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No shoulder insignia in the U.S. Army 
is more proudly worn than the red-white
and-blue Octofoil of the Ninth Infantry 
Division. Along with it goes the Belgian 
Fourragere. You can wear both-if you're 
man enough to measure up to the standards 
of a great fighting tradition. 

The Ninth Infantry Division spear
headed the invasion of North Africa. It 
helped stop Rommel and drove the enemy 

:.) into the sea at Bizerte. The Ninth was in 
Sicily. It won the first smashing victory of 
the Normandy invasion. It was the first 
U. S. infantry division to cross the Rhine. 

Yes, the Ninth was a great outfit then 
and it is now. Today's Combat Soldier is 
hard physically and alert mentally, He is 
skilled in the use of many weapons and 
has his choice of training in a wide variety 
of technical skills. He moves fast- often 

\ 

through the air, usually by swift motor 
transport . ... 

If you are 17 to 34 and can measure up 
to the high standards of a Combat Soldier, 
you'll get your training with the Ninth or 
one of three other famous divisions. If you 
are a veteran of the Armed Forces you 
may be able to enlist directly in the Ninth. 
Get the facts at your U. S. Army and 
U.S. Air Force Recruiting Station. 

U. S. ARMY AND U. 5. Al R PORCI 
RECRUITING SERVICE 

CAREERS WITH A FUTURE 

U. S. Army and 
U. S. Air Force 



IN THE DIJGOIJT 
LOOKING into the 1948 crystal ball, 

it would appear that with the ex
ception of the invulnerable Connie 

Mack, the mo t secure leader in either 
league i Southworth of the Braves. 

A highly capable kipper and seemingly 
at the height of his powers, though well 
past fifty, Billy the K id has done a won
derful job ince coming to Bo ton two 
years ago. 

In St. Louis, he had driven the Card
inal to three successive pennants and two 
world championship . 

HO\vever, on going to Bo ton " ·here 
the Braves admittedly provided no such 
glittering talent, outhworth quickly dem
onstrated that a manager can be some
thing more than a mere figurehead. ·with
in a couple of years, he has converted the 
once lowly Braves into a strong fir t div
ision contender. 

The up hot of it all is that Southworth, 
during the pa t winter, signed a five-year 
contract at a alary calling for $50,000 a 
year. 

As for the others, there is a lot of du
bious head shaking and to mo t ob ervers 
it would not be at all surprising to see an
other wholesale shakeup, come !).ext Oc
toLer. Even those· with long established 
reputations may not, for one reason or an
other, survive another campaign. 
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In Boston, Hub fans are expectantly 
looking toward Joe McCarthy's putting 
the Reel Sox back on the winning trail 
from which they slipped after getting 
briefly on it under Joe Cronin in 1946. 
With the Yankees, Marse Joe et a record 
of triumph unparalleled in baseball history. 
In a span of a dozen years, he won eight 
pennants with the Bombers and seven 
world championships, four of them in a 
row. Prior to coming to the Yanks, he 
had also won a pennant \vith the Cubs in 
the National League in 1929. 

But like McKechnie, McCarthy, too, is 
getting along in years. He has just turned 
sixty and while apparently back in good 
health again, the rigors of directing a big 
league ball club on a sweltering bench in 
mid-summer can become mighty wearing, 
e pecially if things do not go so well on 
the field . 

McCarthy didn't like his year and a 
half in exile after he quit the Yankee:, and 
is now mighty pleased to be back in 
harness once more. But it i al o well 
known that 11 cCarthy never was one to 
take kindly to defeat, even in his mo t 

vigorous years. Should the Red So. not 
come through this campaign as expected, 
it '' buld not be at all urprising to see 
Marse Joe call it quits on a brilliant career 
of his own accord. 

• 
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A SOLID HII WITH MEN EVERY_WHfRE 
'!' < -

THE MAY ISSUE' OF 

ARGOS,Y! 
:A DODGER ORGANIZATION. CONJRACJ 
lo THE WINNER.-.-.Here'• what ~the outstandinA 
1recru/t .wW receive: ••• A.ten 'day'road -trip.wlth~the Dodgel'8":-•)( · 
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manufacturer. 
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of William O'Dwyer, Mayor of New York City; John Ki1:ran, veteran sports writer 
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"Your (Hlyin' back days are over, 
Gibby. We're ru1min' you right 
out oJ baseball! Keep th.e hell 
outa our base path-or look 
around for a new pair of legs!" 

.. . 

----



By WILLIAM HEUMAN 
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GIBBY PRYOR, new Gray short
stop, moved• in onto the short grass 
of the infield, running with that 

~ulfar skip and hop, slapping his glove, 
face twisted as he worked on the Hawk 
batter at the plate. 

With none down and a Hawk runner 
on third baae, the Grays were playing to 

Red braced hillllllU in 
front of home plate, 
waiting for the ball •• , • 

stop this run at the "plate. The whole in
field was up close on the short grass. The 
Gray hurler, Rich Murray, was moving 
up to the rubber, taking his position, a 
little worried. 

Gibby yelped, "Cram it down his throat, 
Rich. Make him like it. " 

His voice carried. It was a piercing 
V-Oice, a nasal quality to it, a voice prac
tically every player in the league had 
learned to hate, even the men on his own 
club! 

Gibby squatted, hands on his knees, a 
short man, rather stockily built, with a 
wide, pugnacious face, pale blue eyes, 

9 



10 FIFTEEN SPORTS STORIES 

and jaws which never stopped moving. 
" Dust him off, Rich," Gibby blared. 

"Take off his buttons. The guy's yel
low." 

It was Lonnie Mason, Hawk third 
sacker, in the rectangle, rated one of the 
nicest guys in the league. Mason ~tepped 
out of the batter's box, slapped the dirt 
from his spikes with his bat, and then 
went back in again. Mason's cap was 
pulled low over his eyes, but his mouth 
was tight because the ribbing was having 
its effect. 

" Bubble hitter! " Gibby howled. "Go 
back to the bushes, you bum." 

Mason cut viciously at the first pitch, 
an inside ball, missing it cleanly. Gibby 
hrieked in delight. 

" Busher! " he roared. 
There was little noise-from the other 

infielders. Charlie Hilton, Gray second 
sacker and player-manager, was talking 
to Rich Murray, calmly, quietly, because 
the Gray pitcher was tired. This was a 
two-to-one game fo r the Grays in the 
eighth inning, and Murray, a slim right
hander, had been working very hard the 
early innings. He was feeling it now. 

Gibby danced back to the hard dirt, 
picked up a few small pebbles and tossed 
them away. He came in again, ready to 
work on Mason, the ame sneering grin 
on his face. His voice sounded harsher 
than it had been ten year ago when he 
broke into the big time, the freshest bush
er ever to come up to the circuit. He'd 
been nasty then ; he was nastier now 
after ten years of unpopularity, frequent 
brushes with the commissioner for con
duct detrimental to baseball during the off 
season, numerous fines slapped on him by 
various managers who couldn't stand his 
tongue any more than the opposing bats
men. 

Lonnie Mason was not a bad looking 
man, but he had rather large ears of 
which he was very sensitive. Gibby Pryor 
yelped at him, "Loving cup!" 

Mason slashed at the next pitch, his 
face twisted with rage. The ball rattled 
on the ground to Rich Murray's right, 
hard hit. The Hawk runner on third 
moved with the crack of the bat. He had 
three steps when Gibby --lunged for the 
ball, reaching with his gloved hand. He 
moved very fast for a man who was sup
posed to be "over the hill." He had big 
hands, and when he was able to get his -
glove near the ball, it was dead ~ 

He came up with this one which looked 
like a sure hit with the infield up so close. 
Snaring it with one hand, fie whirled arid 
pegged to the plate, a hard, accurate 
throw which caught the Hawk runner. by 
several feet. -

The runner came in very harCI, upset
ting Tate Winston, Gray catcher even 
though he was called out by the- umpire .. 
13all tight in his hand, Winston tried to 
roll free so that he could get the ball 
down to second . Lonnie Mason had 
reached first on the throw to tre plate, 
and he was going down now after. the 
crashup ~t home plate. 

Gibby skipped back to second to take 
the possible throw from Winston: But 
there was-no throw, Mason having ma.de 
the bag without any trouble. The Hawk 
went into second with a vicious slide, 
spikes high, something Lonnie Mason 
never did. 

Gibby hopped out of danger, laughing. 
disdainfully. A he trotted to hi posi
tion, he jeered, "Sorehead." 

Charlie Hilton looked over at Gibby. 
There was a faint mile on hi face, and 
it made Gibby uncomfortable. He felt 
that he'd rather have Hilton bawl him 
out, even slap a fine on him, but Hilton 
evidently didn't work that way. Hi first 
year as manager, his dub was in fourth 
place. It was not too bad, and it was not 
too good. There had been talk already 
that Hilton, a fine ball player, was not 
good managerial material. He was re
puted to be too easy with his club. 

.• 
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" One away," Hilton called. "Let's get 
'en1." 

Lonnie Mason took a lead off second 
base. He called down to Gibby tersely, 
"You little bag of wind, keep the hell out 
of the base path or I'll cut you to pieces. " 

Gibby calmly thumbed his nose at the 
Ilawk runner. There had been a time 
when a gesture like that would have 
drawn a roar of laughter from the fans, 
but not any more. They'd been fed up 
to the ears with his conduct on and off 
the field. There were a few boos now 
because the Gray fans hadn't wanted him 
and couldn't understand why Charije Hil
tqn had signed him up after the commis-
ioner' s two-month suspension had ended, 

and the Owls asked waivers on him. He'd 
been suspended earlier in the season be
cause he'd been involved in a barroom 
brawl which had received much publicity 
in the papers. 

There had been other things which had 
drawn down on him the commissioner's 
wrath. He'd made newspaper headlines 
with his gambling exploits during the 
winter in Reno and Las Vegas. He'd 
played the horse despite the commission-
r' objections. 

He was reputed to be a troublemaker, 
even though still rated a top infielder, 
He'd never been too strong at bat, but he 
made his hits when they counted. No 
ther club in the league wanted any part 

of him, but Charlie Hilton, the guy every
ne thought most unlikely to succeeq in 

the task of reclaiming Gibby Pryor, had 
signed him on. 

GIBBY didn't like that slow smile 
on Charlie Hilton's face. He'd 
seen Hilton look at him that way 

before during the three days he'd been 
with the club, and he didn't quite under
stand it. It made him uncomfortable, and 
he didn't like to uncomfortable. It was as 
if Hilton knew him, understood him. and 

could see right through him. What he 
saw made him smile. 

Moving back on the deep grass, Gibby 
started to work on Lou Bradbury, next 
Hawk batter. Bradbury was a big, ltun
bering man, an outfielder, very slow, but 
a heavy hitter. 

"Let's see you hit it, Fatty," Gibby 
yelled. "I like to watch you run." 

Bradbury didn't like that. He was a 
sensitive man. He was distinctly not fat, 
although heavy a.round the waist. He spat 
in the dust and glared down toward the 
Gray shortstop. 

On the second pitch Bradbury ham
mered the ball down on the ground to 
Charlie Hilton. The Gray manager came 
up with it, handling the ball easily, flaw
lessly. He held Lonnie Mason on second 
with a look, and then whipped the ball to 
first for the second out. 

The next Hawk batter lifted to the 
outfield, ending the inning. and preserv
ing the Grays' one-run lead. Hilton 
trotted in behind Gibby as the shortstop 
ran for the dugout. The Gray manager 
said, "Nice going, Gibby." 

Gibby glanced at him in surprise. He'd 
made a good stop on Mason's hit, and 
he'd cut off a run, but it had not been a 
sensational stop; he'd made many better 
than that, and other managers hadn't 
bothered to notice them. He'd been a 
classy fielder so long that he was taken 
for granted. \Vhen he made one misplay, 
however, they jumped on him with a will, 
spectators and players. He'd goaded the 
oppo ' ing player for so long that even hi..; 
teammates were glad to sec him bobble 
one once in a while. 

Gibby sai . "Thanks, Charlie. " He sat 
do\vn in the dougoul. Duke Phelan, the 
third sacker, was getting up to hit, with 
Jim Bonnet in the circle. He didn't know 
thi club as yet ; he didn't quite get them. 
He'd been around long enough to recog
nize cla s when he aw it. and occasion
ally the Gray revealed fla he of bril-
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liance which made Gibby wonder what 
they were doing down in fourth place. 

In the very next inning they would 
relapse into the drab club they appeared 
to be to most sportswriters-a distinctly 
second rate outfit, not even considered as 
a pennant contender. 

It was difficult to put the finger on the 
fault. The Grays had pitching, at times; 
they had hitting, at times, and they had 
tight defensive fielders, but they seldom 
got all three together. They'd been very 
weak at short most of the season, with 
Charlie Hilton trying out three different 
rookies, and then signing up Gibby Pryor 
in mid-August. 

There was already talk in the local 
papers that Hilton would be deposed dur
ing the winter, even though he was popu
lar with the fans and he'd been a depend
able Gray performer for more than a 
dozen years. They said Hilton lacked 
color, didn't know how to handle men. 

Gibby had been aware of the first fault 
fo r many years while he'd played against 
the Grays. H e'd razzed Hilton along with 
the other Gray players but he'd never 
been able to get a rise out of the tall, calm 
second baseman. Charlie Hilton was one 
of those men who always did his job with
out attracting attention. He'd been a bet
ter than good fielder, and a solid, depend
able hitter even though he'd never won a 
batting championship. 

Hilton seemed to get along pretty well 
with the men. They liked him, and he 
knew his baseball. The sportswriters evi
dently. were all wet, but the Grays were 
in fourth place, and they'd been picked 
this year to finish much higher than that. 

Gibby watcl1ed Phelan slap out a nice 
single, and Bonnet push a shot between 
first and second, advancing Phelan to 
third. Charlie Hilton called for a squeeze 
play which caught the Hawk defense 
napping, and another run was in, making 
it thr~e to one, giving the Grays a little 
more breathing space. 

Gibby came up to the plate with two 
away in the inning and runners on first 
and second, another run in, making it four 
to one. He lifted a weak pop fly td the 
infield, and the Gray fans roundly razzed 
him. The Hawk players in the dugout 
went to work on him, also, and there was 
a bitterness in their voices which was 
lacking when they worked on other men. 

In the ninth Gibby got back at them 
because Rich Murray set them down in 
order, allowing no hits. Gibby rode each 
batter to death. He was almost directly 
responsible for the last out-a strikeout 
by Hen Leland, Hawk infielder. Leland 
got so mad he swung at a ball which was 
neck high, missing it, falling to the 
ground at the end of his swing. 

Gibby was giving him the Bronx cheer 
as he ran toward the dugout. Leland got 
up and looked for a moment as if he were 
going after his tormentor. 

"Rabbit ears," Gibby howled just be
fore he ducked through the door and 
started up the ramp. 

Charlie Hilton was coming behind him, 
Hilton smiled at him, and Gibby got the 
queer feeling that the Gray manager was 
feeling sorry for him! · 

A N H OUR later, coming out of the 
dressi.ng room alone, Gibby fou nd 
Lonnie Mason and Leland waiting 

for him. Mason was the spokesman. 
" W e tossed a coin," the H awk third 

baseman said grimly, " to see who would 
have you after the game. I won. " 

" And you were the lucky guy," Gibby 
sneered, "or is it unlucky? W hy the hell 
don't you both jump me?" 

"You want to ta lk all afternoon?" 
Mason asked him quietly, "or you want 
to show us whether you have any guts 
besides that big mouth." 

"Let's go." Gibby grinned coldly. 
Mason was the bigger man, taller, 
heavier, but he wasn't afraid of him. He'd 

• 
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fought bigger men than Mason, and some
times he even won-but not often. He 
fought everybody, and there wasn't a 
player in the league who'd been involved 
in more fisticuffs. 

He knew where to go because he'd 
fought in this Gray ball park once before. 
There was a place beneath the grandstand 
over near the first base side of the field. 
There was a kind of storeroom or ware
house with a dirt floor. He'd fought 
Butch Harrigan there five years before, 
and Butch had really butchered him be
cause Harrigan had been in the pro ring 
for a short while before playing baseball. 

The big stands were empty now, with 
only a few attendants moving around. 
They went down along a ramp, through 
an open gate, and then into the big 
square, dimly lighted. 

Leland said once, "I'll give you ten 
bucks, Lonnie, to let me go after him." 

Gibby laughed. He had his brown hair 
combed flat, and the cold sneer was still 
on his wide, bony face. He said, "You'll 
both have your chance, and a.fter that 
you can call up your whole cheap club. 
I'll take every man in order." 

Lonnie Mason took off his coat and 
handed it to Leland. He turned around 
and he said, "When I get through with 
you, Pryor, there'll be nothing left for 
anybody to take." 

Gibby swung the first punch because 
he didn't like to wait for hostilities to be
gin. He missed, and Mason knocked him 
down with a right to the face. 

Sprawling, Gibby rolled over and got 
up. He tore in, blood leaking from a cut 
on his cheekbone. He noticed the way 
Mason moved around, the way he held 
his hands, and he knew that the Hawk 
mfielder had had some boxing experience 
somewhere. 

Mason caught him with a short right 
tQ the side of the jaw, and then hit him 
again with the right, dropping him to his 
knees. Gibby got up more slowly, but he 

got up, and he was grinning. It helped. 
Leland sat on an overturned crate to 

watch. He lit a cigarette and puffed 011 

it calmly. Gibby lunged in at his man, 
swinging hard with both fists, missing, 
landing one light punch. He was hit sev
eral vicious blows in the stomach which 
didn't help any. He was starting to feel 
sick, but he stayed on his feet this time. 
He kept swinging, missing, nearly falling 
when he missed. 

He was knocked down for the third 
time, and he was getting up when Charlie 
Hilton came through the iron gate. Lon
nie Mason looked at Hilton uncertainly. 
The Gray manager said, "That'll be all, 
Mason. You had your fight." 

The Hawk nodded. He took a handker
chief from his pocket and wiped his 
hands. Gibby daubed at his mouth with 
a handkerchief. He could taste the blood. 
It was dripping down on his shirt front. 
He said tersely, "You want to try it ~ain 
tomorrow afternoon, kid?" 

Mason looked at him curiously. He 
said finally, "You wouldn't be a bad guy, 
Gibby, if it wasn't for your mouth." He 
walked off with Leland, carrying his coat 
on his arm. 

Gibby looked at the blood on bis 
handkerchief. He said to Charlie Hilton 
without looking at him, "How'd you 
know we were here?" 

Hilton shrugged. He leaned against an 
iron railing, his hat on the back of his 
head. He said, "When you've been 
around ii. while, you learn to read the 
signs." He pushed away from the rail
ing, and he said, "Let's get baclc to the 
dressing room and wash out those cuts." 

Gibby smiled grimly. "How much am 
I soaked for this?" he asked. 

Hilton smiled. "You mean fined? " he 
asked. 

Gibby Pryor nodded. 
"Nothing," Hilton said. "You had 

your fun. What the heH ltlOlle do you 
expect?" 
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Gibby blinked at him. He walked 
along in silence for a moment. Then he 
said, " You're a queer guy, Hilton. I 
don't get you. " 

"Neither do the sportswriters or the 
Gray fans," Charlie Hilton said gravely. 
" They have me tabbed as a queer guy, 
too. T hey're pretty sure they made a mis
take last winter signing me up for this 
job. " 

Gibby didn't say anything to that. They 
entered the empty dressing room, and 
H ilton walked into Doc Barnard's room 
to get some cotton and peroxide. Gibby 
went to one of the wash basins and start
ed to work on his face. It wasn't too bad 
when he got the blood washed off. 

The Gray manager sat on a stool a 
few yard away, watching him. He said 
finally, "What are you afraid of, Gibby?" 

Gibby Pryor stiffened. He turned 
around slowly, looked at Hilton, and then 
again to the mirror. He aid, "That's a 
damned fool que tion, Charlie." 

He knew it wasn't . He knew that this 
quiet, easy-going guy had put his finger 
on the trouble ; he'd psychoanalyzed his 
man, getting right down to the roots. 

" You've been afraid all of your life," 
Charlie Hilton said, " and you know it." 

Gibby clo ed his eyes briefly, and he 
saw the kid again- the small, frail, wide
eyed orphan kid being pushed around 
by bigger, tougher kids, crying himself to 
Jeep night after night, always afraid

then, growing older in the orphanage, de
liberately putting on a veneer of tough
ness to cover himself, going out of his 
way to antagonize other boys becau ,e he 
was still afraid and wanted to conceal it. 
At fourteen, still small, but no longer 
frail , he'd already developed that hateful 
sneer to his voice. He perfected a jaunty 
walk, and he was ready to fight at the 
drop of the hat because he ·was afraid 
of people and he needed a covering. 

Bre-.tking into the big time, after a year 
in the bushe , he'd carried thi trait with 

him. He was the holler guy, the big 
mouth who rode every player on the 
opposing club. H e'd been doing it so long 
that he'd almost forgotten why, but it was 
there-deep down, a slimy, yell.ow fear. 

Charlie Hilton was saying, "You're 
thirty years old, Gibby. You have a few 
years of good baseball left in you. Get 
wise to yourself. " 

Gibby said slowly, "You're nut , Hil
ton." He could see clearly that all his 
actions ever since he'd come up to the 
big time were based on this same weak
ness. The devil-may-care attitude, the 
ridiculous escapades, the gambling, all 
stemmed from the same root. He was 
afraid and he had to do the things no one 
else would do. 

"Busy tonight ?" H ilton asked. 

Gibby laughed bitterly. He roomed 
alone with the Grays because there wa n't 
anybody who particularly wanted to room 
with him, and they'd been all pa.ired up 
before he came to the d ub. The few days 
he'd been with the Grays, he'd been by 
him elf. Guys he'd ragged when he was 
with opposing clubs didn't want anything 
to do with him. He sat in the lobby one 
night ; he went to a movie; he played pool 
one night with total strangers. He wa 
getting bored to death, and he was ready 
for anything. 

" H ow about having supper with u to
night ?" Charlie Hilton a ked. "My wife 
will bawl the hell out of me for not tell
ing her I was bringing home company, 
but I guess I can take it, and he really 
won't mind." 

Gibby blinked. He'd never been invited 
to a manager's home before. 1'Iost men 
usually had enough of him on the dia
mond in the afternoon, and they didn't 
want to see him any more than that. 

H ilton got up when Gibby he itated. 
''I'll give her a r ing anyway,., he said sud
denly. "It'll give her a chance to set an
other plate and she won't feel tiO bad.,. 
He walked acros the dressing room and 
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stepped into one of the phone booths. 
When he came out Gibby said to him, 

.. I didn't ay I was going, Hilton ." 
The Gray manager grinned . "Too late 

now, kid. She's expecting you." 

T HE Hiltons had a nice place, not 
spectacular, a new development just 
outside of town. They had a lawn 

in front and some room in the back. The 
house was a bungalow. There were rose 
bushes, surnmer flowers, a sprinkler was 
going on the lawn . Charlie Hilton grinned 
and said, "My wife's sister does ' this . 
She's the gardener around here. I got no 
time for it. " 

Gibby met the gardener a few minutes 
Jater. She'd been in the rear garden, and 
she came into the house wearing worn 
blue levis, the knees crusty with brown 
dirt. She had a trowel in her hand. 

Gibby Pryor stared at her. She looked 
omewhat like Mrs. Hilton, but she was 

younger, dark, bright-eyed. a nice smile. 
She held out a hand and she said , " I've 
watched you play many times, Mr. Pry
or." 

Gibby swallowed painfully. That meant 
she'd l1eard him play. also. A nybody with
in smelling di stance of the park had heard 
a11d identified that raucous voice. 

"I hope you enjo)•ed the games, Mi s 
Kramer," he said. 

Charlie Hilton was grinning at him 
from aero s the room. The Gray man
ager said, "Linda i qui te a baseball fan, 
Gibby. She can trip you up on me of 
the batting averages." 

Linda smi led. It was a nice smile . 
Gibby noticed that she didn't have a ring 
on her finger-any kind of ring, wedding 
or engagement. He didn't know why that 
should make any difference to hini. He 
hadn't particularly bothered about women 
during his baseball career. 

1 hey had a good time. Hilt n had two 
l<ids, both w1der six. They were crazy 
al;o11t him. Gibby watched the econd 

baseman roll on the floor with them. He 
was seeing another side of Charlie Hil
ton, a side few people kne\Y existed. The 
Gray manager was not quiet and taciturn 
here. He was not t~e phlegmatic ball 
player spoFtswriter termed him. He was 

warm, alive. 
At eleven o'clock Charlie Hilton drove 

him back to the hotel. \~'hen Gibby was 
getting out of the car, he said quietly, "I'd 
like to know-one thing, Charlie. Why the 
hell did you sign me up?" 

"I needed a hortstop," Hilton said 
promptly. 

"Why else ?" Gibby persi ted. 
The Gray manager was smoking a cigar. 

He took it out of his mouth and looked at 
it as he sat behind the wheel. He said 
finally, ''I ' ve watched you play a good 
many years, Gibby. I've always liked your 
style ; you're a hustler all the way. If you 
didn't have that big mouth and if you 
clidn't go around with a chip on your 
houlder. you'd have been the mo't pop

ular guy in the league." 

"You figured you could straighten me 
out," Gibby accused. 

"J needed a shortstop," Hilton repeat
ed, "badly, and I needed something else. 
You've seen my club. Why aren't they up 
higher in the standings?" 

"They're as dead as hell, " Gibby told 
him promptly. 

Hilton nodded . ''They play the kind of 
ball I've played all of my life. It's good, 
"ound baseball , but there· no fire in it. 
Yo11've got to have a spark to win a pen
nant. You're the guy with the ,park. If 
you can light up this fire, they m 'glit see 
a pennant race this summer." 

"The e guys don't like me," Gibby 
pointed out. "You're playing a long ~hot, 
Hilton." 

"Better than playiug no shot at all," 
Charlie Hilton smi led calmly. "I'm 
through at the end of this season unless 
the Grays uddenly come to life an<l end 
near the top. I've always wanted to han-
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dle my own club, and one bad season like 
this is enough to ruin a guy forever. Once 
baseball men get the impression that you 
can't handle the job, you never get an-
other chance." -

"I can shut my mouth," Oibby told 
him, "if you think that'll help." He found 
himself liking this tall man, liking him 
more than he'd never liked a teammate 
before. 

"That won't do it," Hilton said sur
prisingly. 

"What the hell will?" Gibby asked, 
mystified. 

"I don't know," the Gray manager told 
him. "I haven't figured it out, but quiet
ing you down, making you as dull as the 
rest of us won't help any. It'll have to 
be something else." 

He didn't know what, and he left Gibby 
that way. It was one of those things which 
had to be worked out on the playing field; 
it wasn't something you could figure out 
with a slide rule. 

Walking into the lobby, Gibby passed 
Jim Bonnet and Ray Oliver, the left 
fielder. Oliver nodded to him, but he 
didn't smile. Bonnet had his head stuck 
in a newspaper. He didn't even look up. 
Gibby took the elevator up to his room. 
He was thinking of a lot of other times, 
a lot of other clubs, where players had 
become antagonistic to him, and he'd 
eventually become a lone wolf. It was 
going to be hard helping Charlie Hilton. 

----2----
Clamor Guy 

H E ENTERED the dressing room 
the next afternoon. He walked 
with the same jaunty step because 

he couldn't break himself of that, but his 
hat wasn't perched on the back of his 
head, and he wasn't whistling in that pec
uliar off-pitch manner which exasperated 

men. He went straight to his locker and 
got into his uniform. 

They had the Hawks again this after
noon, last of a three-game series. They'd 
split the first two with the third place 
club, and this was the deciding game. The 
Grays had won two and lost two since 
Gibby joined the club. It was not an im
pressive record. Gibby had been doing 
very little hitting, although his fielding 
had been flawless as usual, and the sports
writers were still panning Hilton for tak
ing a chance with him. 

Leland was the first one to spot Gibby 
when he came out on the field. The Hawk 
second sacker grinned coldly, looking crit
ically at Gibby's swollen left eye. He said, 
"How's it feel, champ?" 

Ordinarily, Gibby would have had a 
crack ready for him. He said now, "I've 
been hit harder." The old malice was out 
of his voice, and Leland glanced at hi01 
curiously as he walked over to the bat
ting cage. Charlie Hilton was there, and 
Hilton nodded and spat. 

Gibby saw Linda Kramer sitting in one 
of the box seats with Mrs. Hilton. He 
took his hits and went back to the dugout. 
He didn't feel like yelling today. Since 
Charlie Hilton had exposed him to him
self, he felt strange about carrying on as 
before. With even one guy knowing why 
he was doing it, the riding act became 
rather ridiculous. 

In the first inning, the Hawks were 
waiting for him. Both Hawk coaches were 
primed to give him back as much as he 
handed out. They were waiting, but Gibby 
looked at Linda Kramer and said nothing. 

Third base coach, Bennie Ryan, walked 
over to him. 

"Where'd you get that eye, Gibby ? You 
walk into a door?" He let out a howl of 
derisive laughter then, but Gibby didn't 
rise to the occasion. He stared at the 
Hawk batter, slapping his glove gently. 

Mason leading off belted a hot shot 
past the Gray pitcher, 'slim Murdock, and 
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Gibby skidded over very fast, scooped up 
the ball with one hand and made his throw 
to first for the out. 

"Lucky," Ryan jeered. 
Gibby spat in his direction, but said 

nothing. Charlie Hilton edged over near
er second. He called softly, "'Where's the 
holler, kid ?" 

Gibby shook his head. He went back to 
short left to take a ·pop Texas leaguer, 
making a beautiful grab of the ball as it 
was dropping near the fou l line. The fly 
would have gone for two bases. 

He got a grudging hand from the Gray 
fans. They'd expected good fielding from 
him, but that wasn' t enough. It was 
thought that the Grays lacked a punch at 
the plate, and most critics thought Charlie 
Hilton should have shopped around for a 
shortstop who was tough with the willow. 
They had plenty of good fielders. The guy 
who'd been in before Gibby had been a 
good fielder, too. 

The Hawks jumped to a three run lead 
in the third inning, added two more in 
the fifth , and had a five to nothing ball 
game when the Grays came in at the end 
of the fifth. There were some boos then 
because the Grays needed this series, and 
the fans were disappointed. 

Leading off to start the fifth, Gibby 
caught some of this. He'd gone none for 
two thus far in the ball game, and the fans 
needed a scapegoat. The Hawk catcher, 
Jake Wheeler, went to work on Gibby 
because Jake had always been one of Gib
by 's targets when he was up at the plate. 
Wheeler said softly, " I hear Lonnie Ma
son had a little sparring match with you 
yesterday, Gibby. Who won ? ' 

"You like to try it?" Gibby a 'ked him. 
vVpeeler was a big man--over six feet, 
weighing two hundred pounds. 

"Get a reputation," Jake \ heeler said 
disdainfully. "Lick somebody and then 
come around and talk. " 

Gibl:>y caught hold of a fast ball and 
laced it over third for a clean base hit. 

He'd been praying for a waist-high ball, 
inside, the kind of pitch he liked. The 
Hawk pitcher put one in there by accident. 

Standing on first, he was in a p6sition 
to work on the Hawk pitcher, Mickey 
Sloane. :Mickey was expecting something 

· as he went out to pick up the rosin bag, 
and then came back to the mound. Gibby 
stood on the base, watching the pitcher, 
arms folded across his chest. He stepped 
off the bag when Sloane put his toe on 
the rubber. 

Oliver, next Gray batsman, had the sign 
for the hit-and-run. He tried to shove it 
through the slot between first and second, 
but he hit too close to Leland. 

Gibby went down fast, watching Crad
dock, the Hawk shortstop, coming over to 
cover the bag for the doul:>le play. As 
Craddock caught the ball and his foot 
touched the sack, Gibby slid hard, fast. 
low, trying to upset him-a perfectly legal 
maneuver-and block the double play. 

Craddock got rid of the ball, doubt:ng 
Oliver at fir st, but he was dumped hard, 
falling on top of Gibby. There was a 
cloud of dust raised from the slide, and 
both men were struggling, trying to dis
entangle themselves. Gibby could hear 
Craddock cursing. He remembered that 
the Hawk hortstop was another "ral:>bit 
ears." He couldn 't take it, and Gibby had 
ridden him unmercifully for a good many 
years. 

Craddock came up off the ground , 
throwing his body around wiklly. One lf 
his elbows caught Gibby in the mout 1 

which had been cut by Lonnie Mason in 
the fight . 

