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were sombre.

By WILLIAM J. COX

A Novelet of Straight-off-the-Gridiron Football

Ford was a grid miraecle, and knew it!

Still, ne guy is big enough to hog

the backfield limelighi—one flash never matched four steady burners—so
it was the hard, eold bench for free-wheeling Wonder Boy Ford!

L LENHART’S perennially bare
head was sunk in the collar of his
Burberry so that his square chin

was concealed. His wide-spaced blue eyes
The late November breeze
ruffled his blonde hair. His big body was
slumped on the bench. On the field his
Eastern University football team was tak-
ing its bumps.

Line Coach Joe Bell said, “They’re gonna
score again. This'll be the biggest beatin’
Tate ever hung on us.”

Lenhart shifted his broad shoulders,
scarcely controlling a wild impulse to get
out there and help his struggling young-
sters. The Maroon giants of Tate were

deploying into a double wing formation.
Black and Gold Eastern men shifted and
poised, outweighed, outmanned, but de-
termined.

Joe Bell’'s freckled face was scornful.
He said, “Those hired hands of Bim
Heary’s are plenty good but nobody’s out-
gamin’ our kids. That soph line of ours
is tough. Look at that number one back
plunge !”

The Maroon back hit from a spinner.
There was a momentary hole in the center
and he sifted through, cross-stepping to
the right. The secondary was slow cover-
ing. On the five-yard line a wild-eyed
safety man dived in and saved the score.

3
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The stands were chanting mournfully,
“Hoooold 'em Eastern.” The score was
already 35 to O for Tate. Al Lenhart
shoved his hands deeper into his pockets
and wished that he didn’t have to look.

He was fond of: those boys. They had
yet to win a majar contest but they had
come through the season with their spirit
unimpaired. The * sophomore line had
shown moments of greatness and only the
ineptitude of the backs had caused the dis-
astrous year.

The precision and power of Tate’s hired
players was obvious to the most unprofes-
sional observer. From a short punt they
maneuvered to the left. The Eastern line
dug low, the guards submarined and Lang,
the big tackle, slashed viciously. Al came
to his feet with a yell. Tate was thrown
for a two-yard loss.

Again and again the Maroon machine
threatened to move. Desperate, bleeding,
choking Eastern lineman with nothing to
gain but glory without victory fought them
back. Al muttered,

“Look at ‘em fight. Give me a couple
more years with them. What a line, Joe,
you did good with those boys.”

Joe Bell’s round face was morose. He
said, “Yeah we managed somehow to get
linemen without buyin’ ’em. But what we
gonna do for backs? The frosh stinks.
You just can’t get backs without givin’
scholarships, Al. You—there! It had to
come !”

The Tate passer faded, A tall end in
the corner of the end zone threw up his
arms. The bullet pass found him with un-
erring aim. The referee’s arm went up
and the scoreboard changed. Tate had
attained the biggest margin of victory over
Eastern University in history.

HE light died in Al Lenhart’s eyes.
He said, “You can’t lick City Hall
I'm going to save my kids for next year.”
He yanked the entire line. He looked
over the bench and picked out a tall, dark
handsome youth whose sleekness was that
of a trained and competent body. He said,
“Ford, go in there at number three. You
may be the answer to a maiden’s prayer
and a football player, too. Let's find out.”
The handsome sophomore said easily,
“T’ve been tryin’ to hint to you about that.
Watch.”

Al watched him grimly, then turned to
locate Mary Lou Barnes in the stands, He
found her and noted .the burly figure be-
side her. He shuddered. Tonight was not
the time he would have chosen to meet
Mary Lou’s father. Jerome K. Barnes
and his millions would not appreciate the

coach of a humiliated football team as a

prospective son-in-law.

Joe Bell said, “Heary ain’t such a bad
guy after all. He’s easin’ up. Here’s his
second team.”

Tate men in fresh, clean uniforms were
gingerly warming up. Al said gloomily,
“They’ll still be better than our guys.”

“Sure,” said Joe philosophically. “Why
not? You let me go out and hire a few
gees and I'll show you how to beat them.
You're a better coach than Heary but you
ain’t gettin’ material. Hell, look at Little.
He ain’t gettin’ anywheres either.”

“Give me backs to equal the line and
we'll do it,” averred Al,

Eastern was receiving. The ball soared
against the darkening sky. It was very
cold on the field. A lithe youth stepped
neatly into the path of the ball and took it
tenderly into his hands. Brief interfer-
ence formed and he charged straight down-
field.

Tate men plunged into the path of the
ball carrier. The boy in Black and Gold
struck for the sidelines, running . easily,
under control. He passed the thirty-five-
yard line with two men ahead of him, Al
Lenhart said,

“A back?
Ford kid.”

Grant Ford was running alone now.
There were two men between him and the
goal. He slowed down, although his churn-
ing legs still seemed to move as swiftly as
before. The two Tate men moved con-
fidently to pinch him.

There was a split second of indecision
on the part of the tacklers. The Eastern
back spurted straight at them. They were
off balance as he came close. They
reached long arms out to seize him but he
lowered his head and drove with sturdy
legs. He was between them, away from
them, He scored standing up, all alone.

Joe Bell said, “That was fancy but it was
against reserves, He’s a dude, Al”

“He’s a sweet runner,” said Lenhart,
frowning.

There’s a back. It’s that
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“And a dude,” insisted Joe Bell. “And
not a blockin’ back, What we gonna do
for a number two back? I tell you we
can’t keep playin’ Tate and the rest with-
out a few scholarships.”

Al sunk back into his ulster and watched
the game run out to its inevitable conclu-
sion. Grant Ford was brilliant on outside
plays and in the open field. The line played
well enough to prevent further scoring.

Tate adherents deliriously tore down the
goal posts. Drunks cavorted in a wild
snake dance. The season was ended on
the sour note of defeat. Al slowly made
his way out the gate and down toward the
clubhouse. It was all over but condo-
lences for the boys. He squared his shoul-
ders and attempted to look cheerful. He
failed utterly.

HE girl was small and blonde with

the wide eyes of youth and full of the
banked fires of approaching womanhood.
Smooth shoulders gleamed above the delf
blue of her evening gown which swept the
floor in graceful lines. She said,

“Al, this is my father. I know you will
like each other. You both love foothall
s0.”

The man was tall and heavy and his jaw-
line was commanding. He peered at Al
from beneath heavy brows and roared,

“Ha! So this is the young man. That’s
a terrible football team you got there, Len-
hart.”

Al said politely, “We do what we can,
Mr. Barnes. The line is coming along
good.”

“Young Ford is the best man on the
team,” said Barnes emphatically. “Know
his father. Give him some good blockin’
and he’ll go to town for you. Why haven't
we got good hacks? Tate gets ‘'em.”

Mary Lou said indignantly, “Tate hires
’em. You know that, father. Everyone
knows it.”

“Then we gotta hire some,” said Jerome
K. Barnes triumphantly. “We can’t take
beatin’s from Tate every year. When I
was here we didn’t take ‘em.”

Al said, “Doctor Lawson is the boss,
sir. We have fine boys here. The game
means something to them. They will make
good men. That’s something.”

“Posh,” exploded Barnes. “There are
good boys who can play football, too. Most

)

of 'em can’t afford to come to Eastern.
And even if they can they’ll go where they
can get some extras. Our attitude is all
wrong, Lenhart, You play a tough sched-
ule. Your opponents give scholarships,
you do not. It's not fair to the team nor
the school nor the public. Receipts are
falling off. Eastern is getting beaten and
laughed at. It’s not right.”

“You know  President Lawson,”
shrugged Al. “You’'ll never convince him
that we should give athletic scholarships.”

Barnes instinctively lowered his voice.
“Lawson is a good man. But what he
doesn’t know will never hurt him. Len-
hart, a few of us have decided to do some-
thing about this situation. We are pre-
pared to finance the college career of four
or five good boys. They may be anyone
from anywhere. But they must be good
football players.”

Al said, “I can’t lend myself to that,
sir. It's against the policy of the school.
My job wouldn’t be worth a dime here.”

“It need never be known,” said Barnes.
“The boys won’t know the source of the
money. You need know nothing officially
yourself. Get the ones you want, let us
know and we'll do the rest.”

Al said stubbornly, “I don’t believe in it.
We've never hired ball players. It’s against
all my instincts.”

The older man took a cigar from his
breast pocket and bit at the end of it. He
said slowly, “Lenhart, you'd better think
it over. We are determined to have a
football team at Eastern—if we have to
hire a new coach.”

ARY LOU cried in distress, “Father

doesn’t mean to threaten you, Al.
But I do think he’s right. It’s no more
than fair that we should have an even
chance with the others. We have to play
them.”

The young coach’s jaw set in a stubborn
line. He stared into the blue eyes of the
girl, then turned his glare upon the father.
Barnes was blowing smoke at the ceiling,
head tilted. There was a ring at the bell
and a maid moved into the hall. A smooth
voice in the doorway said,

“Am I interrupting a conference? I'm
sorry.”

Grant Ford came into the room. The
handsome young sophomore backfield man
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was poured into white tie and tails which:
fitted him perfectly. His black hair was
sleek on his round head. In his young eyes
was a look of secret amusement,

Mary Lou said quickly, “Oh, come in,
Grant. You've met father. Grant is tak-
ing me to the Theta Phi dance, Al. You'll
drop in later, won't you?”

Ford said, “Yes; coach, drop in later. I
can spare you a dance—if you feel like
dancing after the debacle.”

Al mumbled something, watching the
girl wrap herself in a velvet cloak, watch-
ing Ford’s solicitous, almost proprietary
gestures as he led her from the room.
Jerome K. Barnes said reflectively,

“Nice boy, Ford. Wealthy family, too.
Great ball player, give him some blockin’.
- Mary Lou’s pretty fond of him I guess.”

~ Something clicked inside Al Lenhart.
He said, “A long time ago I used to be a
very tough guy, Mr. Barnes. - I never knew
when I was licked. I've learned things
since then. Are you willing to put up your
money and wait a year for the hired hands
to get through freshman year—if they can
get through?”

“Certainly,” said Barnes eagerly. “We
don’t want tramp athletes. We want de-
serving boys who can play ball.”

“Yeah,” said Al succinctly. “Okay.
John Bell will dig them up for you. I'll
play along. But I still say that foothall
belongs to the boys who play it and that
some day it’ll be given back to them and
the stadia of the country will be fore-
closed by the mortgage holders. I love
football, Mr. Barnes, better than victories.”

“Sure you do,” said Barnes. “That’s
why you're a good coach. Give you some
victories and you’ll be a great coach. Don’t
underrate victory, son. You're all right
but that’s another lesson for you to learn.
Let me know when the boys are ready.”

Al grunted and went out into the chill
night. He walked his conscience about the
old campus under the bare trees until the
moon was high. Ghostly shadows flickered
about him and from the Theta Phi house
came the strains of the imported New York
band.

He went to a lighted window and peered
in, After five fruitless moments Mary
Lou whirled by on the arm of Grant Ford.
Al’s expression did not change as he
watched their gay young faces. When
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they were gone from sight he turned and
went back to the little house which he
shared with Joe Bell. Through the long
night hours he tossed in the bed, listening
to the music of Joe’s snores. His last wak-
ing thought was that he should have gone
into the Thet house and taken Mary Lou
aside for a talk. He felt the need of
someone to talk with.

In the morning Joe Bell said, “Cert’'ny
Barnes is right. Give us one good year
and what do we care? Anyone’ll hire us.”

“You didn’t go to school here, Joe,” said
Al “I took my degree from Doctor Law-
son’s hand. He’s a fine man. Deceiving
him is going to do something to me. But
I’ve got to go through with it. If I don’t
they’ll get another man. And it’s not be-
yond reason that they might in the end go
after Lawson himself.”

Joe said, “Sure. You gotta do it. Just
let me get out there and look up some
kids.”

“So there it is,” said Al. “I’'m going
through with it but I'm not going to like
e

ND then it was another Tate game.

The season behind had not been too
bad, Al thought as he sat on the bench.
Skip Jorgen and Bing Perry had borne out
their promise of becoming great ends. Art
Lang at right tackle would be captain next
year and play All American ball. Big
Lamby Pye was a sterling center. Wreck
Kelley and Doug Tracey were small but
swift-moving guards who could lead inter-
ference on any pull-out play.

The backs were mediocre but Grant
Ford was still shining. He had pulled out
the Pratt game with a long run, He had
caught a pass which tied up the Hornell
opener. In the defeat by Naupeg he had
starred consistently over any other back
on the field. Eastern had won the other -
games handily with his aid,

They were down on Tate’s home
grounds this year. Bim Heary’s great
outfit, bolstered by the brilliant soph find,
Riggs Granger at fullback, were unde-
feated and a four to one favorite. Yet Al
Lenhart, hunched on the bench, was ex-
ultant as his team took the field.

“Next year,” he said to Joe.
year we'll get ’em.”

A messenger boy wheeled up to the

“Next
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bench and handed him a note, He said,
“Our cute frosh just beat the Tate year-
lings by two touchdowns.”

“I told you those hboys were good,”
grinned Joe. “I don’t pick cripples.”

Al’s face clouded. He said, “You picked
’em all right. I hope you didn’t pick us
right out of a job.”

“Stop frettin’,” said Joe. “It's done
now. They’re enrolled and playin’ ball.
Make the best of it. It’ll be a swell best,
too. Look at that.”

It was late in the second period. There
had been no score, although Tate had
threatened twice. It was Eastern’s ball on
their own thirty-yard line. Grant Ford
was going away on a fake spin inside left
tackle.

He crossed the scrimmage line and
veered beautifully to the right. Pye threw
a block on the Tate fullback, Granger. Art
Lang came from nowhere and shouldered
past a wing back. Ford stepped away from
the end and stretched his long legs.

He went past midfield all alone. Ma-
roon jerseys threatened him but he whirled
and straight-armed and pivoted. The
safety man made a last lunging attempt.
Ford wheeled around him, spun and stum-
bled. A moment later he was free. He
ran over the goal line with the field spread
out in futile chase.

