly knew that Mr.
Bullivant sensed the bitter rivalry
between The Bamboo Twins. He real-
ized Larry’s father must have heard
of their squabble in Boston. Crimson-
ing, he was glad when Mr. Bullivant
finally spoke again:

“So you think it would make your
competition a notch hotter if I paid
a surprise visit to the Garden?”

Nodding, Pat answered lamely:
“Tt will improve Larry’s chances, too.
It will make us both work harder.”

“Naturally it will. . . . Harmon,
T’'ll be there—if I have to shoot some
doctors to make it. And I'll be root-
ing for Larry with all my heart, of
course. But if he can’t do fifteen feet,
I want you to. One of you has to.”

“Fair enough,” Pat mumbled. Poor
sportsmanship surely was no inher-
ent Bullivant characteristic. Larry

~had picked his up elsewhere. They
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talked a few minutes longer before
Pat left. St

With The Bamboo Twins publicly
pronounced ready to chew each
other’s throats, the committee of the
International Invitational Champion-
ships—with an eye always out for
showmanship angles—possessed a
natural that sold out every inch of
spectator space. It was a mob pop-
eyed at the prospect of watching
mere humans soar upward fifteen
feet on slender bamboo toothpicks.

Pat saw Mr. Bullivant in ‘his
wheelchair, far back where Larry
wouldn’t notice him. It was part of
their plan that he should not be moved
to a front box, and pointed out to
Larry, until they were gunning for
the top heights.

Pat felt in rare form. He'd never
found his timing better. Larry was
~ vaulting magnificently, too.
again the draw made his turn pre-
cede Pat’s at each height. He was the
first man over fourteen, Pat the
second.

T FOURTEEN-SIX, Nushida
of Japan went out. From then

on it was the scintillatirg setup the

public had been waiting for—Weems
versus Harmon,

“Tired ?” Duke Bartell asked Pat,
as the officials slid the standards up
to a giddy fourteen-eleven and meas-
ured it to find the bar absolutely sag-
less.

The muscles in Pat’s shoulders
were beginning to ache, but he an-
swered: “Never felt better in my
life.”

Larry eame down the runway, the
old aloofness and mystery in his eyes,
along with that familiar glint of fear.
He muffed the jump completely. Then
Pat went into action. He scraped his
leg on the pole as he swung up, just
enough to muddle his timing, The
stick rattled down.

“Second trial for Larry Weems at
fourteen-eleven.”

Larry missed badly, agai» Pat saw
that the strain was getting him—

Once:

inborn fear, no doubt, and a hate for
that sickening drop on the other side.
And if Larry couldn’t press him past
fourteen-eleven, Pat kncw he could
never go on to do fifteen feet.

~ He gprinted down the runway,
swung up magnificently. But the
grazed bar wobbled and dropped. Pat
knew instantly that it was time to
shoot the works. He saw that old,
crippled Jdack Bullivant must have
felt it too—for the invalid was hav-

‘ing himself wheeled down to a front

box.

Larry stood strangely taut at the
head of the lane as Pat walked to-
ward him. Big drops of sweat beaded
Larry’s contorted face. The old fear
was beating him, It showed so vividly
now that the whole crowd must have
seen it. The throng seemed to know
that Weems could not possibly sue-
ceed on this final desperate effort.

Pat stepped squarely in fromt of
him, before he could start his run.
Larry frowned nervously. “What’s
the idea, Harmon?” he asked, jump-
ily. “Get out of the way so I can get
this over with.”

Pat didn’t move. He looked at
Larry steadily, and said: “Larry Bul-
livant, you’re scared to death!”

Larry winced as if he had been
walloped on the chin. Pat talked
swiftly. “I know all about you, Larry.
So does your dad. He was a great ath-
lete. He’d hate to see you fold up in a
pinch., And he’s going to, if you don’t
snap out of it. Take a look—over
there in that box. He’s rooting for
you.”

A vast stream of thought ean
streak through a startled human
brain in the tick of a watch. Pat
could see the changes racing into
Larry’s mind after his first dumb-
founded, stupefied moment.

Larry waved to his father, a bit
weakly. Gradually, the surprise and
the fear faded from his eyes. And
presently, he turned again to face the
towering standards.

Down the lane he tore, his long
legs churning. His foot slapped down,
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and he goared high. The scream of
the throng drowned out the thud as
Larry flopped into the shavings. The
white bar was still atop the stand-
ards!

Pat drew a deep breath. Here was
the pinch he’d deliberately brought
on himself, Slowly, calmly, he walked
up the lane, his back to Larry. In the
two meets past, Larry had pulled the
crudest of tricks to steal victory.
Here was a chance—virtually an in-
vitation—for Larry to invent some
new way to disrupt the leap that
might deadlock him.

As Pat reached the head of the
runway, old Jack Bullivant called to
him. He put down his pole and walked
to the box.

“Great jump, wasn’t it, boy?’ Mr.
Bullivant  enthused. Pat modded,
grimly. The invalid added: “Harmon,
I want to see you go back out there
and sail over that thing, too. You're
as good as he is. Who knows? Maybe
better!”

Pat mumbled thanks. While listen-
ing to Mr. Bullivant, he’d heard a
strange, - buzzing commotion surge
through the crowd. Had Larry pulled
something so obvious that everyone in
the Garden but Mr. Bullivant and
himself had seen it—nudged a stand-
ard out of line, or something as glar-
ingly rank?

E STRODE back. Sure enough,
Larry was standing near the
rlght standard, an oddly triumphant
grin on his face, Pat gritted his teeth.
“T've got to get over this one. But if
I miss it,” he grated inwardly, “T’ll
tear the guy to pieces. He isn’t fit to
have a.dad like Jack Bullivant.”

Pat gripped his pole, carefully. It
felt springy and live. His shoulders
were sore, but his legs seemed full of
rubber. The slender standards looked
out of proportion, stretched up so
high to support the thin white wand.

Fourteen-eleven! Half an inch
higher than he’d ever gone in a meet
_or in practice. And Larry Weems was

already over it. Pat started to run.
He leaned forward to get the right
body angle. He turned on the heat,
knew he had all the speed he needed.

His eyes were on the bar for a mo-
ment. Tt looked higher than the roof,
seeming to dance around crazily. Then
he fixed his gaze on the square where
his pole must bite down and take
hold.

Up went his left hand to his right.
His left foot bounced off the floor with

a ringing whack as he kicked his

right high. Together, his feet snaked
up—up—up, and over the white bar.
He turned toward the pole, and his
knees and legs were over. He hunched
up at the waist, pushing fiercely with
all the steely strength he could force
into his wrists, For an instant, his
head and arms and shoulders hung
far down one side, his feet and legs
down-the other—with the bar a scant
hair’s breadth from his stomach, like
a blade ready to slide through him.

He released his iron grip on the
pole, flung his arms up and raised his
chest and shoulders with a lurch that
tore at his strained stomach muscles.

Then he was dropping, dropping.
He bounced hard on the small of his
back, flipped over backwards on the
rebound. A tremendous roar smashed
into his ears. The thunder kept re-
verberating. Somehow, he found him-
self up out of the pit, shaking hands
with Larry. Larry was howling:

“You’ve done it! You’ve done it!
Fifteen feet! Fifteen feet!”

Pat shook his head. “What are you
raving about? It was fourteen-eleven
we did. Have you gone goofy ?”

But Larry shook his head, too—
and then a jubilant official spoke up:

“This fellow Weems is a pretty fast
talker, Harmon. He threatened to de-
fault and ruin our show if we didn’t
glide it up an inch to fifteen feet while
you were talking to somebody over in
the crowd. He said you’d never know
the difference—and buddy, you did-

n’t! But the whole cockeyed mob
knew it. Congratulations!”

Somehow Pat got it through his
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head that they were telling him the
truth, that he had vaulted fifteen feet.
Then he was attempting to blurt

- apologies to Larry.

- “And I thought—that time you
velled when I was about to take off,
and after that, when my pole was
found among yours—that you were
dirty. I can never—"

Larry stopped him with upraised
palm, “Later,” he said, “I realized you
had reason for what you called me.
But I wasn’t dirty. It looked as if a
man was really going to cross the
runway. And the other time, it was
one of the assistant groundkeepeis
who’d put your pole among mine, I
learned that later, but because of
your cussedness—” he laughed—*1
wouldn’t tell you.”

A Dblack-derbied little man glided
through the maze of seething human-
ity. “I'm Vauxmann, of Magna Pic-

tures,” the dapper stranger said. “I
want you to sign our contract right
now, before the rest of them start
bothering you. Fifty thousand dollars,
Mr. Harmon.” :

“Wait a second,” snapped Pat, sud-
denly beginning to think in high gear.
“T’'ve got to have a partner in this
movie vaulting—or I don’t sign. T’ll
show him to you.” ,

Pat was a trifle hazy, an hour or so
afterwards, about just how the cops
managed to get the floor clear, and the
supremely confident way Larry had
whizzed down that lane and up and
over fifteen feet like it was twelve-
RiXe s But their names were side
by each, anyhow, on a chunk of im-
portant paper, and Larry was going
to get some big bills paid off for a
swell dad. And the name of the first
movie short—at Pat’s demand—was
going to be “The Bamboo Twins!”
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ite pastime of mine. I did a

over the head by an avenging stick.

G OING out on a limb is a favor- starts. Another player is cracked

job picking football winners

for ACE SPORTS in a re-
cent issue. Just how it
will work out I don’t
know. But now I'm doing
a nose dive right into the
hockey game.

~ A hockey season is just
as tough to predict as foot-
ball. A team might go
great guns, according to

the dope. Then one night there’s a
tangle on the ice. One star goes down

An Expert

Charts the

Rinksters’
Chances

Bingo! the squad is shot to bits and

starts to lose—and my
predictions take a wallop
on the chin,

Still, you can’t hate a
guy for trying. So I’ll tell
you what ought to come
up in the National Hockey
League through the sea-
son of 1937-38. If I'm
wrong, the worst you can

do is sue me..
Last year the world’s champions

and breaks hig leg. A general fight were the Detroit Red Wings, managed
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by Jack Adams. They had pretty
nearly everything a hockey team
needs, including a penchant for get-
ting sore and banging away at rival
players and occasionally the officials.
That they were able to win, consid-
ering all the things that happened to
them, proved their great reserve
strength.

Everything seemed to happen to
the Red Wings. Douglas Young and
Larry Aurie went out with broken
legs. So did a good substitute named
Orville Roulston. Norman Smith, the
goalie, was side-tracked with a bad
arm. Minor injuries slowed up a num-
ber of the others. :

So Adams reached down into the
Pittsburgh Hornets, of the Interna-
tional League, and brought up some
choice recruits he had developing
there. Recruits usually need season-
ing when they come into the big time,
but the lads seemed to have all they
needed.

Earl Robertson took over the nets
and did a perfect job. You’d have

thought he was born and brought up

in that position. The University of
Michigan graduate, Johnny Sherf, de-
veloped into a front line star. Jimmy
Orlando, who learned his business on
the ice of Montreal, became a blaz-
ing-hot defense man. “Muddy” Bru-
neteau, who was classed as a spare
wing, became a spark plug during the
Stanley Cup finals and raised hell
with the Rangers. He drew them into
fights—which meant penalties—car-
ried the rubber all over the rink and
made- himgelf a general Ranger
Enemy Number One.

The Red Wings won the playoffs
for the Stanley Cup, and so became
the top team in hockey.

"M nominating the Red Wings for

the same position this year. Why
not? All their eracked up aces have
recovered and will be in action once
again. They’re first-class men, backed
up by the sensational rookies who
carried the elub through the crucial
finishing weeks last season. Put them

all together, and they may not spell
much; but they’ll spell plenty of
trouble for any outfit that tackles

them. The kids have ha” the season-

ing they needed, and should be the
better for it. Gosh knows, they were
tough enough without 1t

Their bitter rival was the New
York Rangers under the old Gray
Eagle of the Ice, Lester Patrick. Pat-
rick’s veterans d1d as much as could
be asked of them. They were worn
down by years of action, but they
rose to the occasion in magnificent
style. If they fell just a shade short,
it was not for lack of trying.

But look what’s happened to them.
Bill Cook, one of the greatest for-
wards of all time, has dropped out
and will manage the Cleveland Fal-

-cons, Frank Boucher, his partner in

hundreds of brawhng battles, also
leaves the skates to become assmtant
manager of the Rangers. Ching John-
son, bald-headed and aggressive, a de-
fense man of parts and courage for
many a semester, also goes the way of
all flesh and will head an amateur
team. The iron man, Murray Mur-
doch, is going to the Philadelphia
Ramblers, and Buteh Keeling is ready
to call it a day. That cuts a deep slice
out of both offense and defense, but
the picture really isn’t as dark as it
seems.

Patrick still has, among others, the
high-scoring Cecil Dillon, the Col-
villes, Shibicky, his son, Lynn and
others who were somethmg better
than fair last year. But his ace in
the hole is the crew of up-and-com-
ing kids from the Philadelphia Ram-
blers. The Ramblers stood the minors
on their slichtly caulifiowered ears
last winter, and a number of them
are ready for fast company right
now. It may be that they will do for
Patrick what the Hornets did for Ad-
ams in 37, If they do, the Red Wings
will have more trouble than they bar-
gain for at this particular moment.

The other two clubs in the Ameri-
can Group are the Boston Bruins and
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the Chicago Black Hawks. Neither is
likely to bust the league wide open.
Out in . Chicago, Major McLaughlin,
owner of the club, decided to get rid
of the Canadiens and make his outfit
one hundred per cent Yankee. Con-
sidering that the biggest proportion
of hockey stars have come from Can-
ada, this looked like a suicidal move.
At any rate, he picked LaPrairie,
Suomi and Schaeffer from the A. A.
U. champions of a couple of seasons
back, and Klingbell and Brink from
other amateur clubs.

It is McLaughlin’s idea to build
from the ground up, but that is a long
and wearing procedure. In Karakas
he has one of the best goalies in the
game, but that isn’t enough; for good
as Karakas is, he had half a dozen
counters scored against him two or
three times in a single contest, be-
cause the defense was slipshod. Mec-
Laughlin’s idea may work out in
time, but this season probably isn’t
the time. :

OSTON has a new-deal setup. Bill

Stewart, the former referee, has -

taken the club over. Art Ross has
been installed as manager, with Fred
Cook as his assistant. The Bruins
weren’t more than lukewarm last
year, and the Stewart-Ross-Cook com-
bination isn’t going to stand pat. They
are gunning for new players, and
that means they’ll be in much the
same spot ‘as the Black Hawks.
They’ll be experimenting while the
Red Wings and Rangers are playing
hockey.

Well, that takes care of the Ameri-

can Group, who will finish, if I hap-
pen to be right, in this order: Detroit
Red Wings, New York Rangers, Bos-
ton Bruins and Chicago Black Hawks.
Now, all the boys have to do is go out
and prove I'm either a good prophet
or a dunderhead guesser. But I am
bound to say, from this point, the
finish should be just about like that.
- The other half of the league is

known as the Imternational Division,
and comprises the Canadiens of Mont-

real, Montreal Maroons, Toronto
Maple Leafs and New York Ameri-
cans. Personally, this setup always
seemed silly to me., Here are eight
teams who go through a long and
bitterly fought season—for what?
For the championship? Oh, no—for
the right to compete in the playoff
for the championship and the Stan-
ley Cup.

In short, there are eight teams.
Six of them eventually get into the
playoff. Now, it is entirely possible
that the squad which had played the
poorest hockey all season might sud-

“denly strike an inspired winning

streak, while one that has been cliek-
ing on all eylinders hit a losing spot.
The victories which had been piled
up from November to March wouldn’t
mean a thing. The best team wouldn’t
be the champions after all.