Tears of rage starting up in bi eye, 
Gibby threw a left hook for Crad<lock's 
chin. The nearest umpire, big Frank :Mo
ran, didn't see Cra<ldock's elbow come 111 

contact with Gibby's mouth; he did e' 
Gibby throw a punch. 

Craddock went to his knees, scrambled 
up, and lunged in. Leland caught him. and 
Frank Moran pinioned Gibby's arms to 
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his side. Moran was saying quietly, "That 
does it, Gibby. Take a walk." 

Moving toward the dugout, head down, 
Gibby took another riding from the fans. 
Every one of them had decided that it had 
been his fault because Craddock, even 
though an enemy player, was regarded as 
a mild mannered man. 

CHARLIE HILTON shook his head 
regretfully as Gibby came dmYn 
into the dugout, picked up his 

jacket, and ducked through the door. He 
went up the ramp alone and into the 
Gray dre sing room. There was a bitter 
mile on his face as he sat down on the 
tool in front of his locker. He'd tried to 

help Charlie Hilton out a little; he'd kept 
his mouth shut and he'd played baseball 
but still he'd been canm:d. If anything, 
he'd gotten Hilton in worse with the Gray 
fans who hadn't \\anted the new shortstop 
to begin with. 

He took a long time showering and get
ting dressed. When he was adjusting his 
tie before the mirror, the Gray players 
tarted to straggle in, hot, dusty, grim

faced. They'd taken it by a nine to one 
score this afternoon, and they weren't feel
ing good about it. 

Jim Bonnet pa sed behind Gibby as he 
tood in front of the mirror, clean, cool, 

ready to leave. Bonnet cleared his throat 
noisily, took a deep breath, but didn't say 
anything. He looked it as he went on to 
his own locker. 

Phelan called grimly, "How do you 
feel, Gibby?" 

Gibby turned around slowly, recogniz
ing the danger signal. He said quietly, 
'·Okay, kid." 

"Mu t be nice." Phelan grated, "draw
ing pay for half a clay's work." 

Gibby looked at him, and then at the 
other players who'd stopped to listen. He 
read the dislike in their eyes, and he was 
positive now that Hilton had pulled an 
enormou5 boner thinking his new short-

stop was the guy who could help this 
crowd. 

Gibby didn't want any more fights now, 
particularly with his O\Vn teammates. H e 
said without emotion, "Okay," and he 
tried to let it go like that, but Phelan was 
in a bad mood. The third sacker had gone 
none for four, and struck out hvice this 
afternoon. He'd made an error in the 
fielg, and he'd been picked off first bag 
'vhen he got on through an infield error. 
It had been Phelan's worst afternoon of 
the season. 

Phelan said slowly, "What the hell 
Charlie Hilton wanted with you I don't 
know. You've never played with a win
ner in your life, Gibby, and you never 
will." 

Gibby had enough. He put the comb 
in his pocket and he stood there, hands in 
his pockets, the old sneer coming back to 
his face. He said tersely, "A cheap out
fit that quits every other afternoon doesn't 
deserve to win a pennant. Phelan. Figure 
it out.'' 

Duke Phelan wa standing ten feet 
a"-ray, his fielder's glove in his hand. He 
was a stocky man, red in his hair, blue
green eyes. He said softly, "So we're 
quitters and we're cheap. You little rat." 

Phelan's glove followed the remark. It 
whizzed through the air, grazing Gibby's 
right cheek. The Gray third sacker fol
lowed the glove, fists knotted, face hvisted. 

Charlie Hilton, coming through the 
door, caught him just before he tangled 
with Gibby. Gibby had been waiting for 
him, ready to fight now. not giving a 
damn any more because it didn't matter. 

Hilton said, "That won't help any, 
Duke. Lay off." 

Phelan laughed coldly, but he walked 
away. Gibby looked into Charlie Hilton's 
tense face. He knew that there had been 
plenty of booing for the Grays near the 
end of that shellacking from the Hawks, 
and some of it had been for the Gray man• 
ager. That had hurt. 

• 
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When Hilton went into his office, Gibby . the trouble in the Gray dressing room, 
followed him. H e closed the door behind and blew it up into a nice story. The trou
him and leaned against it. Hilton · was blesome Gibby Pryor was hauled over the 
stripping off his shirt in front of his locker. coals again, convicted of throwing a mon
Gibby said, " Okay, Charlie, Jet's get wise key wrench into the Gray machinery. 
to ourselves." Charlie Hilton got it for tolerating the 

Hilton looked at him. "Go ahead," he guy when no other manager in the league 
said, knowing that Gibby had something would. 
on his mind. 

"I'm through with this club," Gibby 
said quietly, "and I guess I'm through all 
around the circuit. I've played with six 
teams in the league already. Ask waivers 
on me and then send me down the river." 

" That won't help you any, " Hilton ob
served. " It'll mean the end. You 'll never 
come up again, Gibby. " 

" It's not helping you to keep me here," 
Gibby told him. "Your job is on a string 
now, Charlie. If the story of this near
fight in the dressing room gets out, they'll 
pan you the more. You pulled a boner 
when you signed me." 

"I think I'll stick behind that boner," 
Charlie Hilton said slowly. "Yon just 
play ball for me, Gibby." 

"Until when?" Gibby a-keel , and then 
he an wered his own question . "Untii the 
Gray fans and the club itself kicks out 
you and me. You don't want to lose this 
job, Charlie. You've waited a long time 
for it. " 

"I won't cry if I Jo e it," the Gray 
manager aid, but Gibby was th inking 
t11at the man had a family to support. 
Charlie Hilton wanted to tay in the big 
time when he was finished a a ball player, 
and he didn't have more than a year or 
two at the mo t. 

Gibby went out, knowing that it was 
useless to try to persuade Hilton . 

''I'll be out anyway at the end of the 
sea!ion, " the Gray manager grinned calm
ly. "I might just as well have my fun, 
and there's alway the pos ibility 0111e
thi11g might happen." 

Gibby didn't know what. To make mat
ters worse, a prying reporter got wind of 

After reading the story in his room, 
Gibby got Hilton on the phone. He said 
quietly, "Now ifs out, Charlie. You'd 
better act quickly. Put me on the block 
and they'll welcome you home. If you 
don't, you might not even finish the sea
son." 

Hilton laughed over the phone. He 
said, "Be at the ball park, Gibby, and stop 
worrying." He hung up. 

GIBBY was there, the fir t of four 
with the league-leading Lions, the 
toughest, roughest outfit in the cir

cuit. Gibby had spent a year with the 
Lions four seasons back, and many of the 
men remembered him well. There was a 
rumor in the dre -ing room before the 
team took the field that the Lions were 
out to get him. 

There wa a chorus of boos when he 
came out on the field. He " ·ent over to 
the batting cage and he stood there, wait
ing his turn, very positive, now, that the 
end was near at hand. He'd hung around 
for a long time with a weak batting aver -
age, getting by on hi fielding kill, but 
he ,,·asn't getting any better in the field 
now and hi value wa teadily decreas
ing. He wa n't worried about money be
cau e he didn't particularly need any, not 
having a family to support. and he knew 
that he could play for some time in the 
bushe before he really ~lowed down, but 
he didn't like to go out thi wav. and he 
didn't like to thinK. of Charlie Hiltrn fol
lowing him, his O\\ n career wrecked to 
snme e..-xtent becau ·e he'd backed an un
popular ball player. 

The Lion baiters were ready for him 
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the first time he stepped up to the plate 
to hit in practice. A half dozen of them 
were squatting on the dugout steps-guys 
like McCann and Slattery, Slick Ryan, 
Blimp Porter. 

There was a concerted Bronx cheer, 
and then Ryan yelled, "Keep out of the 
base paths this afternoon, Gibby. We're 
gonna slice you up." 

Gibby was still putting on the silent 
act. He took his hits and sat down. Duke 
Phelan laughed at him disdainfully when 
he came in. The Duke thought he was 
worried about the Lions. He said tightly, 
"You've been ridin' everybody in the 
league all your life, Gibby. Now these 
guys are going after you. Why don't you 
crawl out of the ball park?" 

"I'll crawl when I'm ready," Gibby 
said. 

He was almost ready in the first inning. 
The hatdcase, Tug McCann, Lion second 
sacker, got a life on a Texas league single 
to right. With two away and a left
handed batter in the slot, McCann was 
due to go down, and Charlie Hilton had 

' to -cover his position, giving Gibby the 
assignment to cover the bag on the tht'ow
down. 

Gibby had an idea what was going to 
lra.ppen. He could see Mccann, hard as 
nails, one hundred and ninety pounds, 
very fast for that weight, standing on 
ftrst, grinning down at him. Mccann 
broke on the second pitch. 

Winston's throw to the bag was a foot 
over on the first base side and low down. 
Gibby could hear McCann coming. He 
steeled himself for the contact. 

Mccann came into the sack high and 
hard, spikes gleaming. Gibby put the baU 
to him, and then his legs were swept from 
beneath him. McCann's shoe smashed 
against his shin. H e wasn't spiked, but 
the force of the big man's slide rolled him 
iri the dirt. H e lost the ball as he fell, and 
he saw it rolling away in the dirt. H e 
heard the disapproval from the stands. 

There was pain in his left shin as he 
got up. Umpire Tom O'Hare had ruled 
McCann safe be'cause Gibby hadn't held 
the ball long enough. McCann grinned as 
he got up, dusting himself off. He said 
softly, "How do you like it, Gibby?" 

Gibby walked away without limping, 
but it .hurt like hell, and he knew that in 
the morning there would be some stiff
ness. McCann called after him, jeeringly, 
"Where's that holler, kid?" 

T}je two Lion coaches went to work in 
earnest. Gibby grinned coldly, taking no 
particular offense. He'd been razzed and 
worked on before, but he had the feeling 
that this was different today. The Lions 
were going after him in earnest; they 
meant business; they'd taken it for ten 
years, and this was a concerted action to 
put him in his place. 

Slattery hit one down on the ground to 
short, and Gibby ca.me in for it to make 
the play at first. He was directly in the 
base path as he went down to field the 
ball, but he didn't think McCann would 
go that far. McCann did. 

The big Lion piled into him, heavy legs 
driving. Gibby went down, the ball in his 
glove, McCann on top of him. It could 
have been accidental, and McCann may 
have made it look that way to the fans, 
but Gibby knew better. He put the ball 
to the L10n tunner for the third out, and 
he walked to the dugout, his ribs hurt
ing him, pain in his left shoulder when 
McCann's knee had come in contact with 
him. 

The third base Lion coach, Leo Sex
ton, said softly, "Gibby, you're havin' bad 
luck this afternoon." 

"It'll change, " Gibby told him. He saw 
the Gray players looking at him as he 
came in, but there was no sympathy in 
their eyes, no resentment of the Lions' 
acts. A dub was supposed to back its 
players when another team went to work 
on one of them. It was not going to hap· 
pen this afternoon. 

-
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In the second inning, Gibby came up 
to the plate with none on and two away. 
Slick Ryan was on the mound for the 
Lions, and Slick promptly sent the first 
pitch, high, inside, very close to the head. 
Gibby hit the dirt. 

He got up to see Slick grinning at him, 
his cap pulled low over his eyes. The 
Lion catcher, Red Hackett, said inno
cently, "Now we almost hit you t11at time, 
Gibby. Think of that!" 

Ryan put another close across the neck, 
a slider, a wicked ball at best. Gibby 
broke away from the plate again. They 
were howling in the Lion dugout. 

L INDA KRAMER was out again 
this afternoon, and Gibby saw her 
watching him quietly as he dusted 

himself off and came up to the plate, 
standing as close as he'd ever stood, defy
ing Ryan to do it again. 

Slick eventually passed him after get-
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ting two strikes on his man. Gibby trot
ted down to first, running with a bounce, 
but feeling plenty of pain all through his 
body. 

Ryan tried to pick him off the sack 
twice, and on one occasion Blimp P orter, 
shifting his feet around as he macle the 
catch, brought one of his spikes down on 
Gibby's instep. 

"Oops!" the big man grinned. " Par
don me, Gibby." 

" I'll pay that back," Gibby said, " the 
next time you come my way." This was 
beginning to work on him now. He'd 
been very quiet; he'd been taking it, but 
it was getting under his skin. 

Porter said quietly, "Your paying-back 
clays are over, Gibby. We're runnin' you 
right the hell out of baseball!" 

"I'll see that day," Gibby retorted. He 
had the sign from the dugout to go down 
on the next pitch, and he had a very 
definite knowledge of what was going to 
happen to him when he went into second. 
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Tug McCann would be covering the bag 
Gibby took off with Ryan's first motion. 

As he sprinted for second, he saw Mc
Cann shifting over to the bag. He watched 
McCann's face as the big man hovered 
near the bag, waiting for the throw-down. 
He saw the cold grin, and then he hit the 
dirt. He tried to draw as far away from 
McCann's tag as possible, giving the Lion 
just the tip of his toe. He wasn't pre
paced for what happened. 

Coming in on a cloud of dust, Mc
Cann's actions were pretty well concealed. 
Taking Hackett's throw, McCann sud
den1y lunged forward with the ball, s·wing
ing his gloved hand toward Gibby's head, 
at the same time dropping his weight on 
the base stealer. 

The ball gripped tightly in McCann's 
gloved hand collided with Gibby's mouth, 
drawing from him a small cry of pain, and 
at the same time McCann's bea''Y knees 
dug into his ribs as he came down on 
top of his man. 

Even before the ball touched him, how
ever, Gibby's right toe was on the bag. 
He w~ ruled safe. He got up, spitting 
blood, tears o£ anger and pain in his eyes. 
Some of the Gray players were standing 
up in the dugout, and Charlie Hilton was 
looking at him closely. Everyone knew 
what had happened out there even though 
they hadn't seen it too clearly. 

McCann said, "I slipped, Gibby.,. 
HAll right," Gibby grated. ''I'll see yott 

around, Tug." He was beginning to feel 
washed out inside. He had pain in his 
ribs and in his shoulder ; the spot where 
Blimp Porter had stepped on his foot 
didn't feel too good either. 

Umpire Tom O'Hare moved over be
hind Gibby, and as he walked, he said, 
"If I could do it, kid, I'd hand out a pen
alty for unnecessary roughness, but there 
ain't no sucl1 rule in my book." 

"I'm not crying," Gibby said coldly, but 
he didn't speak clearly now because his 
lips were puffing up. H~ spat again. 

O'Hare said, "That's right." 
Before Gibby could get his breath, 

Oliver laced a single out to right field. 
Gibby hit for third, caught his signal from 
the third base coach, and then lit out for 
home. He was remembering, as he 
pivoted off the third sack, that Charlie 
Hilton wanted this game very badly, and 
that it was going to be a pretty close game 
with Slick Ryan facing the Gray ace, 
Johnny Blunt. There was the possibility 
this run might mean the ball game, and 
a win over the league leaders would give 
the Grays a kind of lift which they badly 
needed. 

Red Hackett was bracing himself in 
fr~nt of the home plate, blocking it com
pletely, squatting a little as he waited for 
the ball. Gibby gritted his teeth and kept 
going. 

Hackett was reaching for the baU, a 
high throw bouncing in from the out fi t:ld, 
when Gibby hit him head-on. The force 
of the collison sent Hackett reeling back 
over the plate before the ball could touch 
his glove. 

Gibby fell on top of him, with Hac!·ett 
kicking at him viciously, cursing, as he 
tried to roll Gibby off. When the Lion 
catcher scrambled to his feet, Gibby 
thought that he was going to swing. He 
had his own fists balled, ready to hit back, 
even though he knew that against a guy 
like Hackett the fight would be short and 
sweet, but not sweet for him I 

Hackett caught umpire Chad Osg-rJOd 
watching him a few feet away. Osgood 
had aln;ady ruled Gibby safe at home. 
and the home plate umpire was ready to 
banish the first man to fhrow a punch. 

Red Hackett thought better of it. Las 
glared at Gibby, and said, ••pryor, I 
never did like you-or your mouth. Don't 
try that again." 

"I'll do it every time you block t 1at 
plate, you. big bum," Gibby snarled. He 
was fighting mad Il()W, and he didn't 4:arc: 
what happened. When he walked away 

.. 
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from the plate he had the bounce to his 
walk again, and he shifted his cap over to 
the side of his head. There was a little 
trickle of blood sliding down his chin 
from his cut lip; the sneer was on his 
face as he came down into the Gray dug
out. He said disdainfully so that every
one could hear it, " The lumphead. I"ll 
kick his teeth out the next time I come 
in." 

None of the Gray players said any
thing. Charlie Hilton at on the bench 
watching him, his face expressionless. 
T hey had a one to nothing lead in this 
ball game. 

===3=== 
Hot Sack Hellion 

T HE Gray trainer, Doc Barnard, got 
a sponge and a bucket of water. 
Gibby bathed his cut mouth and 

dried it with a towel Barnard handed to 
h im. Barnard looked at the puffed mouth, 
shrugged as if to say it wasn't too bad, 
and then sat down. 

Gibby was still mw11bling to hlmself. 
H e trotted out on the field with the third 
out and, immediately, went to work on 
the Lions. It wasn't easy making a noise 
with that battered mouth, but he did it. 
He started on Tug McCann as the big 
L ion second sacker trotted in from his 
position. He called loudly, " Hey, But
ton Nose. " 

McCann pun around at the sound of 
tb hated name. McCann did have a 
rather small nose, but very few men in the 
league would dare to mention it. T he 
ecood baseman's jaw was tight when he 

ran on again. 
Gibby started off on the first Lion bats

man, Blimp Porter. The heavy fir t ba e
man tumbled a little as he came up out 
of the dugout to get his bat fron~ the rack. 
Gibby's taunting voice reached him, 

" Don't trip over that feather, F atty." 
P orter reddened because the fans in the 

boxes behind the Lion dugout could hear 
that, and they were grinning. Gibby kept 
after him when he tepped into the rec
tangle. 

P orter fidgeted at the plate. H e was a 
big man, but he'd never been too tough 
with the willow. Gibby howled at him, 
" What's the bat for, Blimp ?" ' 

Porter stepped out of the box and 
glared down toward short. Gibby 
screeched, " T wo, sixty-three .. , T hat was 
Porter's present batting average. 

Porter rolled an ea y grounder to Char
lie Hilton and was thrown out. As he 
was walking back toward the dugot1t, 
head down, Gibby called after him, " Two, 
fifty-nine, Blimp." 

Charlie Hilton grinned and slapped his 
glove. He said softly, "Let's get 'em. " 

They held a one to nothing lead for five 
inn ings, but in the sixth the Lion tiw it 
up on a screeching double off the bat of 
Tug McCann. The tall Lion infielder 
went into the bag in a cloud of dust, c;pikes 
high again. Gibby managed to leap out of 
the way. Stepping away then, he kicked 
some dirt into McCann 's face a the run
ner lay on the ground. Tug ~crambled up, 
face twisted with rage, but Gibby calmly 
walked away from him. 

The Lion coach on fir t \ a howling 
down at the runner, but T ug wa tt o mad 
to li sten. He took a tep off the bag in 
Gibby 's direction, and he snarled, "You 
little rat. I 'II bu t your face in." 

Charlie Hilton tepped over and tl ug 
the ball into McCann" back, neatly pick
ing him off the ack wi th the ancient hid
den ball trick. McCann trode off the 
field, crackling his knuckle as he alked. 
His hit had, however, brought in the ty
ing run of the ball game. 

Gibby tarted to tJffen up a · the game 
progres ed. His lip were badly .,, ollcn. 
and hi left shoulder was aching. In 1ht' 

sixth inning another Lion runner ~uwshtd 
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into him at second as he was covering the 
bag on a throw-in from the outfield. In 
the seventh he was accidentally 011 pur
pose spiked 111 the right ankle by Huck 
Slattery as he slid into third base follow
ing another pass and a base hit by Oliver. 

There was blood staining his sock when 
Ch<ll'lie Hilton came over to look at him. 
Hilton said quietly, "I'll put a runner in 
Gibby. Have Doc look at that ankle." 

Gibby walked from the field, down into 
the silent Gray dugout, and through the 
door. He nodded to Linda Kramer as he 
went by, and he thought he saw the sym
pathy in her eyes. She was the only one 
in the park who felt that way. 

His run came in on an outfield fly a 
moment later, and it was the run that won 
the ball game, Johnny Blunt pitching air
tight ball for the Grays the final three 
innings. 

Gibby was on the rubbing table, and 
Doc Barnard was working on his ankle 
when the players came in. Gibby looked 
at them contemptuously. He was getting 
ready to needle Jim Bonnet when he 
caught Charlie Hilton's warning glance. 
He didn't say anything, but he wanted to. 
He wanted to work on them because 
they'd been dead again this afternoon. 
They hadn't exhibited a spark 0£ life, and 
only the superlative pitching of Blunt had 
held them up. 

Hilton came over and said, "How's it, 
Gibby?" 

"Okay," Gibby g-rowlcd. "I'm still 
alive." 

"They're going to work on you tomor
row, too," Hilton observed. He looked 
critically at the ankle. The cut was not 
too bad, and bandaged, Gibby would be 
able to play. Hilton said, "I might keep 
you on the bench the remainder of this 
Lion series, Gibby." 

"Like hell," Gibby snapped. "I owe 
those guys something. They're getting it 
bade.,, 

" K ind of a one-man crusade," Hilton 

said. "It's gonna be your funeral, Gibby." 
Charlie Hilton was eating in the city 

with his wife tonight. He came over when 
Gibby was nearly dressed, and he said 
casually, "Myra and Linda are coming in, 
Gibby. Why not make it a foursome? 
I'm sure Linda would like it." 

Gibby blinked. He said, "It's okay 
with me if-" 

"Sure," the Gray manager grinned. 
"Leave it to me." 

Gibby did, and they had a good time. 
He found himself dancing with Linda 
Kramer later in the evening after the sup
per. He didn't look too pretty with his 
mouth still puffed out, and he was very 
stiff. Linda said to him, "You had a 
rough afternoon, Gibby." 

"Those monkeys-" Gibby started to 
say, and then he saw that the girl was 
grinning at him. He started to grin, too. 

"You're not afraid any more," Linda 
Kramer said. "You got over it." • 

Gibby stared at her. "What-what do 
you mean?" he asked. 

She laughed softly. "I guess Charlie 
didn't tell you. I was the one who kind 
of psychoanalyzed you, Gibby. I told 
Charlie, and he agreed with me. You sec, 
I've taken courses in psychiatry." 

"Psychiatry?" Gibby muttered. 

"I've watched you play many timei," 
Linda said, "even before you came to the 
Grays. I was convinced quite a whi&e 
back that you'd been afraid of something 
in your childhood, tla.t you'd been fight
ing it all of your life, and that accounted 
for your actions on the field. I told Char
lie that when you got straightened out, 
you'd be pretty valuable to a club." 

Gibby blinked at her. "Did Charlie 
Hilton sign me on your recommenda~ 
tion ?" he asked, dumbfounded. 

Linda Kramer grinned again. "Char
lie's smart enough to know that a p ychi
atric case doesn't help any. I told him I'4 
tak~ a chance with you." 

Gt'bby said slowly, " You wiU ?" 

.. 
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The music stopped, and Linda Kramer 

only smiled at him as they left the floor. 
Gibby said before they reached the table. 
"So you think I'm over it now ?" 

"I'd say you'd cured yourself," Linda 
told him. "You'd overbalanced the scale 
the other way in order to do it, but if 
you can get on an even keel now, you'll 
be all right. " 

" You mean--cut out the holler ?" Gibby 
asked her curiously. 

"No," Linda stated. "Make all the 
noise you want, but don't mean it. " 

Gibby let that sink in as he sat down. 
Charlie Hilton started to tell him later in 
the evening that his sister-in-law had tak
en several extra-curricular courses in ap
plied psychiatry. 

"She knows her stuff," Charlie H il
ton said. 

"You're telling me," Gibby retorted. 
" I understand she even knows yours." 

The Gray manager chuckled. " She's 
been a help," he admitted. A shadow 
crossed his face then, and he said, "I 
don't seem to know mine too well, Gibby. 
I was on the carpet again this morning 
with the big bosses. T hey want to know 
how come the bad showing th is season." 

" They're putting the skids under you?" 
Gibby asked slowly. 

Hilton nodded. " Maybe I'm too easy," 
he murmured. "This club probably needs 
a driver-a guy with a big whip." 

" I 've played with six clubs in this 
league," Gibby said quietly, " under a half 
dozen different managers. I 've never 
known a guy to play better, sounder base
ball." 

" Thanks," Charlie H ilton smiled, " but 
a big time manager needs more than that. 
W e can pick up minor league managers 
who know as much baseball, but you need 
something beside that. Up here we're 
handling the best mechanics of the busi
ness; they're higher strung; they need 
special handling, and unless a guy can get 
the best out of them, he won ·t stay." 

GIBBY caught the note of regret in 
the Gray manager's voice, and he 
felt sorry for the man. H ilton de

served to stay. H e was well-liked by the 
players, and they wanted to play ball for , 
him, but they hadn't been set on fire, and 
Charlie Hilton wasn't the guy who could 
do it. Charlie didn't have that in him, 
himself. 

That night Gibby didn't sleep. The 
soreness in his body and· the worry about 
Hilton kept him awake till the small hours 
of the 111orning. His own problem, the 
fact that he was practically fini shed in the 
big time, did not matter so much. H e'd 
been expecting that a Jong time. 

H e had Linaa Kramer on his mind, too, 
and it was the first time in his life a wom
an had kept him awake. He didn't partic
ularly mind that part of it, either. 

The Lions were ready for him again 
the next afternoon, ready to finish off the 
job. Gibby came out on the field, wish
ing he could limp. He wanted to limp, 
but he didn't want to show it; he didn't 
want to give them the satisfaction. H e 
walked as if there was nothing the mat
ter with hiln, and he walked with a cold 
grin on his face. 

Tug McCann was wai ting for him on 
the third base foul line.. when he came out 
of the dugout. McCann said grimly, 
" Gibby, if you live through this damned 
game, there's a half dozen guys will be 
waitin' under the grandstand for you when 
it's over. \Ve're takin' you on one after 
the other. We're huttin' that big mouth 
fo r good." 

Gibby spat. "That' ll take a good man, " 
he said coolly, " and there's not a good 
man on that cheap club of yours." He 
walked off with the old bounce. 

H e was on his toes when the fir:. t Lion 
batsman came up to the plate. He was 
ready to turn in the ball game of his life 
for Charlie Hilton, bruises or no bruises. 
T he Grays had beaten the Lions once. A 
second • traight win this afternoon might 
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do something to them ; it might snap them 
out of this lethargy and make a ball club 
out of them. They might have a vision. 

Gibby streaked behind second, pound
ing with that cut ankle, to knock down a 
hot liner through the box, and throw 
Chicle Manning out at first. The play was 
on the sensational side, and Charlie Hil
ton nodded his head appreciatively. 

And Gibby was working on the Lion 
players as they came up to bat. It was 
the same bar rage, but it sounded differ 
ent. The malice had gone out of his voke. 
H e was a guy making a lot of noise, rat 
tling the enemy batsmen, but that was 
perfectly legitimate. Charlie Hilton glanced 
at him once, noticing this difference im
mediately. 

The Lions didn't sense any difference. 
The players sat in the dugout, listening 
to him, faces grim. Speed Russell got on 
first with two away, and he lit out inune
diately for econd, coming in high and 
hard. 

Gibby took the throw from the plate, 
dug the ball into Russell's leg and leaped 
back at the same time. He came away 
with a neat cut in his trouser leg · just 
above the knee. 

Russell said tersely, " Kid, I 'm taking 
your leg off next time down." 

" And I'll shove it down your throat," 
G ibby chuckled, "spike and all. ,. He trot
ted in to the dugout and he went to work 
on the Gray players. H e said, " Let' act 
alive in here. Let's polish oif these mon
keys." 

J im Bonnet said, "Sit down, Pryor." 
Gibby snorted and got a drink at the 

fountain. He saw H ilton shaking his head 
at him again, and he got the impression 
that the Gray manager didn' t think talk 
was the thing at this t ime. The Grays 
weren't in the mood for it. 

In the second inning Gibby came up 
with runners on first and third and two 
a\'ray. Charlie Hilton' Cong single to right 
had sent Alcott all the way to third from . 

fi rst. The score was nothing to nothing, 
and the sign were pointing to another 
pitcher's bat tle with the tough left-hand
er, Solly Durkin, throwing for the Lions, 
and Ed Chamber fo1· the Grays. 

Durkin threw the fi rst pitch for Gibby's 
head, dropping him in the dirt. Solly 
threw the fastest ball in the league, and 
he was just wild enough to· keep the hit
ter from digging in on him. 

Gibby got up slowly. Red Hackett said 
to him, " You hear that sing, kid ?"· 

" It'll whi tle," Gibby grinned at him, 
"when I lace it to the outfield. " 

Durkin threw another close one, mak
ing Gibby jump out of the rectangle. The 
ball had a wicked hop to it, and Gibby 
didn't like the way it spat into Hackett' 
big glove. He came into the rectangle, 
saying nothing this time, listening to the 
Lion infield give him the works. He was 
about six inches back farther from the 
plate than he'd been before, and the Lions 
had noticed it. 

"Yellow belly!" T ug McCann yelled 
from second. "Cram it down his throat, 
Lefty." 

Durkin was going to put it over the 
plate now, and Gibby knew it. The lank 
left-hander wasn't going to walk him and 
take a chance with Oliver, a pret ty tough 
clutch hitter. 

Gibby was still far from the plate a 
Durkin took the stretch, but when the 
ball sped down the lane, he was moving 
over and in-walking into D urkin' fast 
one, a wild, wicked pitch I 

It was on the outside corner, waist 
high. Gibby hit it cleanly, sending it over 
second base, bouncing it on the grass half
way to center field. The run scored from 
third. and the grinning Hilton pulled up 
at second, Gibby taking first. 

Blimp Porter said to him sou rly, "The 
luckiest damned base hit you ever got in 
your life, Gibby." :But there wa some 
respect in his voice which had never been 
there before. Porter had seen him move 
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in on that pitch, and Porter knew that it 
took nerve to step into anything Solly 
Durkin threw up. 

That was the only run they scored that 
inning, and when the Grays took the field, 
several of them looked Gibby's way. a 
little surprised that he'd hit the tough 
Durkin safely. 

Linda Kramer was watching this one 
again, and she waved a hand to Gibby 
after he'd made the hit. Gibby smiled 
back at her . He handled another hot 
chance this inning, converting a near-hit 
into a neat double play, and the Gray fans 
gave him a hand when he came in at the 
end of the inning. It was again a one to 
nothing ball game. 

The Lions came back with two runs in 
the fourth and another in the fifth to give 
them a three to one lead, and with Solly 
Durkin winging the fast one down the 
lane, it looked very bad for the Grays. 
The big crowd which had turned out for 
this one sat back, disgruntled. They'd 
hoped against hope for another Gray win 
and two straight over the league-leaders. 

T he Gray infield was dead with the ex
ception of Gibby P ryor at short. Gibby 
kept it alive, making the noise, working 
on every batter, and the Gray fans lis
tened to him- had to, because he was the 
only one talking. He did more than talk. 
He went out into short left for a Texas 
League pop, taking the ball over his right 
shoulder, getting a hand from the fans. 

In the fifth, he was knocked down at 
second when Blimp Porter tore into the 
bag with the force of an express train ; 
in the sixth it was ~IcCann doubling to 
right-center, and Gibby taking the throw
in again. There was a wild scramble . 
McCann was safe, but Gibby got up, white 
in the face, his lips tight. T he cut ankle 
was bleeding again. the wotmd having 
heen ripped open. He walked away from 
second without a word, and McCann 
<'ailed after him, tauntingly, "Ho'\\ 's it 
feel, ucker ?" 

Gibby was too sick to reply, but he 
picked up, a few minutes later, with Car
son batting. The Lion outfielder had rab
bit ears, and Gibby went to work on him 
so hard that Carson cut at a near wild 
pitch, going down for the third out. 

In the dugout the end of the sixth, 
Gibby kept up the chatter, working now 
on Solly Durkin. The left-hander grinned 
in the beginning, but the talk had its 
effect. Once the Lion pitcher picked up 
the rosin bag and slammed it down hard 
on the ground. Gibby started to yell, 
." He's ready to blow. Anchor him down." 

Durkin walked J im Bonnet after get
ting a three and two count on the first 
baseman. Whitlock dropped a neat bunt 
along the first base line and Durkin came 
in to cover it. He'd never been too strong 
on bunts, and his height made it difficult 
for him to field them properly. 

Gibby screeched. "Watch it, Solly! It's 
goin' foul !" 