Joe said, “Wait'll Mueller and Malady
come up next year and start blocking for
him. We’ll break him loose three times a
game. He’s a ghoster, that guy.”

Al said gloomily, “Yeah. He’s all right.
But he is a dude, you know.”

Joe looked startled. He  protested,
“That’s what I said last year. He’s a good
dude, though.”

Al said nothing when the half ended,
he went into the clubhouse and talked to
the boys. They were tired but full of fight.
He soothed them, patted their shoulders,
pointed out weaknesses in the attack, and
praised the defense.

In the second half the Tate power as-
serted itself. The line played inspired
ball but the heavy Tate backs, driving with
tremendous leg-action, poured through and
over. By constant pounding they sucked
in the Eastern secondary until the soph
whiz, Granger could let loose with his fancy
passing.

They caught the Eastern defense flat-

footed in the third quarter with a long toss
down the middle. Grant Ford was blocked
out neatly and the score went over. The
game was tied.

Al made substitutions among his backs,
cautioning them against the passes. Tate
went back to its powerful ground game.
Al sighed. The wings began creeping up.
Just before the final whistle another boom-
ing pass nestled into the arms of a Tate
end, Grant Ford tackled him| on the goal
line, but the ball was over by inches. The
game ended Tate 14, Eastern 7,

JEROME K. BARNES gave a party
for Mary Lou that night. Al stood
in a corner watching the blonde girl waltz
with Grant Ford. In spite of himself he
admitted that they made a handsome cou-
ple. He rubbed his own heavy jaw with
blunt fingers. Barnes was saying,

“You didn’t do bad, Lenhart. With
these new boys you should be able to beat
Tate next year. I don’t see how you can
miss.” :

Al said moodily, “Anyone can miss beat-
in’ Tate. They’re a tough outfit. One of
the best in the country. I dunno.”

“You’d better find out,” said Barnes
sharply. “We're expecting plenty from
you.”

Al winced and hung on to his temper
with both hands. He danced with Mary
Lou. She said,

“You're such a lousy dancer, Al. If you
weren’t cute as a bug’s ear I wouldn’t go
on the floor with you. Don’t worry about
the game. You're sure to get them next
year when you get good blocking for
Grant.”

“How about marrying me?” said Al
bluntly.

She stared up at him in amazement. She
said, “Are you actually proposing to me
out here on a dance floor among all these
people ?”

“I’'m not missin’,’
ably.

“You great big romantic hero,” she said
bitterly. “The answer is no.”

Al said, “Look, I can’t do any fancy
business like gettin’ down on my knees.
Be serious, won’t you? I love you, honey.”

She stopped dancing and walked him
into the next room. She said, “Look, Al
There’s a lot of things, Like how you'te

3

said Al uncomfort-
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going to make out here, You might not
want to marry me if things go bad with
you. - Think it over. Ask me later. I
won’t say no, now. You're just a big dope
and all that—but I do like you a lot.”

He looked at her. She had matured in
the past year. She was strangely calm
and her blue eyes were clear and direct.
He said humbly,

“Okay, Mary Lou. I—I just couldn’t
help askin’ you. You look swell tonight,
baby.”

Her eyes softened as he lumbered out
the door. She waited a few moments be-
fore she went back into the room. Grant
Ford was looking for her. She danced
with him, but her mind was not on her
work.

N the fall it seemed all simple and se-

rene. Spring training had told him all
he wanted to know about his squad. Joe
Bell said,

“It’s a push-over. Jorgen and Perry on
the ends. The new kid, Race Ebele at left
tackle. Cap Lang at right tackle. Pye at
center, McHugh, Malady, Mueller and
Ford for the startin’ backs. Gilligan,
Paley, Kriger and Fern for reserve backs.
And Gilligan good enough for any spot
you want him in.”

The team was tumbling about, chasing
elusive, rolling balls, charging each other
fiercely, kicking and practicing running
starts. Al stared out at them.

Fitz McHugh and Robert Mueller and
George Malady and Francis Ebele and Joe
Gilligan. They were all out there in shiny
new varsity uniforms, sophomores destined
for great things. And they were good.

McHugh was a wiry, tough-fibred youth
with a keen eye and a smiling mouth. He
was gifted with a piercing voice and born
leadership. Joe had brought him from an
aobscure high school in Newark. Without
varsity experience he was the best signal
caller Al had ever coached.

Dutch Mueller was the blocking back.
Wide-shouldered, sturdy, his thick legs
moved with remarkable speed and decep-
tion. He was game, steady, full of fight.
His square, honest face was bright with
native intelligence. A Pennsylvania prep
school had given him to Eastern with a
sound scholastic record.

Malady, the plunging back, was a tall,

husky lad with the grace of an antelope.
They called him “Zig” because of his amaz-
ing ability to go off at a tangent without
losing speed or pace. He was fast and
capable and a great kicker and passer. He
and Race Ebele, the giant, good-natured
tackle were from the south.

Joe Gilligan, the Irish kid with the
freckles and the big grin, hailed from New
York City. He was a number three back,
swift, sure and a great defensive man. He
would, as Joe Bell said, fill Grant Ford’s
shoes after this year.

They were all good hoys, good students,
fine athletes, Al loved working with the
backs. McHugh's qualities of leadership
developed every day under his shrewd
guidance. He quickly picked up Al's strat-
egy and offensive tactics and in a week was
driving the team with the confidence and
skill of a veteran. ,

Grant Ford said at the end of the first
week, “These kids are sweet, Coach. With
the support they ought to give me T’ll
knock ’em dead this season.” :

Al said, “I'm building around you, Ford.
Your experience and savvy can make this
backfield—make the team. You've been
traveling in nondescript company. Make
it good with these kids. Let them help
you, Don’t try to do it all yourself.”

Ford said almost contemptuously, “Don’t
you worry about me, Coach. I pulled your
last year's outfit from the brink of dis-
grace. I'll do the same this year.”

“Just a natural dude,” said Al as the
tall, graceful youth walked away. “He
can’t help that stuff no more’n nothin’.”

He watched Joe Bell working with the
line, He could find no suggestion worth
giving. Camp Welsh, the veteran end
coach, was having a picnic with Jorgen
and Bing Perry and a couple of kids -
named Lahey and Pappas who would make
grand reserves. He returned to his be-
loved backs.

ONDAY they started scrimmaging.
It was informal scrimmage with Al
behind the backs, watching them work.
The straight plunges and runs from or-
thodox formations went off well. Grant
Ford seemed to fit into the combination of
McHugh, Mueller and Malady with ease
" ad despatch. Al said,
“Okay, Fitz. Now try that split buck.
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We open against Hornell, Saturday. You're
far enough along to take a few tricks.”

They ran from a punt formation with
Malady in the kicking slot and Ford in the
number three spot. McHugh faked to the
end, doubled over and gave a swift pass
to Ford. The veteran was supposed to
slip through a hole blasted by the center
of the line. It was a fast-moving play, de-
pending upon perfect timing by the backs
and designed to shake a good runner loose
in the secondary.

McHugh faked beautifully, concealing
the ball. Ford started and there was a
slight bobble. The guards charged, opened
the hole. Ford recovered but could not
get up fast enough. The line smothered
him.

Al said, “Okay, slight slip. Try it again.
Watch your timing, Grant.”

They tried it again. Again there was a
slip-up and the ball rolled on the ground.
Al said dryly, “A fumble like that can cost
you eighty yards. Forty you might have
picked up kicking and forty they’ll kick
back at you. Grant, you're still off.”

The veteran back bit his lip, then said,
“Why pick on me. Maybe something else
is wrong.”

Al's good humor disappeared instantly.
He said in crisp accents, “I said you were
wrong.  Gilligan, Come over here and
try that play.”

Ford stepped back, his mouth half open
to protest, his eyes angry. Al glared at
him and he subsided, Young Joe Gilligan
stepped into the number three shot. The
play went off.

Gilligan took the ball and went straight
through the hole. The guards never got
a hand on him and the fullback missed him
a foot. He cut back and went ten yards.
Al said calmly.

“Try it again, Joe.”

Again the play clicked. Al said, “All
right, Ford. If you're convinced, you can
get in there and learn to get off on the
right foot instead of the left. That’s
what’s screwing it up.”

Ford’s face was sullen as he went back
into the line-up. Al watched him closely.
He could see that the senior was trying
hard to get the rhythm of the play. It was
suddenly borne in upon him that it could
not be done.

He knew instantly the whole truth., Ford

had been playing so long with inferior
men that he could not adapt himself to the
swift-moving, fast-thinking play of the
sophomore stars. Time and again during
the afternoon he failed to get up in time
for the fierce blocking of his teammates.
Other times he was away too fast, not
waiting for blockers to pick him up.

He went hastily for Joe Bell and said,
“Watch Ford, Joe. The dude is going to
be a problem child.”

Joe watched as the split buck failed mis-
erably to gain a yard against a fighting
scrub outfit. McHugh railed at his team,
calling for a reverse off right tackle. Ford
took the ball and waited a split second too
long before cutting. Lahey, reserve end,
nailed him for a loss.

Joe said, “Uh-huh. Trouble we got.”

Al said, “This is going to raise hell. But
I’ll have to use Gilligan or teach Ford new
tricks.”

“You can’t do that,” said Joe, “Foot-
ball is too much a game of experience and
sound reflexes. You need an experienced
man along all those kids. You're in a
pickle, my friend.”

HAT night Al sat at his study table

and penciled diagrams on a piece of
paper. There were many stratagems to
work out, assignments to be given to men
whose talents they would fit, defensive
tactics to be molded about his material. The
phone rang sharply. Mary Lou’s voice
said,

“Hello, Coach. Where you been half
my life?” :

“The Coach’s life is not a happy one in
the football season. Me. I just ain’t got
time for nothin’,” said Al regretfully. “I
been missin’ you, honey.”

“I certainly would like to see the man
who wants to marry me,” she said lightly.
“It’s good for my ego. How about drop-
ping over?”

“No can do, honey,” said Al
million things to do.
ugly head at my club.”

“You're not supposed to have trouble,
sonny, You got a wonder team. I been
hearing about it.”

“Don’t believe all you hear and only
half you see,” said Al “I tell you I got
trouble.”

There was a moment’s pause on the other

YGota
Trouble rears its
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end of the wire. Then Mary Lou said,
“Grant Ford just came in. I’ll see you
later, then, Al. Don’t work too hard.”

He pronged the hand instrument in and
sat back in his chair. He stared at the dia-
gram before him for moments. Under the
little circle which designated the number
three back he found himself scribbling a
name. It was that of Joe Gilligan.

His lips tightened and he went deter-
minedly back to the task of shifting his
line so as to get more blockers ahead of
the ball on the end sweep.

HE read the opening line-up for the
season in measured accents, “Ends,
Jorgen and Perry. Tackles, Ebele and
Lang. Guards, Tracey and Kelley. Cen-
ter, Pye. Backs, McHugh, Mueller, Mal-
ady and—Gilligan.”

Grant Ford’s face went white, then red.
He started to speak but no words came.
Young Gilligan’s eyes flashed brightly and
his lips were a firm, straight line.

Al said, “Go out and warm up. T’ll see
the starters in here alone before the
whistle.”

The team arose and filed out silently.
Ford lingered and managed to whisper,
“I’m wise to you, Lenhart. But you'll
never get away with it. The team won't
stand for it, just because I'm beatin’ your
time with your girl.”

Al said sharply, “I've been holding my
temper around here for years, Ford. Don’t
push me too far. Get out there and act
like a man or turn in your suit.”

The dark youth stiffened and his eyes
shot fire. He muttered, “Some day I’'m
gonna take a crack at you, wise guy.”

Al watched him go out on the field. He
followed, seeing that everyone was busy
limbering up. He looked over the Hornell
squad across the field.

There was no set-up on the Eastern
schedule. The seaboard schools had ceased
to book games with obviously inferior teams
and Eastern had been in the van with dis-
astrous results up until now. Hornell was
a school of equal antiquity and equal foot-
ball calibre. The team was big and strong
but Al hoped that they might be slow. A
slow team would have no chance against
his speedsters regardless of weight dis-
advantage.

The Hornell backfield was heavy with
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the exception of the star, Hips McNoodle,
who was rangy. He had been a good man
last year, Al remembered. He would put
Lang and Ebele on McNoodle from the
whistle.

Time grew short and he called the team
into the dressing room. He faced the
eleven starting players and said,

“You are the best team physically that
I have ever coached. You can do things
no other Eastern team has ever done, Right
now you know more plays and are stronger
in fundamentals than half the teams in the
country will be at top form.

“Our problem in coaching is to keep you
up there mentally. I know some of you
veteran linemen are puzzled right now be-
cause one of your classmates is on the
bench. Forget about that. Go in there and
get the jump on Hornell. Blast ’em from
the whistle. Score and score again.
They’re big and tough but probably slow.
Get the lead and hold it and the season will
start the way we want it to end against
Tate. Let’s go.”

He stood near the door and watched
their faces as they went past him. There
was no sign of nervousness or funk about
them. Young Gilligan had the holy light
of a seeker after the Grail on his homely
Irish countenance. Al followed them as
they crunched across the gravel and ran
out onto the grass.

The undergraduates bunched on the
fifty-yard line broke into a cheer. It sud-
denly occurred to Al that he had been too
preoccupied to ascertain where Mary Lou
would be sitting. He wondered if he could
pick her out in the half filled stadium. He
rubbed at his blonde head. Mary Lou
wouldn’t like that, he knew.

The referee was tossing a coin and Art
Lang was calling it. A new season was
about to begin. Al saw that Eastern had
won. They elected to receive, there being
no wind. The team huddled at the side-
line and Al stuck his head into the ring.
He said,

“Open up on ’em, Fitz. Give ’em hell.”

McHugh flashed his wide, cocky smile
and said, “Just like you say, Coach.
C’'mon, you guys.”