That’s the way it’s worked—and if
they want to do it that way, it’s all
right with me, The whole idea is to
build up a sort of world-series gate,
Money is the only answer to a setup
like that. There’s no sporting com-
mon sense to it. But, as I say, that’s
their business, not mine, so why

should T complain? T was starting to

talk about the squads in the Inter-
national Division, and what they are
likely to do.

The situation there is not unlike
that to be found in the American
Group. There are two strong outfits,
and a couple that resemble weak sis-
ters. But, you get that lopsidedness
in baseball and foctball and every
other sport. There just doesn’t seem
to be any way to balance things up.

The Canadiens and the Maple Leafs
have man-power, plus youth, which is
a combination much sought after and
seldom achieved. Add to this plenty
of speed and fight, and you begin to
get a general idea of what they have
to throw against the opposition. The
youngsters on both teams have weath-
ered the storm for a season or two.
They’re older ‘and heavier, which
means they will hit everybody down
the line harder than they ever did.

4 ]
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They have learned more, too, about
the strategy of hockey, and are smart-
er. In short, they are considerably
tougher than they used to be.

Last year Apps, Jackson and Dril-
lon were high scorers for the Maple
Leafs. They are coming back in fine
physical condition from the training
camp, and, barring injuries, there
seems to be no reason why they should
- not pile up goals and assists with just
-as much éclat as they did in the not-
yet forgotten winter of ’36-"37.

The same is true with the Cana-
diens. Gagnon, Joliet, Mantha,
Haynes and Blake were capable scor-
ers. The outfit was sound and well
coached, and with the recruits to bol-
ster them, these men from Montreal
should continue to be a little bit of
all right. At any rate, I don’t see
where it is likely that either the
Americans or Maroons will push
them out of their spots at the top of
the division.

HOPE I’'m wrong about the Ameri-

cangs, because they long have been
favorites of mine, or, at least, “Red”
Dutton, their manager, still is. Red
is one of the most remarkable men in
hockey. He went to war with the
Canadiens more than twenty years
ago, and was pretty well shot to bits.
The doctors said he wouldn’t be able
to go on the ice any more, but in
spite of that he was a great performer
until a few seasons ago. He is smart
and able and has done a lot with the
material he found available.

Dutton has a great player in Dave
‘Schriner, and a few other good ones,
but there is too much a mixture of old
die-hards and unseasoned new mate-
rial. Red, though, has a habit of in-
spiring his men, of getting the last
ounce out of them. The Americans

may squeeze themselves into the play-

offs, but the odds against them win-
ning are whatever you care to name:
After all, though, only one team can
be champions; and a manager who
can form a fighting organization that
draws well, is doing all that can be

expected of him, particularly under
the situation in which Dutton finds
himself. 5

The Maroons are in much the same
condition—too much weakness here
and there for them to overcome in
one season. Besides, there is, accord-
ing to reliable information, internal
dissension, or, as the boys call it,
“club trouble.”

Since these predictions were writ-
ten before the end of the training
seagon, it is possible that some trou-

- bles have been eliminated from sev-

eral of the teams. The Rangers
worked out at Winnipeg, Manitoba;
the Amerieans at Calgary, Alberta;-
Boston at Hersey, Pa.; the Canadiens
at Providence; Toronto, in their own
Maple Leaf Gardens; the Maroons in
Oshawa ; Chicago, at the University
of Tllinois at Urbana. The training
was doubtless hard and thorough. It
may have brought forth some unex-
pected talent, but I doubt that any-
thing occurred to change the general
value of my predictions.

The development of a hockey team
isn’t so much different from that of a
baseball team. A manager finds out
things in a training camp, particu-
larly about the possibilities of young-
sters or how far back a veteran has
fallen. But the talent he finds hardly
ever pays dividends the same year.
That’s true on the ice as well as the
diamond.

So, my combined predictions stand
as made: in the American Group,
Detroit, Rangers, Boston and Chi-
cago; in the International Section,
the Canadiens, Toronto, American
and Montreal Maroons. I’ll stand or
fall on that listing.

When it comes to the playoffs, T'll
make my bet on Detroit to beat back
even the best the Rangers or Cana-
diens have to offer. Personally, I’d

- like to see Patrick and his New York-

ers take the cup, because New York
is my stamping ground and Lester is
one of the greatest figures hockey
ever saw. He practically always gets
his Rangers into the playoffs, even
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when they don’t look any too hot. Last
winter he gave Detroit all they could
handle. It is possible that he will find
the proper combination in the early
spring of ’88, when the battle for
the venerable trophy begins. But I'm
afraid not. They seem to pack too
much power up there in Michigan—
too much for what the New Yorkers
now have, anyway.

But there’s always a chance. I'm
not saying that to give myself an
alibi, either. My prediction is flatly
that the Red Wings will take the
Stanley Trophy. I’'m out on the limb
with that. But, if the Rangers—or
any of the other teams that get in
the playoff—happen to click in a sud-
denly blistering week, they may tum-
ble Jack Adams’ boys right down the
skids, The favorite has been licked
plenty of times in the past. He will
be in the future, too.

At that, hockey is easier to figure
than football. It runs truer to form.
Football players go into action once
in about seven days. The possibilities
of slumps are greater. The heroes of
hot ice keep in action three or four
times a week all season long, and, the
longer the schedule, the more surely
form will tell.

- As T pointed out, though, in those
football guesses, I have no way of

looking into the future. I have doped
out these hockey standings on the
past performances of the players in-
volved; on the promise of newcom-
ers who have joined the clubs; on in-
ternal conditions that the public does
not always understand. But sport can-
not be reduced to a mathematical
formula. If it could, it wouldn’t be
sport. Unexpected happenings—inju-
ries—can upset this whole line of cal-
culation. But, as things stand now,
the hockey situation seems to be
pretty well set.

Detroit deserves a high spot on the
ice, as well as in other games, because
it is a great sporting town—probably
the best in the United States. New
York must have good teams, because
it is the biggest “money” town in the
country. Chicago is much in the same
category, and it may be that Major
McLaughlin will eventually build a
winning outfit there. Toronto and
Montreal have long been the capitals
of hockey on this continent. It is there
that the best players are developed.

But, unfortunately, only one city
can boast a championship team—and
if you take my word for it, the Stan-
ley Cup will roost in Detroit once
again. Make a little bet on it—and if
you don’t win just forget it. I won’t
pay you back,




Out there on the court, Bucky Loomis was taking the beating of his life.
He had to be a shock-absorber—to be a . . . .

. Two-W ay Sharpshooter

'y Ron Broom

Author of “Racket Robot,” etc,

snows in grappled with the wheel for the first

Montana, it four of those hours—they’d been
snows. B ucky sticking him with plenty of the driv-
Loomis was be- ing lately—and now, from sheer ex-
ginning to find that haustion, he slumped in a corner of
out, after five hours the back seat of the huge sedan. But
of blizzard-battling it wasn’t all rest there either,
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“Get your elbow outa my gullet,”
growled Pitts, beside him.

On the other side of Pitfs, Smlth
snoozed soundly. Hubka nodded
drowsily in one of the jump seats.
Eel Masterson was driving. Only
Sniper Humes, the playing manager
of the barnstorming Gothamites,
seemed anywhere near awake after
last night's sizzler in Great Falls. The
touring basketeers had toiled through
nineteen games in nineteen days.

“I can’t wait to get into this dump
and take the local boys apart,” Humes
muttered, half to himself, for about
the fortieth time. The gleam in his
pig eyes as he looked around proved
that he meant it.

Bucky wondered why Humes held
such a grudge against Shelby. “What’s
so wrong with this village?” he asked.

“Never mind what,” growled
Humes.
bronchoed on a curve, then turned
once more to talk to the droopy
troupe:

“Now listen, you guys, you know
the dope—and it’s got to go just that
way. We're gonna cart all the loose
coin out of this town. Tonight we're
the villains as usual, and the dirtier
the better. That’ll have the mob rav-
ing at us—and will it drag ’em out for
the second game of the series tomor-
row night!

“All right—then we go lousy that
night to make a third game neces-
sary. Okay. Then the third night we
hoist the priees to the limit, and you
can take my word for it that the joint
will sell out, With the winners get-
ting eighty per cent, damn little of
the take that evening is gonna stay
in Shelby. I guarantee you that.”

Bucky spoke up: “And I suppose
the more guys we can put into the hos-
pital that night, the better you’ll like
e

“Exactly. You're beginnin’ to get
smart, Loomis, I do believe.”

“T don’t go for that stuff and you
know it.”

Humes’ eyes narrowed. “You’ll get
over it. I told you when you signed

He paused as the sedan .

that this was no sissy circuit. As long
as you're with the club you do as I
say—or else.”

Bucky didn’t answer. He was fed
up with the whole thing. Just through
with college and a brilliant hoop ca-
reer, he’d signed with the barn-
stormers because he loved basketball
and because he needed the dough. So
far, the money hadn’t been bad—
thanks to Sniper Humes’' juggling
proclivities when it came to gate re-
ceipts. This was the fourth western
tour of the Gothamites. Under Humes’
direction they’d built a reputation as
the roughest professional team extant.
They drew heavily, the same way that
an outlaw wrestler lures the cus-
tomers, Fans turned out in droves to
hoot the Gothamites.

Bucky hadn’t known all that—or
he’d have stayed in Pittsburgh, where
he belonged. He happened to be 2
sportsman by nature, which explained
why he didn’t fit into a gang of ath-
letic roughneeks.

HE HEAVY SEDAN whammed
through steadily deepening snow
to reach Shelby at five-thirty. The
Gothamites registered at a small ho-
tel, then trouped into the coffee shop.

Bueky found a spot to himself at
one end of the counter. His head hung
wearily, Just two hours before time
to suit up again, and his blistered dogs
were barking, Vaguely, he saw a towel
brush the counter in front of him and
a well-thumbed menu slide under his
face;

“Cube steak, Well done. Make it big
enough to see. A flock of hash-browns.
Milk. Hard rolls. Apple pie—a big
chunk.”

He didn’t look up. His drooping
head scarcely lifted as the meal was
set in front of him. It was a lilting
voice that brought his gaze up sud-
denly:

“Isn’t this pretty heavy for a bas-
ketball player just before a game?”’

For a moment, Bucky couldn’t an-
swer, She was dressed like any other
waitress he’d seen on the tour—
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A,starched pink apron and a funny doo-
-dad on her head, But her eyes were
.eyes that made you look twice, and
her mouth had something about it
-that Bucky had never noticed in any
-mouth- before, and her hair was a
-mass- of rippling jet. He coughed,
-and managed a reply:

“Used to it. We've gotten so we
could put away a turkey dinner be-
tween halves and never feel it.”

- “It isn’t good for you. ... You're
-the team’s new star, aren’t you?”’

“What makes you think so?”

- “Your pictures have been in the
-paper. ” And answering the question
-in his eyes: “Oh, yes, I eat up sports
‘pages. You see, my father—that’s

-Harvey Walsh—manages the Shelby
‘Bagles. I'm May Walsh.”

- Bucky was the exact opp031te of a
lady’s- man.- But for a reason he
couldn’t understand, he found that he
-wanted to talk to this girl. She was
-a lift, and he needed one.

- Thelr conversation brought out viv-
Adly the story of the Walshes. Harvey
Walsh had had big money once. But
-like others there, he’d sunk every pen-
" _ny to help build a huge sports bowl.
-He’d been up to the hilt in it, and with
the others, had emerged without his
shirt. Some of the rest had made
-.comebacks, but lady luck had frowned
on Harvey Walsh at every turn.

“. . ..S0 you see why I’'m hoping
you fellows lose two straight here,”
May finished, smiling faintly. “If the
‘Bagles can beat you, they’ll be a cinch
to sign plenty of good, money-making
‘games for the next month. It’s a new
-venture for dad, and he’s simply got
to make a go of it, or—"* She hesi-
tated.

“Or what"”
~“I think it will break his nerve for
good.”

VERY available inch of space was
“occupied that night—jammed at
.six bits a head with fans who were
there to jeer the Gothamites, to howl
for a win for the Shelby quiatet. Most

of the Eagles were former stars of

that ever-powerful basketball school,
Montana State. :

The things May had told him were
still weighing hard on Bucky’s mind
as he tried his last few practice shots
before the game began. Whether the
Eagles could take them—which they
almost certainly could not—Harvey
Walsh’s team would be a battered
mess at the finish of the series if the
Gothamites unleashed as savage a
brand of court deviltry as Humes had

vordered The Eagles hkely wouldn’t

be in top shape again for weeks,

might even be so thoroughly wrecked

they could not earn another dime for

‘Harvey Walsh all season.

Bucky confronted Sniper Humes
just before the whistle. Though both
were big men, they contrasted marked-
ly, standing face to face at mid-floor.
Bucky was the taller by five inches,

a handsome, powerful one-hundred-

ninety-pounder, lithe-muscled and
agile. Humes was a chunky war tank,
a two-hundred-ten-pounder at five feet
nine inches, startlingly fast for his
size and shape. :

Bucky said: “What do you say we
don’t do too much slaughter-housing
tonight. We’ve got nothing against
Harvey Walsh.”

“Not much!”

“What?”

Humes secowled. “You tend to your
knitting, punk. You know I don’t like
this town, and if I did, it wouldn’t
make much difference. We’re going to
pulverize these cookies. And you’re
gonna help with the pulverizing.”

“And that’s where you’re a mile
haywire,” Bucky responded, abrupt-
ly turning away. -

The whistle shrilled. Tall Eel Mas-
terson, a veteran of a dozen seasons of
pro looping, got the tip-off handily.
The ball flopped into Sniper Humes’
big paws. Humes spun around as he
charged for the end of the court and
—strictly by accident—sent a tall
Shelby guard tumbling viciously to
the boards. The man jumped up,
limping on a bad ankle.
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The collision looked so unavoidable
that enly a scattering of fans bore
down in a howl of foul. In a month,
Bucky had seen Humes commit may-
hem of every variety so slickly that
few referees called him. The refs were
that way anyhow, with barnstormers
who earried only six men,

Humes went straight on in with
the ball, leaped high, and popped a
swishing one-hander through the
hoop.

- Bucky played clean, hard basket-

ball, while the rest of the Gothamites

were busy trying to wreck Harvey
Walsh’s basketeers. Bueky was pray-
ing that some Shelby hoopster would
roil up enough to take an accurate
swing at Humes’ ugly nose.

But mild-mannered Harvey Walsh
had coached the Eagles to turn the
other cheek. And in fifteen minutes
they were reeling from more crash-
ing body econtact, hidden-elbow jabs,
tripping and other little tricks than
they had known existed,

Still, they stuck fairly close to the
Gothamites. They trailed only twen-
ty-four to twenty at the half, only
thirty-one to twenty-six after ten min-
utes of the second half. And through
some strange run of good fortune, the
home-towners had managed to sur-
vive that far without a single serious
injury,

Sniper Humes was plainly far from .

satisfied. He growled at Bucky:
“What're you tryin’ to get away with
—a mama’s-boy act so the mob’ll
love you? Lend a hand, if you know
what’s good for you.”

The Gothamites finally stowed the
game on ice—a nine-point lead with
two minutes left, Bucky had dished
up a steady, fast display, registering
four nice goals and adding a pair of
free throws. He was dog-tired, but
no rest came his way. Every other
man in the lineup had been given at
least a brief spell on the bench, Hubka
alternating at one job and then an-
other. But Bucky had played every
minute,

SHELBY FORWARD, Wills,

pulled a neat feint to cirele
Bucky and drive in toward the bas-
ket. Bucky darted after him, reach-
ing far forward to try to deflect the
dribbled ball out of control. His
played-out knees buckled, and he
stumbled. His head and shoulders
crashed against Wills’ back. Wills

tripped, almost under the bankboard..

He turned a complete somersault and
his head smashed into the close brick
wall of the small pavxhon He did not
get up.

“Foul! , . . . Dirty!” The howl
boomed out from the mob. Bucky
eringed under the thunderous charge

as he turned Wills over and stretched

him out flat. Wills’ left arm was
crumpled in a weird . pattern—the
wrist bones had snapped when he’d
reached out in a vain effort to protect
himself.