The ball was on the line, and Durkin 
hesitated a moment, doing it unconscious
ly when he heard the warning. The ball 
remained inside the line, and, cursing, 
Durkin picked it up, dropped it, scooped 
it up again, and then held the ball in his 
hand. Whitlock was already O\'er the bag 
with a life. 

D URKI N glared toward the Gray 
dugout. and Gibby gave him the 
horse laugh Durkin walked Al

cott because he wa still red mad, and 
was t rying to blaie the fa t one down 
the middle. 

Charlie Hilton came up with the base 
loaded and one away, and the Gray man
ager promptly pushed a single into right, 
scoring two run and tying up the ball 
game. T he Gray fans went wild 

.'\gain it had been Gibby':. needling 
which drove Durkin to the point of dis
traction and enabled Hilton to tep into 
a fat pitch hich he may not h ve gotten 
otherwise. 
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Gibby came into the slot with Hilton 
on first and Alcott on third, still one away. 
Durkin fumed on the mound, took his 
stretch, and then whipped the fireball in 
under Gibby's chin. 

Gibby hopped back on rickety legs. 
They had Durkin on the run now, and 
one good push might send him to the 
shower§. With Durkin out of the way, 
the Lions had no one worth mentioning 
in the bull pen this afternoon. 

It was not exactly the spot for a bunt, 
and Gibby had his orders to hit away, but 
a bunt was the play now, considering 
Durkin's condition, and with the tough 
Oliver moving up next, Gibby was not 
sure of a hit ; he was positive he could lay 
down a tricky roller which might upset 
Solly Durkin again. 

Stepping out of the batter's box, he gave 
the sign to Hilton on first, hands across 
the letters of the shirt. Hilton looked a 
trifle surprised, but he grinned, then. Al
cott had it on third base, too. They were 
set. 

Durkin blazed in another fast one, in 
close, waist high, a good pitch to lay 
down. Gibby's bat went dead in his hands 
as he crouched in front of the plate. There 
was a dull, deadening sound as ball met 
wood, and then Gibby started to run, fol
lowing the ball as it trickled down the first 
base line. 

Durkin was coming in, running with 
that peculiar lumbering gait. Alcott was 
streaking in from third with the run 
which would put them in the lead. 

The ball was a foot inside the base line, 
stopping, when Durkin reached it. He 
was bending down as Gibby tore up at 
him, yelling at the top of his voice, pound
ing toward the big man, with his spikes 
high. 

Durkin didn't fumble the ball this time. 
He picked it up cleanly, his face white 
with rage, and he swung at Gibby, ball 
in glove as the smaller man went by. The 
force of his tag knocked Gibby off bal-

ance and he was leaning forward as he 
covered the remaining distance to first. 

Durkin, in his anxiety to hurt his man, 
had Jost the ball as he slammed Gibby in 
the back with it. The ball was rolling 
away, and Alcott was in with the run. 
Charlie Hilton was streaking to third, 
and Red Hackett, the Lion catcher, raced 
after the ball which had rolled toward 
the screen, at the same time yelling for 
Durkin to cover the plate in case Hilton 
kept going. 

Gibby stumbled over first base, the toe 
of his left spike striking something hard, 
something which should not have been 
there. He took a flying dive forward, 
landing on the side of his face and his 
right shoulder. He knew, as he was go
ing through the air, what had happened. 
Blimp P orter's foot had been on the sack, 
not touching the edge of it. Blimp had 
deliberately tripped him up_ on that one. 

Rolling over, his face and mouth full 
of dirt, Gibby came up, raging mad. He 
staggered as he ran back toward the bag, 
knowing he was going out of the game, 
not caring. any more. He swung at the 
big fi rst baseman, missing him, and Por
ter slapped _him across the side of the 
face, knoc~ing him into the dirt. He was 
getting up when he saw big Jim Bonnet 
racing from the Gray dugout, followed 
by Phelan and Winston, the catcher. 

Charlie Hilton was calling "time" to 
the umpire, and running aero s the field 
toward the fight . Gibby wasn't through. 
He came up, lunging in, bu umpire Den
nison caught him, pinioning his arms. He 
was so tired now he almo t fell down. 
Then he caught a glimpse of Jim Bon
net's face. 

.The Gray first sacker was pointing a 
stiff finger at Blimp Porter a few feet 
away. He was saying ter ely, "You touch 
that guy again, Blimp, and I'm layin' you 
out." 

Porter stared at him uncertainly. Gibby 
only gaped. 
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"Hell," Porter growled, "you don't like 

this little rat any lilQre than. I do, Bonnet. 
. I've heard you say so." 

"All right," Bonnet snapped. "If I want 
to bat him around a little that's my busi
ness, but you monkeys Jay off." 

Lion players were coming over, from 
the dugout, and from the field. More 
Grays swarmed out of the dugout. Win
stQn was talking with Solly Durkin, and 
it looked like the heavyset Gray catcher 
was all set to swing at the tall lefthander 
when Charlie Hilton caught him. Win
ston was growling, "Who the hell does 
he think he is-the stringbean." 

Phelan was talking with Tug McCann, 
and Phelan wasn't mincing words. 

"You guys pull any more funny stuff," 
Phelan said quietly, "an' you'll run into 
a hell of a lot of spikes when you come 
down toward third." 

The disgusted McCann scowled, "You 
are talkin' through your hat, Phelan. Shut 
up." 

Phelan let go with a right hand punch. 
McCann came back with lefts and rights. 
Two bluecoats rushed out 011 the field and 
separated them, with Charlie Hilton run
ning around, trying to watch Winston and 
Durkin who were all set to go at each 
other again, trying to get Phelan away. 
There was a funny little grin on the Gray 
manager's face as he bopped around. 
Gibby was remembering that, as far as he 
knew, there had been no fisticuffs in a 
Gray ball game in a good long time and 
this was overdue. 

Gibby was banned. Phelan was banned. 
Tug Mct::ann was !lent to the showers, 
following Btimp Porter. Gibby walked 

toward the augout, remembering only 
when he was halfway there that he'd lost , 
his hat. There was a lot of noise in the 
stands when he got near the dugout. He 
looked up. 

Charlie Hilton was walking with him, 
helping him a little because that bad an
kle was hurting now. Hilton said, "You 
hear it, Gibby ! They liked that." 

Gibby grinned. "A good fight helps 
once in a while," he chuckled. "This 
team acts alive." 

They were alive. Gibby sat in the dug
out watching Oliver line a double off the 
right field wall. Winston, following, tri
pled to deep center. Gibby got up then 
because he was looking at a new club, a 
fighting club. He listened to them yell
ing in the dugout, booing the Lions now, 
jeering them. . 

Hilton said to him, "Let Doc look at 
that ankle, Gibby. I don't want to see 
you benched now, kid." 

Gibby nodded and walked toward the 
door. Jim Bonnet looked straight across 
the field as G1bby passed in front of him, 
but Bonnet said, "How do you feel
kid?" 

It was the first time Bonnet had called 
him, kid. It meant something. 

Gibby took a deep breath. He said soft
ly, "Okay, Jim." It was better than okay; 
it was perfect. He poked bis head above 
the dugout roof for one moment before 
ducking down through the door. He 
looked straight at Linda Kramer in the 
box behind the dugout. 

The girl winked at him and held up 
two fingers in the victory sign. 

Gibby Pryor said softly, "Okay." 



A battered champ risking his 
crown for a promise, a kid who 
was ou.t for his blood-and three 
minutes of man-made Hell in a 

circle squared-for murder! 

H e looked for a spot on. 
Rocky's body to explode 

his dynamite! 

DYNAMITE DUKES 
By WALT MOREY 

WLEY slanu11 d the door and aid, 
'Nice gain', Mick." 
~fickey :Monahan ;,at on the bed 

and held hi:; aching head. "He fed me so 
much leather, I couldn't see. And you say 
nice going. Hah ! I wa · lucky bi · jaw 
tinkled.' ' 

"Th' record hook'll say Mickey Mona
han kayoed Paulie Jones in four." 

"Ain't it the truth." l\J ickey tood up, 

30 

moved his tortured body experimentally 
around the room. H e aid with a note f 
sadness: "The time has come. It came to
night. I felt it, W iley." 

Wiley ~at down in the only chair. "It 
hadda come. After all, you 're thirty· 
three," he aid philosophically. 

"Five years ago that punk couldn't 
have mu ed my hair. Tonight he almo~t 
kill me, till I get lucky. That':; no good." 

; 

• 
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"VVhat do you wanna do, quit-like 
that?" 

"I been thinking. There ought to be one 
good fight left in the old frame. I'd like 
to make it a dilly-then go out. The tum
ult and the shouting and the referee lift
ing my arm. Something to remember 
when I got my carpet slippers on. ' 

Wiley understood. Wiley was an honest 
man who managed fighters for a living. 
He said: "I'll miss you, Mick. How about 
a re-match vdth Rocky Sullivan?'' 

" I 'd like that. He's the only guy ever 
k.o.'d me. I'd like to return the compli
ment. I 'd like to see his manager, Benny 
Peoples, too. Good ofd Benny. " Mickey 
rubbed the knuckles of his right hand. 
His smile was reminiscent. "Yes, sir! 
I'd like to see Benny." 

" Lay off him." \ i\Tiley said. "He's too 
clever for you.'· 

" V./e've got some unfinished business.'' 
"It don't matter. You concentrate on 

Sullivan. He's won nineteen - some 
against good boys. You won't end up on 
top less'n you do some fancy plannin' 
against him. He'll knock your head off
like he done before." 

" Things'll be different this time.'' 
"They better be." 
"Where is this fight, Wiley-L. A., 

Frisco?" 
"Portland. They want it for durin' 

Rose Festival \V eek-inna ball park. 
\Ve'll hang 'em from the light poles." 

"Let's hang 'em in some other town. 
Portland's poison to me." 

"That lickin' botherin · you? It 
. houldn't. That's part of a fighter's busi
ness. Beside . Sullivan didn't lick the 
real Mickey l\lonahan. He licked a 
. hadow." 

"Don't remind me of the detail .'' 
Iickey sat on the bed, remembering. The 

anger came up in him, eyen after two 
years. 

Benny Peoples had been hi manager 
th n. He'd aid: "This Rocky Sullivan 

is just another college-joe, a good right 
hand and a football player's body. " But 
1\Iickey had already had twenty hard 
fights while barnstorming, and the fire 
had burned out of him. The spring had 
gone from his legs, the snap from his 
punches. It had lasted fiye round . each 
an eternity. He had been down four time·, 
Sullivan twice. 

He had come to in the dressing room, 
still in fighting trunk , the gloves on his 
hands-and alone. Benny Peoples had 
skipped out, taking all his money, even his 
clothes, so Mickey couldn't follow. He had 
been left broke, stranded. 

Pop Rogers, a farmer who'd come in to 
the fight, had found him, got him some 
clothes and carted him off to the farm. 

Rocky Sullivan had been there. He wa 
\\"Orking for Rogers and had been fighting 
around during a year off from school. 
Mickey and Rocky had got along fine. 
Rocky was a clean-limbed kid who'd been 
a college halfback and was studying to 
be a scientific farmer. 

After knocking out l\Iickey, R ocky's 
ideas had changed. Two months later, 
he'd left college. Mickey learned that 
Benny Peoples had contacted Rocky, 
given him a buildup. and Rocky had gone 
to fight for him. All this he had told 
\Niley. He had never mentioned Laura 
Rogers. He didn't, now 

\Viley aid, "Sulliyan and Peoples have 
claimed the Pacific slope light-heavy title 
and challenged all comer. It' a natural 
grudge fight between you two. It's that 
dilly you wanna quit on." 

"But not in Portland ... 
"It' got to be. I igned the papers." 
"I can't go back there," Micke'' 

groaned. "I jut can't." 
\\'iley studied him. "I ne1·er pried into 

your affairs. I ne1·er a ked question . " 
"You'ye been okay." 
"I got some brains, too. For in tance, 

I kuow you ain't in bad with the Jaw. 
It ain't Rock Sullivan. So, bein · young 
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and single and not too bad lookin', for a 
pug, it can only be one thing. A dame. 
You want to tell me about her now?" 

" I 'll bet you're good with mirrors, too," 
Mickey said. "Yeah, there was a girl." 

" You were in love with her?" 
"Me-and Sullivan." 
"And you gave her up to Sullivan. I 

thought you were a fightin' man, Miele" 
"She was engaged to Sullivan." 
"Then you were a gentleman." 
" The hell I was. I should have seen 

what was happening to me and cleared 
out." 

"That's why you don't want to go back. 
You're afraid to meet her. You're still 
in love with her." 

Mickey raised his hand arm's length 
above his head. "This deep, Wiley-. " 

Her name was Laura Rogers. She was 
Pop Rogers' daughter, and a librarian in 
the city's suburb. 

"I saw her the first time, the night Pop 
took me home." 

" She and Sullivan had been standing in 
the big living room before the fireplace. 
The firelight was in her hair. She was 
beautiful. " 

" \Vhen did you fall in love with her?" 
Wiley asked. 

"Right after she said, 'How do you 
do, Mr. Monahan'. I fell that deep." 

"\Vhat happened next ?" 
"It was winter. There was orchards 

to prune, chemicals to spread. Pop wanted 
me to stay and work for my board, him 
not being too strong. So I did. Nights 
we'd sit around and play games, or read. 
Laura had some books on farming and I 
read 'em. When I go't interested, she 
brought more from the library." 

"Like them I see you readin' now? 
'Successful Farming : The Fruit Grower's 
Guide'." 

"That's right. Two months after I got 
there, Sullivan left to fight for Peoples." 

Laura had missed him, at first, bl\t she'd 
gotten over it. Mickey had felt guilty 

being near her so much with that diamond 
,on her hand glaring at him, but the sense 
of guilt had worn off. 

" You never made a pass at her? Not 
once?" 

" Well-yes. Once." 
"What happened? No, don't tell me. 

I'm no snoop." 
"I'll tell you. I can talk about it, now. 

I've been thinking so long, I can't hold 
it in any more. It was spring, and we 
walked out to look at a job of plowing 
I'd done that day. We sat on an old wagon 
tongue. There was a full moon and you 
could smell the fresh-turned earth and the 
apple blossoms. '.fhe) urrow ran straight 
as a gun barrel beneath the moonlight. I 
was proud of that furrow and turned to 
brag. She was looking at me, her face 
close, and all soft in the moonlight. I for
got what I was going to say and leaned 
forward and kissed her-just like that. I 
kissed her good. Then I saw the diamond 
again. It looked as big as a sixteen ounce 
glove. It was hard to act natural after 
that. W e went back to the house, kind of 
embarrassed." 

"That's why you left ?" 
"The spring work was done. I didn't 

have any further excuse fo r staying. And 
it wasn't good to be around Laura any 
more, as long as she was engaged to Sul
livan." 

"You pack a suitcase full of agricultural 
pamphlets because you kissed a girl one 
night?" 

"No. I did a dumb thing after that. But 
keep it to yourself. There was a twenty 
acre fruit orchard for sale next to theirs. 
A few months ago I got to dreaming of 
moonlight nights, and plowed fields, and 
wagon tongues and retiring. I wrote the 
real estate people. Now I own it. But I 
can't go back there and watch her happy 
with Sullivan. So when I got some ense 
again, I put the property up for sale. But 
it hasn't sold yet." 

"You have got it bad," \Viley said. 
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" This deep, " Mickey agreed. 
"You should have told me this before. 

As it is, we're goin' back to Portland just 
the same." 

PORTLAND was in holiday mood. 
The streets were hung with flags. 
Signs proclaimed : FOR YOU A ROSE IN 

P ORTLAND GRO WS. The streets could not 
hold the surging crowds. 

Mickey saw Benny Peoples and Rocky 
Sullivan the first day at the gym. He'd 
finished his workout, was leaving when he 
saw them through the open door of the 
second dressing room. 

Mickey walked in, closed the door, said : 
"Hi, Rocky! Benny, I'm glad to see you, 
very glad." 

Rocky Sullivan lifted his blond, curly 
head and winked. His face was broad
boned, firm, unscarred. He had a fighter's 
healthy confi dence. He said, "Mickey ! It 's 
good to see you again." He meant it, too. 

Benny dropped the bandage and left it 

dangling from Rocky's hand. He backed 
away. " You got no busniess in here. Get 
out! " His voice was defiant but fear 
brightened hi eyes. 

Mickey moved forward. "I've waited 
two years for my cut on that last fight, 
Benny. You owe about fifteen hundred 
bucks. Give." 

" I lost money on ~·Ju ," Benny snapped. 
"You got your cut. Prove you didn't. 
Prove it. You're just sore because I 
dumped you when you was washed up." 

"You even look like a rat," Mickey 
said, and swung his open hand against 
Benny's thin mouth. 

Benny fell into corner, screaming: I 'll 
get th' cops. en sue ya for evel'y dime 
ya got." 

" No- you won't. I can tell a couple of 
stories. Even if I can't prove 'em, you 
won' t like the publicity." 

"Rocky, do somethin', " Benny whined. 
Rocky Sullivan smiled stiffly : " I 'll get 

somebody to fini sh bandaging my hand." 
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He went out and banged the door shut. ' 
" So you been doing things to Rocky, 

too. " 
Mickey's hand slashed again into 

Benny's face and knocked him to the floor. 
H e lay there, moaning. " That's for Rocky. 
You're getting off cheap, rat." 

Mickey left the room. 
Rocky Sullivan stood beside the big bag, 

trying to tape his own hand. 
Mickey took the tape and began banda

ging the hand. Rocky said : " I should 
have listened when you tried to tell me 
about Peoples, when we were on the 
farm. " 

" How so?" 
" Some of tho e nineteen wins weren't 

on the level. But if a man's going to dive, 
I can't stop him. When I yelled, he 
threatened to hang it all on me. He can, 
too, me being the fighter. He can have me 
barred for life." 

"How long has your contract got to 
go?' 

"Two years. Before then he'll have me 
caught in some jam I'll never get out of. 
I'd have a chance to go places, if it wasn't 
for him. Benny'd sell his oul for a 
dollar." 

"He till bet on fights ?" 
"Sure. And he'd as soon bet against 

me as on me. Benny bets on ure things, 
or the next be t to them." 

Mickey dropped the bandaged hand. 
"I'm getting an idea. Maybe we can make 
a good boy of Benny. Are you game?" 

"If 1t' s on the JeyeJ." 
"It don't concern our little party Tues

day night. Anyway, I figure to knock 
you kicking about the fifth." 

"I figured on <loin' the ame to you 
about the fourth," Rocky grinned. "About 
the other-tell me more." 

"You still got that detective friend on 
the force? \Vhat' his name-Hennessey? 
Get in touch with him. I'll see you later." 

Rocky caught hi,, arm as he wa turning 
away. "You been to see Pop and Laura?" 

"Not yet." 
" Laura will want to see you." 
" It's okay with you if I go out?" 
" Don't be a dope," Rocky said. 
Wiley was in the room when Mickey 

got back to the hotel. Mickey said: "You 
know Georgie Franks pretty well. I want 
you to send him a telegram and ask him 
to wire you offering me a good fight. " 

"You're quittin', remember?" Wiley 
said. " Besides, you don't do that to big 
time promoters like Georgie." 

" I don't want a fight. I ju t want the 
telegram offering me one. I want Benny 
Peoples to see it. You're going to drop 
it in front of him, accidental-like." 

"Maybe you waited too long to quit. 
Make sense, Mick." 

" I want Benny to think I'm going to 
win T uesday. If he sees a telegram from 
F ranks offering me a fight even before 
I've taken on Sullivan, it' ll look like 
F ranks figure I'm a cinch to win. Benny 
will be convinced I 'm going to win too, 
then. He'll bet a fi tful of money on me. 
That's what I want him to do- bet again t 
his own man." 

"And then?" W iley a ked su 'piciou ly. 
"Rocky's got a detective friend. H '11 

take over from there.:' 
"Is that a smell I'm beginnin' to 

notice?" 
"The fight i on the level. I'm going 

out on that high note. " 
"I know what you're plottin' to d , " 

vViley aid. "Just remember-it can back
fire. Ii it doe , Peoples will have Sullivan 
barred for life and he'll sue yon f r 
everythin' includin ' your hirt. And win, 
It will create a tink that'll take t\\enty 
years and a hurricane to blow away. You 
better be ~ure of this." 

"I'm ure. I knO\\ Benny Peoples. 
Hurry up. Send that telegram to G orgi . 
He don't like Benny. As I remember, 
Benny tried to pull a fa t one on him 
once, ''hen Benny \\as my manager." 

"I mu t love you like a brother. I will 
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do this," Wiley growled, then went out. 

M ICKEY sat around the lobby for 
a time, watching people come and 
go, listening to the crowds. He 

went out, finally and called a cab. 
He quit the cab before a brick and ivy 

covered library in the suburbs. The front 
doors stood open and he could look 
through to the big desk and the girl behind 
it. All he could see of Laura was the top 
of her blond head behind the stacks of 
books, but that small glimpse was like 
taking Rocky's hardest punch over the 
heart. He drew a deep breath and climbed 
the steps. 

He leaned across the books and asked : 
" Have you anything on the care of apple 
orchards?" 

"Mickey!" She jumped up, holding out 
both her hands. "Oh, Mickey, it's so 
good to see you. Let me look at you. 
The bluest eyes he'd ever seen, gazed at 
him. A scar or two more, but the same 
old Mickey. " 

Same Laura, too-beautifu.l as ever, 
Mickey thought. Like apple blossoms. 
Like all those you see downtown, only 
better. Tlui past eighteen months hadn't 
changed her 011c bit. She was wonderful 
and th11 m-0st precim1s thing it1 his life. 

They became conscious, then, of the 
old greybeard staring reprovingly at them 
from a nearby table, and of the two kids 
giggling in a corner. They had been talk· 
ing too loudly. Laura drew her hands 
away and color came into her cheeks. 

Mickey a ked in a low voice : "When 
do you get off?'' A if he didn't know. A 
if he hadn't timed it. 

"In about ten minutes. Sit down. \Vait 
for me, Mickey." 

He sat and watched her. Wliy pu11ifli 
yourself like this, he thought. She belongs 
to Rocky and h.e's a nice guy. Why don't 
you bow oitt f But he kept sitting there and 
the pain in him was sweet and sad and 
terrible. He sat there until the relief girl 

came, in horn-rinuned glasses and flat 
shoes. 

Laura said, "Of course you haven't been 
to see Dad. Let's go out. I'll drive you 
back." 

Now that his first rush of boldness was 
over, it was hard to talk to her. Those 
eighteen months had raised a wall be
tween them. He noticed she wasn't wear
ing the diamond but he remembered she 
was always taking it off to do something 
and forgetting to slip it on again. He did 
finally ask: "I thought you and Rocky 
would be married by now. How come? 11 

"Rocky is happy fighting. He wants to 
be champion." 

"It would be nice having a champion 
for a husband." 

"Nicer than a first class fruit grower?" 
she asked. 

"Why, I don't know, /1 he admitted 
honestly. 

" Should I have gotten something spe· 
cial for you to eat? I know you're in train· 
ing." 

" Don't worry. I'll make out. " 
They passed the twenty acre orchard 

he'd bought. It had been neatly disked, 
the trees pruned. The house was painted. 
A red lettered FOR SALE sign stood boldly 
in the front lawn. He felt a little sick. 
Then they were turning into Laura's 
driveway and it was like old times 
around the table. Pop said, "Seems kinda 
funny. You two are pretty good friend'!, 
and still you'll try and beat each other's 
brains out.'' 

"That' bu ine , Pop." 
" You won't be mad at each other?" 
"No more than you and your neighbor 

when you sell apples side by ide." 
" It don't seem right," Pop insisted. 
It ~as getting dark when Mickey and 

Laura went out to loo! around the farm . 
They arrived, in time, at the apple orchard 
and the field Mickey once had plowed. 
There was no full moon and the apple 
blossom mell w gone. The field lay 
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carpet smooth beneath a foot of grow
ing grain. But the wagon was there, 
as it had been before, and Laura 
sat on the tongue. Mickey sat beside her 
and fresh pain was added to his already 
battered heart. His hands trembled and 
he pressed them hard on either side of 
him. He thought of the farm, and of Laura 
and said suddenly: "You're right. What's 
Rocky want with a title, anyway?" 

"Rocky takes his fighting seriously," 
she said. "I guess all fighters are alike." 

"How do you mean?" 
"They sidetrack everytl1ing for fight

ing." 
"That's not true." He grew bold again. 

"If I had a setup like this and a girl like 
you waiting, you couldn't blast me out 
with dynamite." 

"You left once, " she reminded him. 
"Because I'm Mickey Monahan, not 

Rocky Sullivan. Because fighting is the 
only thing I know." 

"You knew almost as much, about fruit 
as Dad when you left." 

"Thanks, but I'm not so sure. I haven't 
forgotten any of it. I've kept right on 
studying. By now every librarian in every 
big city along tl1e coast knows the kind 
of books I want. When I quit, I'll have a 
place." He wanted her to know he had 
plans. He wanted her good opinion. 

"But when will you quit?" 
"Tuesday night," he said. She looked 

startled. "I've reached the end of the 
road. I've got grey whiskers down to 
here, as fighters go." 

"I'm glad," she smiled at him. "You've 
worried me these eighteen months." 

He was afraid to pursue that th<?ught 
farther, so he said : "I guess Rocky's wor
ried you, too. Hasn't he?" 

"He should finish college. But he 
never will. And I don't like Benny Peo
ples," she said emphatically. 

He thought of telling her about the plan 
he had but then changed his mind. No 
use to get her hopes too high. He stood 

up, "I've got to get back or Wiley will 
have the police out for me." 

They drove back to town and their ease 
in talking to each other was once again 
lost somewhere behind a wall. Laura 
parkea at the side of the hotel in a five 
minute zone and killed the motor. "I can't 
wish you luck, Mickey. I don't like the 
idea of you and Rocky fighting each 
other." 

"It's a boxing match, a business-like 
I told Pop. Look at it that way." 

"I will." She was silent a moment, ar
riving at some conclusion. Then, "Mickey, 
there's a twenty acre orchard for sale up 
t11e road from us. It has a nice four room 
house." 

"I'll think about it," he promised. He 
held out his hand, then changed his mind. 
This was good-by. He took her by the 
shoulders and kissed her, hard. "I've a 
hunch things are going to be better for 
Rocky after this. Don't worry." He turned 
and walked away swiftly into the hotel 
without looking back. 

SO THIS was it. This would be the 
last time his hands would ever be 
taped, the last time he'd sit waiting 

for the call to go up and get his lumps. He 
felt good, as though all the energy he had 
left had come up to spend itself in this, 
his last fight. 

There were several people in the room, 
among them a kid named Jerry, who 
would help Wiley in the ring, and a scowl
ing individual from Rocky's gang, who 
watched the bandaging of his hands. 

Mickey waited until the scowling one 
had gone, then asked: "Did Benny 
Peoples see that telegram from Georgie 
Franks?" 

"When I dropped it, accidental-like, he 
pounced on it like a hawk. But I don't 
like this. It's too much bluff." 

"Relax," Mickey said. "Nothing'll go 
wrong on my big night." 

In the hall, a burly man leaned against 
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the wall, smoking a cigarette. Mickey 
asked: "Everything okay?" 

"Everything's fine," the man said. 
"Good luck." 

"Rocky's detective friend, Vic Hen
nessey," Mickey told Wiley. 

As they came out from under the grand
stand, Mickey saw it was a huge crowd. 
The ring was set over second base and 
the infield was jammed. The grandstand 
and bleachers overflowed. 

Wiley said proudly: "Fifteen thousand, 
Mick. That's somethin' to remember." 

They went down through - the crowd 
and the noise bloomed satisfyingly around 
them. Nice, Mickey thought. You'll never 
have fifteen thousand people yelli11g for 
)'OU again. They climbed the steps to the 
ring and the swelling sound kept pace with 
each upward step. Mickey lifted his hand 
to the crowd, and began jiggling in his 
corner, tapping the red gloves together. 

He glanced down along the ringside, 
then stopped. There, the third row back, 
was Laura's face staring up at him with a 
strange mixture of hope, worry and fright. 

Wiley snapped: "Keep your sweat up. 
Keep jiggin'." 

He began to jig again and pulled his 
eyes away. She'll hate me mnv, he thought, 
wke.,.. I hurt Rocky, when slu sees the 
blood. SM doem't understand aho11t 
fighting. 

T he yelling climbed again. Rocky Sul
livan slipped through the opposite ropes 
and waved. He looked good, with his 
blond hair, his jet black robe. He danced 
a little and threw vicious puoches at the 
drama-charged air. 

"He's a hitter," Wiley said, a small 
doubt in his voice. "You got to watch 
him." 

"Relax and have fun,'' Mickey said. 
"'This's my night." 

He danced out briskly at the bell, slip· 
ping sideways, and whipped a nice left 
hook at Rocky's advancing chin. He block
ed a countering right and shot the left 

again. Then he stepped straight in and 
smashed both hands to Rocky's middle. 
He sank another right, wrist deep, for 
good measure, and heard Rocky sigh as 
he grabbed and hung on. No, indeed, this 
was not two years ago. This was the 
Mickey Monahan tonight, and riding 
high. He felt explosive, and pushed 
Rocky away, ripping both hands to his 
startled face. He drove Rocky back, 
slashing, slashing. Rocky's mouth was 
bleeding. There was a bruise high up on 
his cheek. He was feeding Rocky a stream 
of lefts at the bell. What a night! 

The crowd said so too, all through the 
rest period. He couldn't even hear Wiley's 
words of caution, even if he'd wanted to. 

At the bell he moved out, deliberate, 
businesslike. He'd make it neat and 
clean, the way a good workman always did 
a job. He looked for a spot on Rocky's 
body to explode ,his dynamite. The dyna
mite, however, backfired, blowing him 
half across the ring. 

"-Five-six-" 
Mickey blinked and the lights were like 

a river made of gold- a river rushing 
down some deep canyon with the thun
derous roar of rapids all around. He was 
angry and disgusted with himself for hav
ing walked into the blast and being tripped 
up. Where was that high note ending 
now? Not down here on the floor, that 
was sure. He got to his kness and shook 
the fog...from his brain. The referee was 
counting: "Eight-nine!" and Mickey 
got up. 

He walked to meet Rocky, tightening 
his •hands in his gloves. It was going to be 
a fight. He whipped a haymaker to Rocky's 
jaw and bulled him across the ring into 
the ropes. He held the younger Rocky 
there and raked him from belt to chin with 
savage punches. He took what Rocky had 
and gave it baclc, fighting through the 
tumult and the shouting and the s'<>nn 
of leather, just punching, pun<:hing-
fighting all the way-
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Rocky was hanging on for dear life. 
Mickey had him licked. One more shot to 
the whiskers would put him on the floor 
for keeps. He tried to wrestle loose and 
R ocky's voice kept talking to him from a 
long way off, and it sounded very much 
like W iley's voice saying: "Stop it! Mick! 
Stop it! Y ou hear me ? Smell this !" 

"Smell what?" 
"This." 
"Where's Rocky ?" 
"Gettin' dressed, I guess." 
Mickey saw the dressing room walls 

then and felt the rubbing table beneath his 
shoulder blades. He heaved himself erect. 
"What happened, Wiley ? I win? What 
round I knock 'im out?" 

"Middle of the fourth. You was both 
on the floor. It was a hell of a fight. But 
that Crosby endin' went sour, M ick. H e 
. " won. 

"I didn't win? So I go out like a bum. 
A fine t11ing to remember. Why is it I al
ways wake up in dressing rooms in P ort
land?" He held his aching head. "What a 
night! " 

T he kid, Jerry, came in and said: "That 
guy, that detective is out-ide waitin' for 
you." 

" Tell him five minutes. I don't think 
I can walk yet. W iley, how'd I get down 
here ?" 

"Walked, every step of the way. A 
little goofy, maybe." 

Vic Hennessey was waiting in the hall 
when they came out. Mickey asked, 
"Everything et ?" 

"All set," H enne sey aid. "That was a 
nicefight. Tooi>ad." 

"Thanks." 

ROCKY was sitting on the rubbing 
table half-dressed when they went 
in. Benny, for all that his man had 

won, looked sick. 
Rocky held out his hand. "I'm sorry, 

Mickey." 
"What for? You won." 

"You know what I mean." 
"Sure, I brought you a new manager, 

Rocky. Wiley will make you a champion, 
if you got it." 

" What's that?" Benny pushed belliger~ 
ently in front of Rocky. " H e ain 't goin' no 
place, see ! I got a two year contract. 
Whatta you think you' re pullin', Mona
han ?" 