They touched hands in the team pledge.
Then they were trotting out on the green
grass. Fitz gave them the sign to form
for a mass attack down the middle and
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went back to motion his backs into line on
the five. =

Al joined Joe Bell on the bench. Joe
shifted his wad of gum in his cheek and
said worriedly, “Supposin’ they kick right
to Gilligan and he flubs it. You're takin’
a chance startin’ that green kid.”

Al kept his eyes on the field. He said,
“Nuts. Gilligan’s all right.”

UTWARDLY  imperturbable, his
nerves were stretched to the hreaking
point. In his own playing days he had

been nervous before a game but never any-

thing like this, The whole team was hang-
ing on his shoulders now. He felt the cold
sweat breaking out on his body. He
clenched his hands and leaned forward.

A Hornell lineman took two steps and
swung a long leg. The ball plunked off
his toe and sailed on a high trajectory
toward the Eastern goal line. The giant
Hornell line thundered on the turf.

Joe Gilligan poised motionless. He
made a slight signal to the other backs.
Black and Gold figures waited, forming
in a mass at the center of the field. The
ball was dropping on the ten-yard line.
Gilligan did not move. A triumphant Hor-
nell end cut in,

Gilligan ran forward. When he took
the hall into his arms he was going at top
speed. The too-anxious end over-ran the
play completely. Interferers carried him
straight downfield to the forty-yard line
before a Hornell man got to him and
brought him down. _ '

Al Lenhart exhaled sharply in relief. He
glanced instinctively to where Ford sat on
the bench, The senior back’s face was
stony, pale.
lines etched the corners of his mouth. Al
shook his head and turned back to the field.

McHugh was shouting gleefully, mock-
ing at the mammoth Hornell linemen. The
Eastern team marched out of its huddle
with mid-season perfection. From the
short punt Zig Malady went inside tackle
on a half-spinner. Wreck Kelley, the
chunky guard, spread devastation in the
Hornell secondary as Malady crashed
through. The fullback went into his pre-
cious cross-over swing and reversed the
field. He pivoted off a charging wing
back, straight-arming at the peak of the
swivel and careened downfield.

His eyes were black and deep

McHugh picked him up and ran with
him. The safety man figured the tangent
and came over on a gallop. Others chased
from behind. Bing Perry blotted out a
tackle. Dutch Mueller knocked over the
fullback. Hornell men went down like ten
pins all over the field.

The safety man dove gamely but Fitz
McHugh interposed his muscular body and
the two crashed to the ground. Zig can-
tered over the goal line.

McHugh swung his leg with neatness
and aplomb and the ball split the uprights.
Seven points went up on the big black-
board and the Eastern team ran back to
kick off. Joe Bell said reverently,

“How they click. What an outfit.. Al,
we got champs. We got all-time, all-time,
We got a ball club.”

Al’s eyes were moist with exultant tears.
He breathed, “I never knew how good they
were. They're just kids. They can’t be
this good.”

Hornell brought the ball back only to the
twenty-five-yard line where Wreck Kel-
ley spilled the famed Hips McNoodle on
his ear. Two hacks at the sturdy Eastern
line got them exactly nothing. They
kicked. Fitz McHugh ran the ball back to
midfield.

Joe Gilligan went five yards off tackle.
Malady split the center for five more. The
Hornell backs moved up and Zig tossed
one in the flat to Gilligan which he took
in mid-stride and carried to the twenty.

McHugh called for a straight end sweep
without deception. The two guards got
into the play and Gilligan turned the end.
He cut over and ducked away from Me-
Noodle and Dutch Mueller threw a body
block on the safety man. Gilligan scored
with a man on his hips.

Grant Ford’s face was longer and more
solemn than ever. Al got up and moved
up and down in front of the bench. The
quarter ended with a third score imminent
and Hornell offensively impotent. Al said,

“Lahey and Pappas go in at ends, Ker-
rigan for Tracey. Pike for Pye at center.
Paley, in for Mueller. Kriger, in for Mal-
ady. Ford,; in for Gilligan.”

The first stringers came off with beam-
ing faces, secure in the knowledge of a
good deed well done. Al watched Grant
Ford go reluctantly, then determinedly on
to the field. The second quarter started.
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Hornell opened up in a desperate at-
tempt to stave off disaster, From their
own goal line they elected to chuck a long
pass down the middle. The ball sailed
high and wabbly over the heads of the
straining players.

Al was watching Ford. When the end
went down, Ford retreated with him. The
veteran back sensed a quick kick or a pass
and was thoroughly alert. He lengthened
his stride, passing the Hornell end. He
was, Al thought, the fastest man on the
field. His arms went up and he leaped
high on the thirty-five-yard line. He got
his hands on the ball and hung on to it,
landing squarely on his feet.

He spun and ran straight for the side-
line. Shocked Hornellians in Green jer-
seys came at him.. Black and Gold East-
erners formed hasty interference. Ford
made a quick reverse and came down cen-
ter behind Art Lang, The captain carried
him ten yards before being cut down.

Ford cut inside of two men who blocked
his return to the sideline and dove into
another who was ridden down under his
ferocity. His long legs scissored swiftly
as the stands rose and cheered. He fell
over the goal line with the safety man
hanging onto him.

“That,” said Al in Joe Bell’s ear, “was
the worst thing that could have happened.”

“It was a damn swell run,” grunted Bell.

“A swell individual piece of work, aided
by damn good blockin’,” corrected Al. “On
his own Ford’s a good man.”

“Sure he’s a good man. He just don’t
fit into our scheme as a starter,” sighed
Joe. “I don’t like what this is gonna do
to us, AL”

“You nor me neither,” said Al lugubri-
ously.

ITH the slower starting, less flashy

Paley and Kriger running his inter-
ference and Fitz McHugh calling the
plays and adapting himself to the tempo
with rare football genius, Ford had a field
day for the rest of the quarter. He was
the outstanding man on the field, figuring
in every play, blocking in his turn, tackling
viciously on the defense, guarding his wing
like a battalion of storm troops. Only a
professional watcher with glasses trained
upon every play could see that McHugh
was not forced to use any other than
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straight football and that the Hornell line
was too slow to take advantage of the lack
of deception.

Al put the varsity back to start the sec-
ond half, withdrew them after a few mo-
ments and put in second and third string
men. Nothing could stop Eastern that day.
The third team scored twice in the last
quarter. The final score was Eastern 54,
Hornell O.

When it was all counted up Ford had
scored the most points, gained the most
ground, made the longest run. Al looked
at the figures and groaned. He said to
Joe Bell,

“Everyone in the country but us will
expect us to start him and use him forty
to fifty minutes a game. What a life.”

JEROME K. BARNES staged a small
celebration in his home that night.
The big house was a glare of bright lights
and the radio played swing music as foot-
ball men danced with pretty girls. Barnes
led Joe and Al into a small den and closed
them in with a great air of secrecy. He
handed out cigars and said proudly,

“Well, we did it. We showed ’em.
That score will reverberate around the na-
tion with a vengeance.”

“Yeah,” said Al sardonically. “That’ll
be swell. Now everybody will point for
us. I threw scrubs in there as long as I
had ’em to keep the score down. We
were just too hot. It’s the worst thing
could have happened.” :

“Nonsense. We'll show ’em,” said
Barnes excitedly. “We'll show ’em all.
If you'd use young Ford more we’d do
even better. What'’s the idea keepin’ that
fine boy out of the opening line-up? Best
man you’ve got. You shouldn’t keep him
out just because he’s interested in Mary
Lou, Lenhart. That’s kind of picayune, I
think.”

Al got to his feet. The muscles in his
jaw were working strangely. Joe Bell
leaped up in haste and caught his arm. He
said soothingly:

“Take it easy, kid. Remember where
you are. Mr. Barnes, you wanta be care-
ful. This guy sees red when he’s crossed.”

Al shook himself loose. His voice was
cold and controlled. He said, “In the first
place, Mr. Barnes, I don’t like that ‘we’
stuff. It reminds me that I am doing
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something which was against my will and
against the rules of this school. These
boys we brought in are good boys and
I'm glad in a way that they're here. But
I don’t like reminders of how they got
here.2 - -

“What you like means little to me,”
Barnes blustered. “You're hired to coach
foothall, not criticize your elders.”

“Furthermore,” said Al stonily, “any
reference to the relationship between your
daughter and me is bad taste upon your
part unless you use a different tone. 1
stood for it twice today now without sock-

ing somebody. I better be going before .

it happens again.”

He wheeled and went out the door. Joe
Bell looked at the enraged Barnes with
comical helplessness. He lifted his shoul-
ders and spread out his hands, When the
door had slammed he said:

“Gosh! T seen him half-kill three men
for less’n that. You don’t know Al Len-
hart, Mr. Barnes. He’s a hell of a good
man but he’s an awful bad actor when he
gets sore.”

Barnes’ face was brick red. He said
thickly, “He’s an insolent young puppy.
He'll never enter this house again. He'll
be out. of a job before the month is out,
Before the week is out. He can’t talk to
me like that.”

“He did,” Joe pointed out. “And he’s
got a good contract. And Doctor Lawson
likes him. You better forget that stuff
about gettin’ him fired. It might back-fire,”

He went out. Al was gone. Joe hesi-
tated a2 moment, then went into the room
where the merriment was at its height.
Grant Ford was dancing with Mary Lou
as usual, Joe cut in and maneuvered her
into the hall, Five minutes later he left
her pale and breathless and went home,

L. was pacing the floor of the sitting-

room. Sulphurous language polluted
the air. Joe perched on a chair and lis-
tened admiringly. Al said:

“That’s what we get for lettin’ an over-
stuffed, stupid, arrogant money-bag into
the picture. For two pins I'd drop the
hired hands and go along with what we
had. This situation stinks.”

Joe said phlegmatically, “You can’t no
more fire those kids than nothin’. They’re
swell kids. They didn’t do anything

wrong. They came through for you today
like little soldiers. You can’t throw those
kids down.”

Al said wildly, “Of course I can’t.
They're here and they’re all right and
they’'re entitled to what they're getting.
But that big, blusterin’, blitherin’ wind-
bag of a —”

“Your gal’s father,” pointed out Joe
Bell.

Al stopped short. He groaned, “Yeah.
My gal’s father. She won’t be my gal
long. Between that old idiot and Grant
Ford whining about favoritism she’ll air
me quick enough.”

The phone rang, Joe picked it up and
held it out without speaking into it. He
said :

“Trouble with you is, you ain’t got any
faith in people.”

Al grabbed the instrument and said,
“Hello?”

Mary Lou’s voice was low but distinct.
She said, “Joe told me all about it. Father
forbids me to see you again, I’ll meet
you in an hour under Big Elm.”

Al said, “Darling, I love you.”

The phone clicked. He blinked at Joe
Bell and said, “Uh—thanks, Joe. That
was fast thinking.”

Joe shrugged. “Wasn't any use to have
that kinda trouble, too. We got plenty
without that,”

Under the Big Elm it was dark and se-
cluded. The old tree creaked as he took
her in his arms and held her tight. He
said:

“They’ll probably fire me in the end. But
I'll get another job. Will you marry me
right away ?”

She kissed him and said, “I would, Al
But I want you to fight it out. I don’t
understand about Grant. He looked good
in there. But I know you’re right. I know
you're always right. I want you to fight
it out and win. Then I'll marry you,”

“But the cards are stacked,” he pro-
tested. “I may lose out, Mary Lou,”

She said softly, “You can’t lose out.
You have to be right. I'm with you, Al,
;10 matter what happens. But you can’t
Gnet

It was an hour before he got back to the
house. Joe Bell was doing his nightly solo
snoring in the bed. Al laughed at the
raucous sound which only last night had
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enraged him and tortured his nerves. He
fell into bed and went instantly to sleep.

HE world was quickly aware of East-

ern’s wonder sophomores. The news-
papers spread word of their rising to the
far corners of the earth. Al brought them
along swiftly through the week to the Pratt
College game.

As a matter of course he started Gilli-
gan with the other sophomores. Eastern
took the field with the same line-up as the
opening game.

The Pratt forward wall was big, expe-
rienced and stubborn. Even against East-
ern’s practiced veterans they refused to
give an inch. The first quarter ended
without a score, although the ball was ever
in Pratt territory. As the second period
opened, Al said:

“Reaction to a start too good to be true.
I'm going to try an experiment.”

Joe said, “Be careful, kid.”

“Nuts,” said Al. He raised his voice.
“Ford. Go in for Gilligan.” _

The veteran back started in amazement.
Then a triumphant flush mounted to his
dark cheeks. He seized a head guard and
dashed onto the field. Al met Gilligan at
the sidelines and put his arm about the
disconsolate youth. He whispered:

“Take it easy, son. This is not disci-
pline. You have to learn to take it in this
game, you know.”

Gilligan said gratefully, “Whatever you
say, Coach. You know best.”

Hornell punted. McHugh ran the ball
back to Eastern’s forty. Al settled back
on the bench, his nerves tingling. Mc-
Hugh called for a spinner off right tackle
with Ford carrying from the number three
spot.

The play formed quickly from a modi-
fied single wing with one guard ahead of
the ball. Ford spun, took the ball and
plunged. He was a second late. He lost
two yards.

Al grunted. He could hear McHugh’s
voice, lashing at his team. The quarter-
back took the ball himself on a short-side
plunge. Ford missed a block by a step
and the play piled up.

Again McHugh called Ford’s number,
this time off left guard. The veteran
leaped into the play with too much speed.
Mueller did not have time to get up and

work on the tackle,. A Pratt defender
nailed Ford from the side and rolled him.

Al relaxed and said, “That’s that.”

Zig Malady kicked out of danger and
Pratt tried a couple of desultory plunges
which cracked up against the aroused East-
ern line. Then they kicked to Fitz Mc-
Hugh, who ran all the way back to the
Pratt forty-yard line.

Fitz called for the split buck from the
short punt formation. At the last moment
he gave Malady’s number on the play,
shifting Ford into the slot. Ford drifted,
McHugh faked and handed the ball to
Malady. Zig was into the hole like a rab-
bit, veered right, lowered his head and ran
down the secondary. Eight yards.