Bucky was stunned. Sniper Humes
had the crust to grin and wisecrack
about it, “Nice piece of work, Loomis.
I knew you’d come around like a nice
boy and be on our side.”

Bucky whitened. His fists clenched
and unclenched as he faced the man-
ager for a moment. Then, as they
helped Wills away, he strode on a bee-
line toward the locker-room door. A
snarling chorus of boos. sent him on
his way. :

Dismally, Bucky entered the coffee

shop an hour later. May was still on

duty. He went to her end of the coun-
ter. She had to know the straight of

it, and he could tell by the fiery gleam

deep in her eyes that she’d heard all
about the game. Before he could say
a word, she was talkmg in erisp, stac-
cato sentences

“You ought to be horse-whlpped I
didn’t know a man could be so low .
I can’t guess how you happened to
fool me, I actually had you figured
as a—human being. I was wrong. I
hope you’ll pardon my mistake.”

She turned away, and sent another
girl to ask for Bucky’s order. He left
without eating, and went to his room,

It sickened him, as he tried to go

o
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to sleep, to listen to Sniper Humes’
voice through the door joining the
rooms. Humes was telling Masterson
and the surly Pitts how easily he’d
Tooked Harvey Walsh’s greenhorn
ticket-man of exactly one hundred
eight dollars.

The turmoil in Bucky’s brain kept
him wide awake. He couldn’t com-
pletely understand it. He’d known
May Walsh for no more than a few
hours,
wasn’t the sort she thought, and help-
ing her father avoid a disastrous
wolfing from Humes, suddenly seemed
the most important job in the world.

All the next day, he kept himself
holed up to avoid trouble. Shelby was
a rough town, and the populace was
raging at the way he’d ruined Wills’
arm and weakened the Shelby line-
Ul Sy

In the dressing room that night,
Bucky slumped down on a bench. He
propped his head in his hands and
gazed straight ahead till it was time
to go out into the pavilion. His hatred
for Sniper Humes was growing every
second. The relatively fat payoff the
manager had tossed him for the pre-
vious night’s work didn’t lessen the
feeling.

Humes grinned as he reminded the
Gothamites of the evening’s plan of
battle. “It’s a rest, mates—a nice,
easy coast. Make it look good, remem-
ber, but keep your shots off that
bucket. These punks have got to win,
to make it go three games. Let ’em
have it by about seven or eight points
—no more.”

Bucky kept his face immobile as
Humes slanted a warning glance at
him at the finish of the instructions.

" He gritted his teeth. He could play
good basketball—almost great basket-
ball—if he wanted to badly enough.
He knew he was going out there to
play over his head, trying to lick the
Eagles single-handedly. A beating
wouldn’t hurt Harvey Walsh’s troupe
as much as another night of gate-
receipt raiding and general mayhem.

Bucky knew Sniper Humes and Pitts

Yet proving to her that he

and the rest would ruin the Eagles in
that third tangle because of the mys-
terious grudge Humes held against
Shelby.

Bucky captured the opening tip-off.
Whirling, he dropped in a long, rain-
bowing shot for two points. All the
effort netted him Was a raucous
Bronx chorus from the sell-out crowd.

A moment later, he snatched the
ball at mid-floor, Faking another long
shot to trick his guard into a leap,
he squirmed by the man and dribbled
half the length of the floor in a dizzy
zigzag that had the crowd gasping.
He laid the ball up in a backhanded
flip as he sailed under the backboard.
The tricky spin “Englished” it
through for two more points.

Humes scowled at him as they re-
turned to position, and muttered:
“Lay off the scoring.”

Bucky responded with another long
shot—and a few seconds later, with
a leaping one-hander from behind the
free-throw circle.

“Get that guy!” the fans were
chanting, Bucky grimaced mentally.
They didn’t realize that if the Eagles
won tonight, they’d all be nicked for
a sky-high ticket price the next night
—+to see the Gothamites batter their
basketeers into so much pulp.

He saw Humes drop a remark to
Pitts from the corner of his mouth.
The manager also made a circuit
to say something to Masterson and
Hubka. He didn’t approach Bucky.

N LESS than a minute, Bucky un-
derstood what was up. Wide open
under the basket, he barked for a pass
from Humes. But Humes flipped to
Pitts, over near the sideline. Bucky
rambled back and forth at a tireless
pace, shaking his guard miles loose.
But whenever he shouted for the ball,
it went elsewhere,. :
The mob began laughing at Bueky’s
vain shouts for a feel of the leather.
They saw, as soon as he did, that the
Gothamites were playing what was
virtually keep-away from one of their
own teammates. Humes, obviously
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realizing that Bucky was in one of
his torrid shooting streaks, had in-
structed the others not to let him get
his hands on the ball!

The Gothamites were seasoned
showmen. They promptly took advan-
tage of the fact that the stunt was
amusing the crowd. They went out
of their way to overdo it—thus throw-
ing attention off the fact that they
were dogging it to let Shelby win. The
crowd howled delightedly as Bucky
burned crimson with anger.

Finally he could stand it no longer.
When a time-out was called, with
Shelby neatly in the lead by six points,
he strode to Sniper Humes. “Call off
the comedy,” he snapped. He knew he
couldn’t get himself sent from the
lineup, since Hubka, claiming illness
and a fever, hadn’t even suited up.
“Pass that ball to me, or I’'ll—”

“Or you'll what, punk?”

Bucky took half a stride forward,
reaching for Humes’ arms. He in-
tended to flop the stocky manager to
the boards and twist him into a knot.

Humes seemed to smell the sudden at-

tack coming. He ducked under Bucky’s
hands, and smashed a skin-ripping
right to Bucky’s temple. Humes’ left
banged against Bucky’s chin and the
right laid his cheek open before Bucky
could get his own fists flailing.

The Gothamites closed in quickly to
haul them apart. Bleeding and raging
mad, Bucky once more made a lone
exit—and again a Bronx chorus
trailed him through the door. Suckers,
all of them, he thought—Dblind to the
fact that Humes was overjoyed at as-
suring a Gothamite licking and a

-third game by having to finish farci-

cally with four men!

Bucky’s face felt like raw meat as
he walked toward the hotel. He was
desperate now, with a hard job to do
and no way in sight to do it. Telling
the local authorities that Sniper
Humes was perpetrating a bald gyp
and virtually a robbery wouldn’t car-
ry much weight, he knew—not with
his own standing in Shelby. He didn’t
want to handle it that way anyhow,

There wouldn’t have been much satis-
faction in it if it did work.

He walked slowly toward the coffee-
shop entrance. May had to listen to
him and believe in him, whether any-
body else did or not. She was, in-
explicably, constantly on his mind, the
most important person he knew right
then,

He spotted her at the far side of
the coffee shop. She saw him at once.
Instead of turning away as he had
expected, she returned his steady
gaze. He was startled that the thing
in her eyes seemed neither sheer dis-
gust nor disdain; it was something
else—disappointment, he almost dared
to think, That didn’t add up.

He left and headed for the elevator,
realizing that merely spouting off a
lot of words wouldn’t do much good.
Producing, somehow—digging up a
way to save Harvey Walsh from a fur-
ther. cleaning, and to preserve the
good health of the Shelby team—
would cut a lot more ice.

Pondering the problem gioomily, he
finally decided to try to call Sniper
Humes’ bluff. He waited in his room
until he heard Humes and a couple
of others next door. Humes was re-
lating the particular manner in which
he had raided the take for an extra
hundred dollars.  Bucky strode into
the room. ;

“Well—our pal!” Humes boomed,
sarcastically, ‘“And what might you
be here for? To whine that you're

sorry and ask to be forgiven? Or for

another dose of what you caught on
that handsome puss a while ago?”’

Bucky held himself in control, His
voice was edged with steel. “Sniper,
I know how you juggled the ticket
dough to rob Harvey Walsh, . . .
You’re going to go back for an hon-
est split, or ’'m going to tell him what
youve done, and let the sheriff go to
work.”

UMES’ GRIN turned sickly, but
only for an instant. Then he
threw his head back and laughed
heartily, “Ho-ho-ho! Hear that, gents?

¥
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Our panty-waist pal is gonna blow
his top! Isn’t that rich?’ He stopped
laughing suddenly, turned his voice
info" a stabbing snarl. ‘“Listen, punk
—have you stopped to think that you
accepted a slice of that coin last night
—that you’re in it just as deep as
anybody ?”

Bucky didn’t hesitate. “You heard
what I said.” He tossed some folded
greenbacks on the dresser. “There’s

what you gave me. You're going to

hand that and all the rest back to
Harvey Walsh if you want to stay out
of the jug.”

He drew a deep breath and kept
talking : :

“Can’t you get it through your
crooked head that this fellow is a
bankrupt man—but a damned honest
one—itrying to make a comeback? He
needs every dime to tide him through
the winter. Yes, and he needs his bas-
ketball team in decent shape to make
more dough in the next month or so.
There’s no sense in—"

Pitts spluttered like an electrie fuse
burning out. “Shut your trap, Loomis.
You’ve been talking to that little twist
of a daughter of his, I'll bet.”

Bucky leaped at Pitts, but Humes,
Smith and Masterson grabbed him be-
fore he got there. Masterson twisted
his left arm savagely. Smith and
Pitts locked his thrashing legs to-
gether,

“Come on,” Masterson urged, “Let’s
toss this mug into the hall.” ,

Bucky struggled viciously. Humes
yelled: “Hey, wait a second. I've got
a better idea.” Released suddenly,
Bucky subsided momentarily. Pitts
had wisely retreated behind a chair.

Humes stood squarely in front of
Bucky. “Okay, punk, you been ask-
ing for it and now you get it. You're
fired. Booted. Canned. You don’t be-
long to the Gothamites any more,
You're out like a light—and I hope
the Montana coyotes eat you for
breakfast. I can pick up a bowlegged
eowhand who’ll do us more good than
you have.” ‘

Bucky blinked. He hadn’t quite fig-

it

ured on an angle like this. Still, he
could think of worse things. He said,
finally ; “Swell by me. And from now
on I'll be in better comp-ny if I am
with the coyotes. Give me my cut for
tonight—my honest cut, I mean—and
P’ll move along.”

Humes grinned, crookedly. “Loomis,
if you stayed here from now on until
the second coming, your chances to
collect another sou from me wouldn’t
improve.”

Bucky knew from Humes’ tone that
he meant it. He turned abruptly, with-
out another word, and went out of
the-room. Not until he’d sat down
on the edge of his bed and counted
his remaining funds did he realize
exactly where he stood. He had four
dollars and sixty cents—and Pitis-
burgh was a long way off.

Knowing Humes wouldn’t foot his
room bill, he thought of checking out.
But since he couldn’t cover it ag it
stood then, he decided to stick and
take the consequences in stride.

“Got to do something,” he thought,
perplexedly, “Still got to figure out
how to help Harvey Walsh and his
gang tomorrow night.”

Bucky decided finally to go to the
Shelby manager and have it out. He
hunted up Harvey Walsh early the
next morning. The old, silvery-
haired sportsman seemed down at the
mouth. Bucky could read it in his
eyes that the receipts hadn’t been
what he’d expected. And no wonder!

Walsh seemed surprised to see him.
“I'm Loomis,” Bucky said, uncer-
tainly.

Walsh nodded, his lips pressed into
a fine line. “I couldn’t very well for-
get you: And anyhow, I've heard my
daughter talking about you.”

“About me?’ Bucky was aston-
ished.

“Forget it. I guess I talked out of
turn to mention it.”

“She thinks ’'m a heel, I reckon,” .
}IIS_ucky suggested, trying to pump

im.

“I wouldn’t express an opinion on
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OR A MOMENT, there was an

awkward silence. Then Bucky
blurted: “Look, Mr. Walsh. I want
to talk business with you, I—I—well,
to begin with, I didn’t purposely
smack Wills into the bricks the other
night.”

“I was watching. Did I claim that
you did?” ;

“No,” Bucky answered, slowly,
“you didn’t, now that I think about
t 3

Then Bucky suddenly began spout-
ing the whole story from start to fin-
ish—about the frame to make it go
three games so the winners, who'd
surely be the Gothamites, could tote
away eighty per cent of the juicy
third-game receipts; about the jug-
gling on the box-office cheek-ups;
about the mysterious venom Sniper
Humes held toward Shelby in gen-
eral,

Harvey Walsh’s fax:e was a grim .

mask shifting swiftly from anger to
surprise. And then, at the mention of
Humeg’ hatred, to understanding con-
firmation. He said:

“I happen to know why Humes
hates Shelby. Sometime—not right
now, but maybe later—I might tell
you about it.”

Bucky was glad Walsh aceepted his
statements as the truth. That made
it easier to put his final proposition.

“Mr. Walsh,” he said, “as I told
you, I’ve been fired from the Gotham-
ites. I’m not eocky, but it wasn’t be-
cause I can’t play good basketball, I
think you understand that.”. .. Well,
I know your lineup is shot with Wills
out of there. And I know you’d give
anything to win that game tonight.”

Harvey Walsh was nodding slight-
ly. “Exactly what are you driving
at?” '

“Sniper and his yéggs will tear your -

outfit to pieces tonight. I mean it, It’ll
be two weeks before you’ll be really
ready te go again. You might have
to cancel dates you've already gof,
maybe turn down other prospects. But
you’ll have a lot better chance to come
out of it in decent shape tonight—

and win the ball game, incidentally—
if you’ll take me on to play a forward
job. And I don’t eare what the pay
i, if any!”

For a long moment, Harvey Walsh
looked steadily into Bucky’s equally
steady eyes. Then he said, as if yield-
ing to an insistent hunch: “It’s a
deal.”

Walsh extended his right hand and
Bucky gripped it. He was surprised at
the length and slimness of the man’s
fingers. He’d heard of fingers of that
sort—but not on a basketball manag-
er’s hands.

At the door, Bucky turned and said
awkwardly : “If it’s all the same to
you, I wish you wouldn’t mention this
to May before tonight, No particular
reason. I just—"

“I get you,” Harvey Walsh inter-

rupted, and there was the faintest
glimmer of a twinkle in his mellow
eyes.

Bucky knew what would happen
when Sniper Humes and Eel Master-
son and the rest saw him in a Shelby
uniform. But his big hands were
steady as he laced on his deep-treaded
court shoes. He hadn’t done much talk-
ing with the other Eagle loopers, but,
evidently with fullest faith in any-

 thing Walsh did, they seemed to ac-

cept him without an argument.

The pavilion was packed. Its brick
walls almost shook from the roar of
astonishment and anger that boomed
from the mob when Bucky trotted out
with the Eagles.

Sniper Humes’ mouth dropped
open. Bucky winked at him. In a scant
second, the surprise faded from
Humes’ face. It changed to a grim
warning that Bucky did not miss.

Without straining his imagination,
Bucky could guess exactly what was
coming his way. And in the first hot
flurry after the tip-off, when Pitts
body-checked him so fiercely it almost
loosened his back teeth, he found pain-
ful proof that he had not figured
wrong !

By mutual agreement—poss1bly by
order from Humes—the Gothamites

103
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began to gang up on him. They paid
little attention to the rest of the
Eagles, so far as dealing physical
damage was concerned. They unloaded
on Bucky at every move. But he’d
steeled himself for it. Big and rugged,
he knew he could take plenty and keep
taking it.

OR THE FIRST minute or two, he
didn’t get his hands on the ball.
~ Finally it came to him. He purposely
stood looking at it dumbly, as if he’d
never seen such an object before.

The act tricked Smith into leaping
at him. Instantly coming to life, Bucky
went around him cleverly. He shot de-
liberately from long range—to the
right of the hoop—and followed in
like a racehorse. Leaping high, he
captured the rebound, squirmed
around in mid-air and laid in a beauti-
ful eripple in a dazzlingly smooth flash
of acrobatics.