"Rocky wants an honest manager, 
Benny." 

"Get out, alla you- before I drag the 
whole bunch to court and bust you down 
to your socks. Go on, beat it !" 

"Not so fast," Mickey said madden
ingly. "You know who this man is? De
tective V ic Hennessey, Benny. He's been 
following you around for days. He knows 
how you bet, even how much. How's it 
gqing to look to the box ing commis ion 
when they learn you bet on me ?" 

'It's a frame," Benny screamed. " I 
ain't a bettin' man. " 

H ennessey said : " The little rat who 
placed your money talked plenty when I 
cornered him, Peoples. You lost three 
thousand dollars. Your rat's name is Ed
die R eynus. I've known him for years. 
You wanta hear more?" 

Benny wiped his weating face. "Look, 
boys. Sure I bet a little. Just a little." Hi 
voice was wheedling. "What' a little bet 
between fr iends? 'vVe can fix this up, 
huh?" 

" Sure," Mickey aid. " Ju t tear up 
Rocky's contract. " 

"And throw away a fortune? I'll go to 
court! You tricked me ! I'll bet you and 
R ocky framed this deal. I'I fight ! You try 
an' bar me, I'll blow this whole thing 
open. I 'll get everybody barred. How 
d'you like that ?" 

"That's okay," Micltey aid. "We don't 
care. Rocky plans on going back to fini h 
college sometime, anyway. I quit the ring 
tonight. I'm through. You can't hurt 
Wiley. He hasn't a thing to do with this. 
Go ahead, Benny. But what'll you do if 
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you're barred for life? What profession 
»ave you got to fall back. on ? You'll have 
to sell your sweat, Benny. And there's not 
much in your skinny hide. You'll look 
fine on the business end of a pick." 

Benny Peoples had a fine imagination 
and it was working overtime. He made 
trangling noises in his skinny throat and 

Mickey knew from previous experience 
that he was licked. He said: " Think it 
over for ten minutes, Benny. I 'm going 
back and dress." 

Twenty minutes later he shook hands 
with W iley and Rocky underneath the 
stands and watched them leave. He stood 
there after that, listening to the last of 
the people going out. He waited until they 
were gone. He put on his hat and left. 

On the steps leading from the field 
Laura Rogers aid softly : "Hello, Mickey. 
What took so Jong ?" · 

H e sat down beside her on the teps. 
T he field was dark and empty now. 

"It didn't turn out the way you wanted, 
did it? I 'm sorry, Mickey. W hat will 
you do now ?" 

"I'll get a place," he said vaguely. 
" L ike I told you. " 

" Why don't you run that twenty acre 
orchard you bought nea r our , and have 
had for sale the past month ?" he a ked. 

"How did you know about that ?" 

" I asked the real estate people. W ould 
you believe it-I've had to run up there as 
many as two and three times a day to 
talk people out of buying it? I've told 
some awful lies." 

"Why? I don't get it. " 
"I figured you could ea i1y take care 

of that along with the one at home. Dad 
is getting old, you know. He wants to 
quit. He'd be glad to turn it over to you. 
You see- Rocky isn't coming back." 

" And you're going with him ?" 
" vVith Rocky? To." 
"He didn't ask you?" 
" Why should he ? I gave him back his 

ring eighteen months ago." 
Mickey moved closer to her. H e didn't 

know what to ay. 
" Let's go out and take down that 'for 

ale' sign, Mickey. And talk it over with 
Dad. " 

"Come on," he said. 
T hey went down the steps and out the 

gate. She walked clo e to him and it was 
easy to put his arm around her. 

She woi,[dn't understand, he thought. 
O r she might think he wa a dope. He 
was thinking: E nding on a high tiote, eh? 
That's fine. Just fi t1e. B ut 1 ,fio cares, 
when a brand ne-w song is ju.st brgim1ing f 
Herl it is. Hear itf Hear it! Hit it, M,.. 
Crosby. H it iJ! 

I Hope Yon~re Satis fie 

T H E one per on Wilbert Robinson, late manager of the Brooklyn Dodger , 
feared wa · "Maw" Rohinson. his wife. he con idered herself a keen ~tu t.lent 
of ba eball trategy and would greet her husband with a flood oi second 

gtiesse after he returned from the ball park, when his Dodgers had lost a game. 
One day Robinson tarted a second st ring pitcher against the Cubs who, from 

his fir. t pitch, showed that he had no business on a major league diamond. Robbi 
folded his hands around hi tomach and with a contented grin on his face, ·atclwd 
his hurler becom shell ·hocked under a barrage of base hits. 

With none out and five Cub runs across. Robbie leisurely got to his ftet and 
ambled over to his wife's box. He put hi hands on his hip and neered, "I hope 
you're ati tied." When he got back to the dugout he snorted. "What makes the~· 
women think they can tell u men how to play baseball!" Logan C. Clt•ybourne 



H E SAT there on the Carnie College 
bench alongside of Pops Grissom 
and swore under his breath, try

ing to fight back the feeling. And still it 
kept coming, twisting and turning and 
arousing a bitterness that he himself could 
not quite understand. Even now, looking 
at Pops, he found himself experiencing 
an odd sense of guilt. It was simple 
enough wanting Pops' head coaching job, 
but neve , he told himself, at the direct 
expense of Pops' being ousted to make 
way for him. He was determined to stick 
to the man who'd made it possible for 
him to be Carnie's assistant coach. 

"Alex," Pops was suddenly saying 
softly, "We've got to pull this one out of 
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:4 team divided against itself-two coaches locked 

in deadly feud-and a last, desperate quatter to 

follow one man's lead, to glory-or oblivion! 



By 
JOHN 
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Legs, in his eagemese to get 
the shot away, had shoved 

dle defensetrum. • • • 
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the fire for the boys. This is a big one and 
it's got to be wrapped up." 

Alex nodded, thinking how they wer:e 
all big ones insofar as Pops was concerned, 
even when Carnie was moving against 
the basket bushers on the collegiate cir
cuit. It was odd, too, the emphasis Pops 
put on the coaching end of things, making 
it appear as though that department rated 
with the men plugging the leather up and 
down the hardwood. Maybe so, but Alex 
Harley had been quite a basket-bomber 
himself and he could -not see things that 
way. 

"They're beginning to hit and come on 
now, Pops," Alex said confidently. "Vile 
look stronger than Western and we've 
got five minutes to catch them. That 
hould be enough, Pops." 

"Legs has got himself a batch of per
sonals," Pops said uneasily. "One more 
and he's out of there. I'd give him a 
breather except that he's been our big 
wheel all night and the boys need his 
momentum." 

Alex said, "There's this kid, Stretch 
Novacks, the most improved guy on the 
quad, Pops. You can take a chance with 

him." He paused thoughtfully, then 
added: " Besides, he doesn't foul as much 
as Legs." 

Pops looked at him, the ram-rod 
straightness of the wiry frame seeming to 
stiffen a bit more. " Yes, he's coming along 
nicely but this isn't the spot for him." 

It was a mild rebuke and Alex said 
nothing more. The Carnie Terriers, 
huddled in a timerout session, broke away 
at the ref's shrill blast on the whistle. 
They were a dead-game outfit, conditioned 
to the hilt and owning the savvy that had 
come with almost three seasons of opera
ting as a unit. They belonged to Pops in 
the sense that he was officially the head 
coach, though Alex handled the squad in 
most of thcir workouts. But come that 
opening whistle, Pops took over the con-
rols. 

It was Pop's health that kept him from 
getting around as much as he would have 
liked. He had come down with pneu
monia before the start of the season, and 
had turned the team over to Alex for their 
preliminary drilling. Pops still hadn't 
gotten back ·enough of his strength to put 
in a daily appearance on the court and 
Alex continued to run things. But now 
Pops was beginning to look like his old 
tough-fibered and rugged self again. 

Alex saw the grim, flushed expi:ession 
on Pops' face as the teams picked up the 
tempo again. He couldn't remember when 
he'd last seen Pops so obviously ~cited 
about winning a ball game. It was a Con
ference tilt, this game with Western, and 
the Carnie Terriers were on the wrong 
end of a 46-41 count. 

There was a whirling scramble under 
the Terrier basket, Western breaking its 
offensive sharply and moving both for
wards in there. A short pass-iu and the 
Terrier guard, Dav:e Oliver, covered the 
thrust. The green-clad Western forward 
threw a fake and then spun the melon off 
his fingers, looping it into the pivot slot. 
His centerman stepped right into the 
keyhole, giving Legs Lindsey the stip and 
picking off the pass. He swung toward 
the goal, pitching the leather over hi 
shoulder and drawing a ripple of the 
cords. Alex shook his head on that one, 
aware that Legs Lindsey had been picking 
daisies, afraid of risking contact and the 
possible foul that would mean his exit 
from the game. 

The Terriers took up the attack, work
ing the leather up-court on the ings of a 
sizzling exchange of short passes. Dave 
Oliver rifled to Ziggy Briscoe traveling 
the sideline trail, and then drifting behind 
the forward. That was the cue for .Muff 
Ives to whirl down the opposite side of the 
court and slice in under the basket. The 
Terriers were tossing bait, clearing that 
center alley. It was nice, the pinwheeling 
effect of the attack, splintering in all dfrec-

r 
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lions. Then Legs Lindsey was shooting 
the payoff heave. Legs didn't miss often 
on that hook shot, and he made good now. 

It was a Carnie crowd and they were 
itanding and yelling, beseeching the Ter
riers to open up on the throttle for all they 
.were worth. The roar grew even louder 
when Chuck Morse stole a pass. Legs 
Lindsey was down there in the ·western 
scoring zone.and went in alone on the lay
out. Dave Oliver snapped a set-shot 
through the strings the next time the Ter-
1iers got their hands on the ball. They 
were driving, hitting it off at a dazzling 
pace, and ripping the Western defense to 
pieces before it could really fasten the 
hooks. The gap ~n the score was cut to a 
lone talley-Carnie trailing, 48-47. 
. Alex watched them make their all-out 

bid to sew up the game, and the tingle of 
his personal achievement was mj sing. He 
thought how tirelessly he'd worked with 
these guys, doing Pop's job and his own. 
He'd primed each separate weapon of their 
game, developing them into a macrune 
capable of giving any outfit in the country 
a run for their money. All this he'd done 
without credit or the lightest recognition 
from Pops, who seemed to take rum for 
granted. But it somehow ilidn"t seem fair, 
Pops taking the bows and never qui te 
handing the full reins of the team over 
to him. 

He roiled grimly. The Terrier rode 
bluntly into the Western zone. This time 
it was Ziggy Briscoe shaking loose and 
scoring on a honey of a one-handed 
push-shot near the ideline . The Ter
rlers went out in front for the first time: 
49-48. 

WESTERN fought back, setting a 
hard, wift attack into motion. 
They swirled down the court, 

probing the wings and then launching the 
bu iness off the bucket lot. The green
dad centerman gobbled the pass and Legs 
Lindsey tarted to leave his feet, trying 

to block the over-the-shoulder shot. Alex 
winced because he knew Legs had tele
graphed his motion, and that he'd been 
suckered. He was beaten badly on the 
play because the Western man suddenly 
ducked around Legs and rode in on the 
goal. Legs desperately trying to atone 
for his e~ror, reached across the green
clad shoulder. He broke the guy's shot, 
making an obvious foul on the play. 

There was a whistle and the ref waved 
Legs out otf there. The big guy turned his 
back, shrugging his disgust and walked 
toward the bench. Alex looked at Pops, 
wondering if the coach would go along 
with Stretch Novacks. He was a new
comer to the squad, Novacks, and the 

· third string center, which meant he'd be 
lucky to see ten minutes of action during 
the season. Pops didn't hesitate a mo
ment, calling Novacks to his side. Pops 
had a way of talking to the men he put 
into a game at an important moment. His 
voice was low, spilling word of confidence 
into the kid's ear. 

A grin played across Alex's lips. Pops 
was a great one for pouring the oil, 
making a sub's entrance into a big game 
the event of his life. That kind of stuff 
didn't qute regi ter with Alex. In his 
book, a guy depended on his own guts and 
savvy for his timulus. Maybe the pro 
game had hardened him to that fact, but 
a guy couldn't expect to have a coach 
follow him through life patting him on the 
shoulder. 

Alex leaned toward Pops, saying: "The 
kid will do his talking with baskets, 
Pops. He's going to give Leg an argu
ment before the eason is finished." 

Pop looked at him. "We'll ee about 
that," Pops said. "Maybe right now." 
Then Pops was turning to Legs Lindsey, 
handing him hi sweat tog · and lapping 
him across the houlclers. 

"It•5 all right, Leg . You were in the 
fight aU the way. Nice goin', fella." 

The big guy hook his head a little, 
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and then he grinned with the compliment. 
It was two free throws for the Wes tern 

centerman. He toed the mark, took care
ful aim and caged shots, putting Western 
in front again: 51-50. The Terriers roared 
down the boards then, Muff Ives driving 
in on the goal and letting go a one
hander, when the green-shirted guard 
forced him off his course. The leather 
flicked off the backboard and the Western 
guard went up to take it. That's when he 
got himself a handful of nothing and an 
eyeful of surprise. Stretch Novacks, 
springing up there with him, rolling the 
leather off his fingertips. Stretch .nudged 
it into the mesh. 

There was less than two minutes re
maining of the game, but it all belonged 
to the green kid, Stretch Novacks. On 
the Eastern return surge up the hardwood, 
he broke up the attack, stealing the ball 
off the palm of the bucket man as he 
started to get his shot away, He locked 
that pivot slot guarding close and expertly. 
Then he came on to dunk the leather 
again, working Legs Lindsey's familiar 
hook shot. He was the medicine Carnie 
needed in the clutch and they came off 
the board the winner: 57-53. 

Alex got to his feet and looked at Pops. 
''Well, that's one step closer to that con
ference title, Pops. The kid came through 
in bang-up style." 

"He's all right," Pops said. "Maybe 
he'll turn out to be another Legs Lind
sey." 

Alex started to tell Pops tiiat he 
thought Stretch had it all over Legs right 
now and witi1 a couple of ounces to spare. 
But the fans were swarming around 
Pops, pumping his hand and telling that 
this was the season they'd been waiting 
for. This was the ball club that was going 
to bring Carnies that Conference cham
pionship that they'd been without for a 
long while. 

Alex stood there a moment, bis eyes on 
Pops, and his ears filled with the roar of 

the crowd. The Terriers had sprung an 
upset, a really big one, and Alex noticed 
that Pops' face was more flushed than 
ever. He was trembling under the excite
ment and the joy of the victory. Alex 
turned his back on the celebrating fans 
surrounding Pops and walked toward the 
dressing room. He could feel that surge 
of bitterness rising in him again. 

He went into the dressing room, and 
there was laughter and yelling and under
neath the noise, the confidence of a team 
that knew it was headed places. They'd 
knocked off six straight wins, four of the 
games nonconference tilts, but beating 
Western was the clincher, in their minds. 
The experts had rated Western's chances 
among the brightest in the setup. 

Muff Ives spotted Alex and from across 
the concrete he hollered: "Hey, Alex, 
where's Pops? I'll bet he liked that one 
and that's just the beginning. We'll be 
even hotter when the Mountaineers come 
in next." 

"He liked it fine," Alex said. "Just 
fine." 

Pops would come in the door beaming 
like a proud papa, Alex kneW: He'd go to 
each of them, shaking his hand and telling 
each guy how wonderful he was. It was a 
kind of after-game ritual with Pops, to 
empty the can of oil. Then Pops would 
come to him and tear the game ~part, 
putting his finger on their mistakes and 
ordering him, Alex, to iron them out. 

Alex saw the tall, blond kid, Stretch 
Novacks, getting out of his togs, and went 
over to him. 

"You were great," Alex said. "You 
weren't in there two minutes and you 
looked better than any time in practice." 

"I'd feel awfully ashamed if I let the 
gang down," Novacks said, looking up 
then: "You've sure put in a lot of extra 
time with me." 

Alex nodded. "It was worth it." Alex 
was suddenly aware of .Legs Lindsey's 
stare as he turned away from the suh 
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center. The big guy was frowning, and 
Alex sensed a flash of resentment. He 
walked up to Legs, saying: "I was telling 
Stretch that he was plenty good in there, 
Legs. I've been working pretty hard with 
him and he's coming along real good. 
Maybe you'll be able to get more relief 
during the games." 

Legs said, "I'm not asking for any 
breathers. The hotter it is in there the 
better I like it." 

"That appears to ·be the case," Alex 
said. "But all this fouling is beginning to 
catch up with you. This club needs some
body to fill that hole when you get the 
heave-a, Legs." He stopped, added 
thoughtfully: "You're fouling too much, 
more lately than ever. You and me are 
gonna have a little session and see what 
we can do about it." 

Legs said dryly, "Maybe I don't want 
that extra session, coach. Maybe I can 
get along " ·ithout it fine." 

" Listen, big shot," Alex snapped. "You 
might be the big offensive gun on the 
ball club but your defensive work is 
lousy. So you'll do things my way and 
kick the rust off the back court assign
ments." 

Alex looked straight at the rangy pivot 
man, saw the dark, rebellious glint in his 
eyes. 

"Yeah," Legs aid abruptly, "I guess 
you'd like the idea of seeing more of me
an the bench. " He swallowed hard. "But 

Pops is still the head coach, unless l 've 
been misinformed." 

It was just about then ·that the dressing 
room stilled and the electric seemed to 
gather and hold. Pops Grissom was 
standing at Alex's elbow and his ruggedly 
hewn face was set grimly. Alex got the 
impression that Legs, seeing Pops enter, 
had deliberately thrown that last remark. 

Pops said, "I don't think there's any 
doubt about who is head .coach. He was 
looking at Alex. "Nor should there be 
anything but a lot of good feeling here. 
You men have just won a fine victory." 

Alex said, " There's some definite flaw 
in Legs' defensive play. It appears that 
he isn't interested in my helping him to 
iron it out." 

" He's more interested in landing me 
a seat on the bench," Legs put in be
grudgingly. 

Pops was ilent a moment, the faintest 
trace of a grin edging onto his lips as 
though he'd hit upon some secret thought. 
Alex had a pretty good idea what was be
hind that grin. Pops was probably think
ing of how he'd been boosting Stretch 
Novacks, and playing down the worth of 
Legs to the team. But one thing, Ale-x 
knew. ·whatever opinions he'd expressed 
were honest and forthright. 

"Well," Pops said at length, " I don't 
think you have to worry about being 
benched, Leg . " He paused, adding, 
"Alex ha been around in this game, and 
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I don't suppose it would hurt a bit if you 
hear him out." · 

Alex said nothing more. He'd certainly 
expected something better in the way of 
backing him up than a few compromising 
words. In fact, it seemed that Pops had 
given him the worst of it, and the grin 
on Lindsey's lips angered him. 

The tension was broken though, and 
Pops began making with the smooth talk 
and handshaking. 

Alex was putting on his overcoat when 
Pops came into the office a little later. 
Pops said: "There"s good spirit in this 
club, Alex. This win over Western was 
a fine thing for their confidence." 

Alex brushed aside the comment. 
"Maybe I'm wrong but you seemed to 
take Leg's part in that little tiff, Pops. I 
was trying to help the guy and he kicked 
me in the teeth and got away with it." 

Pops said, "You know why he's resent
ful of your criticism, don't you Alex?" 

"There is no logical reason that I 
know." 

Pops took a breath. "Well, there's a 
very good reason insofar as Legs is con
cerned. He's piled up quite an impressive 
scoring record, and he's got a good chance 
or breaking the conference mark. Thinks 
you're trying to stop him. Who'd want 
that record to stand more than you?" 

It hit Alex then, the bitter resentment 
on the part of Legs even to the slightest 
thought of pulling him out of the games. 
Alex him elf was the holder of the Con
ference scoring record, and he was also 
the best point-writer in the history of 
Carnie. He poured his scoring onslaught 
through the hoop from a forward slot, but 
there wasn't much he didn't know about 
any position on the floor. Alex laughed 
a fatle in his amazement that Legs be
lieved him envious and seeking to pro
tect those old scoring marks. 

"I'm all for Legs or anybody else 
knocking down my point total," Alex said. 
"Those marks have been up there too 

long and I 'm certainly not going to beef 
when they're finally spilled." 

"I realize that, of course," Pops said. 
" But you've been touting Stretch Novacks 
a lot and Legs is beginning to get the 
impression that you're fighting him." 

"That's ridiculous," Alex said. "Why 
doesn't the guy grow up?" 

"Sometimes they don't always grow up 
as fast as might be expected," Pops said, 
smiling a little. " But Legs is a good kid 
and he's got his heart set on busting your 
scoring record- just like mine is set on 
winning the Conference title. The com
bination might work out nicely for both 
Legs and me." 

"It's been a long while, hasn't it Pops?" 
"Too long," Pops answered quietly, 

"and they don't give you forever to win 
the Conference. But I've got high hopes 
for this season." 

Alex said, "And if you do win it, then 
what?" He spoke casually, but he was 
suddenly aware of the impact of his ques
tion. Even if his query had been delibet·
ate, it couldn't have been much plainer 
that he was asking about his own future. 

-----2-----
Too Good to Play 

POPS eyes were on him, regarding 
him curiously. "I don't know, Alex. 
Sometimes, I'm all for the idea of 

retmng. I'm getting to be quite an old 
man, and the pace is too tough for my 
health. But I've been feeling much better 
lately and maybe I'll stick around awhile. 
It's something I haven't made up my 
mind about." He stopped, then shrugged 
his shoulders. "From the talk I've heard 
around, I may not have to make a decision 
if we lose out in the Conference cl1ase. 
The Athletic Board wil1 do that little thing 
for me." 

·~ 
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"They wouldn't fire you, Pops. You're 

practically a tradition here." 
"Don't kid yourself, Alex," Pops said. 

"Traditions are often broken." 
For just that moment their glances 

Jocked, and Alex couldn't help but wonder 
jf Pops hadn't discovered his impatience 
with the assistant coaching job. H e knows 
that I've got my sights on the head coach 
job, Alex thought, and he's laughing at 
me. I don't thi1ik he intends to give it up 
to me, especially if the Terr£ers grab off 
that Conference thing. 

The newspapers, of course, made a big 
thing of Carnie s upset of \Vestern. There 
wasn't much doubt but that the Terriers 
had just about crept to the head of the 
class on the strength of that one. The 
Conference, on the basis of the games al
ready in the book, was a wide-open thing. 
The team appeared to be more evenly 
matched than in many sea ons and one 
stand-out aggregation could make a cake 
walk out of it. The Terriers were more 
than hinting that they were just that 
kin<l of an outfit. 

The fact that Legs Lind ey had racked 
up nineteen points against Western got 
him ome nice clippings for his scrapbook. 
It also increased his Conference scoring 
margin over the field, and pressed his 
bold challenge to mash the record Alex, 
himself had set. T hat did not bother 
Alex in the least. But what did make his 
bk>od boil a little wa the wave of prai e 
given Pop for his choice of a third string 
center to take over when Legs was dis
qualified on foul . "I had a hunch the kid 
would come through for u , " Pop was 
quoted. 

It was the same old story. Maybe if 
Pops had poken one good word in his 
favor, just to let folks know he was 
around, Alex would not have minded so 
much. But Pops was too bu y taking the 
ice cream off that pie even for that. 

So, once again, Alex had sweated m·er
time, moulding Stretch Novacks' game 

onJy to see Pops step in and take the 
gravy. He'd even had to coax Pops to 
give the kid a chance. 

Pops became more active than he'd 
been in some time in the handling of the 
squad. He seemed fully recovered from 
hi& illness and didn't miss a single practice 
session during the next two weeks. Ale.'t 
found his own role reduced to simple 
routine work. He couldn 't help but get 
the impression that Pops was ' hoving 
him completely into the background. In 
the past, Pops had allowed him to take 
over much of the play-making duties and 
instruction of coping with the oppo.ition. 

But Pops wasn't calling on him much 
now for any ort of opinion. 

T he Terriers ran up a streak of ten 
traight win . They were a hard-driving, 

victory hungry crew and there wasn't 
much doubt that the earlier win over 
Western had been the turning point. Legs 
Lindsey was operating handsomely in the 
scoring department. He was amazingly 
accurate from the three- econd zone, and 
.it was apparent to Alex that he wa being 
fed more leather with each gam,e. The 
whole squad was con ciou oi Leg's 
chances of breaking the Conference scor
ing record, and· they were certa.inly going 
to bat for him in a big way. But Alex 
had noted that Leg was his old careless 
elf on the defense. He seemed too much 

in a hurry to get under the enemy 
basket to care much what happened in the 
back court. Legs had that knack of fouling 
when he'd been tricked on a play. He got 
to sed out of a couple of games on per
sonal . 

It was when Legs was forced out of the 
action that Pops used 'tretch • T vacks. 
The kid didn't let Pop down once, fitting 
smoothly into the pattern of attack and 
playing an in pired brand of ball. But 
aside from these brief . pells. Stretch 
didn't see much action. It eemed pitiful 
to Alex to waste that kind of talent . 

In the game with the Kings, Legs had 
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his biggest point-gathering session of the 
season. He rolled thirty-three points 
through the hoop, more than half the 
Terrier total output for the game. He 
came to the bench at the finish, stared a 
minute at Alex, then laughed softly and 
bitterly : " That's another hunk outa that 
record you hung up, palsy. Stick around 
and see the rest of the show. It's gonna 
be great-for me." 

Alex leaped to his feet, a torrent of 
angry words on his lips. Then Pops 
stepped toward him, touching his shoul
der. 

"No, Alex," he said quietly. "That's 
not the way. Pops turned to Legs and 
in the same quiet voice, said: "We can't 
have any more of that kind of stuff, Legs." 

" I'm sorry," Alex said. " It won't 
happen again. " But Alex saw the dark 
bitter glint that remained in Legs' eyes. 
That gtiy really hates my guts, Alex 
thought. 

It was almost as though Pops had read 
his mind because he said, "Alex, there's 
too much tension building up between you 
and Legs. You know we're getting at the 
crossroads and it's liable to hurt our 
Conference chances." 

" Do you feel that I'm responsible, 
Pops ?" 

" Let's just say I'm a bit disappointed 
in you, Alex." 

It was like a blow landing out of the 
dark. It seemed incredible that Pops 
should make such a statement when he 
knew Alex had contributed so much to 
the drive of this Carnie team. 

"I'm disappointed in you, too," Alex 
said, some of his anger spilling into his 
voice. "You're not being very fair about 
all this, Pops." 

Pops gave him a steady stare for a 
moment, then suddenly turned and walked 
away without another word. Alex stood 
there, his gaze following Pops' retreating 
steps. He knew that the threatening split 
between him and Pops had finally hap-

pened. He could not go on living in Pops' 
shadow, no more than Pops could accept · 
him as the real builder of the Terrier 
team. 

A COUPLE of days later, Alex got 
a call from Prexy Andy Martin 
to stop in and see him. The Carnie 

prexy was a rugged, square-jawed man, a 
genial and smiling man, and he hit 
straight from the shoulder. 

Prexy Martin smiled cordially at Alex 
and picked up a letter on his desk when 
Alex entered the office. 

"Alex," he said, fingering the envelope. 
"It appears that you're a coach quite in 
demand. I've received this letter from 
Madison U. inquiring abOut the possibility 
of hiring you as their basketball coach." 

Alex said, "They sounded me out on 
that job last season. I told them I was 
perfectly satisfied here, for the present at 
least. Frankly, I did leave the door open 
for a later offer, though. " 

" Well, they seem determined to hire 
you," Prexy Martin said, smiling slightly. 
"Do you want to leave Carnie, Alex ?" 

The directness of the question jolted 
Alex. As things stood between him and 
Pops, he wanted to get as far away as 
possible from Carnie. But still, there was 
the memory of his own collegiate career 
at Carnie. There was the apprenticeship 
that he'd served under P ops and the 
vague promise that he'd one day become 
the Carnie coach. And there was 110 

greater prize to be sought, Alex knew, 
than to be head coach at his own alma 
mater. 

"I honestly don't know whether I 
want to step out of my coaching here, 
Prexy. Maybe that sounds foolish, a man 
not being able to make up his mind about 
a better job,'' he said. 

"Not a bit," Prexy Martin said, eyeing 
him closely, "especially when that man 
wants to become head coach of his own 
college. You'd receive just as much money 
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here. Most of all, your becoming Carnie's 
coach would fill quite a gap in your am
bitions." 

Alex looked up quickly. " You seem 
awfully sure of your ground, sir." 

"Let's not kid ourselves," Prexy said 
evenly. " You couldn't help but want Pops 
Grissom's job. And perhaps you deserve 
it, too. After all, it's been obvious to 
some of us the work you've done with the 
team. Pops owes a great deal to you for 
the team that we hope becomes the Con
ference champions. There's no need to 
go more into detail concerning the part 
you've played in developing them." 

Alex said, " I'm afraid Pops doesn't 
share your enthusiasm for me." 

"It's not entirely enthusiasm," Martin 
corrected him. "You've done a sound 
methodical job and I admire your ability. 
In my humble opinion, I don't think 
Carnie has ever had a greater basketball 
player than you," he smiled faintly, "in
cluding our present star, Legs Lindsey." 

"Thank you," Alex said. 
Martin's expression was suddenly seri

ous. " W ell, I want you to make up your 
own mind about this Madison offer, 
Alex. You've got a while. But 1 hope 
I'm not giving away a secret by telling 
you that if Carnie wins the Conference 
title, Pops will be rewarded with a new 
contract. A th ree-year contract, Alex." 
He paused, his gaze fixed on Alex. " I 
think in fairness to your decision, that 
factor should be taken into consideration." 

Alex drew sharply on his breath. He 
was suddenly thinking of how P ops had 
led him on through three seasons, teasing 
him with the head coaching job-Pops, 
who'd asked him back to Carnie from the 
professional ranks, hinting to him about 
turning over the coaching reins to him. So 
he'd returned to Carnie, throwing himself 
into the job during Pops' illness, prac
tically becoming their head coach in all but 
name. Pops Grissom was a clever man to 
have taken and used his kill. But now 

there was no further need for him, Pops 
getting a renewal of his contract. The 
Conference championship was within his 
grasp, practically wrapped up. 

Alex said: "It would have seemed more 
like the old Pops I knew had he brought 
this Madison offer to me himself. But 
instead he let you do it for him, Prexy. " 

Martin smiled indulgently. " Pops did 
tell me that he thought I might be in 
better position to handle the matter." 

"vVell, Pops apparently wants to get rid 
of me," Alex said. 

Martin was silent a moment. " Possibly 
he does," he said at length. "Wouldn't 
any coach who felt that his assistant was 
gunning for his job?" 

Alex conceded the point. He said sim
ply : " I'm glad Pops is getting what he 
wants most-a new contract. You can 
have my resignation right now if you like, 
sir." 

" No," Martin said ,shaking his head . 
" It would be much wiser for you to 
continue in your present capacity. Cer
tainly, it would be bad for you to resign 
with any stigma whatsoever. And tJ1ere 
would be one, if you qu it before Carnie 
cl inches the Conference championship." 

" Just as you say." 
Prexy Martin stood up, indicating the 

interview was fi nished. He walked toward 
the door with Alex. Then he said: 
"You're a young man and Pops is an old 
man. That makes a difference, Alex. So 
I'm very glad that the Athletic Board is 
prepared to extend Pops' contract, more 
so because he's been criticized and has 
been perilously close to being fired the 
past few seasons. But he' come back 
strong-with your help, of course, but 
then we expect our assistant coach to be 
capable, too. I'm hoping that I can be 
glad for you, whatever final deci!>iOn .} ou 
make." 

s Alex walked down the steps of the 
administration building, he was aware that 
he was trembling. The ground he walke& 
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on seemed to be caving in ahead of him. 
He ~old himself that he should b~ gfad 
and proud of the Madison coaching offer. 
But the deceit Pops had practiced on him, 
the big hope in his life of coaching a 
Carnie team somehow outweighed every
thing else. 

The T erriers hit the road, playing a set 
of six games, although only a pair of the 
contests were within the Conference. 
They rolled through the opener, winning 
handily over Tech. -r::hen the going got 
tougher and the gap in the scoring no 
longer was as one-sided. Berkeley fought 
them down to the final gun before losing : 
63-61. They ran head-on into another 
squeaker, playing Westleyan. With less 
than three minutes to go, Legs Lindsey 
was excused from the fray after com
mitting too many fouls and the W estleyan 
crowd sensed an upset. Westleyan led, 56-
55. 