Again McHugh called for a buck with
Malady carrying. Mueller worked the
tackle over and Ford managed to check the
end. Malady gained seven yards.

Al said, “Fitz is cute. He knows Ford
don’t fit in. So he uses him as a threat
and feeds Malady. Smart stuff.”

“Ford’s a dude,” said Joe emphatically.

Al cocked a quizzical eye at him and
turned back to the play. Fitz had the
ball and was fading. The Pratt defense
had drifted back with the ends. Dutch
Mueller doubled up and hit a charging
tackle. Fitz evaded a line-man and ran
toward where Dutch was getting up.

The field was broken by the delayed play.
Fitz was supposed to run. Grant Ford’s
job was to take the end out and let him
get to the line of scrimmage. Ford missed
the end completely, but Mueller, his foot-
ball instinct working overtime, wheeled
and did the job himself.

McHugh whirled somehow between two
men and fought forward. Driving, twist-
ing, he broke loose in a brilliant piece of
individual running for five yards.

Al said, “A touchdown gone to hell on
account of a missed block. Ford is gettin’
demoralized out there.”

Fitz tried a pass from the same forma-
tion. He looked for Bing Perry and
found him in the flat. He zoomed the ball
in a straight line, head high for the mark.
Perry overjumped. The ball struck his
chest and bounced.

FORD was up covering the play. The
pigskin landed in his arms without a

move on his part. He broke and ran
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madly. He scored going away from the
flock.

Al said, “There’s something about that
guy. Is he lucky or what?”

“He’s good in spots,” said Joe grudg-
ingly. “And he’s lucky, too.”

Al sent the regulars back in the game.
Ford gave him a contemptuous look as he
came to the bench. Al said directly to
b s

“You looked lousy out there, Ford. I
hope you know it.”

“T scored, didn’t 1?” demanded the se-
nior, his handsome face sullen.

“Sure. I give you that,” said Al coldly.
“But Fitz had a clear field when you
missed that block. I just want you to
know these things, Ford.”

The veteran back mumbled something
and subsided into a blanket. The game
went on, the varsity backfield clicking
merrily for two more scores before the
final whistle. The score was Eastern 21,
Pratt 0.

HAT night Al said, “The squad is be-

ginning to get restless. Those line-
men of ours are all classmates of Ford’s.
Most of them are fraternity brothers. I
feel a difference in them lately. We're
gonna have trouble.”

“You're always lookin’ for it,” observed
Joe. “I think you're screwy. Those kids
know you're makin’ a real team out of
‘em.”

“They expect Ford to be a starting back.
They know we don’t make many substitu-
tions in the Tate game. They live and
breathe for that game, Joe. They want
their buddy in there.”

“You're borrowin’ trouble,” Joe still
insisted. '

There was a knock at the door. Joe
opened it and Art Lang lumbered into the
room. The big team captain was serious
and uncomfortable. He sat on the edge
of a straight chair and talked about the
game in strained accents. After a bit Al
said briskly :

“All right, Art. Let’s have it.
on your mind? Is it Ford?”

Lang flushed and said, “Well, it's like
this, Coach. The boys—they’ve been talk-
in’ it over.”

“They would,” said Al pleasantly. “So
what ?”

What’s

“Well, he’s a senior, after all. He’s
done a lot of good work in the past two
years. And he’s been our luck out there.
We think he ought to be a starter. Gilli-
gan’s good, but he makes it an' all-soph
backfield. They're too green.”

Al said, “And you're captain of the
team! You wouldn’t know that the back-
field clicks better without Ford. You
wouldn’t know that he’s an opportunist and
not a team man. You'd take a chance on
spoiling a perfect season to play him be-
cause he’s a senior and a fraternity
brother.”

“Wait now,” expostulated Lang. “This
isn’t all my idea. I'm just here for the
boys. After all, Ford is all right. And
he’s not here on a scholarship.”

Al said sharply, “Who is?”

Lang said, “You know that as well as I
do. TI'm not sayin’ it isn’t all right. Those
boys are good boys. But you know the
policy here. You ought to at least use
home-bred talent when you have the
chance. Those boys’ll be back next year.
Give the seniors a break.”

Al said, “Look here, Art. I hadn’t
ought to bother discussing this with you.
I'm the boss of this club and you know it.
And you know I'm right about Ford, But
I've always believed that the players should
have the final word in the game. I've al-
ways sort of thought that if we coaches
were all fired and the game given back
that you’d have more fun.”

Joe Bell murmured,
thought.”

“But the game isn’t run that way,” pur-
sued Al. “The way it is I must make the
decisions. Now, Art, if you can honestly
say that you think Ford fits into the start-
ing backfield better than Gilligan—TI'll start
him with them.”

Lang hesitated, his face solemn. Then
he said. “Look, Coach, couldn’t you just
start the second string backs and make like
they were the varsity 7’

Al grinned. He said, “That’s a good
answer. But you know it doesn’t go. Go
back to the boys and tell them what I said.
Ford is a reserve back and a mighty valu-
able man. His temperament is bad, but
I'm keeping him on and using him because
he’s good in spots. If he had the interest
of the team and the school at heart he
would be proud to fill the important role

“Perish the
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which is his. Carry that thought away
with you.”

Art Lang got to his feet. He said, “T'll
try to keep them in line, Coach. It’s tough
to see this season go lousy. We got a
good club.”

Al said, “It’s up to you and me to pull
them together. Keep your chin up, son.”

When the captain had gone, Joe Bell
said lugubriously, “You're right again.
Must you always be right? Can’t I be
right once in a while? Now what?”

There were deep lines etched into the
craggy features of Al Lenhart. He said:

“I wish I knew. Sometimes I wish I
had fulfilled my boyhood ambition and
gone on the police force, People can’t
talk back to cops.”

NNER dissension seemed to have no

effect upon the efficiency of the ma-
chine which Al Lenhart was welding to-
gether with such great care. A hapless
Naupeg team fell to the tune of 28 to O.
Greenley U. took it on the chin for two
touchdowns in spite of a stubborn defense
and a great kicker. The valiant Yar-
mouths, one of the best teams in the East,
yielded but one touchdown, but Al was
more than satisfied to get over this mid-
season stumbling block.

Vail provided the big test. They cracked
Eastern’s hitherto impregnable goal line
and led at the half, 7 to 0. The ubiquitous
Grant Ford intercepted a forward pass in
the third quarter and ran fifty yards for
the tying score.

Al promptly inserted his varsity back-
field as soon as Eastern got the ball. Tak-
ing advantage of temporary panic on the
part of the Vails, McHugh promptly sent
his men over for two more scores, sewing
up the game, Al put Ford and the reserves
back in the third quarter and the senior
back ran for eighty yards to score again.

The next morning Joe Bell yelped from
his end of the breakfast table, “Wow!
This tears it. Get a load of this story in
the Graphic.”

His voice taut with indignation, he read,
“Terome K. Barnes, member of Eastern
University’s Athletic Council, prominent
alumnus, accused Coach Al Lenhart of fa-
voritism and stupidity in his dealings with
the football squad today in an exclusive
interview with the Graphic. Barnes claims

that Lenhart has a grudge against Grant
Ford, hero of yesterday’s game and high
scorer of the team, and will not play the
veteran back with his sophomore stars. It
is Lenhart’s practice, Barnes declares, to
let Ford put the game on ice, then to allow
the others to garner the glory.”

“And that ain’t all,” he groaned, *“ “When
it was suggested that the sophs need ex-
perience and that it will stand them in
good stead against Tate in the big game,
Barnes hinted darkly that there were
deeper reasons for the coach’s policy. This
correspondent wonders if Eastern Univer-
sity momentarily forgot its strict anti-
proselyting stand when it took in Mueller
and McHugh and Malady and Ebele. The
inception of these four grand players in
one class seems, to say the least, signifi-
cant.”

Al said, “The big-mouthed damn fool!
He was hinting about Mary Lou and the
reporters got smart on him. How do you
like it ?”

“I don’t,” groaned Joe. “Doctor Lawson
will be on our tail for sure. This is our
jobs, Al. He'll sure as shootin’ fire us
out, contract or no contract. Unless we
plead ignorance. Could we duck out from
under and leave Barnes holdin’ the bag ?”

Al said, “We haven't ducked anything
yer?

He got up from the table, leaving his
coffee untouched, and picked up his coat.
Joe said:

“Now don’t go off half-cocked. What
you gonna do?”

“I'm going over to see Doctor Law-
son,” said Al grimly. “No one but me
is going to tell him about this.”

“Wait. He might not see it. Think it
over, Al. We might think of a way out,”
pleaded Joe.

“There’s no way out. Barnes has split
it wide open,” said AL “T’ll see you later.”

“Not me you won't,” said Joe, leaping
up. “I'm in on this too. You can’t leave
me out.”

THE distinguished gray-haired man
with the kindly face was in his study
when they entered. Al always felt like an
undergraduate in the high-ceilinged, book-
lined room. President Lawson said:
“It’s nice to see you again, Al. You're
always hard to find. Tell me about the
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great football team and how you do it.”

Al said, “That’s what I’'m here for, sit.
Read this, Doctor Lawson. Then I want
to tell you the real story.”

The great man adjusted his spectacles
and read. When he had finished he said
quietly, “Sit down and tell me about it, AL
You know I'm your friend.”

~An hour later the two coaches left the

house of the President of the University.
They were silent, thoughtful. Then Joe
Bell said:

“So that’s what makes a great man.”

“Yes,” said Al. “That’s what makes
bern e

“We're to go right ahead. He guessed
it all the time because he knew about
Barnes. The boys are all right so he won’t
do anything about them.”

“He wouldn’t penalize them or us be-
cause he knew we were in a spot,” said Al
His voice broke a little. “A grand man, Joe.”

“But we gotta make good or he won’t
keep the alumni off us. He’s right, too,”
said Joe. “The Tate game will be the
blow-off, Al”

“Yeah,” said Al
all right.”

“It'll be the blow-off

HE day dawned bright and cold. Al

supervised the winding of tape and
adjusting of pads. The odor of leather
and canvas and liniment was strong in
the team room. The squad was in good
physical condition. Al Lenhart’s teams
were always shy on injuries. Al knew
how to train them, how to bandage them
against hurt.

He passed among them, dropping a
word here, a pat on the shoulder there.
There was something in the air. He could
feel an undercurrent. Grant Ford, alone
in a corner, was inwardly excited. The
veteran linemen were noncommittal when
he spoke with them. His jaw hardened
and he held up his hand for silence,

He said, “You've been a good ball club
this season. You could have been a great
ball club without this dissension which I
feel in you right now.”

He paused and looked around. Sullen
faces greeted him from various sections
of the room. He went on:

“We might as well bring this right out
_into the open. Grant Ford and Jerome K.
2—Football Stories—Fall

Barnes have kicked this squad around be-
cause they didn’t see eye to eye with me
about Ford’s ability to fit into the varsity
backfield. You all read the Graphic. You
know what happened last week. It’s a
shame that it had to happen. Because, of
course, Tate will kick the pants off you out
there.”

Several men stirred. Grant Ford got to
his feet and said, “You can’t palm that off
on me and Mr. Barnes. If you knew how
to handle men . . .”

“Shut up, Ford,” bawled Al, his voice
suddenly loud and fierce. “All of you.
Sit down and shut up. I've babied you
guys long enough. I've been patient with
your childish nonsense. Now I'm through.
Completely through. The first mugg to
make a move while I'm talking gets it on
the chin.”

Grant Ford charged forward. He said,
“I’ll take a piece of that. I've wanted to
all season.”

Al's eyes glinted dangerously. He
crouched, waiting. As Ford flung himself
forward, the coach’s big left hand shot out
with surprising speed. It connected with
Ford’s jaw. A short right followed briskly.
Ford went down on his back and rolled
under a bench.

Art Lang bellowed, “Hey! You can’t
do that” He swung a hand like a ham.
Al ducked under it and slugged a right to
the chin. The surprised captain stumbled
back. Doug Tracey and Wreck Kelley
started forward. The senior ends, Perry
and Jorgen, tried to get into the mélée.

Fitz McHugh’s piercing voice called,
“Hold ’em, Coach. We're comin’.”

There was a hammering on the door.
The backfield sophomores plunged eagerly
into the fray. Al, a red blaze before his
eyes, slugged indiscriminately at the figures
about him,

Joe Bell clambered through a broken
door. He leaped to a table and brandished
a length of lead pipe. He yelled, “Lay off.
Stop it. I'll brain the first guy that swings
at Al Lenhart,”

LMOST miraculously the fight was
over. Bruised and battered men
moved about, sank down on benches, worn
as much from the emotional output as
from the fight. Al, his eye blackened and
blood running from his nose, climbed up
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beside Joe. The haze was gone and his
voice was steady. He said:

“All right. We got that out of our
systems. Now listen to what I was going
to say. You all think I’ve been wrong.
You veterans are in favor of starting Ford
in the backfield this afternoon and leaving
him in there against Tate. You think he
can pull out the game for you. I think he’ll
screw up the works,

“So T'll tell you what I’'m going to do.
You've got fifteen minutes before game
time if you skip the warming up exercises.
Skip ’em. Stay right in here, all by your-
selves, Make up your own starting line-
up. I don’t care if you put the assistant
manager in there. And then come outside
and go to work on Tate. If you want me
to take over I'll be right there on the
bench. And if you don’t, I'm walking
away from the bench and out of Eastern
University and I'm never coming back, be-
cause I've failed. Now go ahead and have
fun.”

He dragged Joe out of the room and
closed the door. Joe said, “You gone com-
pletely crazy, Al? Fightin’ with ’em, then
turnin’ the game over to ’em. Now we
are through. Now we might as well take
the first train.”

Al Lenhart went into the washroom and
tenderly wiped the blood from his face.
He said, “Joe, the hell with it. Let’s go
outside and wait. It’s just like a roulette
wheel, only I think we’ve got a chance.”

E went out into the vast stadium.