Sniper Humes growled out a snort
of disgust as the ball swished through.
But he didn’t miss the chance to spill
Bucky. He ran under Bucky’s legs,
dumping him shoulders first to the
floor. It hurt, but Bucky didn’t mind.

He really had something to play
basketball for now and he was feeling
in top form. He knew that light, lim-
ber feeling—knew that on this night
he could do almost anything with a
basketball but make it speak French.

In five minutes, Bucky was aching
at every joint from the slam-bang bat-
tering the Gothamites were handing
him. But in just that much time, his
point total had soared to twelve! The
mob was raving over the display of
sensational shooting.

“Lucky punk,” Humes spluttered
after the fourth goal. “That’ll be your
last one.”

Bucky wondered how much longer
he’d get away with it before the
smart, veteran pros spotted what he
was doing and checked the shots back
down his throat. He had a “dead-eye”
spot on the floor—close to either side-
line and six or seven feet farther back
than the free-throw line. He caromed

the shots off the backboard with as-
tonishing accuracy, rather than firing
directly over the lip of the iron brace-
let.

That had been the shot that made
him a collegiate kingpin in scoring.
He'd practiced it so many years that
on his hot nights he could almost shoot
it blind—and this was one of those
nights.

Sniper Humes had never seen him
as a college star. And under orders
to lay off a lot of shooting—to permit
veterans like Pitts and Masterson to
get the heavy gravy—Bucky’d never
deigned to open up with the deadly
weapon as a2 Gothamite player.

Three times more in the next few

- minutes, Bucky sank beauties from

far to the left. Then he shifted to-the
right side and howitzered another, be-
fore Humes called time out to berate

‘the Gothamites for their fuzzy check-

ing. When the barnstormers came out
of their huddle, Humes himself was
on Bucky.

“That's all of those for tonight” "

Humes rasped.

“Maybe,” Bucky answered.

Humes was a brilliant guard when
he wanted to be. He began to smother
every motion Bucky made toward the
hoop, roughing him harder than ever.
Meanwhile the Gothamite offense had
started to roll. The Shelby lead was
dwindling.

Bucky called time out. “Listen,” he
told the Eagles, “I’m going to ramble
all over the place and keep faking at
that basket—but I’'m not shooting any
more. I'll feed you guys and you do
the firing. They’ll be watching me—a
couple of ’em at a time, I think. Try-
ing to break my legs in a nice way, y’
understand.”

For the rest of the half and through
fifteen minutes of the last half, Bucky
was an elusive picture of grace and
speed and courage on rubber soles. He
turned, stopped, pivoted, twisted, at a
terrific yet tireless pace. Time after
time one Gothamite or another
smashed him down with tactics that
bordered on crudity. The worst of-
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fenses drew fouls. Otherwise the Goth-
amites got away with it. And their
efforts to wreck Bucky began to lick
them.

HE SHELBY lead mounted once

more. With less than five min-
utes left, it would have taken black
magic by the wild-eyed Gothamites to
catch the Eagles.

Humes called another time out, He
removed himself in favor of a young
ex-prep star he’d dug up during the
day for possible emergency use.
Bueky, having soaked up the batter-
ing that would have been levelled in-
digeriminatingly at all the Eagles,
limped to the bench at once and mo-
tioned for Harvey Walsh to take him
out.

 Quickly he trailed Sniper Humes out
into the eorridor. Humes was heading

hastily for the ticket booth. Bucky .

knew the Gothamite manager surely
had bribed Havey Walsh’s ticket man
dizzy tonight. “What’s the rush?” he
called to Humesg.

Humes looked around. Something
in Bucky’s eyes seemed to make him
jittery. “Just gonna check up on the
gate,” he growled,

Bucky shook his head, slowly and
decisively. “No, you’re not, Sniper,” he
said. “I'm doing the check-up. And
T’d guess offhand that with what Har-
vey Walsh has coming back, plus his
eighty per eent, there won’t be a cent
in the pot tonight for the Gothamites.”

Humes bared his teeth and snorted,
“Why, you dirty—"

“Don’t say it, Sniper! Listen. The
people who count in this town are wise
to you. You don’t like Shelby, but the
main point is that Shelby doesn’t like

you. The smartest adviece I can think

of is that you take your gang and get
out of town fast—and I don’t mean
tomorrow morning! The snow isn’t
too bad on the Great Falls road.”

- Sniper Humes was a hard loser—
but he was not dumb, The Gothamite
had faded out of sight even before
Bucky emerged from the ticket booth.

With him was a penitent, scared ticket
seller who was white as a sheet. He
lugged a bagful of currency for Har-
vey Walsh.

Bucky wouldn’t have traded the
look in Walsh’s eyes for anything he
could think of. “You're a swell kid,
Bucky,” Walsh said. “I’m too tongue-
tied to say thanks the way I want to.
. . . Say, how’s about dropping over
to the Walsh shanty for a bedtime
snack? I have a hunch some eatables
will be ready for the three of us.”.

“For the three of—"” Bucky stopped
short in the question. Then, grinning,
he went on: “You know, Mr. Walsh, I
don’t usually eat much late at night—
but for some strange reason Pm pow-
erfully hungry tonight.”

“T know how that goes,” Walsh
smiled,

Fifteen minutes later Bucky was
stowing away tunafish sandwiches
trying not to stare too hard at May.
He managed to eome back down out of
the clouds long enough to say to Har-
vey Walsh: :

“You told me this morning that
you'd tell me sometime why Sniper
Humes hated Shelby so much How
about right now?”

Walsh grinned. He held up his long,
slim fingers. “They’re telltale, aren’t

they ? I used to be a gambler, Bucky—

one of the leftovers after the big fight
splurge. But I guess T was too honest
or dumb to make a go of it. Well,

Humes came in here two winters ago -

with a pocketful of basketball profits
and a yen to run it up off us local
poker hicks. I was in the game. He
tried to do it the crooked way, so we
had to hand him a dose of his own
medieine, We took everything but his
pants, I guess.”

Bucky laughed—a long, deep, lux-
urious gurgle, He'd never enjoyed any-
thing guite so much, At least, not un-
til the next morning, when he helped
May open her dad’s stack of tele-

graphed bids for games from all over

the state. That was really something,
they agreed.



The Bambo had the sock, and he didn’t care when, where, how, why or
on whom he used it. Yet all Fistiana looked fora . . . .

Fighter’'s Fiasco

By Louis
L’Amour_

searcer than feather pillows in and wonder if T am seeing things.
an Eskimo’s igloo, so when I Only he isn’t the Bambo then, he is
take a gander at this “Bambo” Ba- just a big mug with a seventeen-inch

GOOD HEAVYWEIGHTS are moulian, I get all hot under the cellar
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neck and a pair of shoulders that
would have made Bob Fitzsimmons
gnash his teeth with envy.

But he was just plain Adam Ba-
moulian, a big hulk from the Bal-
kans, with no more brains than a dead
man’s heel. But could he sock!
Say., :

I am walking down the docks won-
dering am I going to eat, and if so,
not only when but where and with
what, when I see a big monkey with
shoulders as wide as the rear end of
a truck jump down off the gangway
of a ship and start hiking toward
another guy who is hustling to meet
him, It looks like fireworks, so I
stand by to see the action, and if
the action is going to be anything
like the string of cussing words the
big guy is using, it should be good.

This puy is big enough to gather
the Empire State Building under one
arm and the Chrysler Tower under
the other, and looks tough enough to
buck rivets with his chin, so I am
feeling plenty sorry for the other
guy until he gets closer and I can get
a flash at him. And that look, brother,
was my first- gander at the immortal
Bambo Bamoulian.

He is about four inches ghorter
than the othér guy, thicker in the
~ ehest, but with a slim waist and a
walk like a cat stepping on eggs. He
is a dark, swarthy fellow, and his
clothes are nothing but rags, but I
ain't been in the fight racket all these
years without knowing a scrapper
when I see one.

Me, I ain’t any kind of a prophet,
but a guy don’t need to be clairvoyant
to guess this second gorilla has what
it takes. And what is more, he don’t
waste time at it. He sidles up close to
the big guy, ducks a wild right swing,
and then smacks him with a fist the
size of a baby ham, knocking him cold
as a Labrador morning!

0Old Man Destiny doesn’t have to
more than smack me in the ear with
a ball bat before I take a hint, so I -
step up to this guy,

“Say,” I butts in. “How’d you like
to be a fighter?”

“How would I like to be a fighter ?”
he snarls, glaring at me like T'd
swiped his socks or something.
“Why, you double-decked something-
or-other, I am a fighter! What ‘does
that job look like?” And he waves a
paw at the study in still life draped
over the dock.

“I mean for money, in the ring,
You know, for dough, kale, dinero,
gelt, sugar, geetus, the—" ;

“T get it!1” he yelps brightly. “You
mean for money!”’ ,

What would you do with a guy like
that?

“Yeah, that’s the idea,” I says, try-
ing to be calm. “In the ring, and with

the mitts.”

“It’s okay by me. I’ll fight anybody
for anything! For money, marbles or
chalk, but preferably money. Marbles
and chalk are kind of tough on the
molars !” '

“Then drop that bale hook and
come with me. I am the best fight
manager in the world, one of the two
smartest guys in the universe, an’
just generally a swell guy!”

“That’s swell. I like you, too!” he
says, grinning kind of dumb-like.

GNORING what sounds faintly

like a crack, I says: “They are
wanting a fighter over at the Lyceum
Club. And we’ll fight whoever they
got, we don’t care who he is.”

“We? Do both of us fight one guy?
Hell, mister, I don’t need no help.”

“No, you fight. I'm the brains, see?
The manager, the guy that handles
the business end. Get it?”

“Oh, so you’re the brains? That’s
swell, mister, it gives you somethin’
t’ do, an’ we’ll manage somehow !”

“Huh? Oh!” I looks at him again,
but he is walking along: swinging
them big lunch hooks of his. “But
don’t call me mister! My name is Mec-
Guire, ‘Silk’ McGuire. It’s Silk be-
cause I'm a smooth guy, see?”’

“So is an eel smooth,” he says.
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That sounds more like a crack than
ever, and I am all set to hook him
when I remember that four-ton baby
back there on the dock, and how he
was still cold when we walked off, and
1 decide to ignore him. That’s what
them guys need, ignorance!

A few minutes later I lead my go-
rilla into Big Bill Haney’s office and
park him on a chair in the outer of-
fice with his cap in his mitts. Then
I breeze inside.

“Hello, Bill!” I says cheerfully.
“Here I am again! You got that
heavyweight for the four-rounder to-
night ?”

“What d’ you care?”’ he says, sar-
castic. “You ain’t had a fighter in a
year that could punch his way out of
a paper bag!”’

“Wrong,” I says, coldly, “Wrong
again, you sap! Climb out of that
swivel chair and cast your lamps
over this—” and I dramatically swing
the door open and give him a gander
at my fighter, who has parked his
number tens on the new mahogany
table and is right in the middle of a
cigar that smells like it growed on
a rubber plantation.

“Hell,” he says, giving Bambo the
once-over. “That ain’t no fighter. I
don’t even believe it’s human. What
do you call it, King Kong?”

“No wise eracks, chump. That guy
is the greatest puncher since Berlen-
bach and faster than even Loughran.
He’s tougher than a life stretch on
Alcatraz, and he ain’t never lost a
battle !”’

“Never had one, either, huh?”’

Big Bill looks the Bambo over with
a speculative glint in his eyes, and I
know what he sees. Whatever else the
Bambo may have, he does have color,
and that’s what they pay off on. The
Bambo looks like a carbon copy of the
Neanderthal man, whoever he was,
only a little tougher and dumber.

“Okay,” Haney says grudgingly.
“T’ll give him the main go tonight
with ‘Dead-Shot’ Emedasco, Take it
or leave it.”

“With who?” 1 yelps. “Why, that

guy has knocked over everything
from here to China, and my boy’s
only a begimmer. Emedasco will kill
him 1’

“You asked for a fight, didn’t you?”
he sneers. “Well, you got one. That
clown of yours would’ve dragged
down about twenty slugs for getting
bounced on his ear by some prelimi-
nary punk, and with the Dead-Shot
he’ll get not less than five centuries!
And you kicking?”’

“But this guy’s a prospect. He can
20 places. I don’t want him knocked
off in his first start, do I? Chees, give
a guy a chanct, won't you?”

“Forget it. That’s the only spot
open. I filled that four-rounder yes-
terday, and then Hadry did a run-
out in the main event, so I can shove
your boy in there. If he lives through

.it, 1l give him another shot. What

do you eall it?”

“Hey, gorilla!” I barks at him.
“What d’ you call yourself?”

“Me? I come without calling,” he
grins. “But my monicker is Bamoul-
ian., Adam Bamoulian. B-a-m-o-u-1-"

“Skip it!” I says hastily. “We'll
call you Bambo Bamoulian!”

TOUCH Haney for a fin, so we

can eat, and we barge down to
Coffee Dan’s to hang on the feed bag.
While Dan is trying to compose a set
of ham and eggs, I go into a huddle
with myself trying to figure out the
answers.

There’s a lot of colored folks in the
lumberyard somewheres, but I can’t
quite figure what the catch is. This
big tramp Dead-Shot Emedasco is
poison, what I mean! Or that’s the
way he sounds in the papers. I have
never seen him, but a guy hears
plenty. I usually get all the dope on
those guys, but this is one I missed
somehow. He had been touring the
sticks knocking over a lot of guys
named Jones, and on paper looks like
the coming heavyweight champ. He
is a big monkey weighing about two
pounds less than the Queen Mary,
according to all reports, and he is
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piloted by a double-crossing ex-confi-
dence man named Marc Konecky, who
is not so “ex,” if you get what I mean.

The way the Bambo charges them
ham and eggs I decide we better fight
early and often, and that I'd rather
buy his clothes than feed him. But
while T am on my third cup of coffee,
me not being a big eater myself, I look
up and who should be steering a
course for our table but “Swivel-
-Neck” Hogan. :

Now, I like Swivel-Neck Hogan
like I enjoy the galloping cholera,
or something, and he has been faintly
irritated with me ever since a poker
game we were in, He had dealt me a
pair of deuces from the bottom of
the deck, and I played four aces,
which relieved him of fifty bucks, so
I know that whenever he approaches
me there is something in the air be-
sides a bad smell.

Anyway, T am no closer to an an-
swer to my own problem when he
swaggers up to our loaded eating
bench looking as prosperous as a
Bowery barber on his day off.

“Hey, youse!” he growls. “The
skipper wants youse!”

“Say, Bambo,” I says, “do you
smell a skunk or is that just Swivel-
Neck Hogan?”

“Awright, awright,” he snarls,
looking nasty with practically no
effort, “Can dat funny stuff ! The chief
wants youse!”

As T said, T like Swivel-Neck like
the seven-year itch, but I have heard
he is now strong-arming for “Dia-
mond-Back” Dilbecker, the big shot
racketeer, and that he has taken to
going around all rodded up with a
gat in every pocket, or something.

“Be your age, dish-face,” I says,
pleasant-like. “You may be the apple
of your mother’s eye, but you're just
a spoiled potato to me.” Then I turns
to Bambo and slips him my Kkey.
“Take this and beat it up to the room
when you get through eating, and
stick around till I get back. I got to
see what this chump wants, If won’t
take long.”

Bambo gets up and hitches his belt
up over his dinner. He gives Swivel-
Neck a glare that would have raised
a blister on a steel deck, “You want
I should bounce this cookie, Silk?” he
says, eagerly, “I’ll lay you five to one
I can put him out for an hour!”

“It’d be cheap at twice the price,”
I chirps. “But let it ride. That’ll come
later.”

HEN WE get to Dilbecker’s

swanky-looking apartment,
there are half a dozen gun guys loaf-
ing in the living room, Any one of
them would have kidnapped and mur-
dered his own nephew for a dime,
and they all look me over with a sort
of professional stare as though meas-
uring me for a Tommy-gun exit. This
wag pretty fast company for yours

-insanely, and nobody knows this bet-

ter than me.