They were plenty confident with Legs 
out of there. He'd chalked up eighteen 
markers and had been his usual brilliant 
self on the offensive. But time and again, 
Alex spotted flaws in his defensive play. 
Alex knew that Legs had ~ost the club 
just about as many points as he had 
scored. Another contributing cause to the 
nearness of a Terrier defeat was that the 
offensive was being crowded too hard 
upon Legs. The attack isn't being varied 
enougti, Alex thought. They're much too 
interested in Legs breaking a lot of rusty 
scoring marks. 

With Le_gs Lindsey relegated to the 
idelines, Pops called on Stretch N ovaclcs 

once again. Stretch wasn't in there ten 
.. econds before he'd faked a shot from the 
bucket and laid the melon in Ziggy Bris
coe's hands, driving in on the goal. West
leyan surged back, pinwheeling the at
tack off Stretch's slot, believing him to be 
the soft link with Legs out of there. 
Stcetch tied up his man, and on the tip
off, gave tl1e leather to the Terriers. A 
moment later Dave Oliver hit from deep 

court. Muff Ives snapped up another 
pass that Stretch rifled through a hole in 
the defense and batted in a deuce. Stretch 
scored just two points but he'd been the 
payoff guy, and the Terriers nailed the 
win. 

After Stretch had pulled one particu
larly sweet play, Pops turned to Alex 
saying, "He's a real discovery, t~ 
Stretch. I think that boy could be ·used as 
a fill-in at forward or guard. He's fast 
and smooth and certainly not the least 
awkward." 

"He seems too good to keep on the 
b~nch," Alex said. 

Pops grinned slightly. "Maybe next 
season, Alex. But right now I'd rather 
use him as a handy man. That's where he 
fits best on this team." 

The Terriers returned home, their un
beaten streak stilt intact. The trip had 
been long and nerve-wracking. Some of 
the sparkle had gone out of Pops' eyes, 
Alex noticed, and the grind made him 
appear tired and worn. Pops stayed away' 
from the practice court a couple of days 
and just prior to the return engagement 
with Tech, took over the reins of t.he team 
again. 

Alex thought it strange when Pops 
abruptly halted a practice workout and 
dismissed the squad. The players were 
starting toward the showers when Alex 
saw Pops' face suddenly pale, and his 
legs buckle a bit. He rushed toward Pops 
and grabbed him. He led him to the 
bench, and after resting a moment Pops 
said I "I'm all right now, Alex. I've bee 
letting the excit.ement run over in me, 
forgetting that I'm not one of the young~ 
sters. This is nothing, though, that some 
rest and a cup of coffee won't take care 
of." 

That evening Pops Grissom had a 
stroke. It was described as mild, but he 
was hardly likely to be with the Terriers 
during the remaining games on schedule 
for the seasoa. 

t.. 
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Blueprint to Nowhere 

H E next night Alex was in full 
command of the team when Tech 
came in for a Conference game. In 

the dressing room they pored over the 
weaknesses and strength of the Tech 
team. He gave them hard, cold, informa
tion. None of the pampering and hand
on-their-shoulders stuff that Pops was in
clined to pass around. 

" Okay, you've whipped them once," 
Alex finished. "Mix up the attack and 
keep 'em guessing and you'll do all right 
again." 

They started through the door and Alex 
was aware of Legs Lindsey lingering a 
moment longer than the others. Legs' 
stare settled on him, measuring him coldly 
behind the dark, flashing eyes. Then Legs 
whirled, following· the others down the 
corridor that led to the gym. Alex 
shrugged. 

It was a quiet, almost solemn Carnie 
crowd that packed the gym. The news of 
Pops Grissom's stroke had stunned them. 
Alex sensed a feeling of resentment that 
he'd come into control of the team in such 
a manRer. He'd long ago discovered that 
there wasn't much that occurred on a 
squad that somehow didn't find its way to 
the ears of the fans. He knew that there 
was talk of dissension between himself 
and Pops and also where Leg Lind ey 
was concerned. 

The game got under way and in the 
scramble that followed the tip-off, Tech 
took possession of the ball . They'd used 
a fast break and plenty of basket sniping 
from all angles in the previous encounter. 
But they'd switched tactics in the return 
match. Tech pressed the offensive, the 
leather flying in a blurring series of short, 
t>rohing passes. Twice they moved the ball 

into the thick of the defense, but on each 
occasion the receiver passed back cou1t. 
The Tech guard feinted to his forward 
along the sideline, and rifled underhand 
into the center slot. The center picked it 
off his knee and wheeled sharply, leaving 
Legs Lindsey glued to the spot. He went 
in alone, scoring easily. Alex winced. 

Carnie broke down the boards in a 
whirlwind rush. They quickly resorted to 
the old formula of feeding in to Legs. 
There wasn't a thing wrong with the de
livery or execution of the play. It was a 
matter of the Tech guard anticipating 
Legs' maneuver and beating him to the 
punch. He stole the ball and this time 
Tech had a forward under the basket be
fore the Terrier defense could jell. That 
one was tough for Alex to swallow be
cause the guard who'd made the intercep
tion had allowed Muff Ives to scoot into 
the clear. But Muff hadn't even been 
noticed in the attempt to fatten Legs Lind
sey's scoring total. 

A long set-shot clicked for Tech. They 
followed with another scoring thrust 
through the middle, snarling up Legs on a 
two-man break. Before the Terriers got 
up some steam of their own, Tech was out 
in front: 8-0. Legs connected then, and 
Muff Ives flipped in another deuce. Tech 
came right back, raking the center alley. 
matching that pair of ba kets. Alex knew 
right then that Tech's drive was more than 
a flash that would die as quickly as it had 
begun. 

The Tech gang had planned its strategy 
carefully. The players had been well 
coached on the Terriers' knack of buildinti 
their attack on Legs Lindsey. They had 
two men for the most part double-teaming 
Legs, a guard hifting with the ebb of the 
play, and their centerman. That stratcg-y 
itself did not differ too much with thr 
general setup that the opposition cmplored 
against Legs. But Tech was doing the job 
with greater abandon, and deliberately 
risking loop-holes in their de£en e. They'd 
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been smartened up all right, Alex knew, 
to the Terriers' desire to help Legs break 
that Conference scoring record. 

Dave Oliver and Chuck Morse kept 
trying to wipe out the resistance around 
Legs and got nowhere. Maybe it was the 
harrassing effect of the guarding and may
be Legs was having his first really bad 
night of the season. Even when he was 
getting his shots away, he wasn't hitting 
with his usual marksmanship. 

Alex glanced down the bench at Stretch 
Novacks, tempted to send the kid in for 
Legs and get the outfit going. But he 
shook off the thought, deciding to give 
Legs every chance to find the range. In 
the next few minutes Alex was convinced 
that it w~s time to make a change in there. 
Legs scored on a rebound, and with five 
minutes of the quarter remaining, had 
notched a pair of double-deckers. Tech 
peeled a forward loose and he went in, 
sinking the deuce. The visitors were turn
ing the game into a rout, leading: 21-12. 

Alex looked down the bench once again. 
"Stretch," he said, "G'wan in for Legs 
and wake up that bunch." 

The kid looked up suddenly, then 
moved swiftly to Alex's side. He crouched 
there a moment as the subs generally did 
when Pops was on the bench. T hen Pops 
would whisper his instructions and send 
them in with an encouraging slap across 
the shoulders. 

Alex merely said, "Play ball. " 
Stretch hesitated, looking at Alex as 

though he meant to say something, and 
then suddenly changed his mind. Alex 
watched Stretch report in there and some
how he couldn't help but get the impres
sion that Stretch wasn't his old eager 
beaver self. The crowd let out a moan 
when Legs started toward the bench . 

"They're watching you like a hawk," 
Alex told Legs, "and it's like throwing 
the ball into a bad wind trying to get it 
through to you." Alex paused, added, 
"The game is the important thing, Legs." 

Legs said grimly, " Yeah, important like 
it is for you to stop me from cracking that 
scoring record you hung up. Isn't that 
your racket, Mister?" 

" I don't care whether you score a mil
lion points," Alex said furiously. "But 
I'm not going to sell a championship 
down the river to help you get it." 

"You're selling out the team and me," 
Legs murmured. 

Alex quivered with anger and was on 
the verge of giving Legs one awful tongue
lashing. Then he was suddenly aware of 
the players on the bench staring at him. 
He realized he was making himself appear 
ridiculous, allowing himself to argue with 
a player. 

" vVe'll see about this later," he said 
quietly. 

Alex put his mind on the evenly paced 
Tech machine as they deftly maneuvered 
for an opening. They baited the sidelines, 
fed into the circle, and the ball kept tra
veling in a monotonous patter of motion. 
Then they threw the big punch, and the 
centerman took the flip, and whirli ng, 
lofted the melon. It dropped through, 
pretty as a picture, and Stretch had been 
caught flatfooted. 

That play was the indicator on Stretch. 
He'd looked bad and strangely, he didn't 
improve. Dave Oliver slipped him the ball 
on the next trip up the floor, and his shot 
was blocked. His work in the pivot be
came more. shoddy and the kid seemed to 
be anchored to the boards. He wasn't 
getting up there on the rebounds and his 
passing was hurried and missing the tar
gets. All the teaching and poise that Alex 
had in. tilled in him seemed to have left 
him . 

Alex sat there, baffled and angered, t ry
ing to make sense of the wreckage that 
was piling around the Terriers. He 
watched the Tech attack grow stronger, 
ripping the defense to pieces. Tech surged 
on and at the half was ahead: 33-17. 

As he walked across the floor toward 
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the dressing room, Alex sensed the eyes 
of the crowd on him. He thought how 
he'd waited through the seasons for a 
chance to prove himself as a head coach. 
Now, in the role of acting head coach, and 
for the first time handling the team in a 
regular game, he was making a miserable 
debut. The Terriers had looked more like 
an a w1nvard high school team than the 
outfit that had roared to sixteen consect1-
tive wins and were considered the cream 
of the Conference. 

There was a panic rising in Alex that 
he'd never quite experienced in the past. 
Something had to be done and quickly. 
There'd be no excuses accepted if the 
Terriers were to blow this game to a Tech 
team they'd walloped so handily in the 
previous fray. The blame would fall on 
him for this was the same team, the same 
setup, except that Pops Grissom wasn't 
around. 

The dressing room was grim and filled 
with an air of defiance. It had never been 
quite like that when Pops was around. 
even under the most extenuating circum
stances. 

Alex said, "You don't win ball games 
on reputation. These Tech guys are smart, 
and they've managed to tie Legs up in a 
knot. Believe me, that's not too tough to 
do when Tech knows that you're making 
a feedbox out of Legs. You're pulling for 
him to bust that Conference record and 
shoveling too much lea.ther to him. You've 

got to use Legs as a decoy and start cook
ing on the opening Tech is leaving, to 
guard Legs." 

Dave Oliver said, "We did okay against 
some better teams than Tech using this 
system. It was good enough then and 
good enough for Pops." 

"Well, I'm telling you to toss it out the 
window," Alex snapped. The moment the 
words rolled off his tongue, he wanted to 
recall them. He meant the system was not 
working in this particular game and 
should be discarded, but his anger had got
ten the best of him. 

He stood there and saw the exchange of 
bitter glances, the dark almost gloating 
stare that Lindsey gave him. 

"Vvhy don't you come right out and 
say it?" Ziggy Briscoe snarled. "You're 
afraid that Legs is going to wipe your 
pretty scoring record off the books. You've 
hated his guts since he started to go after 
that thing. That's wby you've been so 
anxious to sack him and slip Stretch in 
there. That's why you pulled Legs out." 

Alex said, "That's your opinion and 
there's nothing I can do about changing it. 
But I still expect you to play the brand of 
ball that I believe is best for you. Get 
me?" 

H E PUT the lid on the tension, 
ignoring it. He spent the remain
ing minutes of the re pite combing 

the mechanical flaws out of the teams. He 
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mapped out counter-strokes to meet 
Tech's precise offensive and took apart 
the play of each of his men, examining and 
ana1yzing like he would a piece of mach
inery. And all the while, an awful ache 
was gnawing at his stomach, because the 
feeling was there that no amount of talk 
was going t-0 be able to pull this game out 
of the fire. 

"All right," he said finally, "the same 
team starts as finished the first half." 

He was the head coach and he wasn't 
going to be bullied into letting them have 
their fair-haired boy, Legs Lindsey, in the 
game. Let him sit on the wood and cool 
his heels awhile. Just as they started to
ward the door, Stretch turned to Alex. 
The kid's face was pale and he was plainly 
nervous. 

"Coach, I wish you'd put Legs in my 
place." 

Alex stared at him. He'd never before 
hear<l a ball player ask to be taken out of a 
game because the white feather was show
mg. 

"The first real chance you get and the 
lump comes up, huh?" Alex said tensely. 
.. Nice goin', fella." 

"'It isn 't that," Stretch said. "It just 
happens that I'd like to see Legs get a fair 
chance at breaking that record. He can't 
do it on the bench. Hell, I've g-0t a couple 
of more seasons of this stuff and Legs 
won't be around for another try ." 

Alex said, "Thanks for the advice. But 
suppose we <lo things my way.H 

A T ech forwat:.d grabbed the center t ip, 
and that weaving dr· ing attack took the 
ball deep into scoring territory. There 
was a l<>w pass and a T ech forward palm
ing it off to a guard breaking for the 
basket. He went up, scoring. 

So it began all over again, Tech 's 
dominance of the pace and the game. The 
Terriers had a few moments there when 
they s.howed flashes of their old skill and 
threatened to make a game of it. But Tech 
always seemed to find the answer and put 

on an offensive of its own. Going into the 
fourth period, Tech led: 45-29. 

Alex sent Legs into the game. 
Ten seconds later, Legs swept a long 

arm across his shoulder and split the cords 
going away from the basket. The crowd 
howled. 

Chuck Morse driftlng with his cover 
suddenly stepped away a11d stole the pass
in aimed down the middle. Carnie rode 
the ball down, breaklng fast and hard, and 
feeding in there to Legs once again. He 
hit. Tech started to <;limb Legs Lindsey's 
frame, and Ziggy Briscoe found a wide 
open groove and tossed ip. a lay-up. 

The Terriers broke two men down the 
middle. Dave Oliver feinted into the pivot 
and then whipped through to Muff Ives 
slashing in on the left side of the goal. 
The Terrier attack jolted alive, and began 
closing the gap in the score. They were 
ripping into those pockets that Tech left 
in their defense to concentrate on Legs. 
Then when Tech moved to plug those 
holes, the leather was winging in to Legs 
and the big guy was hitting with a udden 
uncanny precision . 

It was precisely the strategy A lex had 
plue-printed. The Terriers were mix ing 
up their attack, pitching the melon into the 
holes and exploding their shot-making at 
close range. They kept Tech guessing un
ti l they no longer dared assign two of their 
defense to guarding Legs. And when the 
cover was pul1ed off Legs, the big guy be~ 
gan to murder them. The T ech bulge was 
beaten down. T hree minutes to go, and 
T ech led : 51-44. 

Dave Oliver popped one from the side
line corner. Legs batted in a rebound. 
Tech took possession. They stalled, fought 
the clock, and the econds dwindled low. 
Chuck crowded the Tech ball-handler 
too hard and the guy collected a free 
throw. He made it good. It was Tech 52 
- Carnie 48. 

T he Terriers drove down, and were 
topped. Dave Oli"er picked up a loose 

' ...: 
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ball and fed to Legs under the basket. 
52-50. 

T ech worked the leather with an eye on 
fhe clock. There were twenty seconds and 
they were still holding possession when 
the t imekeeper's gun spat. They'd ended 
Carnie's unbeaten season. 

Alex didn't have to wait very long to 
discover just how hot a spot he was sit
t ing on. The newspapers the next day 
were harsh in their criticism of him. They 
said it didn't' make sense pulling Legs 
L indsey out of the game and keeping him 
on the bench until the game was beyond 
retrieve. In Legs' place, he'd used a green 
rookie, more the pity of his blunder. It 
came from everywhere, the torrent of bit
ter criticism, and the local armchair mas
terminds had themselves a wonderful time. 

Just as Alex expected, he was accused 
of deliberately attempting to protect his 
own Conference scoring record in his 
treatment of Legs L indsey. Somehow, it 
became known that P ops had a three-year 
contract hanging in the balance. T he ugly 
rumor hit the campus that Alex did not 
care to win the Conference title because 
his appointment as head coa ·h of Carnie 
would become an automatic thing. 

Alex himself said nothing in reply to the 
accusations hurled at him. But the sheer 
viciousness of the charges made against 
him sickened and fi lled him with a terrible 
frustration. Once he'd been Carnie's 
greatest basketball hero, acclaimed and be
loved, and now they were stripping him of 
that glory and branding him a t raitor. 

He went to see P ops whose condition 
was greatly improved. Alex was surpr ised 
that P op was not nearly as downcast 
about the defeat as he'd expected him to 
be. 

"I'd hoped to win them aU," Pops told 
him, " but how many teams go through a 
season without havu1g their ears pinned 
back at least once?" 

"The coaches don't get hit with a ton of 
Lricks," Alex aid slowly. "I did what I 

thought was right, benching Legs. The 
guys were sending too much leather into 
Legs, and Tech was waiting for just such 
a thing. It wasn't till we started to mix 
up the attack that we started· to click. T hen 
Tech didn't know whether Legs was a 
decoy or the payoff guy." 

Pops smiled slightly. "You were right. 
They've become very conscious of Legs 
cracking that scoring record, and were 
riding for a fall." He stopped, looking 
straight at Alex. " Strangely enough, it 
means almost as much to them that Legs 
succeeds as winning - the championship 
does. Legs is popular with the gang, and 
there's a team pride of accomplishment in 
seeing him hang up a new mark." 

" W ell, they've got to make up their 
minds," Alex said evenly. "They aren't 
likely to have their cake and eat it, too. It 
just about amounts to a choice between the 
Conference thing or Legs putting a new 
scoring record in the book." 

Pops wa silent a moment. Then he 
said, " I'm afraid you 're on more of a ~t 
than they are. Alex. If you Jose out in the 
Conference, it isn't likely that Madison 
will want you a their coach. 'Nin, and I 
get me a new contract-and I don't think 
I'll want you back as my as istant." 

Goal for Goal 

T HE old man continued, "You'r 
just not meant to be a coach, Alex. 
You're a machine, and you expe t 

your men to be machine , too. It ju.:;t 
doesn't work out that way." 

"You seemed to have a different opin
ion when you asked me to qmt pro ball to 
take the job with you, Pops.'' 

Pops shrugged. "I made a mistake
almost a very bad one." 

Carnie copped their next g-ame, takin 
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Luzern, but not before an awful scare had 
been thrown into them. Dave Oliver un
leashing a long, desperate heave in the last 
ten seconds, connected with the strings. 
That shot gave Carnie a 55 to 54 victory. 

Alex left Legs in there the full route. 
Oddly enough, Legs was far short of being 
his usual sensational self. He collected ex
actly six points, and missed several in
credibly easy lay-ups. Alex saw Legs 
shake his head bitterly as he walked off the 
floor. 

Again in the dressing room, Alex's at- -
tention was drawn to Legs as he passed 
through on his way to his own cubicle. 
Legs was slouched on a bench in front of 
his locker, and Alex thought he noticed a 
misty look in the big guy's eyes. Alex 
paused a moment, thinking he should go 
over to Legs. Then he shrugged off the 
thought. 

Alex went into the office and took a 
deep breath of relief. He thought of the 
tough spot the Terriers would be in if 
they'd lost to Luzern. There was just one 
more Conference gan1e ahead and that one 
with Berkley-for the chips. A win for 
Berkley and the Conference race would be 
snarled in a tie, necessitating a play-off 
game. 

There would, under ordinary circum
stances, be every reason to feel confident 
of whipping Berkley and nailing down the 
championship, Alex reflected. Even a loss 
would allow Carnie a second try in the 
play-off. They'd handed Berkley their 
lone defeat earlier in the season in a tough 
scrap. But things were a lot different now 
than when the Terriers appeared unbeat
able. 

The dressing room was quiet and no 
shouts of triumph echoed. There hadn't 
been much of that tuff since Pops had 
gotten sick. But this night there wasn't 
even the hiss of the showers. They seemed 
awfully slow getting out of their togs, 
Alex thought. The stillness was suddenly 
broken, Dave Oliver's voice sounding 

clear as a bell through the thin partition. 
" Twenty-six points is a tough mark to 

shoot for or against any ball club," he was 
saying. "But against Berkley, it's twice as 
tough, I guess. Gosh, Legs, I'd sure like 
to see you get 'em, but you know what 
we're up against, and I don't just mean
Berkley." 

"Yeah, I know," Legs Lindsey said. 
"This guy, Alex, would probably yank me 
outa there if I got within smelling distance 
of his scoring record." There was a pause, 
and Legs added: "Hell, I could do with
out the thing okay. But you guys got 
together on the idea and you've been 
pushing it right along. I've stood around 
out there and you've fed me till I couldn't 
help but pile up a stack of points. It looks 
like I'm gonna let you down and miss on 
the thing." 

Muff Ives said, "We've gotten a real 
bang outa helping you try to turn the trick, 
Legs. After all, you have the eye, and you 
won us plenty of ball games." 

"That Tech gan1e ruined you," Dave 
Oliver put in. "If he had let you stick in 
there, there'd be nothing to worry about 
now." 

"I was lousy tonight," Legs said. "The 
pressure got under my skin ju t like 
against Tech. I was trying too hard and 
flubbing 'em." 

"If Pops was around, he'd find a way, " 
Muff Ives said. "Pops always has the an
swer when things get rough. " 

There was more, but Alex didn't listen. 
He got to hi feet and slowly put on his 
hat and coat and walked out into the night 
air. He swallowed hard and wished there 
were some escape for the swirling ickness 
spreading through him. He could once 
again hear the words that Pops had 
spoken, ringing in his ears. " . .. You're 
a machine and you expect your men to be 
machines, too. It doesn't work out that 
way, Alex. You're just not meant to he a 
coach .. .. " 

That's right, Pops, he thought grimly. 

• 
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I've been a machine, and not really a 
coach, and nothing has worked out for me. 

He'd developed them, even more than 
Pops, into the sleek and powerful team 
they were. There it was, that mechanical 
perfection, and he'd won a kind of grudg
ing respect, but never their hearts. That 
was the difference between them as 
coaches. Skill and savvy, sure, but a piece 
of your heart has got to go into the job. 

Way back in high school, in fact ever 
since he could remember, basketball had 
been his game, and he'd always been the 
star of the show. It had all come naturally, 
the acclaim, the success, everything except 
the• one thing he wanted most-the head 
coach job at Carnie. Odd, how he'd hard
ened along the route, until he looked upon 
even college kids as machines-how he'd 
put his own ambition ahead of those he 
coached. 

There was such a thing as a coach's in
fluence on his players, though he com
pletely overlooked that side of the job. 
After all, they were still boys until they 
went out and competed with the men out
side the collegiate fringe. They still needed 
the kind of spiritual leadership that Pops 
and men like him gave them. That con
fidence and faith instilled in them that 
would later on mature and mean more 
than the ball game they played today. 

No one could explain these things to 

him for he had to experience and feel them 
inside himself. Pops had tried and so had 
Prexy Martin, and he'd seen no deeper 
than his own ambition to become head 
coach. So he'd finally found the answers 
in that locker room a while ago when his 
team needed him and yet would not come 
to hi111. He'd fo und it in their distrust. 
the stonn of criticism surrounding him, 
the disappointment of Pops in him. But 
mostly he'd found it in hi own heart. 

It was Pop in whom the Terrier 
placed their confidence. Pops it wa who'd 
inspired them to a point ·where they be
lieved him possible of performing miracles 

for them. And yet, it was they themselves 
who were responsible for the miracles. · 
Pops shaped the mirade out of his under
standing for them. 

Alex laughed bitterly, remembering how 
he'd looked upon Pops Grissom's attach
ment for his players as the old malarky
those little things like a slap across the 
shoulder, a nice word, the way he walked 
among them after a ball game. It had 
never occurred to him that the rah-rah 
stuff was anything except silly sentiment 
or a slick line of gab to kid them along. 
But Pops really meant that stuff, and was 
incere in his leadership of them. You 

either are or aren't sincere and you're 
found out pretty quick. Pops had lasted a 
long time. And those little things some
how meant a great deal to the team, letting 
them know that their work wa appre
ciated. 

It was too late now, Alex told himself, 
to mend the injustice he'd done them. It 
was almost better that they played Berkley 
without a coach on the bench than to have 
him there. They hated and distrusted him 
and he'd be more of a sixth player for 
Berkley than a help to them. It was Pop 
they wanted and needed. Since they could 
not have Pop , they were entitled to run 
things on their own .... 

The lights were burning in Prexy Mar
tin's study when Alex knocked ou the 
door of the grey tone house. Prexy' wife. 
a trim pretty, dark-haired woman opened 
the door. 

"Come in, Alex," she said tniling. 
"And tell me quick that \ve're going to 
beat Berkley and win the championship." 

" The boy will do all right." Alex said. 
t rying to make himself ound convincing-. 
"They've beaten Berkley once, you 
know." 

"All right, Alex," she said laughing. 
"That restores my confidence. I'll tell 
Prexy you're here and make some coffee." 

A moment later, Martin looked up from 
his desk. waving lex to a chair. 



.58 FIFI'EEN SPORTS STORIES 

" Quite a ball game, that one tonight, 
Alex. You'd have to go to the story books 
before you'd find a more thrilling fini sh." 

Alex nodded. " It was a good game. We 
did better, though, in the first game with 
Luzern. Beat 'em by eighteen points and 
the boys weren't even breathing hard. " 

" I see," Martin said. " I think I see 
what you mean." 

Alex said, "The first game Pops was 
handling the team. Well, the difference 
has been just as marked in other games, if 
not more so. It's obvious to everyone that 
the real difference is not so much in the 
team itseH but in the coaching." 

" Do you believe that yourself ?" 
"It's the truth, much as I dislike having 

to admit it. Pops brought out the best in 
his players and I've done exactly the op
po ite." He paused ; then in a quick rush 
of words said : " I want to offer you my 
resignation, effective at once." 

Prexy Martin was s1lent. "If you resign 
now," he said slowly, "I can almost assure 
you that Madison will withdraw its offer 
to you. You'll be quitting under fire, 
though that is not exactly new to the 
coaching profession. But what is differ
ent, you were handed an unbeaten team, 
and one heavily favored to win t!he Con
ference championship. To quit under those 
circumstances and with the big game com
ing up might be disastrous to your coach
ing career." 

"It'll be more of a disaster if I'm on the 
bench for that game. sir. You can believe 
me when I tell you that they'll do better 
without me. They've no confidence in me 
and when a coach loses his team's con
fidence, both are licked." 

"If I accept your resignation and Madi
son withdraws its offer, then there's not 
much left for you." 

A LEX said, "I can always go back to 
professional basketball." 

Martin's wife appeared then, 
c:arrying a tray with coffee and biscuits. 

When she'd departed, Prexy said: "You 
know, of course, what this game means to 
Pops Grissom. It decides whether he re
ceives a new contract to continue to coach 
here." 

" I know that and in fairness to him, it's 
better that I have nothing more to do with 
the team," Alex said, shaking his head. 
" I've been awfully wrong about things, 
P rexy, wrong about Pops, wrong about 
everything. There's no place in this setup 
for the wrong-way guy I've been, and in 
gettitig out, I'm simply beating the gun." 

Prexy stirred his coffee slowly, and then 
sipped it. He put the cup down smiling a 
little. " You know, I don't think I've heard 
a dozen people admit they were wrong 
about something, Alex. It's not an easy 
thing to do and it takes a real man to own 
up to his own inadequacy." 

" I don't exactly feel happy about it. " 
Prexy said, "You could have become 

Carnie's head coach, Alex. In fact, Pops 
had that in mind when he brought you 
here. You had all the qualifications except 
the one that could make you really suc
cessful. You didn't understand your play
ers. Too cold and hard-fisted. Pops tried 
to change you, giving you more and more 
control of the team so that you'd really 
get to know the players. ·Pops couldn't 
honestly turn his team over to your type of 
coach." 

"I got the impression he was kidding 
me along," Alex aid. "Pops never 
handed out a good word about my coach
ing." 

"The credit automatically belongs to the 
head coach," Prexy said. "So does the 
blame. But in your case Pops would not 
have hesitated to give you full credit for 
your work-if he thought you'd one <lay 
be the coach he believed you'd be in t:he 
beginning. He waited quite awhile for you 
to come through for him, Alex." 

Alex drank down his coffee, and stood 
up. "Well, I'll have my resignation in 
writing to you before the game, Prexy." 

.. 



., 

FIVE STAR FURY 59 
Prexy Martin said evenly, "I'll accept 

your resignati._on and recommened the 
prop~r action to the athletic board . . . 
after the Berkley game, Alex. . . . " 

The Carnie gym was jam-packed to the 
walls, and a steady, relentless wave of 
noise beat against the dressing room. The 
Terriers were dressed and waiting rest
lessly for the word to go out there. Alex 
walked into the room from his office, delib
erately delaying hts entrance. The less 
they saw of him, the more it was likely to 
please them,ne knew. Even now, he could 
feel the tension stiffen, and their stares fall 
bitterly upon him. 

Alex said: "There's a lot at stake in this 
ball game besides the championship. 
You've no doubt heard a nunor that Pops 
Grissom gets a three-year contract if this 
game is won. Well, it's true. I hope you 
can give him that present." He stopped, 
tiking a breath. "About myself, I've al
ready subinitted my resignation, effective 
after the game. In fact, I felt you could do 
better on your own than having me run 
things. However, I've been ordered to 
stay with you this game. ' It will be the 
last one, believe me." 

He felt the thickness of the silence, the 
heaviness of his words on them. They 
looked at him, shocked and aware that 
he'd struggled to get the words out. Dave 
Oliver said : "It was our tough luck when 
Pops got sick again. Nobody could fi ll his 
shoes." 

Alex said, "Yes, I didn't even know 
which shoe went on wluch foot. I hope I 
can make it up to you-by clearing outa 
Camie after the game. That's all from me 
except that if you've ever had a good ball 
game in you, give out with it now for 
Pops. What you think of me doesn't mat
ter but this championship means plenty 
to Pops." 

He turned his head slightly then, be
cause his throat was dry and scratchy. 
He walked to the door, pushed it open and 
went out. They were moving swiftly past 

him on their way to the court. There was 
a sudden, breathless silence and then the 
tumultuous outcry of the crowd breaking 
upon the Terriers as they stepped onto 
the hardwood. The roar softened and then 
came on again, and Alex knew the Berk
ley crew was making its entrance. 

Alex went down there and took his place 
on the bench. He felt the tension gather
ing in him all through the warmup session, 
and he squirmed restlessly. He'd always 
been able to accept the pressure as a 
routine thing, but that was mostly in his 
capacity as assistant coach. It was Pops 
who'd done the squirming and felt the bite 
of the tension. He knew now what it was 
to be head man on the bench, to experience 
the responsibility that went with the job. 

The ref was walking the ball to the cen
ter circle, and the crowd waited tensely 
for the whistle. There it was, the crouch
ing centerman springing, and Legs Lind
sey flicking the ball to Chuck Morse. The 
Terrier guard twisted in mid-air, pushing 
a pass ahead to Muff Ives scooting down 
the right alley. The crimson-clad guard. 
fading with Muff Ives, was a half-stride 
off the pace. Muff dribbled in, losing hi 
advantage. The guard caught him, crowd
ing him a little. Then Muff swung in a 

· pivot and looped the melon to Legs fol
lowing down the middle. Legs had all the 
time in the world to get his shot away, but 
he hesitated and finally tossed to Ziggy 
Briscoe driving on the right side of the 
goal. Ziggy put it up, the ball seeming to 
connect and then spinning off the in icle 
iron. The Carnie crowd groaned. 

Berkley snared the rebound and they 
broke down the boards, moving the leath
er in a swift, dazzling pattern. They were 
big and rough and fast, these Berkley 
hoopsters. They had a guy, Jeff Elliot, 
an all-Conference, all everything, and he 
was murder on that one-handed push shot. 
He dominated the Berkley coring 
column. The power-maker, though, wa 
Mike Kern, a guard and one of the top 
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defensive aces of the Conference. Mike 
Ker11 unbuttoned the power as he saw fit, 
and ran the club with the precision of a 
coxswain. 

It was Mike Kern handling the leather 
now, feinting with his feet, and laying it 
on a hook for Elliot to stab. Dave Oliver 
moved into the slot, covering. The crim
son-clad stepped sideways, hoisting the 
ball as he made the maneuver. It arched 
prettily, hanging over the target and slip
ping through the cords. Nothing could be 
done about that kind of shooting except 
forget it and hope it didn't happen too 
often. 