Thousands of people were murmur-
ing in amazement. The Maroon jerseys
of Tate covered the field. People were
wondering where the Eastern team was
lurking. They spotted the two coaches
and a shout went up.

Al found Mary Lou. She was right up
behind the bench in the third row. She
always sat down there where she could see
him. He waved at her, deliberately ignor-
ing the scowling presence of her father.
She blew him a surreptitious kiss. He
grinned and hoped she could not distin-
guish his black eye.

He sat on the long, empty bench. Joe
Bell shifted uneasily alongside him and
muttered, “This is screwy. This ain’t
never been done before.”

“It’s what is known as giving the game

back to the boys,” said Al blithely. “Do
you know, Joe, I don’t really give a damn.
I feel like we have done all we could. We
gave them plays and rated them along and
taught them how to act out there. This is
the last game of the season. What good
are we to them? Hell, they could make
their own substitutions for that matter.”

Joe Bell said shrewdly, “You know and
I know how they’d go. You know they
can’t run without an engine. You're the
guts of this outfit, Al. You don’t even
know how much they need you.”

Al said, “They’re coming out.”

They came out briskly, running on their
toes, their heads up. The starting eleven
made for the field, the reserves came to-
ward the bench. Al Lenhart leaned for-
ward, his lips white. He suddenly knew
that he did care. He cared more than
anything else in the world that moment to
know what the boys he coached thought
of him. :

He picked them out one by one. There
was Jorgen and Ebele and Tracey and Pye
and Kelley and Art Lang. = There was
Bing Perry and McHugh and Mueller and
Zig Malady. - Then through a haze he saw
Grant Ford walking to the bench, a peculiar
expression in his eyes. Young Joe Gilli-
gan was adjusting a headgear over his grin.

Ford came straight to where Al sat on
the bench. He said, “I think you otght
to know from me. The team wants you
to take over. It was unanimous. That
sock on the jaw sorta made me wise up,
I guess. I'm in favor of everything. I
want to get in whenever you think I’'m
ready.”

Al said quietly, “Thanks, son. Sit down
here beside me. Yot’ll be in there.”

He walked over into the huddle as they
gave the team pledge. The usually per-
functory gesture was a tight handclasp to-
day. He saids

“Everything’s okay, boys. Make it good
in there.” "

Fitz McHugh’s clear voice said, “Now
me fine buckeroos. A good one for the
coach.”

Al went back to the bench with the
words ringing in his ears and squeezed in
between Joe Bell and Grant Ford. The
announcer was droning the names of the

starting Tate players through the huge
microphore.
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L sat forward, his chin on one big

palm, The Tate men were big and
strong and fast. Eastern had won the toss
and was receiving. The Tate line spread
out across the field, imposing in tight Ma-
roon jerseys. The great Riggs Granger
minced forward and drove at the ball. De-
liberately he sent it out of bounds. The
officials brought it back and gave it to
Eastern on the thirty-five-yard line. The
two teams lined up.

“Takin’ no chances and puttin’ the pres-
sure on us,” grunted Joe Bell. “Bim
Heary swiped that from Dartmouth and
the Washington Redskins last year. It’s
winning football if you got the bulge.”

Fitz McHugh was exhorting the team.
They went into the familiar short punt
with Malady in the slot. Fitz took the
ball himself and tried right guard. The
big Tate line drove in. Fitz made a yard.

Al said, “Attaboy, Fitz. Set’ em up.
Pull ’em in tight, then throw the hombs at
them.”

Another try at the line netted three yards
with Zig Malady carrying. Then Fitz went
back and quick-kicked. Bing Fortune had
to run back for the ball and Bing Perry
made the tackle on the Tate thirty-yard
line.

“We picked up five yards,”
Ford exultantly.

Al looked curiously at the veteran. He
was sitting bolt upright, his handsome face
aglow. There was a noticeable bruise on
his jaw where Al's fist had landed. His
eyes were bright and intent upon the play.
The sullenness was entirely gone from
him.

Tate wasted two plays on the stolid
Eastern - line and Granger returned the
kick to Eastern’s thirty-five. The two
great teams were stalemated. The first
quarter waned swiftly. Once Joe Gilligan
got away for twenty yards, but Granger
came back on the next exchange and picked
back the precious yards.

“Fitz is feelin’ ’em out,
“We'll get going.”

Al shook his head. “You've never been
up against a better team than this Tate
outfit. They’ve got more poise, more bal-
ance than the others. Watch that Gran-
ger, Grant, Youll be out there pretty
soon.”

The teams changed goals. Fitz McHugh

said Grant

?” said Ford.

looked over at the hench and shrugged his
shoulders at Al. He was cool and col-
lected but he knew what they were up
against. Tate had the ball on their own
forty.

HE Maroons deployed into the old

double wing. Riggs Granger took the
pass from center and ran laterally. Bing
Perry crossed the scrimmage line and made
for Granger. Three linesmen and Tug
Lowry, the Tate blocking back, loomed
about the right side of the line. As Perry
came in, Granger shovel-passed ahead to
agile Jack Hinkle.

Hinkle dug behind the four-man inter-
ference and started downfield. Dutch
Mueller drove into the mass and upset two
men. Zig Malady flung himself in the
path of the moving block. Granger, loping
downfield behind the play, took a qulck
lateral from Hinkle.

Two men were on the struggling, shout-
ing Fitz McHugh, shoulders in his middle,
forcing him back. Granger’s speed was
magnificent as he cut for the sidelines. Al
ﬁroaned as he raced easily across the goal
ine.

“That’s the old Tate stuff,” he mourned.
“Suck ’em in and run ’em ragged.”

Granger converted with a free and easy
kicking motion, splitting the middle. The
Tate team trotted downfield without dem-
onstration. Touchdowns were all in the
day’s work to them. Fitz McHugh and Art
Lang begged for fight from the others.
Bing Perry hung his head and kicked at the
turf and wished he was dead.

Grant Ford said, “It was a good play.
I don’t see how they could have stopped
e

“That’s the right spirit, kid,” said Al
“You’ll have a shot at it as soon as they
make a substitution.”

But Tate refused to send in reserve
backs. They were confident but wary of
this Eastern team. They kicked off delib-
erately out of bounds again.

Fitz was opening up, now, He called
spinners, reverses, in-and-outers and later-
als. He tried to pass and couldn’t con-
nect. He sent Joe Gilligan wide and he
shot Zig Malady at the line. He crossed
them up, by using Dutch Mueller in the
slot and faking it to the weak side with
Dutch bulling into the heap. He worked
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the ball past midfield for two first downs
and Tate dug in and held.

Tate took Malady’s boot on the five-
yard line and brought it back to the ten
where Wreck Kelley and Art Lang
stopped it dead. They took two straight
bucks and then Granger booted a long one
over Fitz’s head to midfield. Al said:

“The old army game. They’re sure we
-can’t sgore twice so they play it safe all
along the line.”

“Looks like they got something there,
too,” said Joe disconsolately.

“We'll score. We've got to score,” said
Grant Ford in tight accents. “We've got
to.”

Al shifted uneasily. The quarter dragged
out to its dismal conclusion. Tate was
too strong, too sure. The Eastern attack
could not get under way.

IN the clubhouse he found the boys tired
and bruised. Fitz McHugh said:

“They’re tough. There’s some guy
swingin’ in there. He caught me a pip in
the middle.”

Al passed from one to the other. They
were all battered and bruised. He would
have to use reserves in the next quarter to
save his varsity for the last ditch. He
knew that the reserves could not stand up.
He said:

“You've got to get them this half. Go
right out, all the way from the kick-off.
Get over that forty-yard line and open up.
It’s safe in there with the score against
you. Give them the works, all you know.”

He was worried. He went out to the
bench and sat down.  Mary Lou waved at
him. He tried to grin and managed a lop-
sided grimace.

Fitz started with a spinner. Malady
picked up four yards over tackle. Gilligan
made it a first down with a brilliant sprint
around end. They lined up on their own
forty-five. Fitz threw a glance at the
side-line marker and called for number 89.

Eighty-nine was a fast-moving play
which developed from the single wing.
The ball snapped back deep to Malady in
the slot. Zig faked to Gilligan. The de-
fensive end slashed. Fitz and Wreck Kel-
ley let him come in and slipped either side
of him to go into the secondary defense.

Dutch Mueller took the ball, swung and
passed laterally to Joe Gilligan who had

checked and swung out to circle the flank.
Joe picked up speed and drove past the line
into Tate territory. Fitz and Kelley were
mopping up industriously on Hinkle and
Lowry. Joe got away and started for the
sideline. :

Granger came over and dove in a beau-
tiful flying tackle from the side. Joe side-
stepped and went out of bounds on the
Tate thirty. :

The players slowly untangled them-
selves. Al saw Art Lang hurry to the side
of a fallen man. He jumped to his feet
and ran toward the sidelines. The referee
nodded to him and he raced onto the field
his coat streaming open behind him.

Art Lang was bending over a twisted
figure in Black and Gold. Al recognized
Fitz McHugh. He said:

“Fitz! How's it, kid?”

“It's the left gam,” said McHugh
faintly. “I don’t think it’s broken.”

“He put a terrific block on that back,”
groaned Lang. “Who in hell are we gonna
use now? Fern'll never do in this spot.”

Al felt gingerly of the leg. The ankle
was swollen already. Fitz groaned and
said, “Take me out for a few plays and
strap it up. T’ll be all right.”

“The hell you will,” muttered Al. He
helped the quarterback to his feet and half-
carried him off the field.

At the sideline he paused and peered at
the bench, He said, “Ford!”

Grant Ford eame to his feet, amazement
on his- strained features. Al said:

“You know the plays. You've had the
experience. Go on out there and show us
something, boy.”

Grant fumbled at the headguard with
trembling fingers. He said, “Coach, I—I
—okay, Coach.”

Al went to the place beside Joe Bell and
said, “There it is. Ball game or no ball
game. He's hot, Joe.”

“Yeah,” said Joe. “And he’s never
played the spot before.”

“There are times,” said Al, “when men
tise above mechanics.  Watch.”

)

FORD stood straight and still outside
the Eastern huddle, staring at the Tate
line. He stepped briskly back into the
circle of leaning players and snapped a
signal. The team wheeled and came out
into the short punt. Malady was in the
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slot. They shifted to the right. Al rec-
ognized the split buck upon which Ford
had first failed so early in the season.

He was handling the ball now. He
bent low, faking. Wreck Kelley and Doug
Tracey blasted a hole. Ford handed the
ball to Joe Gilligan and kept on toward
the end.

Gilligan went into the line with his head
down, burrowing through the hole. He
split the guards and cross-stepped. Malady
picked off the wing. Art Lang hit the
fullback a terrific bang. Joe skidded out
of the arms of Tug Lowry and headed for
the goal. On the five-yard line the canny
Granger angled at him and got him. It
was another first down, goal to go.

Al said, “You see? I told you he was
hot.”

Tate dug in. The backs were up on
the line. Grant Ford sent three plunges
hurtling inside the tackles. Malady picked
up a yard. Mueller picked up two yards.
Malady stopped dead at the line. It was
fourth and two and the stands howling
like maniacs. Al Lenhart’s nails were cut-
ting his palms.

Eastern went into the orthodox box for-

mation from which quick punches are -

thrown. Al held his breath. The ball
snapped back to Malady. The big full-
back dove at the mauling, hauling mass.
As he reached the line of scrimmage he
pivoted and passed sharply back.

Joe Gilligan had checked. He took the
accurate pass and lit out for the long end.
Grant Ford wheeled behind the line and
stepped swiftly. The end came in and Ford
butted him, driving him with a shoulder
block, harrying him with irresistible leg
drive. Joe Gilligan cut inside. Granger
made a gallant effort but Joe left his feet
and dove five yards to skid on his face
across the last white line. The Eastern
stands went mad.

Al said in a whisper, “Beautiful.
geous.”

“Who’s gonna convert ?” asked Joe lugu-
briously. “None of ’em but Fitz is sure.”

Grant Ford stood back with his black,
sleek head bared to the breeze. He held
out his hands. Dutch Mueller knelt to re-
ceive the ball. Ford opened his fists.

The ball came to Mueller. Charging
tackles were suddenly and startlingly
mousetrapped. Mueller picked up the ball

Gor-

and scudded behind Art Lang. He hounced
over the goal line without a hand laid upon
him, The scoreboard showed Tate 7, East-
ern 7.

Al Lenhart breathed, “A genius. Sheer
genius for a day.”

Eastern kicked off. Tate ran the ball
back to the thirty behind desperation in-
terference. The hig Maroon machine was
notched into high again, moving, fighting.
Tired Eastern linemen dug in. Al sent
up a prayer and substituted four men on
the front defense.

Granger was calling for the ball. He
drove for five, for four, for five more and
a first down. He ran the end for six. He
faded and threw a pass for eight. Al
muttered:

“If they'd only stop him once. Just
once good and hard. He’s too tough.”

They held at mid-field but could do
nothing against the Tate defense. The
quarter ended with the ball on Eastern’s
twenty-yard line in their possession.

L sent back the regular line with in-

structions to harry Granger at any
cost and to watch for trick plays from fa-
miliar formations.

Malady kicked past midfield and Tate
started to bring it back. They tacked a
lateral onto a short pass and picked up ten.
Eastern buckled down and held them for
two downs. Then they cut loose with a
tandem inside Art Lang and picked up an-
other first down.

Al said despairingly, “There they go.
This is the spot for the big play.”

The double wing spread out. Grant
Ford, back in the safety position, moved
cautiously to the right. Granger took the
pass from center and faded, The backs
were coming down. An end headed over
into Ford’s zone. The senior let the end
get past him., Al Ieaped to his feet in
dismay.

The pass was long and true. It had
victory for Tate written all over it. The
end turned and paced under it. Everyone
in the stadium held his breath and waited.

Grant Ford had wheeled. He was put-
ting on speed now. Al's heart stood still
as the big back raced under the flying ball.
The end was in the median line but Grant
stepped along. He came even with the
Maroon jersey.
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The ball was coming down. Ford
leaped high, his long arm outstretched.
The end was too far, he had to wait. The
ball bounced off Ford’s finger-tips. The
senior back slapped it to one side, twisted
to follow. Before it could touch the
ground he had it in }3is hands.