Dilbecker looks up when I come
in, He is a short, fat guy, and he is
puffy about the gills. T feel more at
home when I see him, for Diamond-
Back Dilbecker and me is not
gtrangers. In fact, away back when,
we grew up within a couple of blocks
of each other, and we called him
Sloppy, something he’d like to forget
now that he’s tops in his racket.

“Hi, McGuire,” he says, offhand.
“Have a cigar.” He shoves a box fo-
ward me, and when I pocket a hand-
ful T can see the pain in his eyes. I
smile blandly and shove the stogies
down in my pockets, fisuring that if
I am to go up in smoke it might just
ag well be good smoke.

“T hear you got a fighter,” he be-
gins, “A boy named Bamoulian?”’

“Yeah, I got him on for tonight.
Going in there for ten stanzas with
Emedasco.” Now, I wonder as I size
him up, what is this leading up to?
“And,” 1 continue, “he’ll knock the
Dead-Shot so cold, he’ll keep for
years!” :

“Yeah ?’ Dilbecker frowns impres-
sively. “Maybe so, maybe no. But

_ that’s what I want t’ see you about.”
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He paused, and then pointing a fat
middle finger at me, he continues.
“You see, I got me a piece of Eme-
dasco’s contract, and tonight I think
he should win. I’d like to see him win
by a kayo in about the third round.”

Dilbecker slips ont a drawer and
tosses a sheaf of bills on the desk.
“Of course, I'm willing to talk busi-
ness. You are getting five C’s from
Haney. Well, T’ll double it. What do
you say?”’

I bit off the end of one of his cigars,
taking my time and keeping cool. Ac-
tually, I got a2 sinking feeling in my
stomach and a dozen cold chills play-
ing tag up and down my spine. But
what the hell! I'm net having Banibo
dive for nobody, and if I'm getting
bumped off, T feel T might as well get
a run for my dough. I gets up.

“Awright, greaseball,” I says, as
nasty as I can make it, “You said your
piece. Well, now I'm saying mine. I'm
sending the Bambo out there t’night
to win, an’ I'm goin’ to see that he
knocks that spraddle-legged fish-eat-
er of yours all over the place, see?”’ I
put my hat on and give it a wicked
slant in front. “And I know you got
gun guys, but that don’t make no dif-
ference. Bring ’em along, all you got,
and let’s make it a big party, because
I’'m goin’ to have my mob there, too.
And all forty of ’em, the toughest
guys that ever hit this man’s town,
see? I ain’t askin’ your fighter to dive,
Sloppy Dilbecker, because the Bambo
will take care of that.”

For a minute he is so sore I think
he’ll have a stroke, but he’s both-
ered, too. He may be a big shot to
some guys, but he’s just Sloppy Dil-
becker to me, the kid T used to chase
home from school, and if he was yel-
low then he’s yellow now. I ain’t got
any gun guys, and wouldn’t have any
use for ’em if I had ’em, but some-
times a bluff works, and bluff was all
I had.

“Awright,” he says, so mad he’s
fit to be tied. ‘“You heard me. Your
boy dives t'night or you’ll gn the way
the Dimmer went, see? That talk

about gun guys doesn’t go wit’ me.
Why, you tramp, you been broke for
months! Ain’t I wise to what’s goin’
on around this slab? Now get out of
here, an’ your boy dives t’night, or
else!”

I just laugh at him, and when I
walk out of there, I look hard-boiled
as hell. Swivel-Neck is standing in
the doorway, and when I pass I stop
and flick the ashes from my cigar on
his lapel. Then I walk on, and when
I cateh a flash of his faee in the mir-
ror, his jaw has dropped down so far
with astonishment you could’ve drove
a truck into it. Or one of Bambo’s
hands, which, incidentally, was an
idea.

UT, NEVERTHELESS, I am

worried. I have no gun guys, and
Sloppy Dilbecker has. He may be a
rat, but rats can be nasty when they
get a chanece, and he has the rods to
back him up. Only a week ago they
dragged “Dimmer” Chambers out of
the river, and him all wound up in a
lot of barbed wire and his feet half
burned off, Everybody knows it is
Dilbecker’s job, but they can’t prove
nothing. T am very sensitive about
the feet, and not anxious to get tossed
off no bridges, but Bamoulian will
fight, and maybe—a very big maybe
—he’ll win!

But the chances were he’d go out
like a candle. Lots of guys look good
in the street which can’t hold their
hands up in the ring, even with a
chump. BEven if Dilbecker has been
buying off guys to dive for Emedas-
co, that big guy is still good encugh
to whip my boy with one hand tied,
or so it looks from this angle.

Nevertheless, I am going to take
no pushing around from Sloppy Dil-
becker. Maybe it is better to be a live
coward than a dead hero, but I ain’t
taking nothing from nobody, and
that’s the way it stands when we are
dropped off at the Club a few hours
later, the Bambo clutching his bag.
I am getting rather chilled around
the feet by then, although it looks
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like they’ll be warm enough before

the evening is over.

Several times I look out the dress-
ing room door, and every time I stick
my head out there, there is a great,
big, ugly guy out there who looks at
me with eyes like gimlets, and I gulp
and pull my head in. But I say noth-
ing to my fighter. I don’t want him
worried going into the ring, although
he sure don’t look worried now. He is
cheerful, and grinning at me, and
pulling Cotton’s kinky hair, and
laughing at everybody. I never saw a
guy look so frisky before a battle.
But he ain’t seen Dead-Shot Eme-
dasco yet, either!

Onee, I got clear down to the edge
of the ring, looking the crowd over.
Then I get a chill, Right behind the
corner where we will be, is Sloppy
Dilbecker and three of his gun guys.
But what opens my eyes and puts the
ehill in my tootsies again, is the fact
that the seats all around them are
empty. The rest of the house is a
sell-out. But those empty seats were
almost the last straw. It looked like
the word had got around that T am to
be fixed up.

It is only a few minutes later when
we get the call, and as we start down
the aisle to the ring, I am shaking in
my shoes. Also, I am wondering why
I had to be unlucky enough to get my
fighter stuck in there with one of
Dilbecker’s gorillas, And then, all of
a sudden I hear something behind me
that makes my hair crawl. It is the
steady, slow, tramp, tramp, tramp of

feet right behind me.

When I look back, I almost drop
the water bottle, for right behind me
is that big dark guy who has been
doing duty right outside our door,
and behind him is a string of the

- toughest looking cookies you ever

saw. They are big, hard-looking guys
with swarthy faces, square jaws, and
heavy black eyebrows. A line that
reaches clear to the door.

While the Bambo takes his seat; I

gee them filing info the empty seats

behind Sloppy, and believe me, they
are the toughest crowd that ever
walked. I ain’t seen none of them be-
fore, and except for one or two, they
ain’t such flashy dressers as most of
Dilbecker’s gun guys, but they are
bigger, tougher, and meaner-looking;
and when Cotton touches me on the
arm, I let a yip out of me and come
damn near pulling a faint right
there. Who wouldn’t, with about fifty
gun guys watching you?

HEN 1 look around, Emedasco

is already in the ring. He is a
big mug weighing about two hundred
and fifty pounds, and standing mnot
an inch over six feet seven inches!

We walk out for instructions, and
as the bunch of us come together in
the center of the ring, the Bambo
hauls off and takes a swing at Dead-
Shot’s chin that missed by the flicker
of an eyelash. Before we can stop
them, Emedasco slammec a jarring
right to Bambo’s head, anc Bambo
came back with a stiff left to the
midgection! Finally we got them sep-
arated, and I tell the Bambo to hold
it until the fight starts, and when the
bell rings we are still arguing.

Emedasco charged out of his cor-
ner like a mad bull and takes a swing
at the Bambo that would have torn
his head off had it landed, but Bambo
ducked and sank a wicked left into
the big boy’s stomach. Then, as Emed-
asco followed with a clubbing right
to the head, he clinched, and they
wrestled around the ring until the
referee broke them. They sparred for
a second or two, and then Bambo cut
loose with a terrific right swing that
missed, but hit the referee on the side
of the head and knocked him com-
pletely out of the ring and into the
press benches.

Then those two big tramps stood
flat-footed in the center of the ring
and slugged like a couple of maniacs
with a delirious ecrowd on its feet
screaming bloody murder. Emedasco
was a good sixty pounds heavier, but
he was in a spot that night, for if
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ever a man wanted to fight, it was
Bambo Bamoulian. _

Suddenly that big bohunk stepped
back and whipped up a torrid right
uppercut that jerked Emedasco’s
head back like it was on a hinge, and
then Bambo jumped in and began to
slam both hands into the big boy’s
stomach. The Dead-Shot staggered
back and tumbled to the canvas. He
came up fast and went back just as
fast when Bamoulian crossed the
ring in a couple of jumps and drove
another right to his chin, and, believe
me, that right started somewhere
south of the equator. Then Dead-
Shot was up again, and when the bell
rang, they were standing toe to toe
swapping punches like a couple of
slug-batty giants gone berserk.

I was so excited by the fight that I
forgot all about Sloppy, or what
might happen if Bamoulian won,
which looked like it might happen
now.

But when the bell sounded, Bambo
was off his stool and ‘across the ring
with a left he started clear from his
own corner, and it knocked Emedas-
co into the ropes. But that big boy
was nobody’s palooka, and when he
came off those ropes it . was with a
volley of hooks, swings and upper-
cuts that battered the Bambo back
across the ring, where he was
slammed to the floor with a powerful
right to the beezer.

The dumfounded crowd, who had
come to see Emedasco knock over an-
other setup, were on their chairs yell-
ing like mad, seeing a regular knock-
down and drag-out brawl like every-
body hopes to see and rarely finds.
The Bambo was right in his element,
The big ape just walked in punching
with both hands and as wide open as
a Bowery crap game. He pays no
more attention to the haymakers that
Emedasco is throwing than to so
many flies, and thoroughly warmed
up now, he is wading in like a fight-
ing fool.

He knocked Dead-Shot Emedasco
staggering with a hard left te the

head, slammed a right to the body
and then dropped his hands and
laughed at him. But Emedasco knew
a thing or two, and with one jump he
was across the ring and plastered my
boy right on the whiskers with a
punch that would have shook Gibral-
tar to its base. And the next thing I
know, the Bambo is stretched on his
shoulder blades in my corner, as flat
as a busted balloon.

I lean over the ropes and yell for
him to get up, and you could have
knocked me cold with an ax when he
turns around and says, grinning: “I
don’t have to get up till he counts
nine, do I?”

And at nine he’s up, and as Emed-
asco rushes into him, I yell: “Hit him
in the wind! Downstairs! In the
stomach!”

OLDING THE raging Emedasco

off with one hand while the big

guy punches at him like a crazy man,

my prize beauty leans over and says:
“What did you say, huh?”

“Hit him in the stomach, you sap!”
1 bellowed. “Hit him in the stomach!”

“Qooh, 1 get it!” he says, “you
mean hit him in the stomach!” And
drawing back his big right fist, he
fired it like a torpedo into Emedas-
co’s heaving midsection.

With a grunt like a barn had fell
on him, Emedasco spun half way
around and started to drop. But be-
fore he could hit the canvas, Bambo
stepped in and slammed both hands
to the chin, and Emedasco went out-
like 2 bum out of the Waldorf, and
stayed out.

We hustled back to the dressing
room with the crowd cheering so loud

- you could have heard them in Sara-

wak, wherever that is, and believe
me, I am in a sweat to get there.

As we rush by, I hear a wild yell
from the big ugly guy who has had
his eye on me all evening, and when I
glance back the whole crowd is com-
ing for me like a lot of madmen, but
I dive into the dressing room and
slam the door.
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“Hey, what’s the idea?’ Bambo de-
mands. “Somebody might want to
come in!”

“That’s just what I’'m afraid of!”
I groans. “The hallway is full of guys
that want to come in!”

“But my brother’s out there!”
Bambo insists, and before I can stop
him he has jerked the door open, and
before you could ejaculate Dneprope-
trovsk, the room is full of those big,
tough looking guys.

I make a break for the door, but
my toe hooked in the corner of Bam-
bo’s bathrobe, which has fallen across
a chair, and I do a mnose-dive to the
floor. Then something smacks me on
the dome, and I go out like a light.

‘When I came to, the Bambo is
standing over me, and the guy with
the black eyes is holding my head.

“Awright, you got me! I give up!”
I said. “You got me, now make the
most of it.”

“Say, you gone nuts?”” Bambo barks
at me, with disgust. “What’s eatin’
you, anyway ? Snap out of it, T want
you t* meet my brother!”

“Your who?” 1 yelps. “You don’t
mean to tell me this guy is your
brother?”

“Sure, he came up fo see me
fight. All these guys, they my people.
We come from the Balkans together,
so they come to see me fight. They
are steel workers over in Pittsburgh.”

I am still laughing when we drop
in at the Green Fan for some mid-

‘night lunch, and it isn’t until we are

all set down that I remember it is one
of Sloppy Dilbecker’s places. Just
when I am not laughing any more
from thinking of that, who should
come up but Swivel-Neck Hogan.
Only he is different now, and he walks
plenty careful, and edges up to my
table like he is scared to death.

“Mr. McGuire?” he says.

“Well, what is it?’ I bark at him.
I don’t know why he should be scared,
but bluff is always best. And i he is
scared, he must be scarea of some-
thing, and if a gun guy like Swivel-
Neck is calling me mister, he must
be scared of me, so I act real tough.

“Sloppy—I mean Diamond-Back—
said to tell youse he was just ribbing
this afternoon. He ain’t wantin’ no
trouble, and how would youse like fo
cut in on the laundry protection
racket with him? He says youse got 2
nice bunch of gun guys, but there is
room enough for all of youse.”

For a minute T stare at him like
he’s nuts, and then it dawns on me, 1
look around at those big, hard-boiled
steel workers, and then I look at
Swivel-Neck,

“Nothing doing, you bum. Go back
an® tell Sloppy I ain’t wanting none
of his rackets. I got bigger an’ better
ones of my own. But just tell him fo
lay off me, see? And that goes for you,
too! One wrong crack an’ I’ll have
your feet burned off to the knees, get
me?”’

He starts away, but suddenly I get
an ingpiration, Nothing like pushing
your luck when the game is going
your way.

“Hey!” 1 yells. “You tell Sloppy
Dilbecker that my boys say they want
the treats on the house t'night, an’
tell him to break out the best cham-
pagne and cigars he’s got, or else!
Understand ?”’

I lean back in my chair and slip
my thumbs into the armholes of my
vest. 1 wink at Bambo Bamoulian,
and grin.

“All it takes is brains, my boy,
brains.”

- “Yeah? How did you find out?” he
says, grinning.
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By William /. MCNulty

Grandfather Time sneaks in among the youngsters in the fop rungs
: of the sports world.

OUTH, it is'said, will have its

E! - way. But even in sports, where

strength and vigor are essen-
tial, many old-timers will have their
fling. Here are a few who are danged
near, if not right on top of the sports
ladder.

In the strenuous game of hockey,
Larry Aurie, crack rifleman of the
Detroit Red Wings, admits to 37, so
we can safely add

Cook, defenceman, New York Rang-
ers, is 40, and his brother Bun Cook,
utlhty man, Boston Brums is 38,
Chlng i) ohnson defenceman, Rangels
is 45. Lmnel Conacher, defence-
man, Montreal Maroons, is 40
Hopping over to baseball Frankie
Frisch, pilot, St. Louis Cards, is 45,
Bill Terry, pilot, New York
Giants, is 42, . . . Frank McGowan,
outfielder, Boston

a few years, know-
ing the penchant
for athletes in cut-
ting under their
real ages ., ..
Marty Barry, cen-
ter of the top-scor-
ing line of Barry
to Lewis to Aurie
and vice versa, is
flirting with the
fourth decade. . ..
Sylvio Mantha,
comebacking with
the Boston Bruing
in 1987, is 40 ,

Bees, is 40. . ..
Al Lopez, catcher,
Bees, is 40. :
Harry Kelley, Phll-
adelphia Athletics
pitching personnel,
w89 Guy
Bush, Bee hurling
battery, is 42. .