The Terriers drove down, forwards 
clawing for an opening, and guards un
able to move it in there. Dave Oliver took 
a pass, shifted, and whipped the ball into 
the bucket slot. It was a perfect heave, 
and Alex waited for Legs to coil and let 
go that hook shot. Legs spun and gave 
the leather to Oliver again, cutting on the 
left side. Mike Kern danced over and de
flected Oliver's shot just enough to make 
it fall short of the basket. 

Alex coul<ln't quite figure it. Twice he'd 
watched Legs Lindsey in the clear, and the 
big guy didn't pull the trigger on either 
occasion. He was handing the ball off to 
his teammates, and letting them undertake 
the shot-making role. They were hardly 
the tactics of a man who was gunning for 
a new Conference scoring record, Alex 
thought. Legs needed twenty-six points to 
turn the trick, and he'd have to get started 
in a hurry if he hoped to make even a 
strong bid. He couldn't afford to ignore 
the kind of opening& that had been pre
sented him. 

The Crim ons found the Terrier defense 
too tough to crack after some feinting and 
bait-passing. Jeff Elliot dropped back and 
fired a long one and the crowd howled its 
amazement. He'd hit again. Even before 
the Terriers could get up some momentum 
of their own, Mike Kern had stolen the 
ball. He moved like a cat, shifting his feet 

in one direction and suddenly changing his 
direction and pouncing. He went in all 
alone, flipping the lay-up through, and 
Berkley was ahead : 6-0. 

They tasted victory in those opening 
minutes and opened the throttle wide in 
an all-out bid to pile on the score. They 
smashed the Terriers' scoring bid, and 
when a set-shot missed, their centerm1n 
leaped and tapped in the rebound. Elliot 
hit again with that amazing one-handed 
swipe and the Terriers asked for a time
out. They were being buried: 10-0. 

Alex stared at the Terriers, huddled and 
grim: He looked across the hardwood into 
the tense, bitter faces of the Carnie root
ers. He knew they were thinking that if 
Pops Grissom were on the bench, Berkley 
would not be running through the Ter
riers like sand. Pops would find a way to 
stop them. But nobody was going to stop 
Berkley until they cooled off a bit. The 
club was hot, hitting with an amazing 
average, and all the defense in the world 
can be hopeless against that kind of sharp
shooting. 

The Terriers plunged into the game for 
all they were worth with the blast of the 
ref's whistle. Chuck Morse fed into the 
sidepocket, and Muff Ives dribbled around 
his cover, and tossed a one-hander. It 
narrowly mis eel, but this time Legs was 
under the basket, leaping and batting the 
rebound through the strings. The Terriers 
seemed fully launched when Dave Oliver 
intercepted a pass. Legs was ·uddenly 
wheeling in the keyhole slot, and again 
passing to Muff Ives riding in on the 
hoop. This time Muff scored. 

It was a bitter see-saw struggle, the 
next five minutes. They were swapping 
goal for goal, with Muff Ives doing the 
brunt of the climax shooting for the Ter
riers. Legs Lindsey finally nicked the 
cords, letting go the bucket shot for the 
first time. But time and again he wa 
feeding to Muff Ives and Ziggy Briscoe, 
and there was nothing sustained abot.t the 

• 
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Terrier attack. Legs wasn't too good in 
the passing role, and the Berkley gtiards 
began giving Muff Ives quite a going over. 
Mike Kern was having himself a time, 
blocking and wrapping the Terrier for
wards in knots. 

A couple of minutes before the fini sh of 
the first period, Berkley got hot again, 
and let loose \vith another barrage. Mike 
Kern dropped a set shot, and Jeff Elliot 
clicked twice in succession. A pivot play 
and the ref shrilled on his whistle, and 
poked a finger at Legs. The foul was con
verted and seconds later, the ref was call
ing a second foul on Legs. Berkley was 
ahead at the quarter: 23-14. 

----5----
Last Quarter Lightning 

ALEX smiled grimly, aware of the 
Berkley tactics to get Legs to foul 
himself out of the game. They'd 

worked that trkk twice now, knowing 
Legs' susceptibility to fouling. 

Alex watched the Berkley guards bait 
Legs, flipping the leather in there time and 
again. The Berkley pivot fiddled with the 
sphere, feinting one way and then the 
other and sometimes driving straight 
ahead in a direct assault on the goal. Once, 
the crimson-clad got tagged with a foul 

call himself in his eagerness to make Legs 
jump the gun. But the strategy was doing 
fine because Legs had three personal fouls 
charged against him midway in the second 
period. 

It wasn't going to take that Berkley 
gang much longer, Alex realized, to slick 
Legs into five personals and a ticket to 
the showers. That would be an inglorious 
finish to Leg's Lindsey's bid to set a new 
Conference scoring mark. And with that 
blow would very likely fall the ax on the 
Terriers ' hope of clinching the champion
ship. 

Alex was aware now of how the seem
ingly individual feats of Legs Lindsey 
were really a team thing. He inspired the 
Terriers to score heavier, fight harder. It 
gav; them a double incentive, and was the 
kick in their drive on the Conference title. 
Pops had sensed how the scoring chal
lenge that Legs hurled at the record book 
blended into the setup and had encouraged 
the centerman and his teammates to shoot 
for it. Sure, Alex thought bitterly, there'd 
been a couple of time when they'd let 
things get lopsided and allowed the scor
ing angle to spoil the balance of their at
tack. H e'd been harsh, then, where Pops 
wo Id have pointed out their mistake in a 
softer and wiser way. His method had 
been to drag Legs out of there, though 
Legs had not been as much at fault as his 
teammates. He had cheapened their ambi
tions, stung their pride. He hadn't even 

YOUR HAIR CAN LOOK 
LIKI THIS WITH NEW 

CRtAM·OIL CHARLll 
SAY5i "IT CONTAINS 

~ANOL~N!" 

I ''lt'e F-N, the 
teat for men!" 

Scratoh your head 
-if you find dry
nesa or loose dan
dru IJ you need 
Wildroot Cream
Oil. Buy the largo 
economy ai1e. 

WILD ROOT 
CREAM-01 
~-..... s:: 

2 Only a little Wild· 
root Cream-Oil oan 

d o a big j ob for y ou r - '-""'-"_.,.. 
hair. Keeps your hair 
well groomed all dny 
long without a trace of 

~~D ·r~r· 1~:tv::i~ 
looks good and lecle 
good tool 

!I IUNI IN1 J Nlf• 
.:7 WOllC SHOWll 
"fh• Adventure• of 
lam lpade" lund•y 
evening•, CIS Net• 
work1 ''King Cole Trio 
Tim•" loturtla y 
aU• rnoOllf i NIC 
Netwerk. 

-----~~~ 



62 FIFTEEN SPORTS STORIES 

reckoned with the pressure that closed 
harder on Legs with each g?me as he 
soared within range of the scoring record. 
H e'd allowed for nothing except mechani
cal perfection. 

T here'd been another warning sign, too, 
that he'd disregarded. He'd been quick to 
sub Stretch Novacks for Legs. Even here, 
he hadn't counted on the team spirit that 
P ops ha<l given the Terriers. It gripped 
subs as· it did varsity men. It had never 
occurred to him that Stretch was rooting 
for Legs to bust that record as hard as 
ariy of the others. He'd simply looked 
upon Stretch N ovacks as a rival)<>r Legs' 
job. Stretch Novacks was going to be a 
great pivot man in seasons to come, 
possibly more brilliant in his all-around 
game than Legs could ever hope to be. 
But that day had not yet arrived and 
Stretch was green. Pops was breaking 
him in as a spot player. Pops had picked 
the moments, ripening Stretch under fire 
and testing the man's endurance. 

Pops knew of Stretch's loyalty to Legs 
and to the team as a unit. He realized 
that when Legs fouled oot of. a game aad 
Stretch took over , the rookie would 
fight desperately to keep the team from 
sagging. He'd do it for Legs, the guy for 
whom he rooted so bard to knock down 
that scoring record, a.nd for Pops and the 
team. There was this terrific emotional 
appeal and Strecth went out there riding 
the crest of it. But the night he'd sent 
Stretch int-0 the game because Legs wasn't 
producing, this fierce loyalty was mis ing, 
and Stretch had played rottenly. 

All these things Alex could see with 
startling dearness now. They'd been right 
tbere in the front row but he'd been so 
grim and methodical in the pursuit of his 
own ambition that he'd failed to recognize 
the signs. Pops and Prexy Martin had 
tried to point his head in the proper direc
tion but he'd stubbornly looked only upon 
his own charted course. 

So there was nothing bad about Legs' 

chalking up his points record. H e was a 
college kid, not a machine, and when he 
began to doubt the confidence of h is coach 
in him, his play had slipped into a shoddy 
bracket. After all, the coach himself held 
the scoring record, and in view of the cir
cumstances and the ax grinding, it was 
not surprising that suspicions formed in 
Legs' mind. 

Alex was very much aware of what was 
taking place on the hardwood, and ~ in 
Legs Lindsey's mind. Legs was deliber
ately blowing his chances of setting a new 
Conference scoring record. H e'd told 
them how a contract for P ops hung 
in the balance. They were afraid, L egs 
and all of the gang, to shoot for the rec
ord. Legs did not want to own the guilt 
of putting a scoring mark ahead of Pops' 
chances for a new coaching contract. He 
was passing a ball around, letting the 
others do the shooting and t rying to fit 
into the unfamiliar role of play-maker. 
But in his desire to help P ops, he was de
feating his own purpose. H is brand of 
pivot-play had been woven like a delicate 
stitch into the attack, and without it they 
were helpless and beaten. T he old smooth 
tick-tock was gone and the machine sput
tered and jerked and could not roll with 
its one-time consistency. 

Berkley was jabbing that three-second 
zone again. Once they passed in, and the 
centerman weaved and sought to draw a 
foul. He passed out again. Around the 
horn ; then he clicked another thrust 
down the middle. Thi time the crirnson
clad faked a straightway lunge and then 
fired the leather. Alex drew in his breath 
sharply, noticing that Legs was perilously 
clo e to having a fourth foul calle.d on 
him. The ball truck the backboard, and 
slammed through the netting. Berkley 
was ahead, 33-18. 

"Stretch," Alex called. "Come hue. 
You're going in for Legs." 

Alex was conscious of heads jerking up 
and bitter eyes scalding him with hatred. 

. -
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His own throat was lumpy and a des
perateness pounded in him. He had to do 
something quick to save Legs from getting 
slicked into committing the maximum 
fouls. He looked at Stretch standing be
side him, his lips thin and defying. 

"Stretch, I'm putting you in because 
Legs isn't going to break any record the 
way he's trying to play it. He's not 
shooting enough, Stretch. He's also 
Jetting them sucker him into fouls and he 
won't last the rest of the quarter unless 
he's smartened up. " 

The kid stood there a minute seeming 
to battle his own thoughts. He wanted to 
be certain that the guy doing the slick 
work was not Alex. 

"They are working a lot of monkey 
business with Legs," Stretch said finally. 
The tautness of his lips relaxed some
what. "And you' re right that Legs ain't 
shooting enough . ... " 

Stretch went in there, and Alex came 
out amid a howl of protest from the 
stands. Alex got to his feet, meeting Legs 
and throwing a sweat shirt over his shoul
ders. 

"Sit next to me, Legs," he said. "There 
are some things that you and I should 
straighten out r ight now . ... " 

The game roared on. It was the Ter
riers torming up the boards, and Dave 
Oliver fi ring the leather into the pivot. 
Stretch cro sed into the zone, whirling 
and sweeping the ball over his shoulder. 
There was a swish of the nets. The 
Crim on carried. In their desire to break 
quickly, somebody overlooked Stretch 
Novacks lingering in their terri tory. H e 
darted for ward suddenly, intercepting, and 
dribbled in, caging the bunny. 

Berkley took it up again. Jeff E lliot 
raced along the sideline and gobbled a 
pa s. He slac>hed in, leaping and letting 
go the one-handed shot. Dave Oliver was 
up there with him, slapping the sphere. 
Chuck Mor e picked it up and the Ter
riers whirled away. Muff Ives pumped it 

through. The Terriers came .into pos
session on an out-of-bounds and Stretch 
put another deuce away from the keyhole 
circle. At the half, the Terriers were 
slashing and ripping at the gap in the 
score. They left the court, t railing 37-27. 

In the dressing room Alex said: 
"There's an old rule about not breaking 
up a winning combination. But I'm put
ting Legs back in there because Stretch 
did his job. He showed that all you guys 
need to win is a pivot man who will shoot. 
That's your game and sy tem, and you've 
built the attack around Legs." H e stopped, 
turning to Lindsay, added : "G'wan back 
and break that scoring record wide open, 
Legs. You need nineteen points and these 
guys are going to help you uet 'em." 

Legs stared at Alex, a silly grin on 
his face, his eyes misty. "You're the 
coach," Legs said. "Our kind of coach." 

They started out there then, and Alex 
clenched his fi ts and bit down on his lip 
and felt a wonderful tingle surge through 
him. They grinned and looked at him as 
though really seeing him fo r the firs t time. 

A wail came from the throats of the 
fan s when the lineup change was an
nounced. T hey wanted Legs to get his 
crack at the record, of course, but they 
wanted the game more. Thi kid, Stretch 

ovack , had put tlle blaze in the attack 
and now Alex wa yanking him and put
ting Leg back in. They booed a little 
and Alex omehow didn't care how much 
they jeered or scorned him. T his ball 
club wa going to be even better with Legs 
in the pivot slot .. .. 

T he tip off and the teams were tangling 
again. Leg guided the sphere to Dave 
Oliver an<l cut straight down the boar<ls. 
He Hung up hi hands. and Chucl Morse 
hit him with the pass. Legs got it away, 
an overhead, two-handed shot. It nestled 
lazily int-0 the netting. 

Berkley poured more coal into its own 
attack, feeding into the corners, and then 



64 FIFTEEN SPORTS STORIES 

moving the ball down the middle. There 
it was again, their pivotman, weaving and 
bobbing and looking for a foul at Legs' 
expense. Legs drew back a step, flung up 
an arm in a blocking gesture. The ref's 
whistle tooted. Alex's heart leaped, then 
seemed to drop back in place with relief. 

The ref was shaking an accusing finger 
u nder the Berkley center's nose, calling a 
charging penalty' on him. Legs walked 
to the free throw mark, throwing a glance 
at Alex, and winking. He dropped the 
charity toss cleanly through the webbing. 
He was sixteen points away from the 
Conference mark. 

The Berkley siege gun, Jeff Elliot, 
drilled the hoop, pulling a sensational side
line toss . The crimson shifted its de
fense to meet the attack that they sensed 
would explode around Legs Lindsey. The 
pass-in was to Muff Ives and the forward 
came off the other end of a f.eint, shoveling 
the leather at Legs. Mike Kern maneu
vered toward the circle, half crouching 
to stop the hook shot Legs didn't hook. 
He faked it, and dribbled a spider web 
around Kern. He went straight in, laying 
the sphere away. Berkley 39, Carnie 30. 

It went on from there, the battling 
soaked in thrills and hard, rough going. 
Berkley scored and Carnie leveled that 
one with a basket of their own. The score 
kept flashing a new set of figures, both 
teams hitting from all angles of the court. 
The third period ended, Berkley out in 
front, 48-41. 

T he hoarse holler of the crowd spilled 
in continuous waves of frenzied excite
ment now. There were the Terriers 
shaving away the Berkley margin and 
Legs Lindsey needing just eight points to 
crack the Conference scoring ]'ecord. 

Berkley took up the attack, and the 
leather slipped out of bounds. The Ter
riers were driving hard now, and probing 
for an opening. The defense edged warily 
toward Legs Lindsey. That was fine. 
Dave Oliver fed to Ziggy Briscoe, slipping 

into the hole. He tossed up a set-shot, 
scoring. Berkley took some of the load 
off Lindsey's back, guarding the corners 
tightly. A pass-in to Legs and he whirled, 
and spun the leather through again. 

A whistle had cut the crowd's roar 
short. The ref was shaking his head, re
fusing to o.ilow the goal. Legs, in his 
eagerness to get the shot away, had shoved 
the defenseman. One more personal foul 
and · he was finished. 

Alex leaned forward on the bencll, his 
own strength seeming to drain out of him. 
He was trembling. feeling an excitement 
that he himself bad never quite experi
enced even as a player. He wanted that 
championship badly, but the feeling almost 
as urgent that Legs shatter the old scoring 
mark he'd put into the book 

The Berkley man tossed the free throw 
cleanly into the bucket. The Crimsons 
led, 49-43. 

Muff Ives winged under the basket and 
snared the pass, pushed it up against the 
backboard and through in one flowing 
motion. lt seemed almost impossible for 
both teams to hold the scalding pace. 
There almost had to be a decisive break 
somew:here that would give one of them 
the drive to go on and win. 

The Crimson surged. Jeff Elliot 
twisted and uncorked a heave. The ball 
ringed the iron, and Dave Oliver gobbled 
it. Legs Lindsey sniped from the pivot, 
made it good. Chuck Morse intercepted 
and the Terriers were pounding the 
boards again. Dave Oliver feinted Legs, 
and popped from deep court. A mighty 
lung blast signalling the Terrier come
back. They'd knotted the score at forty
nine. 

Berkley fought back, savage in its de
termination to stop the game from slip
ping from their grasp. They'd had their 
turn at being red hot and now their shot 
making was a trifle off the target. Jeff 
Elliot took things into his own hands, 
whirling in and pulling the trigger on that 
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one-handed miracle shot he owned. But 
Dave Oliver was there, anticipating the 
play, and forcing the Berkley ace to yield 
ground and hurry the heave. He partially 
blocked it, and before Elliot could get 
back on the defense, the traffic was all 
ahead of him. The Terriers broke a pair 
against one man down the center slot. 
Ziggy . Briscoe, too anxious, flubbed and 
the Carnie fans groaned. Then they were 
cheering wildly as Legs dove in and salted 
away the rebound. The Terriers were 
ahead, 51-49. Legs was a lone bucket shy 
of the new record. 

The fans waited, the tenseness sealed 
in their throats. The noise subsided. Legs 
himself was feeling the pressure because 
he missed twice in succession. The min
utes were dwindling down. 

Berkley scored. Then it happened. Dave 
Oliver pumped the leather into the circle. 
Legs came out of a half crouch, and 
hooked. The ball went up there, seem
ing to have an ounce too much steam to 
connect. It struck against the backboard
trembled on the iron rim, and rolled 
th rough _the netting. 

Alex slouched back on the bench, the 
rush of a joyous tingle spilling through 

him. He heard the crowd roaring, roar
ing in a ovation that he knew Legs Lind
sey would never forget. And neither 
would he. 

The game rode to its finish. The Ter
riers winning going away, 61-55. They 
were the Conference champions-at long 
last. 

Alex sat there a moment, the <lin of 
all the jubilant Carnie rooters crashing 
around him. He lifted his head and it 
was as though the roar of the crowd was 
something new and strange to him. He'd 
taken their cheers back down the seasons, 
but the feeling inside him bad been differ
ent. He knew he was really hearing the 
crowd's voice for the first time. 

He got to his feet and walked slowly 
toward the dressing room. He told him
self that he wouldn't mind leaving Carnie 
now. He'd have this game to remember, 
the game in which he knew he really found 
himself and became a coach in the real 
sense of the word. He'd partially paid his 
debt to Pops. 

Alex pushed open the dressing room 
door, and there was the sound of laughter 
and rollicking voices. It was like old 
times, he thought, when Pops was on the 
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job. He stepped inside and they were 
waiting for him. 

Dave Oliver said, "Here he is, guys. 
Give. " 

They did, rocking the place with " Hai l, 
H ail, the Gang's All Here. " 

One of them was not singing. Legs 
was stepping out of the crowd toward 
Alex, his hand outstretched. Legs started 
to say something. but the words caught in 
his throat. 

"You don't have to tell me, Legs," Alex 
said, taking his hand in a firm clasp. "We 
both learned a thing or two tonight." H e 
gr inned. " I learned the most, Legs." 

"I'm almost sorry I broke the darn 
scoring record, " Legs said. "A great guy 
held that mark." 

Alex smiled. He knew that another 
player would come along to break the new 
mark Legs had put in the QOOk. There'd 
always be a new record rolling off the 
presses. 

A voice at Alex's shoulder said, " Come 
with me, Alex. " 

Alex turned, looking straight at Prexy 
Martin. " This one was the greatest, 
sir," he said softly. " Better than any I 
played in myself." 

Prexy nodded, motioning Alex to fol 
low. "There's quite a surprise awaiting 
you." 

Alex follo wed Prexy Martin into the 
office behind the dressing room. There was 
a surprise, all right- Pops Gris om sit
ting behind his desk, a yard-wide grin on 
his face. 

Alex stared and Pops, seeing the ex
pression on his face, laughed. "They 
couldn't keep me away from this one, 
Alex. Didn't see the whole game, but 
enough to satisfy me. " 

"I'm glad, Pops," Alex said. " A cham
pionship without you being here wouldn't 
seem right." 

Pops said, " It wouldn't have mattered 
whether you won or lost insofar as want
ing you to stay at Carnie is concerned, 

Alex. Prexy and I made up our minds 
on that before the game. " 

"I'll sticl< around as your assistant for 
the next dozen years, Pops," Alex said 
quietly. "And consider myself the luck
iest guy in the world." 

Pops laughed again. "Not as my assist
ant, but as head coach." 

Alex felt something happen to his 
breathing. "But it's silly for you to quit 
now, Pops. You'll be in top shape again 
for next season, and you've got a new 
contract. ... " 

"I'm old, Alex, " Pops cut in. " I wanted 
one more championship, and I got it
rather, you got it for me. It's been a long 
while since that has happened. Some of 
the folks were getting a little impatient 
with me and I wouldn't have wanted to 
leave Carnie sorta second-class." 

Prexy Martin winked at Alex . "It's 
in the bag, Alex. The Athletic Board will 
approve your selection." H e laughed 
good-naturedly. " You know, I'm really 
the big wheel around here.' 

"And a pretty wonderful big wheel," 
Alex said. 

There was more chat and then the 
newspapermen came in. Alex stood there 
while P ops talked to them. 

" By the way," P ops said at one point, 
" it was really Alex who made these boy 
champions. H e did the hard work and I 
just stood around and tried to look im
pressive.'' 

Alex said, "Don't believe that stuff, 
guys. Pops made this club champions, 
He .. . . " 

" Alex," Pops said, waving him down, 
"there are things that belong just to us 
coaches." 

Alex nodded and started toward the 
door. A newspaperman said : " H ey Alex , 
wait a minute. We wanna talk to you 
about. ... " 

"In a little while," Alex said. "Fir 't, I 
want to make sure that everything is okay 
with my team.'' 



, 

ALL-SP8RTS QUIZ 
By M. KANE 

SOME of the correspondence we've received suggests we' re not too sharp. Who 
is, these days? It seems that the shortest fight on record was not Al Foreman's 
kayo of Ruby Levine in eleven and one half seconds, including count, tts we re

ported some months ago. A Canadian correspondent remembered a bout in Maine 
that ended in a kayo in ten and one half seconds, in 1946-Al Couture over Ralph 
Watson. It still is a wonderful way to make a buck. In the meantime, the Kane 
second chin is out for twenty more swipes- slug away, gents, and score yourselves 
as in dicated. ( A ti.swers on page 77.) 

Baseball 
1. You pitch to this guy-a curve thrown 
three-quarters overarm-and he whiffs. 
What's his weakness ? One out. 
2. T he next guy up is a banjo bitter. 
Does this mean he's an easy out, since the 
rules require he use a bat? S econd out. 
3. Third man pushes a bunt between first 
and second. From which side of the 
platter? Third out. 
4. As a pitcher, with men on, you would 
prefer a right-handed first baseman- be
cause lefthanders are a little cnuy ? If"°"' 
got the first three, this p-ut.s you on base. 
Otherwise yo,.'r6 s#Jl throwi,ng, and a 
correct ansU1er will get you an C>Ut. 
5. Who were the Bridegroom ? (Before 
they married the old bat and became
what ?) If )IOU hatmi' t got the side out
and Miss lhis-score it a.s a homer for the 
olher guy. Othen.1.ri.se it's a homer-or a 
w JiifJ- for your side. 

Golf (Score 1 round for each correct 
aMJ'Wer-thus, 5 answers will see you 
through finals, 4-semi-finals, etc.) 

6. Bogey is something eYery top-notch 
Jl()lfer l ies awake worrying about. T rue ? 
' · True or false- it (bogey) is par
;Ckularly important in mat h play. 
8. W ooden clubheads are made of the 
fine t briar, huh? 

9. Ho many titles are included in golf
dom's fa.med "Grand Slam?" 
10. What is the origin of "caddie"? 

Basketball (Score as i1idicated, eilh1r 
for yo-urself or opponent) 

11. \Vhat is the minimum number of 
players per team, in play ? Six points. 
IZ. True or fa! e-the visiting team gen
erally supplies its own ball, to be used 
during one half of the contest. F iv1 pofols. 
13. True or false-a perfect shot will 
drop through the basket without touching 
the netting. A foul-one point. 
14. True or false- it is impossible for 
even a professional team to be " too good." 
Sustain your answer with example. Ten. 
15. True or false- an active forward wiU 
cover more territory in the course of a 
game than a cross-country runner. Five. 

Miscellany (S core 1 for ~ad1) 
16. What game uses " the first rush .,? 
17. True or false- jumping is the mo.st 
perilous form of skiing. 
18. Swimming is the one .port in which 
women equal men- true or false? 
19. W hat's Canada's national game? 
20. W hat method was u ·ed by the 
Indians to detennine the number of play
ers on each team in their original version 
of laccos e? 
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AN EXPECTANT buzz rippled 

through the vast Bear Stadium. 
The Bears, trailing two-one in the 

sixth, were in a good spot to get them
selves some runs. They had two men on, 
nobody out-and tall, ·willowy Duke 
Dixon was striding to the plate. 

Suddenly, down in the Bear dugout, a 
big, rawboned kid jumped to his feet. 
His raucous voice blasted the serene at
mosphere. 

" You're the baby, Duke! Bust that 
thing, Duke, old keed I Move 'em around, 
boy, old boy!" 

Players looked up with traces of annoy
ance. Bubs Bovard, ample-hipped first 
sacker, snorted, "A hog caller we got on 
the bench. A great talent goin' to waste." 

Moose Jeffrey grunted, "Yuh know, 
maybe that's what they pay him for-a 
one-man cheering squad for Dixon." 

Sad Sam Gressett affected great sur
prise. "Yuh mean they pay him! Hell, 
I thought be was the mascot or some
thin'." 

The big, rawboned kid sat down, a 
puzzled, vaguely hurt expression in his 
blue eyes. Back where he'd come from, a 
guy could sound off any time he felt the 
urge. But then, this wa.s the big time. 
And the big time, he supposed, was 
different. 

His name was Johnny Burns, and he 
was nineteen years old. He'd come to the 
Bears as one part of a double purchase 
from the independent Class A P anthers. 
The other part was Duke Dixon. 

The Duke was something of a sensa
tion. He'd led the Border League last 
year with a .410 average and thirty-nine 
home runs. Half a dozen major league 
clubs had angled for him. The Bears had 

evidently offered the highest price, re
ported to be fifty thousand dollars. 

That, the fans could understand. The 
Duke was a nice piece of baseball goods, 
befitting the array of top-priced talent 
gathered by owner Frank Kenyon's fat 
purse. 

But why, they asked, buy the Burns 
kid too? Had the Panthers thrown him 
in for free, or what? 

Sometimes Johnny Burns wondered 
himself. He'd certainly busted no records 
in the minors. In two seasons he'd hit a 
little under .300, had performed his out
field chores in" steady.but not spectacular 
manner. No one had been more amaz.ed 
than he at his sale to the big league Bears. 

He remembered the day Hap Perry had 
called him in to give him the news. 
Grizzled old Hap was more than just fietd 
manager of the Panther£. He owned a 
big share. The. stockholders let him run 
th~ outfit, and his word was law. It was 
Hap, Johnny knew, who had sold him to 
the Bears. 

He knew Hap liked him pretty well. 
The old manager had taught him plenty 
of baseball in those tw1J years. But even 
then Hap's words startled him a little. 

"I want you to remember, .--obnny. 
Those guys up there . . . they put their 
pants on the same way you do. Keep 
swingin', kid!" 

It was a nice set1doff from Hap. But it 
didn't make a lot of sense, either. He 
wouldn't be playing "up there" for some 
time yet. By all the rules, he'd be farmed 
out the first year anyway. 

But the season was a month old now, 
and here he was, still wearing a Bear uni
form_ It was a funny deal, all the way. 

And the craziest part of all- he wasn't 

By NELSON A. HUTTO 
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even sure he liked it, this new feeling. 
Back with the Panthers, he'd been able 

to enjoy his two greatest pleasures
friends and baseball You could always 
stir up a bull session on short notice. 
There'd been a trio of country boys who, 

------~ ..- -· - ---~-- -- · -- -- -~· - . 

RE 
A. rookie without a chance - a 

team without a future-together 

they fought into that last fate

ful ninth-the inning where pen-

nants are made! 

He hurtled into 5econd
the ball wa11 just coming in. 

like himself, preferred dominoes to bridge. 
And he'd played ball every day. All in 
all, it had been a good life. 

Here, he rode the bench. And if he 
had any friends, he hadn't noticed it. The 
Bears treated him with lofty coolness. 

69 
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Even Duke Dixon, his old Panther mate, 
didn't seem to have much time for him. 
The Duke was a businesslike young man 
with a reputation to uphold, and working 
very hard at it. 

It was all rather bewildering, Johnny 
decided. He'd had his ambitions, like any 
kid busher. He'd dreamed of being up 
there some day. But somehow this wasn't 
the way he'd pictured it .... 

There was a moan from the stands: 
Duke Dixon had just hit a feeble roller to 
short, an easy double play. The Duke 
came in, shaking his head. 

"It's the old averages, kid," Johnny 
told him. " You'll give that thing a ride 
next time." 

The Duke didn't answer. His hand
some dark eyes were unhappy. The first 
three weeks he'd lived up to all notices. 
He'd blasted the long ones to all corners. 
Then suddenly his big bat had gone sour. 
In five days he'd had two hits. And for 
a guy who was supposed to make 'em 
forget Mize and Williams, that wasn't 
good. 

Oddly enough, the team had been 
slipping, too. And that was cause for 
comment. Frank Kenyon, a very rich 
young man, had bought the Bears, then 
set about to buy a pennant. He'd got 
Moo e Jeffrey from the Lions, Lew Hagan 
from the Sox, paying fabulous sums for 
the ni..-o power hitters. He'd give11 the 
Grays a c.ool hundred thousand for Hex 
Hamner, slightly aging but still crafty 
southpaw. Other trades and purchases 
had been effected. The Rears were loaded. 
They were out to break the long reign of 
the champion Cougars. 

But after winning eight of the firgt ten 
games, they'd hit the skids. They were 
four games bebind the Cougars now, and 
about to be overtaken by the Falcons in 
this series. 

Lew Hagan was up there, The chunky 
third baseman was bad medicine with 
that stick. But his best effort now was a 

hard drive to center for the third out. 
Sad Sam Gressett was working for the 

Bears. The loose-jointed right hander got 
the first man. Then Duke Dixon mis
judged a high one in right, and it went 
for a cheap double. Sam gave the Duke 
a morose stare, and proceeded to pitch 
four _straight balls. The next two hitters 
plastered his curves, but brilliant catches 
in center and left saved him. 

The Bears came in, and Moose Jeffrey 
said, "I'm gettin' on this trip, mates. 
Somebody push old Moose around, and 
we'll be on our way." 

It sounded a little silly, Johnny thought. 
But moments later the big guy was roost
ing on first with a single. Bubs Bovard 
waddled up and planted a base hit in 
center. Tony Cassina, wasp-waisted short
stop, struck out swinging, but W addy 
Pate, the catcher, managed to wait out a 
walk, and they had the bases full . Sad 
Sam started out. 

"Hold it, Sam." Jim Cordray, the 
Bear manager, was on his feet. "All right, 
Burns. You're hitting." 

Johnny nearly fell off the bench. Twice 
in a month he'd been out there, both time~ 
on the tag end of a lost ball game when it 
didn't matter. Now they were calling on 
him in the big clutch! 