E was in motion almost before he
had the ball, wheeling, coming back
downfield. Dutch Mueller, following the
play, was the first to pick him up. Ford
slowed his pace to Mueller’s and went
along. They passed midfield together.
Art Grant and Wreck Kelley appeared
from nowhere and formed a phalanx.
Al prayed, “Mop up in there. Knock
‘em down, you terriers!”’

Eastern men knocked them down. At
the forty there was still left Dutch Mueller
and Art Lang. They mooched down the
sidelines, moving with seeming slowness
but with tremendous power. Men dove at
them and bounced off. Then Dutch
plowed into a big tackle and was elimi-
nated. Two backs hurtled at them. Art
took them both.

Grant Ford was alone. His stride
lengthened. His speed accelerated visibly.
Ounly Granger was left between him and
the goal He headed for the safety man.

Granger slacked, his head down, poised,
waiting. Ford stepped over and swivel-
hipped. Granger timed his dive and sprang.
Ford put out a stiff arm and pulled away
his limber hips. Hands scratched along
his silken pants. With superhuman effort
he tore away.

He staggered three steps, then got his
balance. He drove for the goal line with
all the dash of a sprint man on a cinder
track. He scored.

Al was on his feet. He said calmly,
emotion drained from him, “That’s the ball
game. They’ll never catch us now. They
can’t beat us. We're in, Joe.”

Joe Bell pinched himself. He said, “I
don’t believe it. It never happened. - They
couldn’t do it.” :

Zig Malady pitched a short pass over
the goal line to Joe Gilligan for the extra
point. The bhoard changed to Eastern 14,
Tate 7. Tate men rushed in from the
sidelines in droves. Only Granger and the
big center were left.

Al said, “That’s stupid. Bim Heary’s
slipping. Reserves will never do what
good hoys can’t.”

T was over. The cheering and the mad
rush of spectators was behind them.

They were all together in the team room.
Fitz McHugh was lying on the table, his
ankle strapped, saying:

“Without me you could win. Some
bunch of hamdonnies. Lettin’ a guy down.”

Grant Ford walked up to Al Lenhart
and held out his hand. He said:

“Thanks for socking me and telling the
boys off, Coach. You had to put us on
our own to make us see that you were
right.”

“Why, Ford, it looks like T was wrong,”
said Al. “When you got the right spot
you went out and did things. I guess you
were a quarterback all the time and we
missed it.”

“The hell T was,” grinned the handsome
youth, “I was just quarterback for a half
hour. The occasion made the man.”

Al went outside into the fresh Novem-
ber air. He had to get away from the
deliriously happy youths or burst. He
walked quickly around a cormer of the
clubhouse.

A gruff voice said, “Hrrmph. Lenhart.”

Al stopped and stared at Jerome K.
Barnes. The big man was frowning. He
said, “Er—ah—that was a stroke of real
genius, Lenhart. Making a signal caller
of Ford at the psychological moment. My
congratulations. I was wrong about you.”

“Don’t mention it,” grinned Al. “You'd
better see Doctor Lawson, though. He
wants words with you, About paying for
the boys.”

“I've seen him,” said Barnes grimly.
We compromised on the strength of that
talk you had with him. You sold him on
those boys, Lenhart. You did a great
job. We’re to have legitimate, open schol-
arships for athletes—just a few to hold
our end up. It’s been a great season,
Lenhart. Er—ah—Mary Lou wants to
see you. She’s over in the car.”

He could see her blue eyes shining from
within the closed coupe over at the side of
the road. He went blindly toward them,
stumbling as he went. The world was
suddenly and completely roseate.




By TARLETON COLLIER

Light-horse Henley sank the Bucks’ hopes with his crazy crapgame stunts.

Yet

in spite of coach and campus, in spite of a co-ed’s icy shoulder, that cootch-
hipped clutch runner was star-destined to go on chancing those 7-11 long-shots.

S he circled slowly, far downfield,
A in delicate calculation of the long
punt, Lou Henley found himself
warming with admiration for the Blue
kicker, The fellow had been giving him
fits all afternoon and this, perhaps the last

desperate kick of all, was the masterpiece.

It was not the distance that bothered
the safety man, although this punt would
carry more than 60 yards and Lou, not
daring to take his eye off the ball, judged
instinctively that he was backing now in-

23



24 FOOTBALL STORIES

side the 15-yard line. The trouble was in
the punter’s technique. The Blue fullback
kicked with his left foot, the ball taking a
crazy slice; and as Lou had learned earlier
in the game, when it hit the turf its hop
was even crazier.

The thing to do was to play it safe, let
it go. It looked pretty certain to go into
the end zone, and that would be the ball
game. Leading 19—to—14, with less than
three minutes to play, the Bucks of Buck-
ingham U, would have the ball on the 20-
yard line, could freeze it for three plays,
then boot it good-night. The Sunday pa-
pers would be telling of an upset.

Lou saw that the slice was widening,
pressed by the stiff wind. He teetered
toward the side of the field at his left. It
struck him in a flash that the ball might
carry or hop out of bounds in the coffin
corner.

He tightened, poised. The Blue ends
were racing. Lou was aware of motion,
rather than of figures. Then he saw that
its sharpening curve was carrying the ball
outside the course of the tacklers. Be-
tween them and the sideline a broad alley
beckoned. To play the ball, run it back
. . . What was the 20-yard line, when the
rest of the field lay ahead? . .. To run,
for the percentage; to put the game on
ieeSen
He lunged toward the sideline, instantly

under full steam like the sprinter he was.
The ball, descending, was more perverse
than ever, with the wind, with the last sin-
ister freak of the punter’s slice. At Lou’s
speed, intended to carry him in a dash
past the ends, there was no time for get-
ting set for the catch. At his awkward
left, the ball struck his hands and skidded
away from him. It struck his leg and
bounded to one side.

He twisted in a frantic sidewise dive,
_felt a stab of pain in his right knee; but
the ball eluded him and a dark gigantic
missile flashed in front of him before he
could dive again. The Blues had the ball
on the seven-yard line.

Lou winced at the explosion of sound, at
the shame of his error, at the pain in his
knee. He lay a moment prone on the
brown turf, as -if paralyzed. He arose
slowly, first on hands and knees, then to
his feet, as his mates came down about
him, dazed, incredulous, hurt. Gorilla

Blease, the shaggy guard, spoke for them,
bitterly :

“You gamblin’ fool. . . !

But the sight of Lou’s wretchedness
stopped that sort of thing. Wop Bruno,
the center, screaming like a wild man, ran
along the line, pushing the sluggish Bucks
into their positions of suddenly forlorn de-
fense. -

“They can’t scorel” he shrilled, “They
won’t score!”

i

HE Blues danced triumphantly into

their huddle. The stands were roar-
ing. . . . Hold that line! . . . One tier after
another, the crowd arose, to watch the
kill. Lou’s anguish deepened. He sent
into safety the right halfback, a rangy boy
whose reach would serve better than his
own against a possible forward pass, and
himself took a wing position, close behind
the line. He prayed for a killing, venge-
ful impact. 3

The Blue fullback came straight into
the line, which piled up to meet him. He
left his feet and dived over the mass, car-
rying two men with him, one of them Lou
Henley, Two yards.

The second play came from the same
formation, but Lou, taking a stride for-
ward, saw that it was working into a dou-
ble reverse. The second Blue back who
took the ball stepped backward, raised his
arm,

“Pass! Pass!” screamed Lou Henley.
Then he saw that it was a fake, and that
the Blue right end was tearing around to
receive the ball.

Lou paced him on the wide sweep, saw
the right side of the Bucks’ line taken
out, and found himself all at once alone
with the flying runner, racing with him
toward the far sideline.

They can’t score. They won'’t score . . .

With an incredible lightning motion, the
Blue end spun on the ball of his foot and
cut straight in. Lou matched him with a
backward thrust of his body, twisting on
the pivot of his bad knee—which buckled
under him in a supreme dart of pain and
failed him.

He flung out his hands as he fell, but
the end, evading them with a, slippery
twist that all but threw him off balance,
miraculously kept his feet and stumbled on
to the goal line. Somebody hit him just
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before he reached it, but they fell across
together,

Lou clutched the dead grass in an agony
of body and soul, and heard the roar that
told him the game which had been won
was lost, and he lost it . . . a gambling fool.

There was a brief blurred period of au-
tomatic action as the game was wound up.
Then the Bucks were in their dressing-
room under the stands, morose and silent.
They went slowly about removing their
soggy uniforms.

Lou sat on a bench, put his head in his
hands, and cried like a baby. He accepted
the pain in his knee with a grim satisfac-
tion, as a kind of penance. He craved, yet
dreaded, a word; but nobody seemed to
pay any attention to him, to see him. De-
spair and resentment were heavy in that
fetid chamber. Only Wop Bruno chat-
tered.

“I reckon they know they were in a ball
game!” he said.

“Oh, shut up!” snapped a savage voice.

It was some time before -the burden of
remorse, of rage, of self-pity lifted and
Lou thought of Jo. What was she think-
ing, what was she feeling? She had seen
him take the crazy chance and fumble away
the game that he had promised her the
Bucks would win.

Deep in his heart he knew that he had
wanted to win the game, first of all, for
her.

They had talked about it, as they walked
and as they sat in the living-room of her
sorority house, late last night and the night
before that—whispering together their con-
fidences, the strategy he would use; shar-
ing a faith that no one except themselves
seemed to have. Jo’s love for Bucking-
ham University was an ardent, passionate
flame—and he was quite sure that she knew
more football than any other girl in the
world. She was the only girl in the world
that mattered, anyhow. But he had let
Buckingham down, and -he had let her
down.

She would be waiting out there at the
players’ gate, as she had promised. But
he knew now that he could not face her.
‘When at last he had bathed and dressed,
he walked, a lonely, huddled, limping fig-
ure, across the field, now deserted and deep
in gloom, and slipped through an exit on
the other side.
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Down the street he passed a knot of boys
and heard his name.

“Tough luck, Lou,” said one of them,
but the words were flat, without warmth.
Lou walked on in silence, and was grate-
ful that there was no other encounter be-
fore he reached his fraternity house.

He saw a light at the front and heard
voices; and he went through the driveway
to the rear of the house and thence up the
backstairs to his room. Throwing himself
on the bed, he surrendered to misery.

IN his jumbled, tormented mind every
detail of the game arose to plague him.
The thought of what might have been the
game’s outcome harried him into a tortured
twisting, into frenzies of clenched fists.
Driven by remorse, he leaped upright, but
fell back with a groan at the sharp pain in
his knee. He was blubbering again, Out-
side it was dark, and the voices and the
music downstairs were gone. He remem-
bered the dance and buffet dinner for the
visitors at the hotel, where he as the Bucks’
captain should be, and where Jo would be
.« . looking for him. To hell with it, with
everything.,

Two hours later he heard faint voices,
feet on the stairs, then a knock at the door.
He made no answer at first, then at a re-
peated knock he lifted a croaking voice to
bid the caller come in. In the light from
the hall he saw that it was Coach Mac-
Nabb.

He sank back and waited numbly for
the outburst. He was a little surprised,
when the Old Man spoke to him, to catch
an unmistakable note of sympathy.

“How are you making out?” asked
Coach.

“You ought to know,” Lou mumbled,
with bitterness.

Surprisingly, the Old Man chuckled. Tt
was the nearest Lou had ever heard him
come to laughing,

“Do you feel up to a little walk?’ Coach
asked.

“If it will take me down to the river,
yes,” said Lou, and turned on his side,
away from his visitor.

MacNabb placed a hand on his quarter-
back’s shoulder, and said quietly: “Let’s
go out.”

With an instinct of obedience the boy
arose, dashed cold water on the puffed
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face that confronted him in the bathroom
mirror, and smoothed his clothing. He and
the Old Man went out in silence and moved
thus along the street.

Defensively tense, Lou set his teeth
against the pain of hiding his limp. He
told himself defiantly that this encounter
had been coming a long time. He couldn’t
play the MacNabb kind of football, and
the Old Man should have known it. “Belly”
MacNabb, they called him . . . he played
his cards close to his belt, and tight . . .
a third-down punter . . . “when in doubt,
kick” . . . don’t pass on the wrong side
of the 50-yard line . . . dig in and play
for the breaks, that was MacNabb. The
alumni had whetted their axes for him,
and he might have gone a long time ago,
but that he seemed somehow to win most
of them, even if drably. But it was gen-
erally regarded that this season would tell
the fhles o

“A gr-reat game,” said the old Scot at
last.

Lou uttered a short laugh. “Go on,”
he said. “Let me have it. I kicked the
game away. I'm a gambling fool.. I don’t
belong on your squad.”

Old Mac’s unfamiliar chuckle sounded
again, gently humorous.

“Well, laddie, if that’s off your chest,
maybe we can go on. There’s next Sat-
urday, you know.”

“There’ll always be this Saturday,” said
Lou.

“Well, as for that, today’s game is one
we'll never win, so what are you going
to do about it?”

“But we might have won it,” cried Lou.

“Do you think so, lad? TI'll always be-
lieve our second touchdown was one in a
million. How Micky Toole caught that
pass is beyond all logic. And I hate to
tell you that on your run for the first one,
the Blue secondary got itself in the sweet-
est traffic jam I ever saw. Blease took out
three of them in one block, where no man
living ever got more than one on that as-
signment before.”

“Oh, say—!” Lou was startled at this
revelation of a philosopher MacNabb he
had never clearly seen before. “Do you
mean— You don’t think— You mean you
wouldn’t shoot me if I handed you a gun?”

That chuckle. “I won’t say I wouldn’t
consider it strongly—for playing the ball
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in that position. But on the point that you
lost the game, no.”