Lefty Mose Grove,
altitudinous
southie, Boston
Red Soxis 39. . . .
Bing Miller, utility
player, Red Sox, is

Auriel Joliat, mld-
get star of the Montreal Canadiens for
16 years, can be marked as 40, and
the 1936-37 season was one of his best
-in the past decade . . . . Al (Battle-
ship) Leduc, for many years a for-
midable defenceman in the lineup of
the Montreal Canadiens, and for the
past two seasons playing coach of the
Rhode Island Reds, of Providence, is
40,

Eddie Shore, dynamic defenceman
of the Boston Bruins, and highest
paid hockey player, is 40. . . . Bill

Ace 8.

44, ... Tommy
Thevenow, utility
infielder, Giants, is 40. . . . Ossie

Bluege, utility infielder, Washington
Senators, is 42. Ben Chapman,
outfielder, Senators, IS 40, . Babe
Herman, outfielder, Cinei Reds, is 40,

= Frank Shanty Hogan, catcher,
Senators, is 38. . . . Smead Jolley,
former major league outfielder with
the White Sox and Red Sox, and bat-
ting and home run champ of the In-
ternational circuit for 1936, with
Albany, is 40, and out on his foet 3 ala
Herman and Hogan,
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They called Clarence Tillingworth yellow because he ftried to use
brains and sportsmanship on the ice. “Tiilie” found himself fighting not
only his opponents, but his own teammates. And he had to fight—to
prove that there were two sides (o his hide—that he was a . . . .

| Jouble -Backed Puckster

By Ralph Powers

EEF MULLIGAN was sore
again. This time because a low
down, good-for-nothing so-and-

so had swiped a spool of adhesive out
of his locker. So, since the rest of the
Blue Demons, their ‘tempers already
ragged from a five-game losing
streak, only returned him dirty looks
for his squawks, Beef heaved his two-
twenty pounds of brawn and anger
straight into the private office of Old
Man Craig.

“F'r a kid’s shinny stick,” he
stormed, banging the door behind

him, “I’d chuck my skates outa this
outfit! A bunch of cheap crooks an’

. chiselers! Oney a dope would chase a

98

puck f’r a livin’, anyway!”’

The Blue Demons’ big boss low-
ered one grizzled eyelid at the young
stranger seated across from him.

“That loud sound wrapped up in
flesh,” he said, ‘“is Beef Mulligan.
Beef, shake hands with our new wing,
Clarence Tillingworth.”

Beef shoved out a huge paw that
engulfed the young man’s slimmer
one,
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“Meecha!” he growled. “Hey— he side-wheeied, thrust with his hands

where’d ya get that monicker? Clar-
ence Tillingworth ! Didn’t y’r mom an’
pop love ya?”

The kid smiled easily.

“ ‘What’s in a name? ” he asked.
. “‘A rose by any other name would
- smell as sweet.””

“Huh? Whazzat!”

“Shakespeare,” explained the new-
comer. “Anyway, it’s not my fault my
name’s Clarence. The boys on the
Redskins called me Tillie.”

“Redsking ?’ grunted Beef. “Never
heard of them. What circuit do they
play in?”’

“No circuit, exactly. It’s a college
team. In New England.”

Mulligan snorted contemptuously.
One of the old school of hockey men,
he was perfectly willing to admit that
. a college man could, and frequently
did, become a star in the major cir-
cuits—but not until after the green-
horn had spent a few seasons in the
loops north of Lake Erie.

“You wanta watch out, kid,” he
growled, “ya don’t git yer head
knocked off. This game’s a little
rougher than in the rah-rah boy
schedule.”

“‘Cowards die many times before
their death,”” replied the youngster
grinning. * “The valiant only taste of
death but once.” I think I can take it,
Mulligan.”

“We'll see,” conceded Beef grudg-
ingly. He drew one foot across the
rough flooring, creating an imagi-
nary line beftween himself and the
newcomer, “F’rinstance, if this here’s
the cage ling, an’ the cage is supposed
to be the desk there—you’re shootin’
fer an angle shot an’ the goalie’s
crowdin’ you to shoot the puck foul.
What would you do if he—"

EEF'S HUGE BULK suddenly
retreated back from the imagi-
nary line, fading ag though he, in the
goalie’s position, were fading to pro-
tect the cage. The kid moved in swift-
ly, but just as Beef’s vic'ous body
check plunged crashingly toward him,

and skipped lightly to the right. Beef
landed sprawling against the hard
desk.

“If Pd a stick in my hands,”
commented the youngster calmly,
“you would have smashed into the
boards that time. You realize that?’

A reluctant grin appeared on Beef
Mulligan’s heavy face.

“Not so bad—Tillie,”” he conceded
“How’d ya know What I was goin’ to
do?”’

“I didn’t. But I knew that no smart
goalie would fade away from a sharp-
angled shot like that—so I was on
my guard. ‘Beware the Greeks bear-
ing gifts,” you know!”

“The who bearin’ what? Oh—I git
it! Another pome, huh? Well, Mr.
Craig, when are ya figurin’ on put-
tin’ this guy to work?”

“Soon. Probably in the next game.
Take him out and introduce him to
the rest of the boys, will you, Beef ?”

Mulligan hooked his brawny arm
through the newcomer’s slimmer one.

“Sure. C’'mon, Tillie. Lemme show
these mugs what a real pome-glingin’ .
wing looks like!”

With sturdy Beef Mulligan to
champion him, Tillie Tillingworth
found a ready welcome with the Blue
Demons.

“You’re signed up with a good
club, kid,” Blades Weston informed
him, “but a tough luck one. I suppose
you know that the Old Man signed
you because our two regular wings
are on the sidelines; Slick Enslow for
at least two more weeks and Bob Brill
for maybe the rest of the season.
Little-Bit Moore got slammed out of
his caging duties in the last game
against the Condors. As a matter of
fact, we've got practically a new
team built around the regular guards,
Beef and me. And we can’t pull the

‘team through unless you other fellows

get us some points.”

Tillie nodded thoughtfully. “I know
the style of play up here is a lot dif-
ferent from that in the hick team I’ve
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been playing with,” he said. “But T'll
be in there plugging!”

“That’s the old fight!” approved
Blades. “Now, come on—let’s grab
us some chow ! We might have lost our
last five games, but we didn’t lose our
appetites. Coming?”’

“‘A jug of wine, a loaf of bread
and thou,”” grinned Tillie, ¢ ‘seated
beside me in the wilderness ; ah, wild-
erness were paradise enow ! ”

“Hey ?’ said the puzzled Blades.
“We don’t drink during regular sea-
son, Tillie. If you expect to—"

“Don’t mind him,” interrupted
Beef. “That’s just a part of a pome.
He alluz talks like that.”

“A poem?’ Blades eyed the new
player quizzically. :

- “Well—I don’t know. Anyhow—
let’s go!”

OWN ON one knee, giving a final

tug to the laces of his shoes, the
young college puckster felt a chill run
through him that was no part of the
slow, seeping coldness that emanated
from the ice beneath him.

Though all about the boxed enclos-
ure in which he knelt was a sea of
eager faces, Tillie, for the first time
in hig life, felt horribly alone—and a
little bit afraid. This crowd that
thronged the arena was not like the
cheerful, friendly crowd of students
that used to watch the college games
in which he had played. This was a
blood-hungry mob. You could sense
it in the hectic tone of their chatter;
feel it in the way they leaned forward
expectantly, hopefully, as the players
warmed up in pre-game practice. Til-
lie shivered slightly and straightened
up.

Beef Mulligan, a behemoth on steel
blades, slid over beside him.

“Nervous, kid?”

“A little,” confessed Tillie. “It’ll
wear off, I reckon.”

“Yup!” nodded Beef. “First game
I ever played in the league, they had-
da stop the game twicet, thinkin’ the
ice was crackin’. Oney it was jest my

knees bangin’ together, You’ll be aw-
right soon as the game gits goin’.”

Tillie flashed Beef a swift grin, and
moved forward to join in the prac-
tice. Blades Weston, dribbling the
puck down the boards, cut in and
clopped the rubber toward his stick.
Tillie picked it up deftly, swung out
to evade a hard-charging forward
and gkittered the disc cleanly back to
Blades. The guard wheeled, shot it
back at him unexpectedly. Tillie’s
frantic swipe missed the puck by a
foot. Somewhere in the arena a crit-
ical onlooker hooted raucously.

“Whoops, Cla-arence! Watch yer-
self, dearie!”

A dull red flooded Tillie’s face, So -

that wag the way it was going to be,
eh? Because his name happened to
be Clarence, the smart-alecks were
expecting to make things hot for him.

A whistle, shrilling, interrupted
his thoughts. Unconsciously he
wheeled and sped in toward the
boards to the spot where Old Man
Craig, surrounded by his staff, sat
with arms propped over the barrier.
Even as he paused there, the deep
flush on his face darkened. A care-
less chorus of laughter drifted out of
the crowd to his burning ears, and
once more that falsetto voice flung a
taunt at him,

“No use asking the coach for help,
Cla-arence! You’re not in college
now !’

Battling to restrain his mounting
anger, Tillie skated into his left wing
position. His opponent, Jack Left-
wick of the Angels, grinned at him
mockingly.

“Don’t let ’em needle ya, Clarence!
We was all amatchoors once!”

“Tillie to you!” grunted the wing.
He gripped his stick tightly as
the tap-off came, and Joie Boyd shot
the rubber straight down the ice
to his position. Tense muscles relaxed
into smooth-flowing freedom as he
swung in, picked it up in the heel of
his stick and whisked it swiftly across
the ice to his running mate, Jibby
Holmes.

v
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Jibby, threatened by a box-guard,
unloaded the rubber like a hot potato,
clipping it outside the cage by more
than two feet. Studs Brayden saved
for the Angels, slipping the disc into
motion with a clean pass to Leftwick.
And then, with the visitors on the
offense for the first time, Tillie be-
gan to see the difference between ama-
teur and pro hockey.

ANKING on the early attempt

to create a surprise, the Angel
sextet slipped through a bit of daz-
zling hipper-dipper near their own
cage, then swung into a daring five-
man offensive. Tillie, aecustomed to
the slower, more orthodox game of
the college ice, felt a surge of con-
fusion.as the flashing quintet on steel
-swept around and past him to pene-
trate deep into the Demons’ second
line. As he spun, vainly trying to
re-enter the play, a shoulder glanced
him brusquely. Two crimson jerseys
merged before his line of vision, cut-
ting him off from the blue line.

He cut out desperately—then a crim-
son thunderbolt descended on him
ponderously, and even as he flailed
to maintain his balance, the rasping
ice-powder grated against his cheek.
He sprawled helplessly on the smooth
ice as a loud scream of delight rose
from the stands! De Brie’s knee-high
poke had eluded Tiny Cooke’s glove
for the first score of the game!

As Tillie struggled to regain his
feet, Jibby Holmes skated over to him,
his face dark with anger.

“What's the idea, Tillingworth?
You tryin’ to give this game away?”’

“Hold it, Jibby! Give the kid a
chanst to get his fightin’ legs on!”
Beef Mulligan interposed his bulk be-
tween the irate wing and the new
player. “An’ you, Tillie—don’t never
let nobody suck you outa the play like
they done that time! When they’re
usin’ a three-man offense, you play up
front. But when they start that five
man stuff, you fade fast, see?”’

“QOkay. Thanks, Beef,” nodded Til-
lie gratefully.

" He skated back to his position, the

jeers of the crowd loud in his ears.
The mob, quick to see a slip in strat-
egy, was riding the new player for
all it was worth, and the catealls sent
a sickening sense of failure through
Tillie. This wag a different game
from college hockey ! Plenty different!

Again the face-off—but this time
Joie Boyd got the puck away to Jibby
Holmes, who, scorning to trust his
green wingmate, nestled the rubber
against his blade and took it straight
down the middle alley.

Tillie strung along, and was seant
inches from the opponent’s cage when
Jibby’s try shot in, straight and hard,
to Studs Brayden. The veteran Angel
cageman whigked it from the ice in
a loping drive to a crimson-clad sec-
ond line defense man who wheeled
and streaked for the center ice. Or
tried to! For just as he cuddled the
puck toward the blue line, Blades
Weston shot a jarring body check
into him, and the disc shot from his
blade into the waiting wood of de-
pendable Beef Mulligan. :

Leftwick closed fast for the Angels,
but Mulligan’s shift to Tillie was
clean. And no goalie on the ice could
have handled the young wing’s
smashing drive fo the cage. And for
the second time, a flush—but this
time one of pleasure—came to Til-
lie’s cheeks as the crowd that had a
moment before jeered him, rose and
screeched excitedly!

“Tell ya what,” offered Beef Mulli-
gan between the first and second pe-
rieds, “us Blue Demons is goin’ places
now f’r sure. An’ why? Because we

got with us a wing that can shoot a

puck straight—at last!”

Tillie said nothing. But within him
there was a pardonable pride. For
after that first-minute misplay that
had allowed the Angels to make the
initial score, he had played an error-
less game. And twice more his drives
had registered points for the Demons
—=s0 that now the score stood at 3-1

“for the home club. But if Beef Mulli-

gan was exultant, his feelings were
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not completely shared by some mem-
bers of the club.

“This game ain’t over yet,” said
Joie Boyd gloomily. “You, Tilling-
worth—something tells me there’s go-
in’ to be fireworks settled around you
next period. Them Angels ain’t goin’
to let you get through a whole game
without seein’ what you’re made of.”

“‘Come weal, come woe, this rock
shall fly from its firm base as soon
as IV ” grinned Tillie.

“Then hold your breath, Mr. Rock,”
frowned the center, “because there’s
goin’ to be some wealin’ and woin’
around your position soon!”

Nor had many minutes of the sec-
ond period passed before Tillie
learned that Joie’s prognostication
was a sound one.

ROM THE MOMENT he took the
ice, he discovered that he was be-
ing boxed. In every play Tillie found
himself being ridden out by a brace
of lofty-riding crimson-clads. Twice
within the space of as many minutes
he went flying over the cold shavings,
once as the result of a trip that drew
a foul from the ref, and again from
a vicious body check that shot him
into the boards.
It was Beef Mulligan who helped
him to his feet after this second fall.
“There’s gonna be trouble here in
a minute, kid,” he said darkly, “if
they don’t stop ridin’ ya. Y’all right?”’
- “‘All’s right with the world,””
grinned Tillie, gingerly caressing a
scraped elbow. “Let’s get going.”
The Angel left wing had drawn a
two-minute rest for the unnecessarily
violent check, and now, with the Blue
Demons in possession of the puck, Til-
lie signified his intention of riding the
rubber home by lifting it on a cross-
pass from Blades Weston. Weston and
Mulligan fell in behind him as he
spearheaded another attack. :
Like a blue-jerseyed flash of fire
he whirled down on the Angels’ goalie,
cuddling the dise close to the blade of
his stick. Studs Brayden loomed be-
fore him like a crimson colossus as he

%

shot the puck chest-high toward the
cage. It plunked against the goalie’s
leather, " slid aimlessly toward the
end-line. In a flash, Tillie recaptured
it and whizzed it between the goalie’s
shifted legs. A roar of chagrin and
wrath rose from Brayden. In an in-
stant, the animal fight always so close
to the surface among certain types of
players mastered him, and he flung
himself at the young wing, stick high.

Tillie, bewildered, fell back before
Brayden’s onslaught, and as the ref’s
whistle called the puck back to center
ice, he was gliding smoothly to his
regular post. And a curiously frus-
trated howl rose from the stands as
he took his place under the thought-
ful gaze of his teammates.

Behind him, Beef Mulligan’s rum-
ble reached the wing’s ears.