I E GOT hold of a bat, still a little 
dazed . Then he was walking out 
there, feeling very lonely in front 

of fifty thousand people. 
He stepped into the box, and his knees 

weren't behaving too well. Solly Morton, 
the Falcon curve baller , looked him over. 
tnl-ia~ a lot of time. Then the pitch rode 
down the slot, and the umpire's "Strike!'. 
srmnderl <lim and far away. 

Johnny knocked dirt from his spikes, 
very casually. But inside, his heart was 
going like a hammer. That thing had 
looked about the size of a taw marble. 

The next one nipped the outside, but 
a bit lo'v, Johnny thou~ht. The ump 
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called it good. The crowd groaned. Some
body in the boxes howled, "Take a cut 
anyway, yah bum!" 

Morton fed him the jughandle curve, 
a foot wide. Johnny let it go, smiling 
faintly. The guy mlfst think he was a 
! Ucker for sure. The fast one was good, 
and he struck, tipping it to the wire. The 
t ension was dropping away. He was get
ting the feel up there, after so many idle 
days. 

He fouled off another one, and then the 
really big one came in there, letter high. 
Johnny shifted, sensing the wicked break 
in time. He swung smoothly, leveling off 
with a snap of big wrists. The wood took 
hold. He heard the startled thunder as 
he ran, and he knew it was tagged for 
extra bases. He hurtled into second with 
an unnecessary slide. The ball was just 
coming in. 

He got up, grinning a little at the noise 
in the stands. Tluee runs were in, and 
the Bears were in front, four-two. 

But that was aH. Mayer and Stewart 
went down on fly balls. Johnny walked 
to the dugout. 

Jim Cordray met him. "Good lick, 
Burns. Take right field ." 

Johnny trotted out, soberly thoughtful. 
He'd never been able to figure out the 
lean, narrow-eyed man who managed the 
Bear . Cordray re.rely said anything to 
him. His performance at training camp 
had been passable, no more. The man
ager, he felt, hadn't been impressed. Yet, 
the man had kept him. 

It was a puzzle, Johnny figured, any 
way you looked at it. 

Fireman Truax was in there now for 
the Bears. The old dipsy-do artist had 
the Fakqns swinging early. Two of them 
went down on ground balls, and then the 
hitter teed off with a drive to right. 
Johnny pulled it down with a nice running 
catch. The bleacher bug noised their 
approval. 

At the bench, Duke Dixon grinned, a 

little weakly. "You keep on, and I'Jl be 
sitting here all the time." 

"Not a chance, kid," Johnny said, 
honestly enough. 

Morton set the Bears down in order, 
and they went back. The Fireman got 
the first two Falcons on easy pops, then 
yielded a single. Bettencort, a dangerous 
hitter, was given a walk. The next man 
went after a bad one and dribbled it 
toward third. Lew Hagan charged in 
on it, and his throw was a fraction late. 
The bases were loaded. 

A left hander came up, a pull hitter by 
his stance. Johnny moved over toward 
the foul line. The guy slammed a two
two pitch. The ball described a vicious 
hook into deep right. 

Johnny was running at the crack of 
the bat. It was going to be awfully close, 
he knew. Then, eyeing the ball over his 
shoulder, be suddenly knew he wouldn't 
make it. 

He figured the thing in a flash. If he 
made a futile leap for the catch, he'd lose 
a vital split second on the recovery. All 
three runners would score, and the Fal
cons would be ahead by a run. By playing 
the rebound quick and clean, he'd surely 
cut off the third man, and the count would 
only be tied. 

He checked himself a little, to get set 
for the rebound. The ball hit, fair b 
inches, smashed into the wall and caromed 
off crazily. Johnny grabbed, missed it. 
He'd miscakulated: the fence was closer 
than he'd realized. Frantically, he chased 
the ball down, t\1rned and threw. The 
relay stopped the hitter at third, but the 
damage was dooe. The Fakons were 
ahead, five-four. 

The Fireman retired the next man on 
strikes, and they went in for their last 
chance. Johnny hook his head. "Charge 
the big one to me, gents. Maybe we can 
get 'em .... " 

He didn't finish. No one, he noti ed, 
was listerung. 
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Bubs Bovard growled, to nobody in 
particular, "Any man has a right to a 
bobble now and then. But when he's too 
scared to try . ... " 

Moose Jeffrey drawled, "Them con
crete walls are plenty mean, pal. Some 
guys just don't like to tangle with 'em 
. . . even when a catch would save the 

_ ball game." 
Johnny sat down, his eyes bleak. Any

way, that didn't leave much doubt about 
how he rated. \iVhen a guy couldn't even 
get a decent benefit of the doubt, he might 
as well quit hoping. 

He was still trying to shake off the low 
feeling when he went up there, minutes 
later. There was one down, Bubs was 
on second and Waddy on first with a 
walk and a single. It was a mighty fine 
chance to get rid of some of the bitter 
taste. 

Maybe he was trying too hard. The 
pitch came in, breaking over the pan just 
right, the kind he liked. He lashed into 
it, aiming for the bleachers. It was 
straight to the shortstop's hands-for a 
double play, and the ball game. 

In the dres3ing room, Bubs Bovard 
tossed a glove at his locker. "That one, 
pals, oughta put us in the market for a 
right fielder." 

Sad Sam came out of the shower. "We 
had- to buy a· busher to get a busher-and 
it looks like we lost all around." 

Johnny looked up with a puzzled frown. 
Waddy Pate said mildly, "Easy, Sam. 

The kid gave us three runs with that 
double." 

" Then gave 'em right back," Moose 
snorted. "And hit into a double play at 
the payoff. A stirring performance." 

Lew Hagan laughed mirthlessly. 
"Dixon and Burns, the pride of the 
Panthers-the double play kids." 

Johnny was9't hearing them. He was 
still looking at Sad Sam. He walked over 
to the pitcher. "Say that again, mister. 
Somethin' tells me I didn't hear it right." 

Sam said, "It's pretty simple, sonny. 
This ball club paid fifty grand for -Dixon. 
And every chucker in the league'll soon 
know what we know already-he can't hit 
a low outside hook, and .... " 

"I mean .... " Johnny's voice was a 
little strained, "that riddle about you 
bought a busher to get one." 

Sam looked at Bubs uncertainly. "You 
reckon he really don't know about that?" 

Bubs shrugged. "Maybe not. We got 
it from a leak in the office, remember." 
He looked at Johnny. "I'll give it straight, 
Burns. The Panthers were pulling some
thin' cute. They were holding out for a 
deal on Dixon-the team that got Dixon 
had to take you too. Kenyon didn't like 
it, but he wanted Dixon, plenty. So he 
shelled out an extra ten grand .... " 

Duke blurted, "So that's why the Bears 
got me, instead of the Cougars .... " 

Lew Hagan grunted, "For my money, 
chum, the Cougars can have you yet." 

Moose put in. "You might as well get 
all of it, Burns. In the sale agreement, 
Cordray couldn't farm you out-not till 
he gave you a month' ii trial. I dunno what 
kind of drag you had with that Panther 
outfit, but it musts been good." He shook 
his head, a little wearily. "Maybe we 
shouldn't hold that against you, personal. 
But in my book of rules, that's a hell of a 
way to back into the big leagues." 

Slowly, a little numbly, Johnny said, 
"I get it, fella. You don' t have to draw 
diagrams. " 

He got it. He understood now why he'd 
been Mister Zero with this outfit all along. 

But inside the stunned hurt, there was 
a small core of anger, too. He said, "Any
way, you won't have to bother long. The 
month's about up, and I'll be goin' back 
to the sticks .. . where I belong. And 
I can't exactly say I'm sorry. There's a 
lot of guys down there that make a lot 
better company than I been enjoyin' 
around here." · 

He walked to his locker. For a fare-
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well speech to the big time, maybe that 
wasn't much, but i t would have to do .... 

T HEY went out next day to finish 
the series with the Falcons. The 
Duke was back in the lineup, trying 

gnm1y to regain his lost glory. And 
Johnny hoped he would somehow do it. 
The Duke still had that low swing that 
was pretty to watch. Surely, an outfit like 
the Bears had coaches who could show a 
guy how to hit those hooks. 

The tall kid did all right. He struck 
out the first two times, but he came back 
in the seventh with two on and smashed 
one into the upper tier in right. Those 
three runs were what the Bears needed. 
They edged the Falc~s, six-five, and they 
were still hanging on to second place. 

They took the road West, and on the 
train Johnny had lots of time to himself, 
time to think. He thought about Hap 
Perry, a great old guy who had somehow 
rated him big league stuff. Hap had been 
trying to give him the big break, a quick 
push upstairs. And there was a funny 
twist of irony in that, too. Because the 
way he'd done it had marked Johnny 
Burns as a phony from the start. 

They played the lowly Grays. They 
got plenty of hits and put fifteen men on 
the bases. But they left an even dozen of 
them stranded, and in the eighth the in
field went haywire, and the Grays chased 
over four runs. It was enough. The Bears 

had finally lost the ball game, four-three. 
Hex Hamner throttled the Gray bats in · 

the second game, but the Bears did 
nothing right in the final and lost, seven
one. Baseball's supermen, Johnny thought. 
were looking mighty ragged around the 
edges. There was something wrong, he 
decided, when the best talent you could 
buy went out there and looked like a 
patched-up collection of bushers. 

Not that it concerned him much. The 
Bears were bringing up a clouting star 
named Wetzel from a Double A farm, he 
understood. His own days with the Bears 
were short. 

He worried, though, about Duke Dixon, 
The tall kid was in a slump for sure. 
Since that home run, he'd got one scratchy 
single, no more. He was looking more 
harried and desperate every day. 

'After the Grays series, Johnny told him, 
"You're pressing, kid. Loosen up and 
take your old easy cut, and they'll start 
ridin' again." 

The Duke peered at him sourly. "Look, 
pal. You rode into the majors on my 
wagon. You queered my sale to the 
Cougars. Maybe it wasn't your idea ... 
but you oughta see why your advice don't 
cheer me much. From here on out, just 
stick to your own troubles, and I'll handle 
mine." 

He walked away, leaving Johnny too 
stunned for anger .. 

The Bears moved on. They dropped 
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three straight to the Sox, and they were 
in third place. In the last game there was 
plenty of loose play, but the Duke was the 
goat He dropped a fly ball in the sun 
to let in two runs. He fanned twice to 
retire the side with men on base. 

They went inside in a snarling mood. 
Moose Jeffrey declared, "If that Wetzel 
guy don't get here pretty soon, we'll be in 
the cellar." 

Bubs Bovard laughed harshly. "The 
fifty thousand dollar fluke!" He ackiressed 
Duke Dixon. "How many hits you had 
in a week, slugger?" 

There was a silence, then a few laughs, 
none pleasant. The Duke stood there, 
white-lipped, :i.ud said nothing. In a week 
he'd had no hits at all. 

Johnny got up. He never knew why 
he did it, but there was something inside, 
swelling, pushing the words out. He said 
to Bubs, " That's right, Bovard, blame the 
Duke. Take it out on a rookie, a kid that's 
too scared and mixed up to fight back. 
But that still don't explain why you're 
losing ball games." 

He eyed them, almost fiercely. "You 
wanta know why! Individually, you're 
the greate t outfit in baseball. As a team, 
you stink. There's too many guys figurin' 
how their record's gonna stack up, how 
much dough they can demand next 
year .... That Kenyon guy sorta went 
at it wrong, pals. You can buy a million 
dollars worth of baseball stars-but you 
can't buy a team." 

Bubs sputtered, "Why, you damn 
busher-" 

"I've seen plenty of bushers that could 
tell you things, pal, about winnin' ball 
garnes--how you gotta have nine men 
pullin' together, watchin' the runs on the 
scoreboard instead of the box scores in t11e 
papers." He paused, feeling a little silly 
all at once, and finished weakly, "I guess 
that's all, gents. From a guy that's on his 
way to nowhere, I guess it's enough." 

Bubs growled, "I've a good mind to 

take a punch at that silly face of-" 
"I wouldn't advise it, mister- not 

unless you got hospital insurance. " It 
was Duke Dixon, suddenly standing close 
to Johnny. "This Burns kid can do more 
with his fist than throw a baseball ." 

The Duke's voice was strangely calm, 
and the fearful, harried look was gone 
from his dark eyes. "I'll tell you some
thing else about him. If the Bears let 
him go, they're gonna lose lots of ball 
players. I'm not kidding myself. I . . . 
I'm on my way out, and I know it. Maybe 
I'll learn to hit them hooks and come 
back .. . maybe not. But if the Bears 
keep Johnny Burns, they won't lose any
thing on that sixty thousand bucks. Hap 
Perry knew that all the time. Hap never 
cheated anybody yet, and-" 

"The rest of that speech will keep, 
Dixon." 

They turned, startled. Jim Cordray 
stood just inside the door. The manager's 
lean face was haggard. He could have 
been standing there for some time. 

He said, "Al Wetzel is joining us in a 
couple of days. Until then .... " He 
looked at Johnny. "You talk good base
ball, Burns. - We'll see how it looks in 
action-against the Cougars tomorrow.'' 

He was out there next afternoon, and 
the half-scared, shaky feeling wouldn "t 
leave. He had just one day to earn some· 
t11ing good to carry back with him-or 
carry a sour taste for a long time to come. 

It was the last of the second, without 
a score. Hex Hamner with the cunning 
left arm was holding the Cougar bats in 
check, thus far. Jim Cordray had thrown 
Hex in there today because this was one 
the Bears had to win. 

The series was a showdown. TI1e 
Cougars were riding high, far in front. 
The Bears were on the sled. A rough 
shove from the Cougars-and they'd 
probably slide right into the second divi
sion. If the Bears had any pennant stuff 
in them, this was the time to show il 
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H EX worked without haste, a thin, 
dour, imperturbable man. He re
tired Revilla, a .350 clouter, on 

a ground ball. He struck out the fear
some Nils Thormalen. Then the nex t 
hitter got hold of one, pointing it to right 
center. 

Johnny started for it, and for a horrible 
instant he lost it in the tricky background 
of the towering stands. Then the ball 
rocketed into the clear sky, traveling far 
and fast. Still running full tilt, Johnny 
leaped, and a sob of relief escaped his 
lips. By some miracle, the ball had stuck 
in the webbing of his glove. 

H e walked in, seeing the curious stares, 
wondering if they knew how fearfully 
close it had been. He didn't have much 
.time to think, however. He was fi rst up. 

Hal Verde was on the hill. He was the 
Cougars' best, a big, red-haired man with 
a. tireless arm and a world of savvy. T he 
Cougars wanted this game, too. 

Verde poured the automatic !>trike in 
there, and Johnny had to take it. He let 
a bad one go, then fouled an inside pitch 
into the dirt. Verde eemed to freeze at 
the top of his windup, and then his right 
arm whipped out . The ball blazed right 
down the groove. Johnny wung, stood 
there a moment, gaping fooli shly. He'd 
n1issed a wide hook by a good foot. 

He went back. and Bubs snorted, 
"Wotta swing !" 

Moose drawled, " Reminds me of a 
ru ty gate we had on the farm .. , 

They came to the bottom of the fourth, 
and there was still no score. T he Bears 
were touching Verde very meagerly, and 
Hex Hamner had allowed no Cougar past 
first. 

Pogue, leading off for the Cougars, 
rapped out a single behind short. Revilla 
topped one down thi rd base line. Rush
ing, Hagan made the play at first, Pogue 
advancing to second. 

Thormalen was up. Hi big bat flashed 
on the second pitch, smashing a low drive 

to dead right. Pogue tagged up, waiting. 
Johnny was coming in, throttle wide open. 
The ball was diving fast, pulled by the 
powerful overspin. He stretched his ann . 
He had it. . .. 

And then a most unaccountable thing 
happened. ()ne spiked shoe snagged the 
turf too heavily, pitching him off balance. 
The ball slammed into his shoulder as he 
fell, rolling. He scrambled to his feet and 
chased it down, far over toward the 
screaming stands. He straightened and 
fired it in. Waddy took it and threw to 
third-all to no avail. Pogue was in with 
the run, and Thormalen was on third. 

Thin face expressionless, Hex struck 
out the next two men, and they went in . 

Lew Hagan said, "There's your big 
run, pals. We better start gettin' it back. 
It ain't gonna be easy. " 

Moose snarled, "That Hap Perry might 
be a good judge of horse meat. but I can 
see he don't know much about ball 
players. " 

Color flooded Johnny's face. His fists 
tightened. A guy didn't have to take so 
much-

Then he sat down, the anger uddenly 
gone. It came to him all at once, the cold. 
hard truth. In a sense, Moose was right . 
It a lt paraded across his mind with strange 
clarity. Keep s-..e:i11gin', kid. Hap's part
ing \Vords. H ap had believed in him, with 
a faith st ronger than reason. A nd Hap 
had been trying to tell him-he had to 
believe in himself! Somehow the words 
had never meant much to him-up to now. 

H is mouth hardened. He wouldn't be 
around here much longer, just an hour 
or so. But somewhere in that brief slice 
of time, he'd get his chance--a .:hance to 
square things with Hap. For five innings, 
anyway, he was going to be the kind of 
ball player Hap Perr) !tad sent to the big 
leagues .... 

He heard a dull crack and looked up. 
Bubs was going into first with a ing·le. 
Johnny got up and went on deck. 
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Cassina bunted, a surprising thing, 
since there was one down. He was out, 
but Bubs was safe at second. Joilnny 
stepped in there, a grim little smile touch
ing his narrowed eyes. Two down, the 
tying run on sf:cond. He hadn't had to 
wait long! 

He watched Verde, and he had a feeling. 
It was dangerous business, doping the 
pitch ahead, but the hunch was too strong. 

He slid his hands up the bat handle. 
And when the first pitch came in, the old 
power ball riding the inside groove, he 
was ready. He flicked the bat, letting 
Verde's speed furnish the power. The 
ball sailed beautifully over the infield, 
into the hole between right and center. 
Johnny hit the dirt at second, got up, and 
saw Bubs walking serenely to the dugout 
-with the Bears' first nm. 

It went to the last of the sixth with the 
score still tied. 

Hex retired the side without much 
difficulty. The Bears came in, and the 
air was unmistakably glum. 

Johnny said, bristling a little, " W hat 
the heck, we ain't through yet. They 
still play nine innings in this league, don't 
they?" 

Bubs regarded him sourly. "Siddown 
and rest, Bums. One lucky base hit don't 
entitle you to give lectures." 

Hagan said, "Justa same, the kid's 
notion sorta appeals to me. I'm gonna 
see what can be done." 

He walked out and nailed the second 
pitch for a double against the left field 
wall. Moose made Verde work, but the 
redhead finally got him, on a third strike 
across the knees. Bubs caught a piece of 
one, and the left fielder took it for the 
second out. Then Tony Cassina went up 
and amazed everybody, including himself, 
by scratching one between third and short. 

Johnny stepped in there. It had to be 
this way somehow. The fates had singled 
him out this day-to be a ball player or a 
bum. 

He waited, loose and ready. Verde cut 
a corner, tossed a wide one. Johnny made 
no offer. Verde stretched, paused, and 
fired. It whistled down the slot, a little 
high. It broke across the letters, maybe 
a shade outside. Johnny stepped into it, 
feeling the rhythmic flow of power all the 
way from his heels. The solid shock 
traveled up his arms, and he knew before 
he'd run five steps- they didn't build 
fences far enough for that kind. 

He trotted around the bases, and the 
Bears were in front of the dugout to meet 
him, grinning a little sheepishly. 

Moose shook his head, incredulous. "I 
could see that thing break, all the way 
from here. That Verde never threw a 
better one." 

Jim Cordray said quietly, " Perry told 
me that kid could hit real curve-ball pitch
ing. I guess Perry knew." 

After that, it was hard to believe. 
Charlie Mayer went up and blasted the 
first pitch on a hit-and-run. Waddy, with 
a fat lead off second, scored standing up, 
and Hex went to third. T he Cougars 
held court, try ing to reassure Verde, then 
scattered again. Clint Stewart got in a 
one-two hole, then swung on a bad one. 
It trickled toward short, an easy out
and Revilla picked it up and threw it into 
the stands! Hex scored to bring the count 
to six-four. And Verde, fuming, walked 
off the field. , 

In the last of the ninth, the Cougars 
made a dying gesture. Thormalen crashed 
one out for two bases, and the next man 
eked out a walk. Then after two pop-ups, 
the Cougars sent in a pinch hitter. The 
guy got hold of one and cannoned it to 
right center. 

Johnny went back, spikes flying. He 
turned his head, eye fastened on the ball. 
He found an extra burst of speed, then 
soared, glove taloned to the sky. The ball 
spatted into the leather- and then a giant 
mallet slammed him down. He staggered 
to his feet, tossed the ball to Stewart, 

., 
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wobbled, ·and then fell on his face. . . . 

The lights came back on, and he found 
himself sitting up on the rubbing table, 
blinking through a fog. Then a lot of 
anxious faces emerged out of the haze. 

Moose was saying, " Yuh didn't have 
to do it, kid. W e had the damn ball game 
sewed up anyhow." 

Bubs said gravely, " \Ve might as well 
own it, pals. The guy's a ball player. All 
we need is eight more like him." 

Lew Hagan said, " W e got 'em pal." 
He grinned at Johnny. " You did it, 

kid. This crew' ll be pullin' together from 
here on out- and I don't think them 
Cougars'll ever be quite the same again." 

"I was thinkin'," Bubs grinned. "You 
just missed a record, kid-four for four 

in your first full game in the majors." 
Johnny said, "I don't guess it matters 

much. Vv e won the ball game." 
There was a short silence. T hen Jim 

Cordray said, "Hap told me about you, 
kid. He told me the records wouldn't 
give the story . . . that you were the 
greatest team and clutch player he'd ever 
had . . . but I couldn't believe him." He 
stopped, smiling quietly. "You were kinda 
to blame, kid . You never seemed to realize 
you were a real big leaguer. " 

Johnny said, " About Vv etzel ?" 
Cordray's smile widened. " On reserve 

duty. But we won't be needing him much. 
In right field we're fixed-with Burns." 

Johnny grinned slowly. Hap, he 
guessed, would be proud of him now. 

Answers to All-Sports Quiz 
(Questions an page 67) 

1. He doesn't like to reach for them around the 
knees. A curve thrown three-quarters overarm 
will dip down aud out. 

2. A banjo hitter is a place hitter, an un
pleasant fellow as seen from the mound. 

3. Batter is right-handed. A lefty would drag 
a bunt between first and second. 

-4. You would be crazy. A right-handed first 
sacker would have to shift in order to make 
\hrow on force play at either second or third. 

S. The Bwns. They were knoll-a as Bride
grooms before their ever-loving fans taught 'em 
how to-uh-Dodge. 

6. No top-notch golfer would worry about 
bogey. Bogey meants a few strokes over par, a 
sort of special par for the average duffer to aim 
at. 

7. Match play is decided on number of holes 
won or lost- hence, neither par nor bogey 
matter. 

8. W ooden club beads are made of persimmon. 

9. Four- B ritish and American Amateur aed 
Open championships. 

10. One version is that Mary Queen of Scots 
originated the term while playing iu F rance
sho had "cadets" chasing her pill . This was 
corrupted to "caddie" by her subjects. 

11. Minimum number of players is-011(". A 
game on record was won by a sole survivor, 
left on the court with four minutes t.o go and 

the score tied, when all his teammates were 
ruled out on fouls. He held the opposition 
scoreless while sinking a foul and a t wo-pointer. 

12. The ball is supplied by the home team. 

13. False--the net, according to the rules, is so 
constructed as to halt the ball brie fly in its 
passage. 

14. The pro fes sional Original Celtics ruled 
baslcetball from 1918-1928-when they were 
ruled out of the league as too strong I 

15. An .acth:e forward will cover something over 
five miles m the course of a game. While 
courses vary, about six miles is the cros&
country distance. 

16. The " fi rst rush" in roller polo performs, 
roughly, the same function as center jumper ia 
basketball . 

17. T he Flying K ilometer, not the jump, i con
sidered the riskiest form of skiing. Skiers hit 
speed of about ninety m.p.h. over iced course o 
lead-weighted skis. 

18. Men hold the records-but women look 
better . Take your pick. 

19. Lacrosse-b.r legislation. 

20. T here was no limit on starting number of 
players. H ence, since a couple of hundred 
braves might start on either side, scoring at the 
start was well-nigh impossible-and no attempt 
was made to score until each team had cleared 
the field by crippling as many opposition play rs 
as possible. 



"There' a only- one sure thing about 
Jootball, kid. l' ou gotta cross that 

last uihile line--alone!." 

Witl, e•oided a blocker, and 
bit .bim on die Sox forty,,., 

By DANIEL 
· WINTERS 

HELL ON CLEATS 
W ILLY PALMER sat in the doc

tor's office without his pants. His 
left leg wa extended upon the 

examining table and the doctor was prob
ing at it gently. The doctor finally nodded, 
then looked at several x-ray pictures for 
a few moments. 

Willy was a , ·ery large young man with 

78 

black hair and a nice face. There was a.n 
amusing smile upon his mouth, now, as 
he looked in turn at the other men in ~ 
room. 

Pop Jordan was getting a little heavy 
around the middle. The great coach hau 
left quite a few years behind him, and 
their mark was in rus eyes, on his crea ed 
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face. His eyes were sympathetic rather 
than anxious as he followed the doctor·s 
movements. 

The other two men were as alike as 
giant peas in an enormous pod. They 
were both over six feet in height and two 
hundred and fifty pounds in weight. They 
both wore expensive camel's hair coats, 
and each head sported a gray felt hat 
turned down on one side. Their faces 
were fat and red and identical. They 
were the famous Fabry twins, Ivan and 
Evan. It struck Willy funny that they 
should own most of the peanuts in the 
cow1try. It made them extremely wealthy 
men, and it almost put them in even closer 
kinship to the elephant. It was the first 
year they had owned the Cubs. 

The doctor looked up, then, and 
hrugged his shoulders. " The leg looks 

fine. The break is almost four months 
old, and it has healed perfectly. It was 
a bad break, but it's come along nobly." 

One of the Fabry brothers-Willy 
thought it might be Ivan-said, "What 
we want to know is, can he play football? " 

The other brother, who, if Willy's first 
guess had been correct, perforce must be 
Evan, said, "On Sunday." 

"I don't see why not. The leg is just 
a strong as it ever was." He looked at 
Willy. "How does it feel?" 

Willy said, "Fine. All this is unneces
ary. I've been running on it, working 

out. for a month. Certainly I can play on 
Sunday." 

Pop Jordan said, " I just wanted lo be 
sure. I didn't want it to get any worse. 
I've seen kids with bad leg get crippled 
when they used them too soon." 

Ivan Fabry said, "Over t1u·ee month 
is not too soon." 

Evan Fabry said, " For a leg to heal. 
, t these prices." 

Willy put his pants on. He said, "So, 
okay. Sunday we play. I'll earn some 
of that money." 

"Fifteen thousand oollars a eason," 

Ivan said, looking at him thoughtfully. 
Evan said, "For nothing. For getting 

a leg broken before the season starts." 
Willy said, "You can afford it. Sell 

another bag of peanuts. Get acquainted 
with some people who have elephants." 

Ivan said, "That is not funny. " 
Evan said, "At all." 
They turned with one motion and went 

out the door. Willy looked after them and 
shook his head. "Those kids kill me." 

"They would like to kill me," Pop 
Jordan said. " They figure it's my fault, 
that I hit you on the leg with a club, or 
something. That fifteen thousand bucks 
worries them. They want a little work 
for it. " 

"Sure. I don't blame them. It's a lot 
of dough to throw out for nothing. " The 
situation had worried Willy, too. He had 
<;ome out of school with a terrific reputa
tion. All-America for two years-one of 
the greatest running backs the East had 
ever seen. The Cubs had drawn him in 
the draft, and with all the publicity he'd 
had, they had acceded to his demand for 
fifteen thousand. There was an injury 
clause in the contract that made the club 
liable. The salary had to be paid. 

Pop said, "Let's get out to the park." 
They said good-by to the doctor, went to 
the street and got a cab. 

Willy looked at Pop Jordan. The man 
had aged a couple of years in the last two 
month . It had been a win-lose season. a 
bad one. The clubs in the league were 
very evenly matched, and although they 
had lost four games, they still had a 
chance to grab off the Eastern champion
ship. 

Willy said, "It's been a tough season 
for you. Those clowns are gunning for 
you, eh, Pop?'' 

Pop shrugged the once-mighty shoul
ders. "Sure. For fifteen years I've been 
turning out Cub teams that were on top 
or close to it. These peanut vendor take 
over, and immediately they want miracle , 
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You got hurt, Kelly got hurt, Morano got 
. hurt. We should have played most of 
our games in a hospital ward." 

Willy said, "And you have a little con
tract trouble." 

"When they took over, they gave me a 
one-year lease. It doesn't look as if they're 
happy about how things panned out." He 
took a cigar from his pocket and jammed 
it into his mouth. "With you in there, 
Willy, it wou!<l have been a cinch." 

Willy said, "Sure," but he didn't mean 
it. He'd seen every game, and they had 
all been tough. He said, "If we take the 
Panthers on Sunday, we'll have the East
ern half. Will that make those characters 
happy?" 

Pop shook his head. "They talk of noth
ing but the league title. They say that 
with the dough they put out, they should 
own the league." 

They got to the park, and Willy dressed. 
Horse Mulvey, the big fullback, said, "So 
you'll play on Sunday, eh, Willy?" 

"\Ve should score three hundred 
points," Willy told him. 

"And then we can play the Sox," M ul
vey said, and he looked at Willy as he 
spoke. 

"We will certainly play the Sox, the 
Western champs. I predict a large score." 

"The Sox,'' Mulvey said again. "And 
Wheeler." 

"And Joe Wheeler." 
It was a slightly sobering thought, 

and one which Willy had entertained 
many times in the past. Joe Wheeler was 
his own personal eight-ball. 

MULVEY -said, "On the level, 
Willy. Did that guy dirty you 
both times?" 

Willy said, "Horse, that is something 
only Wheeler knows. I honestly couldn't 
tell you. All I know is that I was hit, 
and both times I came to in a hospital. 
He might have been carrying a sledge 
hammer undP.r his hat. I don't know. 

But he sure did hit me hard enough." 
Wheeler had been a great fullback for 

Tech while Willy was at State. ~he 

Tech-State game was traditional, and 
wound up the schedule of both schools. 
And for two years running, Joe W heeler 
had hit )'\'illy Palmer, both times in the 
first quarter, and had knocked him com
pletely out of the ball game. 

Horse said, "Because if he dirties you, 
kid-I can take very good care of him. 
I will do a nice, quiet job. I've been at 
this business for years." 

Willy shook his head. "Yau will handle 
Wheeler gently. You will leave the man 
to me. If he does it a third time, he owns 
me." 

He thought back to the two Tech-State 
games. Each time he had been hurt he 
had been carrying the ball, on sideline 
plays. Each time, Wheeler had hit him 
alone. Willy had seen the moving pictures 
of both games, had studied them. Wheeler 
was a powerful, vicious tackler. On both 
occasions, Willy had been slightly off bal
ance, twisting away from some other Tech 
man, and Wheeler had whacked him. 
Once he'd had- a bad concussion, and on 
the other occasion two ribs had been 
broken. 

In watching the pictures, Willy had 
detected no outward evidence of foul 
play. Wheeler had• hit him and he had 
been hurt. That was as rriuch as he knew. 
And it had not been pleasant. 

He went out with the rest of the squad 
and worked. Pop used a single wing, and 
Willy knew the stuff the way he knew 
his own shoes. He was in good shape, 
except for contact work, and while the 
game might stiffen him, it was not an 
important factor. 

After the workout, Horse said, "These 
Fabry guys. You think they're goofy?" 

"They're goofy, all right,'' Willy said. 
"A couple of million bucks worth apiece, 
goofy." 

"It ain't hay," Horse admitted. 
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"To them, it's peanuts." 
"They don't like Pop," Horse "om

plained. 
"T~ey figure they paid for a wi1mer, 

and Pop doesn't seem to be giving it to 
them." 

"He's gettin' no younger," Horse said. 
"I've been working for him for years, and 
he's the greatest guy in the world. I hate 
to see him go out on his ear. He's too 
old to go lookin' for something else." 

Willy said, "I like him very much. 
Let's keep him his job." 

They hit the Panthers on Sunday before 
a good crowd. The Panthers had beaten 
them by two touchdowns, earlier in the 
season, but it had been a fine game. The 
crowd wanted to see another like it. 

They didn't. Willy got in there in the 
first quarter, and he was as hot as a sum
mer day in St. Louis. He took the open
ing kickoff back forty yards, and on the 
second play from scrimmage, he passed 
thirty yards to Harris, the big end. Harris 
went all the rest of the way on his own. 