HEY had come to the sprawling front

of the suburban hotel which had a
bright and festal aspect. Lou paused and
stared at the Old Man, a little shamed and
wondering. The loss of the game might
well mean Coach’s job; at least, if there
were one more like it, perhaps; certainly,
if the State game were lost. And he was
saying these things—he, Belly MacNabb!

“You mean—" Lou began, slowly, as if
musing.

“T mean,” said the Old Man, “that it’s a
game, You play it hard, and play the best
you can—not wildly, lad, because you have
a responsibility to others who stand or fall
with you—and the least important thing
is the result.”

Consolation began to warm Lou’s heart.

“T mean,” Coach continued, “that a man
can do queer and cruel things to himself,
eating his heart out. There’s next Satur-
day, lad, and there’s life. That’s why I
came looking for you.”

He gave his quarterback a little push
toward the entrance of the hotel. “Now,
go on in there, where you belong. I had
a mind to go with you, but it’s better you
go alone, with your head up.”

He strode away. Gazing after him, Lou
Henley was aware suddenly of the reason
why old Belly MacNabb stayed on the job,
while flashy, brilliant coaches elsewhere
came and went. The boy ran his hand
through his black hair, lifted his shoulders
and entered the hotel.

He caught himself flinching at the im-
pact of the lights, the chatter—and the
eyes. He would have turned and run after
the Old Man, if he’d dared. .. . “H'ya
Lot,....” “Tough break, Lot ..~ F=
wanted to say, “Tough break your grand-
ma, it was plain damn goofy.” But he set
his face in a grin and looked around.

Then despair and bitterness came again
to clutch himi at sight of Jo. She was
dancing with, of all people, Krevich, the
Blue end who had recovered the fumble
and then had run over him for the touch-
down. And when she saw Lou, she waved
with what he fancied was a shade too per-
fect nonchalance. But he went over to
them, hating Krevich, himself and—well,
just a little—Jo.
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Krevich, swarthy and cocky, put out his
hand and said, “Great game, kid” His
grin was sly, infusriating.

Jo’s smile was too bright. It didn’t look
like her, and it frightened Lou because he
knew instinctively that tears lay close be-
hind—tears and a despair to match his own
—and, with despair, disappointment in
him, perhaps resentment for his failure.

She did not talk when they danced briefly
together—everybody was cutting in—ex-
cept to say in a low voice: “Oh, Lou!...”
Reproach, sympathy, appeal ? . . . Old Mac-
Nabb, his kindness and his encouragement,
were far away now.

Nor did Sunday morning bring any
brightening, because there were the news-
papers, and Jerry Jerkin devoted his col-
umn in The Herald to a savagely ironic
essay on The Fumble, which began:

When his classmates undertake to select their
Superlatives before graduation next spring, they
are very likely to vote with unanimity for Lou
Henley as the Man Most Likely to Succeed—at
Crap-Shooting.

However, the manner in which Snake-eyes
turned up for him yesterday, when he shot away
Buckingham’s three touchdowns, would indicate
that their prediction is faulty., . . .

Lou squirmed, plotted alternately mur-
der and suicide, tried vainly to recapture
the comfort that he had won from the
coach, and lay in bed all day, partly out of
a desire to be alone, partly to favor his
sore knee. The world was no brighter
Monday afternoon, when he showed up
for practice, found the Old Man busy
across the field with the linesmen, and had
to endure the jibes of Massey, the back-
field coach, an All-American of the preced-
ing year whom he detested as a swell-head
and a tyrant.

Massey was pointed in ordering practice
in punting and receiving, with the ends
going down and tackling the receivers. He
was on Lou’s neck from the start, with
many an innuendo.

“All right, Henley, let’s see if you can
hold this one,” he would shout when it was
Lou’s turn in the file of backs to receive
the kick.

One sharp tackle stirred Lou’s knee to
acting up again, and thereafter, warily pro-
tecting the spot, of which he had yet told
nobody, he held fewer of them. Massey
rode him ruthlessly and set him the disci-
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pline of catching the punts of an erratic
third-stringer, who kept him running over
the field, long after the rest of the squad
was in. It was late when Lou stumbled
into the trainer’s room and confessed the
injury to his kaee.

S he submitted to the torture of the

trainer’s ministrations, he thought
dully, wearily, that he had been a fool to
wait so long about it. He wondered if
Trainer Pat were indifferent, or merely
tired. He imagined they would be talking
about him, saying that he had trotted out
a sore knee as a kind of belated alibi.

When, the next afternoon, he talked it
over with the Old Man, they decided the
best thing would be to give the knee a rest
for a day or two. Later, when he was
seen on the campus in street clothes at prac-
tice hour, he found out that the talk really
had started. It was Jo, troubled but frank,
who told him of the gossip—that he had
cracked, that the fumble had got him, and
that MacNabb was easing him out of the
first string.

The Bucks were sluggish all week. It
was as if they could not snap back after the
ordeal of their game with the Blues and
the cruel break of its loss. And Tech took
them Saturday by three touchdowns—
Tech, a team that they might have beaten
in the normal stride of their season.

Lou went out of the game near the end
of the first quarter, and didn’t go back. He
went out after a Tech touchdown. Antici-
pating a pass, he had come in a little too
close, taking the chance on an interception.
That wasn’t Belly MacNabb’s style. Coach
admonished his safety men to play the run-
ner, not the ball, on forward passes; but
Lou had a hunch. As it happened, how-
ever, there were two free receivers instead
of one, and he found himself forced to a
diving tackle to stop the man who took it.
But he couldn’t stop the other Tech man
who came up from behind, took a lateral
pass, and went on to score. Lou struggled
up, limping badly, and the Old Man re-
lieved him.

Watching miserably from the bench, he
saw his Bucks fight hard, doggedly and
stolidly, but fail.

The Tech line, inferior in weight and
quality, on this day played over its head
and was always a jump ahead of the dazed
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Bucks. Two tiny Tech backs, darting
through quick openings, ran the Bucks’
secondary ragged and scored again on a
30-yard zigzag dash and on a hapless Buck
fumble which was recovered in midair.

A fourth Tech touchdown run was called
back, on the questionable decision that the
runner had stepped out of bounds near
midfield.

Jerry Jerkins’ column, the next morning,
said:

Buckingham University, we are convincingly
informed, would be glad to call the whole thing
off and to dig in until next fall. In losing yes-
terday’s game with Tech, the Bucks were a
dazed and hopeless outfit, without spirit, with-
out confidence.

As to lack of the latter, is it any wonder?
Whom may the Bucks trust for the winning
touch and judgment? Where may they look for
fire? Captain Lou Henley, the changeling of
the MacNabb system, is potentially a sparkplug,
but do these old eyes see aright when they seem
to detect an uneasiness on the part of the boys,
the coaches, the faithful rooters when he is in
there?

The trouble with the MacNabb system is that
it has got to win to look even remotely good.
There are some that look good losing, butnot . . .

The mnewspaper dropped from Lou’s
hands. He felt a little sick, enormously
discouraged. Later, talking about it to Jo,
he found himself hungry for reassur-
ance. Desperately he wanted her to tell
him that everything was all right, to exot-
cise his torment of guilt, remorse and vague
fear.

“Tell me, Jo,” he begged. “I wouldn’t
know—I wouldn’t hear— Are they say-
ing anything like that about me? Are they
feeling anything like that?”

Her eyes were level, grave, the clear
deep gray of honesty. “What do you
think?”’ she asked.

His impulse was to brazen it out, to say
he could not believe it, and to hope that
Jo would be persuaded in his behalf. He
was aware then how much he loved her,
and how much he feared a loss of her re-
spect and her faith. But his eyes fell away
from her steady gaze, as her honesty stirred
the honesty in him. “Yes,” he mumbled.
“Yes, I suppose I am a headstrong gam-
bling fool.”

She cried: “You say that! But you
don’t do anything -about it! You go on,
throwing down Mac and the boys. And
Buckingham. And me.” She put a hand
on his arm, and he could feel her distress.
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“Oh, Lou! What am I to believe, except
that—I'm afraid? The things we've talked
about. The things I’'ve thought about,
planned. Our lives together, maybe.” Her
voice rose in a little wail. “I'm afraid!”

“Jo! Jo, darling! I swear...”

She put her fingers lightly on his lips.
“Don’t swear anything.” She smiled rue-
fully. “You wouldn’t be you, I suppose,
otherwise. But oh, Lou, hold everything
—including yourself—Saturday, Watch
everything. We'll see.”

TATE COLLEGE was coming Satur-

day, and there was need of watching.
State’s Wildcats had a little of everything
this year, including an eye on the Rose
Bowl., They were that good. The gam-
blers started giving Buckingham seven
points, and finding little money at that,
ventured ten.

The Bucks, everybody conceded, were
shot; and MacNabb was as good as
through, because between Buckingham
and State, nothing else on the schedule
mattered.

The winner could find solace for all the
blunders and disasters of an otherwise
dreary season; the loser might count the
year a washout, although everything else
were won. And with the Bucks’ season a
disappointment already, the prospective
loss to State was pretty certain to bring
the long-deferred blowoff.

Lou Henley felt himself depressed by a
dull premonition as the week wore along.
The strategy being developed for the State
game was simply not his kind of football.
The Old Man was going in for power,
which was State’s own stuff. Beat ’em at
their own game, he suggested grimly. Fun-
damentals win games . . .

“They won’t be looking for it,” he said
at one of the blackboard sessions. “They’ll
be looking for—for—"

He paused, threw out his hands in a flut-
tering, deprecating gesture. Lou, with a
flash of resentment, fancied he could fll
in the missing words. The gesture, he
decided, stood for Lou Henley, for for-
wards, laterals, triple reverses, razzle-
dazzle; for a gambling fool. The Old
Man kept them later each day at blocking
drill.

The blow fell Saturday afternoon, as
the squad assembled in the dressing room.
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Outside, the clatter of the crowd was a
mounting roar. The Bucks moved rest-
lessly, taut and grim. Wop Bruno shiv-
ered in a seizure of excitement. Lou re-
clined on a table for a final taping of his
leg.

“Clarkson, you'll start at quarter,” the
Old Man said suddenly, hurriedly. “Take
another look at this diagram.”

Propped on his stiffened arms, Lou re-
mained motionless. Pain and fury pounded
at his temples, a hot, dazzling flush. Ac-
tually, nobody looked at him, but he fan-
cied that he was oppressed by eyes here,
by eyes of thousands in the stands which
bored through the walls of this room and
gloated over his disgrace, by Jo’s eyes, in-
credulous, wondering, and at last scorn-
ful.

Lou heard the burred voice of the coach,
impressing on the substitute quarterback
the stolid plan of this game which he hoped
to win by a concentration on plodding fun-
damentals and caution. ., , , Keep after
their left tackle, at least one play in every
series, . , . You're a blocker, not a ball
carrier, understand? . . . Kick on third
down in the first quarter, then we'll see.
... Play the receiver, not the ball, on their
midfield passes, . ., , When in doubt,
kiclkw. . .

The roar that went up as they trotted
upon the field stirred in Lou a vast irrita-

“tion. It was not for him. The mob would

be seeing soon that he was out of it, and
he fancied what they were saying. ...
“Henley’s benched. He’s through.” . ., .
“He {fumbled away the Blue game and a
playing career.” . .. “That’s the way they
crack.” . . . “Just as well, you can’t depend
on him.,” ., . . “I like to see him run,
though. . . .”

He had his moment before the humilia-
tion befell him, going out to midfield for
the handshake with Spurgeon, the Cats’
All-American center and captain, and for
the toss of the coin. Spurgeon won, chose
to kick off, and Lou was back on the bench,
withdrawing into bitterness.

Jo was in a box at the 50-yard line, snug-
gling a cluster of enormous chrysanthe-
mums. She was one of the Bucks’ spon-
sors, by vote of the Senior class. Lou
writhed, crouched desperately on the bench
as he saw that she noted his absence and
looked curiously about.
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LARKSON, faithful to instructions,

sent the first play over the Cats’ left
tackle. The Old Man’s dope was right.
The line caved in, and Micky Toole got
six yards. He slammed again in the same
spot, and it was first down.

But that was all. The Cats’ backers-up
plugged the weak spot, two more line plays
failed, and Clarkson kicked just a little be-
yond midfield,

Then those Cats showed why they rated
Rose Bowl consideration. They went into
their offense with deadly precision. Their
first play was a wide sweep, the next a dart
through a quick opening and a cuthack in
the secondary. Then Spurgeon led a
parade through center, and the ball was
on the Bucks' 35. A shovel pass carried
it 10 yards farther, and from that spot it
was steady and relentless pounding, with
the Bucks’ line mowed down at every drive,
until the Cats went over in six plays. They
missed the goal.

The hopelessness and the dreariness of
the Bucks’ game was as plain as the sta-
dium. Clarkson’s a blocker, all right, Lou
thought, but he hasn't got much else. .
The substitute quarterback called his plays
according to the formula. Two “Mac-
Nabb Specials” worked fairly well at first
but, since they involved little or no decep-
tion, it was easy for the Cats to get set
against them thereafter. One was a play
in which a powerful end came around to
take the ball behind a concentration of in-
terference that stormed between the other
tackle and end. The other was a wedge, .
pile-driving machine-like into the center of
the line.

The Cats learned to send one man diving
under the mass and to jam it. Their supe-
rior line was always getting through. It
was increasingly hard for the interference
to form, and the Bucks never got far
enough downfield to open up.

Lou fretted in impotence, found himself
sobbing when the Bucks for the fourth
time were forced to kick after two me-
chanical plays and the Cats started inevita-
bly back. The boy beside him put an arm
about his shoulder, nodded at his cry:

“That dummy . . . that damn’ dummy!”

How the Cats missed scoring four touch-
downs instead of the two that they got in
the first half was the point of wonderment,
Only some good defensive punting, two
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penalties for roughness, and fumbles held
them down.

The Bucks stalked hopelessly back to
the dressing room when the half was over.
. . . Slumped on the floor and benches.
Lou, remembering dully that, after all, he
was still nominally the captain, in spite of
coaches and distrust, in spite of everything,
moved among them, patting a shoulder
here, mumbling there, not daring to trust
himself to speak aloud.