“Y’r in f'r it now, kid! Why didn’t
va stand up to the big stiff ?”

“Stand up to him? What for? He
just lost his head. He'll forget in a
minute.”

“Not Brayden. Nor the Angels,
neither!”” mumbled the left defense.
“An’ maybe not the crowd!”

Tillie shook his head impatiently.
What was all the fuss about? In col-
lege play, you acted like a gentleman
if an opposing player got sore and lost
his head, Or his coach yanked him out
of the game and gave him a good
bawling out for showing such poor
sportsmanship.

HE TRIPLE CLACK of the wood
brought him to his senses, and
he went streaking off to the right as
Jibby Holmes nursed the puck down
the center to the Angels’ territory.
Once more the scoring fever was
upon him, and he clipped a sharp,
“Hi!” to Jibby as the left wing and
defense trapped the right wingman.
Jibby’s poke carried straight to him.
He skated in to meet it, and—
Wham! An elbow shot jarringly
into his side, and a stick jolted along
his left thigh. He staggered, slipped,
and threw his arms forward to pro-

(%
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tect himself. As he did so, Leftwick
moved in swiftly and rode into his
stick! The two players went down in
a bruising tangle of arms and legs as
the ref whistled imperiously.

“Leftwick and Tillingworth! Off
for twol Double foul!”

“Wait a minute, ref 1’ stormed Til-
lie. “I didn’t foul him! He rode into
my stick., L—"

“Off for two!” repeated the ref
coldly, eyeing his timepiece.

Tillie opened his mouth, closed it
again, and skated fto the sidelines.
Leftwick, his mouth gaping in a bel-
ligerent grin, had already clambered
into the penaliy chamber and leered
at him as he came over the boards.
The crowd was taking it up now,
sensing drama soon to be enacted.

Leftwick wasted no time.

“This is as good a place as any,”
he snarled, “to teach you where you
get off. Now, Clarence—"

He jerked off a mitten, and with
his calloused palm cuffed the young
wing across the cheek. The sudden
shock of it, the unexpectedness of the
attack, staggered Tillie. He fell back-
ward as the opposing wingman flung
another smashing forehand blow to
his unprotected cheek. Then instine-
tively he clutched at the other man’s
arm.

“Hey, wait ‘a minute, Leftwick.
What are you doing? I didn’t—"

“You done plenty !” rasped the belli-

cose Angel, “If you think you ¢'n

" rough me—"

In a flash, Tillie got it! If Leftwick
could provoke him into a fight there
in the penalty box, the ref would toss
both men out of the game for the re-
maining time. And the Angels had
plenty of reserves, whereas the Blue
Demons—

“Hold it, sorehead!” Tillie rasped
crisply. “I’m not doing any fighting
in the box. Now, cut it out, or you’ll
be in more of a mess—" S

“Oh, ’'m a sorehead, am 1?” howled
Leftwick. He crowded the younger
man to the rail; slapped him brutally

across the face again, “Well, I’ll show
you___n :
Tillie nalf raised his arm, dropped
it again. This wasn’t sporting. He
ought to take this guy apart, but he
couldn’t afford to do it. He’d have

The referee skated over to the pen-
alty box, his face stern.

“Out of the box, Leftwick,” he or-
dered, “and out of the game!”

A slow trickle of blood ran crazily
down the corner of Tillie’s mouth
where Leftwick’s coarse sleeve had
cut him. Leftwick laughed coarsely.

“Cla-arence toodle-0o!” he said
mockingly. “I hope I’ll see you again
some time.”

Tillie bit his lip and looked at the
referee. The arbiter stared back at
him coldly.

“Time’s up, Tillingworth,” he said
briefly. “Get in there—and keep it
clean!”

“Who—that sissy?”’ sneered the
banished Angel wing. “He’s foo
scared to do anything else!”

ILLIE climbed back into the

L rink. A chorus of jeers greeted
him from the sidelines, and an Angel
partisan taunted him loudly so that
all might hear and laugh.

Doggedly, Tillie took his position
as the teams readied for the face-off.
Jibby Holmes, across the ice, refused
to meet his stare, There was a frown
on the brow of Blades Weston, and

“the set of Joie Boyd’s shoulders was

disapproving. Only on Beef Mulli-
gan’s face was there any friendly
sign—and there was a shadow of
doubt in the eyes of the bulky defense
man. Hot anger surged into Tillie’s
taut frame. What did they expect?
Then suddenly the puck was flying
at him, and his stick was cradling it
down the ice. Greb Hawkins was
coming at him head on, and Tillie
eased up to slip by him. The Angels’
defense man clipped in swiftly, stick
held high as for a cross check!
Tillie’s fists tightened on the stick.
Hawkins wouldn’t dare do that. He’d
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turn out! He’d drop that stick to the
ice.

But he didn’t! As the wing flashed
down, Hawkins came directly at him,
his crimson jersey like a red flag of
danger. And just as it seemed that
the two men would crash in mid-ice,
Tillie eut out! And the puck, skidding
from his blade, was picked up by an
Angel.

And then, as a maddened crowd
howled deliriously and the puck shot
from - the Angels’ wing’s blade
straight to the heart of the cage, a
replacement came flying from the
Demons’ box onto the ice, and a metal-
lic voice announced :

“Substitution! Bergen for Tilling-
worth !

Tillie’s heart sank. And as he skat-
ed slowly to the sidelines, he turned
hopefully toward Beef Mulligan. But

the big defense man, his lips pursed,

refused to meet his glance. . .. .

Old Man Craig pressed the tips of
his fingers together thoughtfully, and
studied the two men before him.

“Well, Weston?”’ he said finally.

Blades Weston shook his head.

“We won last night’s game,” he
said, “so I ain’t complaining—too
much. It was Tillingworth’s smart
wing work that got us the three
points, an’ then Beef an’ me held off
the Angels. But as for the rest of
el

“And you, Beef? What do you-

think 7’

“T don’t know what to think, boss,”
said Mulligan miserably. “I liked the
kid from the minute he knocked me
off’n my pins, here in this office. But
the way he acted last night—” He
hesitated. “Maybe the crowd is got
him sized up right. Maybe he is yella.
If that hadda been me or Blades in
the box with Leftwick, we woulda
knocked the guy’s block off. But Til-
fie—"

“Another thing,” said Blades
gloomily, “he spouts a bunch of
poetry—an’ everybody knows that
that’s sissy stuff. ’m afraid, chief,

we’ve got a wing that’s good on of-
fence—but he can’t take it!”

The Old Man nodded slowly. “And
we all know what that means,” he
said,

“Sure, Every team in the league
will make it a point to ride him right
outa the game in the first few min-
utes. And we’ll be right back where
we started from. A good defense
team, with no dependable wings.”

“Well, it’s tough,” grumbled Old
Man Craig, “But we’ve got to use him
until we ean scout up another man to
take hig place. What did you say, Mul-
ligan ?”

“Nothin’, boss. I was jest thinkin’
to myself. You know, that there Tillie
is a smart kid. There might be some-
thin’ goin’ on we don’t know about.”

“I hope you're right,” sighed the
chief, “but I’'m afraid that you’re
letting your liking of the boy affect
your judgment, Still—we’ll learn to-
morrow night when we mix with the
Eagles. And that will have to be his
last chance to make good. For we
can’t afford to take chances this late
in the season, with a possible cham-
pionship at stake. The Blue Demons
can’t use a player who is yellow !”

€60 THAT’S the way it is, kid,”
said Beef gruffly. “I'm givin’

it to you straight because that’s the

oney way I know how to tell it.”

Tillie Tillingworth’s jaw tightened.
So they all thought he was yellow?
Just because he had been too smart
to let Leftwick and the rest of the
Angels ride him into a fight, he was
marked as a sissy.

“Listen, Beef,” he began hotly;
then he stopped. How could he explain
to huge Beef Mulligan, roughest cus-
tomer on the pro ice, that his refusal
to mix it with the Angel wing had not
been based on fear? In Beef’s simple
code—and in that of the other Dem-
ons—there was only one thing to do
when a man slugged you. That was
to slug him back—and harder than
the other guy.

“Yeah, kid?”



¥

»

DOUBLE-BACKED PUCKSTER » : 105

*“Nothing. I was just thinking
there are times in a man’s life when
it takes more real guts to be yellow
than to be brave. Maybe that sounds
hokum to you—but it’s so.”

Beef’s brow knitted, “It don’t work
out, kid. It can’t never take guts to
be yella, Ya gotta stand up for yerself
in this world. Oney the—the poets,
an’ sissy guys like that, run away
from trouble.”

“It takes guts to go to war,” does-
n’t it, Beef?” asked Tillie. “Especial-
ly when you don’t have to?”

“It sure does!”

“Once, not so long ago,” said the
young wingman, “there was a mem-
ber of the titled nobility in England

who was a cripple—he’d been born

with a clubfoot. Because he was hand-

some and titled and brilliant, many

lovely women hovered around him
constantly, :

“But he wasn’t satisfied with that.
He knew of the sad state into which

- the once glorious nation of Greece

had fallen. How it was being op-
pressed—robbed, plundered, exploit-
ad, So in spite of his clubfoot and the
pleas of his friends, he left England
and journeyed to far-off Greece to
aid in the war for Greek independ-

- ence

“Greece won that war—and won

‘back its independence. But that titled

man, who'd left a life of ease to fight
for a principle, lost something that
every man tries to cling to. He lost—
hig life! Is that sissy stuff, Beef?”
“Hell, no!” said Beef. “That took
plenty of guts. Who was the guy?”
“His name,” said Tillie, “was Lord
Byron. He was a poet, Beef.”
Beef nodded understandingly. . . .
The Eagles had heard the dope!
Tillie Tillingworth, tensely waiting
for the face-off, knew that as surely
as if every one of the invaders had
come to the Blue Demons’ arena
wearing a placard that said: “Get
Tillingworth !’ Even had they mnot
been tipped off by the vengeful An-
gels, they would have go*ten wise
within the space of minutes after

skating onto the home club’s ice. For
a crowd of fans, spotting Tillie, had
singled him out for that ridicule and
razzing that only a hockey-hungry
mob knows how to dispense.

Tillie gritted his teeth, and cast a
sidelong glance at the players’ bench,
mentally eataloguing the possible—or
impossible—replacements, should the
Eagles gang up on him. As undoubt-
edly they would. Enslow, Brill, both
injured. Bergen and Wade—nice
guys, but not finished material. It
was up to him to stay in the game.
And the Eagles would probably make
it tough. :

“Montreal” Cassidy, rangy Eagles’
face-off man, took the puck, slipped it
lightning-fast to the Birds’ left wing,
Bluenose Duvernois.

IBBY HOLMES closed on the
wingman fast; his poke-check
failing by inches, but Blades Weston
stopped the Frenchman short of the
blue line, and the puck skittered into
free territory mnear mid-rink.

Tillie and his opposing man, Ray
Carper, made a bid for the rubber
at the same moment, and it was the
Demons’ wingman who collected it,
shot it immediately to his running
mate far down the ice. Tillie had just
one glimpse of Jibby gathering in
the disc—then Carper rocked into
him a flying smash that sent both
men to the ice.

No foul. Tillie picked himself up
quickly, skated after Holmes, who
had crossed the blue line with the
puck neatly sliding before his blade.
Stubby Howell threw a body check
into the Demons’ wing that worked,
and Hank Ambler’s long retrieve
caught Jibby offside.

The face-off, the pass—and this
time it was Ray Carper who attempt-
ed to dash with the puck into Demon
territory, Tillie poke-checked the puck
from the wingman’s stick and began
a dash down the side that swept him
within shooting range of the Eagles’
cage. The goalie, scowling fiercely,
swelled his big body across the nar-
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row cage as Tillie shot a drive
straight to one gloved paw. The free
puck popped into-the open, and this
time as Tillie dashed for it, it was
little Stubby Howell who slammed s
vicious bodj check into the slender
wing.

For those in the packed stands thai
first period passed all too swiftly,
with the Eagles and Blue Demons
engaging in one of the prize ding-
dong battles of the year. But to Tillie,
whose every attempt to tote the rub-
ber was met with stubborn, bruising
resistance, it was a slow, dragging
period. Time after time his forays
into enemy territory ended with him
on the ice. And when the Eagles had
the puck, there was always a shoul-
der rising against him, an unexpect-
ed knee, a stick jabbing at his mid-
riff.

When, near the end of the period,
the front line was dragged out for
an extra-long breather, Tillie’s arms
and body were bruised and beaten,
and his only thought was to drag
himself to the bench and flop there.

It was there that Beef Mulligan
found him when the defense skated
off the ice, at the end of the period,
to approach the junior wingman with
an expression of deep contempt on
his face.

The ref had gone off the ice, and
the crowd settled into the humming
buzz. And in that mufiled hush, Beef’s
voice, deep and rumbling, carried
clearly through the walled arena.

“You, Clarence! Git your yella car-
cass off’'n the bench an’ let a man git
down !”?

Stunned, Tillie drew himself up
and looked at his teammate. Why—
why this was incredible! Beef was
his friend, had been his friend since
he joined up with the team. A pub-
lic assault like this—

“Beef,” he stammered. “Beef—I—"

“You heard me, didn’t ya?”’ snarled
the hefty defense man. “C’mon—Ilet
the guys that done the work get some
rest. You been lyin’ on the ice all
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period. You oughtn’t to be tired, ya
sissy I”

The crowd, captured by this bit of
inside drama, let loose a chorus of
mocking laughter. Mingled shame
and wrath burned hot inside of Til-
lie. His fists clenched.

“Beet, stop it!” he ordered. “T’'ll—"

“You’ll what?”’ spat the older man
contemptuously, “Why, you yellow-
bellied rah-rah boy, you ain’t got the
guts to resent anythmg' Not even—
thig!”

ITH A JERK, he removed the
heavy glove from his hand,
slapped it across the younger man’s
face! Tillie fell back, shocked; then,
with a voar of rage, he leaped for-
ward. His overhand missed Mulligan
as the two came together with a rock-
ing crash, Old Man Craig, puffing and
wild, separated the two as they
flailed wildly at each other.
“Tillingworth! Mulligan! Stop it,
bkoth of you, or you’re out of the
game for good ! Break, I tell you !’
Reluctantly, Tillie moved back, his
eyes flaming anger. The heavier man

- grinned mockingly.

“Show-off stuff!” he sneered. “Ya
knew somebody would save ya from a
lickin’! Well—it’ll wait till the game’s
over! An’ it’s the last game you’ll

play on this team—sweetheart!”

Forcibly, Craig dismissed the de-
fense man to the dressing room. Til-
lie sank glowering to the bench again.
So that was the way it was, eh? Beef
Mulligan had merely played up to
him, pretended friendship and en-
couragement as long as there was a
chance fer him to remain with the
team. But now that he was washed
up, with the Old Man probably ex-
pecting a mnew replacement for his
position, Beef was showing his true
colors,

The uproar of the crowd added
fresh fuel to his indignation. Armed
with fresh taunts, they were flinging
the gibes of Mulligan at him in whole-
sale lots. And when play was resumed

(Continued on page 109)
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(Continued from page' 107)

in the second period, he was the first
of the team to leap over the boards
into the ring. If this was his last
game, he’d make it one these swelled-
headed pros would remember! There
was still time to leave his mark on a
few of those players who had slapped
him all over the lot earlier in the
game,

Revenge game! And he started on
that revenge plan from the opening
face-off when, collecting the puck
from Joie Boyd’s tap, he flamed his
way down through the surprised
Hagles to blaze a scorcher right past
the goalie’s mitts for the first score
of the night.

But even as he skated back to his
position, still hot with anger, Beef
Mulligan was at his elbow.

“Luck!” sniffed the defense.
“They’ll be after your scalp worse’n
ever, poet!”