Nobody was talking except Massey, who
had the backs in a corner and was harangu-
ing them in a high tenor. MacNabb
leaned against a locker, grim and taciturn,
as if gathering strength to give his counsel
but without hope that it would serve any
purpose. Lou suddenly was before him,
and the two stared briefly at each other.

“Coach!” said Lou. “Coach!”-

The Old Man’s face moved, deepening
its pattern of despair.

“All right,” said the Old Man at last.
Thirteen to nothing, and it might have
been thirty. It was the end for him. In
a flash Lou’s resentment disappeared and
he felt sorry for Belly MacNabb, the real
victim of this defeat. Himself, he was not
beaten. He felt a surge of power and
eagerness. Hope lifted him.

Lou nodded, spoke in a quick -whisper.
“Tll take it. I'I—T"11—"

“All right,” said the coach again, tone-
lessly.

When they ran out on the field, Lou
heard the strident voice of the loud
speaker:

BUCKINGHAM IS STARTING ITS
OPENING LINE-UP. .. ., EXCEPT
HENEEY: AT GQUHARTER, . ..

Henley at quarter! He saw a flash of
brightness in the center box, the upward
dart of a shape that was a cluster of chrys-
anthemums. He took the kickoff and got
back to the 25-yard line.

He sent the first play into the line, the
old “MacNabb Special.” Let them get set
for more of the same. He wanted to
laugh. On the second play he took the ball
and ran wide to the right, behind a well-
formed screen, faked a cut-back and then,
as the Cats bunched to stop him, leaped
high and threw a’ pass to a spot near the
opposite sidelines where his end might be
in one, three, five, seven loping strides. . . .

And there, indeed, the end was, reach-

ing, lunging for the ball, clear of the de-
fense which had been drawn in to smash
one more monotonous play of the old for-
mula. Nobody touched himj on the 60-
yard dash to a score. Lou’s smooth kick
went true for the seventh point,

ENLEY at quarter! The Cats called

time for a quick consultation before
the next kickoff, and Lou knew that they
had learned their lesson. It would be
harder, now. Lou squeezed out a first
down by faking a kick on the third play,
but had to kick on the next series . . . pray-
ing that his line would hold the furious
power of the Cats.

The Bucks fought with new strength,
but the Cats came down to the 35-yard line
before they could be stopped. They came
down with a grim sureness and vengeful-
ness that chilled Lou into the fear that at
last they would not be denied and that,
after all, the end was certain.

None of the old “specials” would do to
mask his deception, now. Those Cats were
smart. Lou went back to pass on the first
play, from his 20-yard line, but found no
receiver and had to run. He picked up a
gratifying five yards, then quick-kicked a
long bounding number that set the Cats
back on their 15-yard line.

Suddenly, it struck him that the game
was changed. Those Cats had not had to
work from that position before. On an
impulse he sent Toole back into safety and
came in close. He saw the Cats’ spinner
before it was well started, and was there
at the center of the line to hit the runner
with a high dive that caught him about the
shoulders and knocked the ball from his
arm. And a Buck recovered.

The Cats stopped everything cold, knock-
ing down two passes and tearing through
to smear Lou on another play. Waich that
line! . .. Watch Spurgeon! . ..

The Bucks watched close enough on the
next play to give Lou a split second in
which to kick a field goal and to make it
13 to 10.

Thereafter the play of the Cats took on
a furious desperation. They trickled
through the Bucks’ line to stop everything,
they beat their way through with power
for one first down after another. Then
they were at the Bucks’ twenty, and it was
fourth down.
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Far back, Lou saw coming the pass that
was meant for the touchdown. He saw
that he could reach it a jump ahead of
either of the two Cats who might receive
it, and he saw also that it would carry over
the goal line, Bat it down, and that was
that. Bat it down, and the Bucks would
have it out there.

But even as he went up for it, seeing
that there was but one €at near him, a
wild impulse lifted him, intoxicated him.
It was the incorrigible gambling fool, the
disdainful lunatic, who leaped there, who
caught the pass and started running.

He circled wide behind the goal line,
all but fell as he twisted away from the
reaching Cat, caught his breath as return-
ing sanity rebuked him with fear at the
nearness of the safety which he might have
given the enemy, and reached the open
lane at the sidelines.

He screamed at two Bucks who were
standing there, aghast at his folly, and
they turned, half in panic, and dived head-
long into a gathering mass of Wildcats.

One tackler all but forced him into the
sidelines, but he danced away with an in-
tricate mincing shuffle and cut sharply to
his left to escape a cluster of striped Cats
who had come up to head him off at the
15-yard line. They reversed with him,
but the foremost stumbled off balance with
the sharp motion and went on his face. It
was the great Spurgeon.

Lou darted diagonally across the field,
in a narrow cleared space back of the lines-
men, some of whom were still sprawling
from the scrimmage. One of them, a
Buck, lunged upward from hands and
knees in a superhuman spring that fetched
him against the knees of a Cat tackler—
and there was the clear field ahead.

Still cutting across, Lou outran two Cats
who were pacing him, found himself in
a race with a third until he had passed the
50-yard line. Then it was easy, and he
was trotting when he crossed the goal line.
Tt was a matter of little note that he missed
the point after, because the score now was
16 to 13 and the world was gone crazy.

HIS, Lou knew in his heart, was the
ultimate all that the Bucks could ex-
pect. It was indeed a crazy world that
had let them have so much. The job now
was to hold those Cats, who were fighting
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against the breaks that audacity had forced
upon them, who were fighting for the Rose
Bowl bid and fame. And, a little later,
when the Cats were breaking through on
defense, gaining almost at will on offense,
Lou reflected grimly that it would be only
through a miracle that the Bucks could hold
them.

Panicky Cat quarterbacking helped for
a little while. Over-eager to score, the
signal-caller, when the chance came, would
shift from the plays that had brought short
but consistent gains and that looked to be
unstoppable.

Forward passes, which the Cats didn’t
need, were broken up. A lateral went
askew once when a score seemed inevita-
ble. A place kick that would have tied
“the score missed the bar by a foot early
in the fourth quarter. The fresh instruc-
tions were sent in with a substitute, and
there was still time for anything.

The Bucks helped themselves by two
desperate offensives that were prolonged
for twenty yards each time, and by boom-
ing kicks that followed. But the line weak-
ened perceptibly, and hoth the kicks were
all but blocked.

It won’t be long now, Lou said to him-
self, trotting up the field after the second
punt, The flash of spirit that had fired the
Bucks after their scores was dwindling,

The miracle happened when the Cats,
putting on the power, rolled at last down
the field and came within the five-yard line
for a first down. They called for their
Sunday punch and everything piled to-
gether in one mighty smash. The ball
bounded into the open . .., was recovered
by the Bucks, a scant yard from the line.

There were two minutes left. A flash
of time or an eternity. And Lou thought,
These things can’t keep on happening for-
ever.

One more kick, he thought, and if he
got it out—if he got it oui—the Bucks
might hold. But sharp premonition
stabbed him. He was afraid of that kick
as of nothing else in his life.

Looking up from the huddle, he saw
that the Cats had thrown two extra men
into the line, that the secondary defenders
had moved in close. They were shooting

-the works to block the kick or to force a
short one that would give them another
desperate, dangerous chance for the touch-
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down, Thirty yards back stood the safety
man.

Lou heard a faint savage murmur: “Boot
the tar out of it, kid!”

He looked again and saw the clear space
between the line and the safety man. An
inspiration seized him.

Kick, hell! He’d show ’em. He had
pulled the Bucks ahead, and he’d keep
them ahead. He’'d get the ball out from
there, and the game would be on ice. Duck-
ing into the huddle, he called the signal
for a pass.

He heard a grunt of protest, saw a head
shake. A hoarse whisper, “No!” He set
his jaw and stepped back to fake a punt.
Uncertainty slowed the Buck’s movement
into position. The referee made a little
sound, and they hurried.

Back, almost to the limit of the end
zone, Lou was sure of himself, yet felt a
stir of excitement, This would be one for
the books. This was his game. Lou Hen-
ley at quarter. . . . The others could be
afraid of an interception, a fumble, an al-
most sure touchdown, not he.

In the flash of time, the tail of his eye
caught the bench. He could see the Old
Man there, crouching . . . praying? . . .
Above and beyond him was a gleam—TJo,
leaning forward in the box, chrysanthe-
mums dangling.

Take a good look at this one, Belly Mac-
Nabb. . ..

Lou’s heart swelled. There was that mo-
ment, two weeks ago, and the Old Man
shaming him with kindness, talking . . .
“Not wildly, lad, because you have a re-
sponsibility to others . . .”

The Old Man would stay on, perhaps,
if this game were won. “Responsi-
bility. . . .” What was that?

Lou caught his breath with a jerk. Now!
He held out his hands and the hall came
back.

The Cats lunged forward, streaming
through the line as if it were paper, the
extra men leaping desperately toward him,
unimpeded.

He darted sidewise, saw his ends in the
open. Then he paused, tucked the ball
beneath his arm and took two leisurely
steps backward, out of the zone. An auto-
matic safety, and the Bucks still out in
front, 16 to 15.

It was seconds before the crowd got it,
then the roar went up:

“Ye-ah, Buckingham ., . !’

He stood there and laughed as the on-
rushing Cats stopped short, baffled, furi-
ous with disappointment. And then, as
he trotted out to kick the ball free from
the 30-yard line, to kick it home beyond
any hope of return before the sands ran
out, he laughed again, happily.

That’s one for you, old Belly MacNabb.
You win, you blessed old tight-wad—you
and-o. . . ;
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By WALLACE WADE

Wallace Wade, Coach of Duke’s high-stepping Blue Devils, and the
South’s big-time, top-ranking football mentor, gives his opinion on
football men—are they born or are they made?

OACHES are often asked how foot- most all walks of life, they’'re self-made!
ball stars are made. True, you can’t start with a mule and
As in the case of standouts in al- expect to have him cop the Kentucky .
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Derby. To become a star, a boy must
have certain natural attributes. And like
a race-horse, he must have a trainer—a
coach who will watch him and help him
along, There are other angles, too, aside
from the matter of ability and coaching. A
boy must have the good luck to get in with
a bunch of real ball-players, a crowd of
fellows who play for the sheer love of the
game.

Stiff competition is another force that
helps forge a star. There’s nothing like
heart-break handicaps to bring out a boy’s
utmost. Bucking weak opposition makes
a player flabby. He doesn’t learn anything
and he doesn’t get ahead. Greatness will
evade him if he doesn’t learn to fight.

To the Duke of Wellington is attributed
the famous remark that Waterloo was won
on the playing fields of Eton. Football’s
important product is not brawn, though it
certainly develops the muscles. Character
is the thing it builds, and character is what
Wellington had in mind. The will to go up
against an invincible team and beat it. But
just as it takes years to beconie a first-class
punter or blocker, so it takes more than a
day for a squad aspirant to learn to say
“I will!”—and do it. ~ Boys who aim to
become gridiron standouts must set their
jaws and develop this will to do. They must
learn to hit a tackle dummy when they're
bruised and tired. They must develop the
determination to train, day after day,
though it looks as if they were never go-
ing to get anywhere. They must go ahead
and do a thousand things they would rather

~ not do—tasks that have no relation to foot-

ball. That's how character is built. And
character is the foundation of all great
stars’ successes.

Ambition, determination, loyalty, unself-
ishness, a spirit of co-operation, alertness,
intelligence and poise—all these character-
istics go to make the type of footballer that
a coach can count on in the clutch.

No player has ever become a standout
without work and without grief. Players
never drift into stardom. The ambition to
be outstanding must’ be backed with suffi-
cient determination to keep plugging at the
job in spite of failures and disappointments.
It doesn’t hurt a football player to be dis-
appointed but he shouldn’t get discouraged.
The player who can be discouraged doesn’t
have sufficient fortitude to reach the top.

Football is overrun with players who boast
first class physical ability and plenty of am-
bition. However, the fraction who achieve
All-America, or even ring the bell, is com-
posed of the lads who, in addition to hav-
ing the goods, have plenty of plain stub-
born muleish stick-to-it-ness,

FOOTBALL is a team sport and a player
can never get to be really great until he
throws everything he has into the team,
He must learn to be unselfish. To subor-
dinate his own personal desires and ambi-
tions to the welfare of the team and college.
He must learn to do what is expected of
him even when he’s not doing what he’d
like to do. I have never known a really
great foothall player who was selfish. How-
ever, I have known quite a few who might
have been great if they could have for-
gotten themselves long enough to give their
team the benefit of their full co-operation.

Football requires discipline. A good
player does what he is supposed to do at
the right time and in the right way, and
does it in spite of “hell and high water.”

Another thing a football player must
learn is how to take it. He must be able
to surpass himself when the going is rough-
est. We've all seen prima-donna perform-
ers who were brilliant when their team was
playing against weak opposition, but who
fell down against the stronger elevens.

A player must know how to accept vic-
tory and how to take a licking. He learns
more from one sound defeat than from all
push-overs ever played. Take for example
the defeats that Auburn and Georgia Tech
handed the over-confident Duke team in
1935. The Blue Devils came out of those
games smarting and as a result beat a
great North Carolina team, 25—0.

No football man will be great until he
overcomes a weakness to “pass the buck”
for failures. A winner never says that he
lost because of hard luck or unfair tactics.
A boy should learn to accept defeat as proof
that the opposition did a better job than he
did. It should merely make him play that
much harder the next time.

A boy who becomes too well satisfied
with himself after a few wins will not go
very far either. He’ll be unable to recog-
nize the need for further improvement and
from then on he’s finished. Confidence is
another thing. Every footballer should
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have confidence in himself just as he should
have respect for the rights of his oppo-
nents. No player is a consistent winner
who has to use unfair means to get there.
He fails to develop the traits of character
that make a man a success.

Athletic ability on the part of a football
player is more an asset than an actual re-
quirement. I have known many fine play-
ers who were very limited phys