And they were! Roy Carper, tak-
ing the puck from Montreal Cassidy,
bore down on Tillie at the very next
face-off, trying to ride him out of
the way. But Tillie, itching now for
trouble, didn’t give an inch. His
body was like a stone wall as the two
men crashed together, and it was
Carper who crashed to the ice, stick
clattering, as the puck danced crazily
to the boards. And now the ref or-
dered a raging Tillie to the penalty
box where for two minutes he
screamed threats to his own and the
opposing team equally.

Again he was on the ice; and this

time it was Duvernois who felt the -

crush of his attack as the Frenchman
met him in center ice on a brisk foray
for a free puck. Tillie’s wrath, al-
ready boiling, hit a new high when
a cock-eyed ref judged him out of
the game again for unnecessary
roughness—and promptly made up
for it when his period was lifted by
jamming the puck through Gray
after a breakneck race down the ice
that ended with himself, the puck,
and the Eagles’ goalie all tangled up
in the meshes of the cage!
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HE END of the second period

found the Demons leading by
four points—and offered the fans the
unusual spectacle of a rookie wing
making a pass at veteran Blades
Weston for seemingly no reason at
all. Only Tillie and Blades knew that,
as the two sought the bench, Weston
had murmured under his breath:

“Don’t pay no attention to Beef,
kid! He don’t understand that us
poets has sensitive souls!”

In the final round, the desperate
Eagles jammed five front-line men
into the game in an effort to keep
the puck in their opponents’ territory
—Dbut not before Tillie had evened
his score with Stubby Howell by

slamming that defense man into the

boards with a check that slapped the
breath clean out of the Bird’s body!

And then, against the weakened
defense of the visiting team, the
poem-quoting puckster went crazy—
slamming, fighting, whirling his way
down the ice time after time to keep
that frantic five-man attack away
from the Blue Demon cage, and twice
to whack blazing pointers into the
wicket behind Gray!

With minutes left to play, Tillie
got one more shot at his enemies—
and it was during that brief time that
justification came! For, as he took
a pass from Jibby Holmes to jam his
way over the Eagles’ blue line, he
crashed recklessly down upon stub-
born Montreal Cassidy—and Cassidy
gave way before him, -

And just as Jack Gray stumbled
to his knees in a wild miss at the shot
that made the final score 7-0, the
game ended, and bedlam broke loose
in the arena! The fans, who earlier
in the game had been screaming
taunts at the new wing, were now
calling on high heaven to witness that
here, at last, was a forward star.

That was
thing, though, that the fans didn’t
see—and that only the exultant Dem-
ons saw in their dressing room after
the game. For it was there that Tillie

Please mention AcE FICTION GROUP when answering advertisements

that. There was one:
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Tillingworth; still bristling with ire,
accosted big Beef Mulligan for a

showdown.

“T took it from you out there, guy!”
he stormed. “Now you’re going to
take it from me! Put ’em up, and we’ll
settle this right now!”

But Beef Mulligan only grinned.

“Some day, kid,” he said, “you’re
gonna learn that us dumb guys ain’t
altogether dumb. You don’t think I
really meant them things I said out
there, do ya?”

“Wha—what’s  that?” demanded
Tillie, his anger beginning to seep
away.

“Sure it was a gag, kid. We knew

“you was too much of a gentleman to

play a hard game—the way hockey
has to be played in the pro circuits—
until you got really sore. An’ since
you wouldn’t get sore at the Eagles,
why, I jest got you sore at us! An’ it
panned out!”

Slow comprehension dawned in
Tillie Tillingworth’s mind. He hesi-
tated; then stuck out a hand.

“You win, Beef!” he said. “From
now on the poetry stuff is out! They’ll
never get another chance to think
that a member of the Demons is yel-
low!”

“Not too hasty, kid!” warned the
smiling Mulligan, “You’ve learned
how %o scrap, awright—but don’t let
it get ya top heavy. There’s still one
pome that good hockey players hafta
remember !”’

“Yes?” said Tillie.

““The guy who fights,” ” said Beef,
“‘an’ pulls his freight—will live to
fight some other date!” An’ that’s
Shakespeare, kid!”
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EPILEPSY — EPILEPTICS!

Detroit lady finds relief for husband after specialists
home and abroad failed. All letters answered.

MRS. GEO. DEMPSTER
Apt. G 6300 Lafayette Bivd. West Detroit, Mich,

wnnTGDp ‘ORIGINAL -

OEMS, SONGS

For Immediate Consideration Send Poems
COLUMBIAN MUSIC PUBLISHERS, LTD., Dept. 18, Toronto. Cam,

BE A DETECTIVE

Make Seccretf Investig=tions
Earn Big money. Work home or travel.
Fascinating work. Experience unnécessary.
DETECTIVE Particulars FREE, Write to

GEO.T. N. WAGNER, 2640 Broadway, H.Y.

QUIT USING TOBACCO! 190,000
vt o rd ot e Satisfied
NEWELL PHARMACAL CCMPANY Users
117 Clayton Station St. Louis, Mo,

Splendid opportunities. Prepare in spare

m time. Easy plan. No previous experience

- needed, common school education sufficient.

mmﬂ Send for free booklet* “Opportunities in Pho«

tH omg tography”, particulars and, requirementsy
a

American School of Photosrggl.l'ym
PI I ES Let us send you a $1.00
Package on FREE TRIAL
Just send us your address and you
will get by return mail on ap=-
proval (in plain wrapper) this $1
package of Dr. Van Vleck’s great
Conjoint Soothing Preparations
which are helping thousands who
suffer the pain and soreness of
jtching, bleeding, protruding Piles.
If satisfied with benefits received,
then send us $1. If not, keep your
money. We trust you for fair
treatment. Write today.

DR. VAN VLECK COMPARY, Dept. 123
Jackson, Mich.

- 3601 Michigan Ave., Dept. 1221 €
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UR TUNING

@
ESS TUBES

NEW LOW BASE
PRICE CHASSIS

LASH! Here’s today’s biggest radio news—Midwest and only Midwest
gives you a combination of Mystic Movie Dial, Traveling Coloray Eye,
Phantom Hand and Motorized Tuning]l Just touch a button on top of the
radio . , . that’s all . . . and FLASH1, . . your station comes in perfectly |
tuned, in one second . . . just like magic . . . at the exact center of
resonance. (You can also tune by hand whenever you desire.)

The famous Midwest factory-to-you. enable you to bring in weak distant |l
plan, proven by 18 years of success, foreign stations like “locals.” Now
is just as exciting, It enables you delight in American, Canadian, Police,
to buy at wholesale prices . . . to Amateur, Airplane, ship broadcasts
save up to 50% . . . to make your + ¢ + and finest Foreign programs.
radio dollar go twice as far . . . 30 Days FREE Trial in Your Home
and to pay as little as 50 cents a Act at once on this unusual factory-to- | 595
week on the Midwest Easy Pay Plan. you offer. We send any Midwest radio (E3a8—

EVEN MORE GLORIOUS TONE . you desire to your home. ¥ou use it 30 LRl o AT
When you tune in a domestic or foreign days, and compare it with other radios " Write for free details,

rogram on this super 20-tube 6-wave YOUu hf:“’e owned or heard. You

'ganfi 12,000-mi1ep- range Motorized ?’e ‘{‘ Ly P‘io{““d with One. pﬁfff(&’{/ﬂ(?/p’ 0/‘/I¢/00.;7Z;¢ﬁpon 01?.
Midwest, you hear it with a new JF2TWAIEANLY o i - 9 ; P . T
clarity, new depth and an intensity 2}&“%‘:2’.‘:6 MID\’.ES‘;“‘A‘%‘S
of feeling. Glorious, crystal-clear p° o % i‘gn GOB?GRA o
concert .realism and brilliant foreign Guarax:nees. n,‘,“\(\g.\a,tmcsm“vv-
reception are now realities. Super gon9 s0r FREE Send me 3,011;’ \\:‘;:ll
power and 101 advanced features 7938 Catalog ‘.Rmi‘ 1(.115‘(5“5 D
- mplete deta
iT,’Jl’ﬁbmn 30-day

Do not confuse -‘Midweat
“Instant’’ Motorized
Tuning with ordinary
so-called ““Touch-Button"
radios that require 3 to &6
times as long to tune...and
on which you have to turn
switches and controls.
You don't even have to
turn the Midwest on, or
handle any controls . . .
it does everything itselfs
SERVICE MEN:
Join nasion-wide Midwest

[

MIDWEST 4422 RADIOS [t
2 == olfer B
¢ g‘ /l]/ o 5 (Special “;; e S TR D

jces prevail g
P dealing direct
¥ factory by mail)

DEPT. KK-16, MIDWEST RADIO CORPORATION.. CINCINNATI, OHIO, US.A. .+ [IChackMaro er 1635 5AT

%m/acwm 0/ Miﬁ/f Radior Since 7920
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WHEN THEY FOUND

THEY COULD PLAY
This easy as A.B.C. way!

Makes Extra Money

I have completed your wonderful method for
g]uduulr.h}“‘or the p&stqygar § have been teaching

ave_earne 2 tl ks S
School of Musie. xs e’ Ui RS

*C. C., New Jersey.

Learn Quickly at Home

T am delighted with the U. S. School

of Music course of instruction
for the piano. It is clear and
thorough. I have made
wonderful progress.

*L, M. C., N.Y.C.

Wouldn't Take
$1000 for course

The lessons are so simple that any-
one can understand them. I have
learned to play by note in_a little
more than a month. I wouldn't take
a thousand dollars for my course.

Surprised Friends

T want to say that my

friends are greatly Best Method by F?r
surprised at the dif-  Enclosed is my last examination
ferent pieces T can sheet for my course in Tenor
already play. I am  Banjo. This completes my course.
very happy to have I have taken lessons before un-

. 3 f'\ chosen your method of der teachers, but my instructions
*S. E. A., Kansas City, Mo. : B learning. with you were by far the best.
. *A, 0., Minn.

*B, F., Pronx, N. Y.

What Instrument Would You Like To Play?

spare or full time. And thousands are

UST name your instrument and we’ll show you how you making money in A
can learn to play it—aquickly, easily, in spare time at having the time of their lives playing for their own en-

home. Never mind if you don’t know one note of music joyment and the entertainment of their friends.
from .another—don’t worry about ‘‘special talent”. And It all came about when they wrote to the U. S. School
forget all you've ever heard about music’s being hard to of music for the Free Booklet and Demonstration Lesson
learn. : that show you how EASY it is to learn music at home this

The truth of the matter is that thousands now »lay who modern way. No tedious study and practice, no tiresome
mever thought they could! Yes, men and women every- exercises! Yc.)u Jearn to play by playing—start right in
where have discovered this amazingly easy way to learn almost at once with the melody of a simple tune! It takes
music at home. Now they are enjoying the thrilling satis- only a few minutes a day and the cost is trifling ; you save
faction of playing the piano, violin, guitar, saxophone or the expense of a private teacher. Does it sound too good
other favorite instruments. Some of them are playing in to be true? Mail the coupon and get the FREE PROOF'!
orchestras and over the radio; others are teaching music, (Our fortieth year—Est. 1898.)

*Actual pupil’s mames on request. Pictures by professional models.

s o ot S SN p— e e e

SEND FOR FREE o

U. S. SCHOOL OF MusicC

I 4341 Brunswick Bldg., New York City, N. Y.
D E M 0 N sT H AT l 0 N LESS U N I Without cost or obligation to me, please send me your free illustrated booklet and
I demonstration lesson. I am interested in the instrument checked below:
D 0 ia Banjo Trombone
A N B U K l‘ ET I Blanol Mandolin Flute
Guitar gkulvéc glccalo
L di orne rgan
® You'll open your eyes when you find how l 25232».‘3& Trumpet Drums and Traps
quickly and easily you can leam to play your Cello y gf’rpinct sﬂ."""’"y and Composition
favorite instrument. Don’t doubt; don’t hesi- l Hawaiian Guitar ar oice Culture
tate. Sclllxi for the ating illustrated
booklet that answers all your questions; let Hav
H ave y
the free demonstrat son _show you how l e S SRR is s AT o This 13‘&[1’1}? ........
this method act 3 1 There’s no cost,
no obligation. Just mail the coupon, NOW. I
(Instruments_supplied when needed. cash or SNIRIEE G oo o 00000 0 00 AP0 S EN 60 a0 als 00 LR SERIBIOGOIC CI0 & Ui 6 Bid0 0/ o 4 6
‘eredit.) U. S. School of Music, 4341 Bruns- l
wick Bldg., N. Y. C., N. Y. G L B o b s 8 ool 6 9.8 JUB o0 Ca 3 i 4o o OISR Sttty o




Over 350 more men' are needed at
once to open up fine paying Coffee
Agencies right in their own home
lozalities. If you are looking for a
bona fide chance to make as high as
$60.00 in a week, starting at once, this
company will send you everything you
nead, give you all the help you require,
and back you up with its proven suc-
cessful plans. Good openings for wom-
en, also. Even in spare time, house-
wives, for instance, have reported

Permanent Business Pays Big Profits

Everybody uses Coffee, Tea, Spices, Flavor-
ing Extracts, Baking Powder, Cocoa, Canned
Goods, and other foods, every day. They
MUST buy these things to live. You simply
take care of your regular customers in your
locality—just keep them supplied with the
things they need. You handle all the money
and pocket a big share of it for yourself. You
keep all the profits—you don’t divide up with
anyone. Hundreds of housewives in many

SEND NO MONEY

You don’t send a penny—Jjust clip out and
mail the Application below. It merely tells us
that you would consider running a Coffee
Agency in your locality If we have an opening
for you. You will be notified by return mail
whether your home locality Is available. Then
you can decide If the money making possl-
bilities look good for you. No obligation on

Write Your
Full Name
And Address

How Much Time

Prefer — Cash

or Ford Auto-

mobile

Can You Start
AT ONCE?

L R L R DL AR L] ]

a

MEN

| COFFEE AGENCY OPENINGS,
EARNINGS UP TO $60¢2° IN A WEEK/

Address

Here City and State

Mark with an “X"

Can You

Devote to FULL TIME: {J
Coffee Agency ?
State Which
Bonus You L o

[] $500 CASH BONUS;

TEAR OUT AND MAIL THIS
APPLICATION AT ONCE TO

PM/ ALBERT MILLS, President, 4919 Monmouth Ave., Cincinnati, Ohio

m--nn------n--nl----------lll-llll-l----nl---g-l-l-llllllllll

WAN

FOR NEW LOCAL

making up to $35.00 in a week.

You risk no money. A chance to be
independent, work as you please and
make more than just a modest lwmg
If you want to know whether there is
an opening for you in your own or
nearby locality, mail the Application
below. By return mail you will be
notified whether we have an opening
for you, and if we have, you will
receive full information about this
Coffee Agency Plan.

localities are waiting right now to be served
with these nationally famous products. Wilbur
Whitcomb, Ohio, reported $146.00 clear
profits in a week; Hans Coordes, Neb.,

$96.40 in a week; Clare C. Wellman, N. J.,

$£06.00 in a week; Mrs. H. H. Hosick, Nebr.,
$41.73 her very first week; W. J. Way, Kans.,
$19.10 in one day. These exceptional earnings
show YOUR possibilities.

your part. Those who apply first will be given
nreference, so be sure to mail your Applica-
tion without delay—NOW. No letter is re-
quired, just the Application. Mall at once to .

ALBERT MILLS, Pres.
4919 M th Ave., Cincinnati, O.

(State whether Mr., Mrs. or Mlss)

Part time, either during the day or evenings,

PART TIME []

Mark with an X. [ YES. [J No.
If you cannot start at once, state about when you will be able to start.

pays up to $22.50 in a week.

{Full time pays up to $35 to $60 in a week,

In addition to their cash earnings, we offer our producers a cash bonus of $500.00 or a
latest model Ford Tudor Sedan. State which you would prefer if you decide to
accept our offer. Mark “X” before your choice.

{J LATEST MODEL FORD TUDOR SEDAN.

ALL APPLICATIONS WILL BE
HELD STRICTLY CONFIDENTIAL