Horse Mulvey busted through the 
middle for twenty yards, shortly there
after, putting the ball on the midfield 
stripe. Willy cut through the tackle, with 
splendid blocking, and romped the rest of 
the distance. Pop promptly took him out. 

"I don't want anything to happen to 
that leg, H he said. 

"It'll atrophy from lack of exercise, the 
way you're treating it." 

Willy wanted more. He had a bank 
account full of thousand dollar bills which 
he'd been paid for doing this, and today 
was the first chance he'd had to earn his 
money. More important, it felt good to 
be out there again, hitting into the tackle , 
feeling the turf under his cleats. H e 
wanted more. He was like a racehorse 
who'd been in the stable too long. H e 
was full of running and he wanted to 
spend some of it. 

Ile was in for five minutes of the second 
quarter, and he got off for sixty yards 

and was bumped outside on the five. The 
Horse took it over from there. 

The club seemed to pick up in such 
good compan~•". They blocked beautifully 
for every runner, stopped the Panthers 
cold. At the half they led, twenty-one to 
nothing . 

In the dressing room, Pop was a quiet, 
approving gentleman. He said, "You're 
looking good. It's a fine ball game. You 
play like this against the Sox and we won't 
have any trouble." 

The door of the dressing room opened 
to admit two huge. racoon-coated figures 
-the brothers Fabry. 

Said I van, "You should have left him 
in." 

. Said Evan, "That Palmer, I mean." 
Said Ivan, "Fifteen thousand dollars 

he gets paid all season to sit in a hospital." 
Said Evan, "Fifteen thousand dollars 

he gets now to sit on a bench." 
Pop said, "You will kindly get the hell 

out of here before I. . . . " 
The official .:ame in at that moment to 

tell them they were due on the field in 
three minutes. The brothers Fabry said 
in one voice, one tone, "Leave him in. 
We'd like to get our money's worth." 
They left. 

Willy said, ' ' Contrary to popular be
lief, vaudeville is not dead." 

Willy did not score in the second half. 
He tbrew to Polaski for one, Mulvey 
ripped up the middle for twenty yards 
and another, and Johnny E vers scored a 
third. The Panther were goose-egged 
and furious. 

And through the week, Willy had time 
t.o think of the Sox and J oe W heeler, the 
unpleasant incidents the man's name 
brought to miRd. Pop Jordan spoke to 
him about it. 

"This feller Wheeler seems to have you 
jinxed, W illy. He under your hide right 
now? He bother you?" 

Willy looked at him. "Pop, I don't 
know. He's been bad medicine for me, 
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and maybe it's true that I'm afraid of the 
guy. But I don't think so." 

The papers had played up the angle. 
during the week. They wondered if the 
Cubs' new back wasn't a little fragile 
around the edges. They asked if Wheeler 
wouldn't run him out of the park. 

Even the Fabry brothers were curious. 
T hey came to the last workout, and when 
it was over, they took Willy and Pop 
J ordan aside. 

One of them said, "Is he frightened?" 
The other said, "Of that W heeler 

fellow, I mean?" 
Wil1y said, "Look. W hy don't you two 

gents go off someplace and count your 
shells ? Scout the circus, or something. 
But leave me alone. Y ou'tl get a ball 
game from me. Don't worry about it. " 

Ivan said, " I hope we do. " 
Evan said, "On Sunday, that is." 
"They get you down," P op complained. 

"I have to work for people like that. They 
don't know what the hell is going on, but 
they tell me my business." 

W ILLY came up to the Cub game 
with a small doubt in the back of 
his bead. He held very vivid 

memories of his meetings with Vvheeler, 
and they were heavily with him now. He 
did not want his neck broken. He did not 
want his a.rm broken. He didn't even 
want a punch in the mouth. All he de
sired was a good, fast, peaceful ball game. 

P op told them, in the dressing room, 
., l'd like you to take this one. It's a little 
while since I've had a championship, and 
it1s a nice thing to carry around for a 
year. Get along out there and grab your
selves the big chunk of money." 

They went out, and the house was 
packed today. While they warmed up, 
Willy couldn't keep his eyes from travel
ing down to the other end of the field. 
He picked up Wheleer without trouble. 
The big heavy guy was booming punts 
downfield, his black hair close-cropped 

on the bullet head, his shoulders broad. 
Horse Mulvey said, "Willy, that guy 

seems to annoy you ev~n at a distance. 
Leave me give it to him early." 

Willy said, " H orse, behave yourself. 
Let him alone. " 

They kicked to the Sox, and Buscom 
took it on the goal line and came out to 
the twenty. W illy was playing the left 
defensive halfback, and the first play the 
Sox ran was a quick opening sliot through 
the middle. It worked perfectJ.y. Wheel
er went into the line like a beefy comet, 
and be came right on through, running 
like a truck. Mulvey missed him and 
Winson, the center, missed him. He was 
running free as the breeze when Willy 
avoided a blocker and hit him oo the Sox 
forty . 

It was a terrific impact, for the man ran 
with great force and W illy weighed a 
hundred and ninety-five pounds. W illy 
got to his feet, shaken but with nothing 
hanging loose that he could see. Wheeler 
got up, looked at h im and said, " Hiya, 
Palmer," with an expressionless face. 

Willy said, "Hello, W heeler." 
And this initial contact had not accom

plished what he had hoped it might. Far 
back in his mind, he admitted only to him
self, there was a fear of Wheeler and 
what the man had done to him in the past. 
It was still there. It had not been erased. 

The two clubs fought it out from there 
on. They were both big, fa t, and at the 
peak of their games. The Cubs went to 
the Sox twenty, late in the fi rst quarter, 
but that was as far as they could get. 

The Sox had power, and they used it. 
W heeler cannoned into the line like a 
crazy horse, and Mulvey and Wil on, 
backing up, got sick of the sight of him. 
He went for five an<l eight and ten. They 
couldn't stop him. The Sox were on the 
Cub twenty when Mulvey called for a 
time out. 

They at on the grass, and Willy said 
absently, "Why don't you give him the 
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business, Horse? Punch him in the nose 
or something." 

Mulvey nodded. "I did. I gave him the 
elbow. Look what it got me on the next 
play." He opened his mouth to show a 
lovely space where two teeth had been. 
H e said, "The guy is rugged. We should 
have mined the field." 

They altered their defense, played al
most an eight man line, and it did the 
trick. 'IVheeler got a yard or two, but no 
more. On third down Buscom passed, and 
Polaski intercepted and took it back to 
the thirty. They were out of the hole. . 

Horse said, "Let's grind these guys 
down to size." 

He got three in the middle; then Willy 
waltzed through the tackle, cut sharply 
for the middle of the field, got up to the 
forty-eight before they stopped him. He 
got eight more on a wide sweep, and 
H orse made it a first, inside. 

W illy tried the weakside tackle and got 
four, and Mulvey was stopped inside. 
\ Villy passed to Harris for seven and a 
first, and the stands started rooting for 
the score. Willy said, " Let's make them 
happy. " 

He got six inside tackle. He felt as 
strong as a bull and he wanted work. 
They went to the left and he took it wide 
for six more and a fi rst on the Sox eight
een. He faked to the right and Horse 
went into the middle for five. W illy ook 
it and ran wide, looking for P olaski or 
Harris downfield. He couldn't fi nd a 
man open-he saw a hole and took it. 
He got all the way to the three before 
they pulled him down. H orse went over 
on the second try, then kicked the point. 

It tood through the quarter, then it 
stood through the next. for neither club 
got inside the other's thirty after that. It 
was a rugged ball game and a bitter thing 
to watch. But they could not tally. They 
went off the field with the score still 
seven to nothing. 

Pop told them, "You're doing fine. 

You stop Wheeler and you stop the Sox. 
Just hang onto that gorilla. " 

And just before they were to go out, 
the Fabry brothers entered. They looked 
like a couple of circus bears. 

One of them said, "We need more pass
ing. More scoring." 

The other said, "Forward passing." 
Pop glared at them and started in their 

d,irection, and they made a dignified exit. 
He turned and said, "This is all. If they 
offered me a million dollars, I wouldn't 
come back. They'd drive a man batty. " 

The club went out again, and Willy 
said, "See if we can't grab one fast." 

They kicked to the Sox, and Wheeler 
took it on the five. He came straight up 
the middle, like a tank, and he got to the 
thirty before he was hit. And while he 
was falling, he lateralled to Sando, off to 
his left. When Sando hit the midfield 
stripe, he- was in the clear. He scored 
without having had a hand put on him. 
Wheeler kicked the point. 

From there on it was murder, with no 
holds barred. Both clubs gave it every
thing they had. and neither of them got 
anywhere. Near the end of the third quar
ter Mulvey tried a place kick from the 
Sox thirty-fo ur, but it was wide. 

For the Sox, halfway through the 
fourth, Buscom got away for forty yards, 
Willy finally hauling him down on the 
twenty. \ V11eeler got two, then tried again 
and was stopped cold. Buscom tried a 
pass that was no good ; then 'Wheeler 
stepped back and kicked it neatly between 
the cros bars for three big points. It wa 
discouraging. 

Mulvey took the kickoff and labored 
de.5perately back to the thirty. He said, 
"If we're gonna collect, this is our last 
chance." 

W ILLY was pooped. H e had been 
in there for most of the game, 
and it was telling on him. The 

leg ached, his lung ached, and he felt 
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about sixl:y years old. He said, "So I'm 
stupid. Give it to me." 

He got it. He made four into tl:ie 
tackle, then slipped off the weakside for 
twenty-three and a first on the Sox forty
three. H e ripped into the tackle again, 
and Wheeler knocked him outside on the 
thirty. 

He went back into the huddle and told 
them: "Once more for old Fabry U." 

He got inside the weakside tackle. 
\Vheeler hit him and when they got up, 
he said, "Don't you ever get tired, 
Palmer?" 

"Just tired of seeing you, and that's Bot 
a song title." 

Mulvey took it, then, his big hulk crash
ing through for eight yards and a first on 
the sixteen. The Sox called for time. 

Willy stretched on his back on the 
grass and said, "Today I am earning a 
year's salary." 

This was a fine club he was working 
with, and he wished that he had been 
with them all along. 

Mulvey said, "We got a minute and a 
half by the clock. " 

T hey went to work. Mulvey got a yard 
and \Villy got seven. He tried again for 
no gain. Mulvey cannoned into the guard 
and barely made a fi rst on the Sox five 
and a half. They called time. 

Mulvey baJJged in there once again, 
and they held him to a yard. W illy passed 
twice. One was batted down; Harris had 
his hands full of the other, in the end 
zone, and then dropped it. \Villy ran it 
wide. 

The Sox tackle wa under control and 
Mulvey took wonderful care of the end. 
Willy raced on tired legs for the corner 
flag, trying to beat the halfback heading 
him off. He made one despairing Junge, 
just as he was hit and knocked outside. 
He had a dim recollection of having heard 
a gun on the play. 

He hadn't made it. He was short by 
six inches, and he had been right about 

the gun. The game was over. The board 
said: sox 10-cu Bs 7. It was hard to 
take. 

He got to his knees and saw that it was 
Wheeler who r.a'd hit him. The man was 
holding his arm tenderly, and Willy said, 
"What makes?" 

He had forgotten about Wheeler, he 
suddenly realized- not forgotten about the 
man himself, but about his own fear of 
him. Since their first contact, he had 
thought of Wheeler as just another play
er on the field. A great player, one to be 
watched and one always to be considered, 
but not a man to be feared. 

Wheeler told him now, "The wrist is 
busted." 

Willy couldn't believe him. "The hell 
it is." 

Wheeler showed it to him. H e was 
right. It certainly was broken. 

Willy said, "It's the wrong script. That 
should be my ann." Then he ;isked the 
question that had been on his mind for 
two years. "By the way, Wheeler. I n 
those State-Tech games. . Could you 
have deliberatety . . . er ... shall we 
say .. . ?" 

Wheeler hook his head. "No, sir. My 
pappy always told me not to dirty anyone. 
Always said that a smarter man would 
come along and push an eye out on me. 
It was just an accident, kid. Both times. 
Hell, with people like you around, this 
game is tough enough if you play it on 
the level." They led him away. 

The clubhouse was a sorry place and 
held no joy. Pop walked around saying, 
"Never mind. It was a hell of a ball 
game." But \Villy could see how he felt. 

Mulvey said. "Next year, with half the 
club out of the r.ospital, we'll murder those 
bums." It didn't ring true. Willy looked 
at Pop, and he knew this was a bad day 
for the old man. 

He himself would suffer, he knew. His 
salary next year would be greatly di
minished, for which he could not blame 
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the Fabry brothers. He hadn't been 
much help. 

At that moment, they came in.:_the twin 
giant racoons. Willy stared at them. 

I van was on the left. His left eye was 
wonderfully discolored. Evan was on the 
right. His right eye was swollen and pnr
pling. Their hats were torn, their huge 
coats ripped. 

Ivan said, "We were greatly dis
pleased." 

Evan said, "With the score, that is." 
I van said, "But with the team, no I A 

fine performance by the team ! " 
Evan said, "An excellent performance 

under odds ! " 
Pop stared at them and said, "What the 

hell happened to you two?" 
I van said, "A dispute. vVe passed some 

people who were speaking disparagingly 
of our team. Of us." 

Evan said, "They were saying that the 
Cubs were bums. Imagine that! We de
fended our honor. There were four of 
these men." 

Pop said, "Well. I'll be hanged!" 
I van said, "The first year is a trial 

balloon. How much did we make tn our 
first year in the industry, Evan?" 

Evan said, "Thirty-two dollars. Strict
ly peanuts." 

Ivan said to the dressing room, "But 
ne.xi: year we will all try again. And be
cause of the fine performance today, there 
will be raises." 

Evan said, "As an added incentive, that 
it. For everyone. We must win the 
championship." 

"You will see about the contracts, Mr. 
Jordan, " Ivan said. 

He turned to go. Evan said, "At the 
office, that is, Mr. Jordan. A matter of a 
bonus." 

They wheeled and went out in step. 
Pop Jordan sank weakly into a chair. 

"Well, what the hell do you know about 
that?" 

Mulvey said, "They're slap-happy. Too 
many peanuts." 

'Willy said, "I'll forgive them. I'll even 
buy a pack. I think they're wonderful 
characters." He grinned. "The rough
house twins. What do you know about 
those guys ! " 

Pop relaxed and leaneci back in his 
chair. He smiled and said, "Well, it's 
always nice to know where you can find 
a couple of tackles when you need them." 
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June's Big-League Headliner-
Zene Tuttler's Smashing Story 

TAKE THE BUM OUT! 

• • • • • • • • • Players may come and playtts may go, but the fans go on • 
forever. One day they want your scalp, and the next they : 
wanna make you president! Get out there an' give 'em : 
something to yell for ! : 
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CLEAN-UP CHUCK.ER 
.4 N'"1el by Theodore /. Roemer 
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THE 
.·BIG 
SIX 

By NED CADY 

WH O was the greatest pitcher 
ever to throw a baseball ? 

Well , what is your idea of a 
great pitcher? And how many "buts" 
will you allow in the argument? 

Jimmy Wilson once told me that Herb 
Pennock was the tops, because Herb 
threw him just one pitch under pressure. 
The pennant hung on that game; there 
were two down, three on base, three and 
two on the batter. Under all that load, 
Herb nicked the corner he aimed at with 
a curve ball. It was the third strike, and 
the game. 

But does that one pitch plus a record 
which was long and go6d label him 
"greatest" ? 

The record books list Christy Mathew
son, Walter Johnson, Cy Young, Grover 
Alexander, Carl Hubbell, and Bob 
Grove, a;; the immortals. Among these, 
the fans make all sorts of choices and 
each man makes up his mind about whom 
he calls " great". 

Cy Young is hard to classify. He did 
too much of his pitching back in the 
gay '90s when the batter called for the 
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kind of ball be wanted and the pitcher 
bad to throw it. He is an immortal, all 
right. But it is hard to pit his record 
against modern ones. Ba eball was al
together different when he was at his 
best. 

The ability to finish a game is another 
point to be con idered. O ld timers paid 
a lot o{ attention to it. The fans did not 
like to see a pitcher yanked unless the 
other team blasted him out. But to the 
modern generation, the parade of pitch
ers in and out of the box goes on all 
through game after game and does not 
mean a thing. 

Mathewson fin1shed eighty out of 
every hundred games he started, John
son seventy-five, Alexander only sixty
-five. But Alex was going strong in the 
Twenties when the strategy of yanking 

.. 
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the pitcher for a pinch .hitter was going 
strong. In former years, he might have 
finished more games. Grove and Hub
bell got started so. late that most of the 
books do not even bother to list the 
number of games they completed. 

Would 1 • tty have had a better record, 
or a worse one, if they had benched him 
the minute he began to tire? 

You can argue with an old-time fan 
all night about that one. When Matty's 
arm got tired, he pitched with his head. 
He threw strikes at the parts of the plate 
where the batter had the least chance, 
and dared the hitter to try to crack one 
safe. And plenty of times he came from 
behind to pull out the game. In fact, he 
did it so many times that he crowded the 
ball parks with fans. 

Some. of the games Mathewson won 
that way would have gone into the loss 
column if John McGraw had sent in 
another hurler. 

Did that make Mathewson the greatest 
team pitcher, the one who made the mo t 
use of the fielders to win for him? 

Old timers say yes, but the book 
says no. In an average ten games, 
Matty would strike out thirty-one more 
men than he gave free pas es to fir t base 
either by walks or by hitting the batters. 
In the same number of games, Alexander 
only struck out eighteen more men than 
he presented with free trip . It is obvious 
that if you think making the batter hit 
a ball that the fielders can handle is the 
sign of a great pitcher, Alex is your man. 

If you like a strike-out pitcher, then 
Walter Johnson is your man with an 

average of fifty-three per ninety inni11gs 
pitched. Bob Grove is right behind him 
with an average of fifty-two on the same 
basis. Both of these are peed ball 
artists, and walked a great many men. 
But there you have another argument. 
If some of the others had taken more 
chances and walked more men, would 
more batters have taken chances on wait
ing them out and thus been struck out? 

Johnson is right behind Mathewson in 
the matter of striking out more men than 
he put on base, his figures being thirty 
to Matty's thirty-one. Grove had 
twenty-one, but, in their day , far more 
batters were wall<ed as a matter of 
master minding from the bench. 

Remembering them all as the fans 
saw them, it is hard to choose. Cy Young 
was a wizard, Johnson was unbelievable, 
Alexander was the friend of every man 
in the stands and even his opponents 
loved to see him win. Grove was fan
tastic on his good days, and Hubbell was 
a cold-headed pitching machine. 

As for me, I am an old timer and I ' ll 
take Christy Mathewson, the old "Big 
Six." Matty always suited himself to 
whatever the game called for. On dull 
days he could blaze them over, and n 
bright days he u ed curves. If the batters 
swung, he gave them something good 
looking to swing at, and if they bunted, 
they found him laughing as be fielded 
the dribbler -. 

When Matty stepped out on that 
mound, there never was any doubt about 
who was bo s. It wa either he or the 
other team- mo tly it was Matty. 



I I 

ASK Andy Varipapa of Hempstead, 
N. Y., the name of the greatest 
bowler in the world, and he'll tell 

you in no uncertain terms that you're 
looking at him-the undisputed master of 
the mapleways. 

He can back up that statement, too. 
Now pushing hard at fifty-four, and with 
a rich vein of silver running through his 
thick black hair, Varipapa on December 
15, 1947, walked away with the Match 
Game Championships in Chicago-thus 
being the only man in history to cop the 
highest tenpin honors two years running. 
And that's something to brag about, when 
you consider the competition offered by 
the nation's 20,000,000 bowlers! 

Andy, who in his youth was a boxer 
and later a professional baseball player 
under the nom de diamond of Andy Bell, 
copied a chapter out of Horatio Alger in 
winning his latest triumph. At the end of 
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the nine-day grind in which one hundred 
games were racked away, he topped bald
ing Joe Wilman of Berwyn, Ill., the 1945 
winner, by only seventeen pins. He beat 
Wilrnan with games of 257 and 236 to win 
the title in the most sensational finish ever 
seen in a championship match, with a total 
of 13,448 pins against 13,431. 

The margin was still finer when the 
number of points are considered. Both 
Varipapa and Witman won and lost 
exactly the same number of games, but 
Andy finished the run with 309.23 points 
against 309.06 for Joe. Under the Peter
sen point system a bowler gets one point 
for each victory, and one point for each 
fifty pins. Pins in excess of fifty are 
carried over. 

The sixteen finalists in the Match Game 
Championship engaged in a real endur
ance test. Over a four-day span, each had 
to engage in sixteen four-game matches, 
and with each of bis fifteen rivals and a 
final round in which the leader met the 
second-place man, third met the fourth, 
and so on down the line. 

Andy and Joe, who bowled through the 
I 
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eliminations to get the feel of the alleys 
although automatically " seated," im
mediately turned the tourney into a per
sonal struggle, and during the last two 
days it was a two-man fight to the finjsh. 

Wilman overshadowed Andy, 241 to 
225, in the first game and went ahead 
2.16 points. H e repeated in the second, 
chalking up 202 to 190, and the difference 
became 3.28 points. These two lost games 
made Varipapa's task almost impossible. 
They meant that he not only had to win 
the last two games but at the same time 
pick up seventy eight pins, or 1.28 points. 

Strike after strike fell before Andy's 
powerhouse delivery as he won the third 
game 257 to 1'83, making the difference 
only 1.04 points. Then came the windup 
line, and the Hempstead miracle man's 
smashing 236 to 215 won the victory by 
just 17 pins and .17. points ! 

"Winning the championship again this 
year was the biggest kick I ever had in 
bowling," Varipapa says, and the way he 
spreads that smile across his aITable face, 
you know he means it. 

But he is not completely satisfied with 
the way things were run during the match. 
He says that the alley conditions were 
good, but that the pins used in the elimina
tions weighed 3.4 pounds, whereas in the 
finals they weighed 3.6. "They should all 
be the same," he asserted. 

Andy first gained bowling fame as a 
trick-shot artist. He can bowl with either 
hand, and can knock off strikes in two 
alleys at the same time. His specialty is a 
double reverse hook. 

He took his first crack at the kegler 
crown in 1942, and finished third. He 
failed to make the finals i11 1943, landed in 
fourth place in 1944, and moved up to 

third the following year. In 1946 he hit 
the jackpot for the first t ime, taking the 
title from Joe Wilman, the defending 
champ. Andy summed it up when he ac
cepted his trophy from Mayor J. Kelly of 
Chicago, saying, " T his is long overdue." 

P roving his victory had been no fluke, 
Varipapa went on to annex another 
national crown in H ouston, T exas, when 
he and Lou Campi of Dumont, N. J., won 
the T wo Man Championshjp agajnst a 
powerful field . 

The still champion shrugs when asked 
about bowling tactics. "There's no such 
thing as defense in bowling," he says. " It 
is all offense. W hen somebody gets hot 
there's no stopping him ." 

Over a bowling span of thirty five years, 
cighteen of which have been as a pro
fessional, Andy has tallied seventy perfect 
300 games, which is more than any other 
man has ever rolled. Along the years, he 
scored a 253 average for thirty games, and 
on another appearance in a ·special match, 
he racked up an amazing 256 figure for 
six games; in this latter match, his un
canny skit! showed three successive 279 
games. In addition to the Individual and 
Doubles titles, he al o holds the ten-year 
American Bowling Congress high average 
record of 204. 

One of the most colorful figures in a 
colorful sport, Andy Varipapa bas sharp, 
determined eyes that can spot even the 
slightest variation in an alley. He stands 
five feet, eight inches and tips the scales 
at close to two hundred pounds. In mak
ing his delivery, he tosses right from a 
spot and takes five step.s, never more, 
never less. 

Hail to Andy V aripapa-certainly one 
of the world's ace pin splitters! 
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- O N E MILE 
This was one race where he'd have notl,,. 
ing left at the end-nothing except a 

heart that wouldn't let him quit! 

JOHNNY PIKE looked out the hotel 
window and said, " It's a big town, 
H ank. A hell of a big town. " H e 

was enjoying the trip. He was a tourist, 
easy and relaxed. H e had nothing at all 
to worry about except Pop Watson's 
chances of getting the job he wanted. He 
wanted Pop to get the job, but there was 
nothing that he, personally, could do 
~bout it, so it would be foolish to worry. 

H ank Shaw shifted his huge bulk on 
one of the room's twin beds. He said, 
" After tonight we'll own it. W e'll take 
that damned meet, and Pop will clinch 
that Olympic coach job, and we can go 
h ome happy." 

Home was at some distance. Hillworth 
Tech was a mountain school, and it still 
surprised everyone that they had been 
given a bid for the Eastern Invitations. 
The team's win at the Tri-State meet, two 
weeks before, had taken care of that. 

Johnny turned from the window. He 
eyed that great body of the other man. 
"You feel good ? You gonna heave that 
thing tonight?" 

Hank said, "I feel fine," and sneezed 
twice. 

Johnny walked to the bed. He said, 
"What the hell makes ?" and stared at 
the big man. Hank's face was flushed, his 
eyes watery. Johnny said, "How long 
has this been going on?" 

"It's from nothing. A little cold in the 
head. Musta picked it up on the train 
yesterday. All I need is a nap to round out 
the afternoon and I'll be all right. " 

"You'll be all right as soon as you see 
a doctor," Johnny told him. "Why don't 
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you tell a guy when something's wrong 
with you ?" 

He started for the door. H ank Shaw 
came off the bed with surprising agility 
and took Johnny's arm in a huge paw. 
" No doctor. There's nothing the matter 
with me, and I don't want Pop to get 
into a stew. You know what he's like. 
He'd have me in the hospital in five 
minutes if he caught me blowing my 
nose." 

Johnny t ried vainly to pull his arm 
away. He said, " I'll do it nice and quiet. 
Pop won't know a thing. I'll just call the 
hotel doctor." 

" Sure. And if I have a half degree 
of £ever, he'll yell to Pop, and there you 
are." He sat down on the bed, took a box 
of aspirin from the drawer of the night 
table. "A couple of these will fix me up." 

Johnny looked at the small box and saw 
that it was half empty. "How long you 
been knocking yourself out with those 
things ?" 

" I had a couple of them, two three 
hours ago, while you were out? " 

Johnny said kindly, " You're a liar. 
You've had plenty. I'm talkin' to Pop 
about U1is. You need some attention." 

Hank looked at him. "So help me, 
Johnny, if you talk about this, I'll beat 
your brains out. I'm all right, really. Ju t 
the sniffles. And you know how Pop 
wants to win this one tonight." 

Johnny sat in a chair near the window 
and studied the big man. Hank was right 
about one thing, that Pop wanted to take 
the meet. He'd been working at Hillworth 
for almost twenty years, turning out good 
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,TO GLORY~ 
By JOHN WELLS 

t,·. ' 

1 trade team . Good, but never goOd enough 
to compete with the best- until this year. 
Th.is year' dub was fine and nicely bal
anced. With Hank Shaw breaking th 

91 



~-~---··-- ·--- ------- ·---

92 FIFTEEN SPORTS STORIES 

I 

world's record in the shotput, Joe Fanchet 
a cinch in the pole vault and Ken Barnum 
in the sprints, it was a compact team that 
had not lost a meet all season. Johnny 
Pike had not lost a mile, either, but he did 
not expect to win tonight, not with Dan
ver running, and Klassen, the Dutchman. 
He might get a third or fourth, but that 
was all he could expect. He was just 
along for the trip. 

It had been rumored in the papers that 
Pop, who years ago had forsaken a fat job 
at one of the Eastern universities to take 
the post at his beloved Hillworth, would 
be named Olympic coach if his team took 
the Eastern Invitation. This would be in 
recognition of his long years of devotion 
to the sport as well as his coaching ability. 

Hank said, "You just leave me and my 
nose-cold alone. You start playing nurse
maid and we're liable to drop this one. " 

Johnny looked at his watch. He aid, 
"It's two o'clock. I'll give you until six to 
get better, Mr. Shaw, or I blow the whistle 
on you. For all I know, you might be 
needing some penicillin about now. I'm 
no doctor, but I know how damned stub
born you are. You hop into the sack and 
I'll get some hot tea for you. But at six, 
on the dot, I call the doctor." 

Hank thought about it for a moment, 
then said, "It's a deal." 

He undressed, got into bed, and Johnny 
rang for plenty of hot tea. He fed it to 
the giant, then said, " Get some sleep. I'll 
be back in awhile." 

He went out t<> see the sights, but 
found none of his former pleasure in the 
city. The thought kept creeping into his 
mind that if Hank were sick, H illworth 
might just as well have stayed at home. 
His winning points were essential to a 
team victory, and Johnny did not know 
just where the burden of his responsibility 
lay, with Hank or with Pop. If he told 
Pop that the big guy was sick, Pop would 
unhesitatingly yank him from the meet. 
And without Hank heaving that lead, Hill-

worth couldn't win. And Pop would be 
stuck. It was a problem. 

His anxiety drove him back to the hotel 
at five o'clock. He went up to the room 
and opened the door, and the first thing 
he heard was Hank's voice. The big guy 
was saying, "Sure. It get it.. We go up to 
the town under cover of the trees and try 
to get rid of that mortar they've got on 
that roof." 

For a moment Johnny was back in the 
army )-vith the big fellow. Then he went 
to the bed and put his hand on Hank's 
forehead. The huge man was asleep, toss
ing restlessly, and he was burning with 
fever. Johnny went directly to the phone, 
cursing himself for his negligence, and 
called the house doctor. The man was up 
to the room within five minutes. 

Hank Shaw had a {ever of one hundred 
and four degrees. Within fifteen minutes 
he was on his way to a hospital with his 
sudden and flaming attack of pneumonia. 
And Pop v\Tatson was in as much of a 
rage as a mild and gentle man can get. 

"The moment you knew he wasn't well 
you should have told me," he raged at 
Johnny Pike. "That poor boy lying there 
all alone, with no one to ~ake care of him." 

Johnny looked at Pop, short and grey 
and slim, and it did not surprise him that 
the man's concern was not with the track 
meet, but with one of his boys. Pop was 
always like that. He wore his heart on 
the outside of his vest. 

Johnny tried to explain. "He thought 
it was just a cold. So did I. After all, 
Pop, the guy is six-feet-three and built 
like an oak tree. The sniffles, was all we 
thought it was." 

Pop wrung his hands and walked about 
the room. "If anything happens to 
Hank, I. ... " 

The doctor was still there. He said, 
"I'm sure we caught it in time, Mr. Wat
son, and that there's no need to worry. 
He'll probably be on his feet in three or 
four days. He's a strong man. Remarkable 
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constitution, it seemed to me. Shotputter, 
isn't he?" 

Pop looked at him and said, " Shot
putter, hell! H e's one of my boys." 

Johnny put his arm around Pop's shoul
der. H e said, " He'll be all right, Pop. 
Stop worrying about him. The big lug 
will be fit and sassy in a couple of hours. 
They'll shoot him full of bug juice, · and 
I'll bet he'll be listening to the meet on the 
radio. " 

And he wondered what sort of a meet 
it would be, without H ank. 

THE GARDEN was packed, and 
halfway through the evening, things 
were going according to schedule. 

The Eastern A.C. was out in front. They 
had taken the quarter and half, and the 
relay. They were due to pick up some 
points in the sprints, and Pete Danver 
was almost a sure win to take the mile 
for them. 

Johnny Pike watched the pole vault. 
J oe F anchet took it at fifteen feet, two 
inches, and H illworth moved up in the 
point score. They ran off the sprints, and 
Ken Barnum won his first heat. 

Joe Fanchet said to Johnny, "How's 
about the mile, kid? You gonna take it 
for us?" 

Johnny looked at him. " Against this 
crowd? You kidding ? I've never run 
better than four-ten in my life, and that 
was in the Tri-State. Hell, Danver has 
done four-six a couple of times, and this 
Dutchman, Klassen, is supposed to be 
classier that that. The rest of the field is 
good-out of my league. If I'm lucky, I 
might pick up a fourth." 

Joe rubbed his chin. He said, "You 
know omething? I never did over four
teen feet until a year ago. I knew how to 
vault, because Pop had made sure of that. 
But I couldn't get over fourteen feet, in my 
head. That's where you have to do it, 
first. And one day after I'd warmed up, 
Pop put up the bar and told me it was 

fourteen-two. I cleared it by five inches, 
feeling good. And then Pop showed me. 
I t was fourteen-ten. After that the num
bers didn't bother me. I just went up as 
far as I could and to hell with what it 
measured." 

Johnny said, " That's fine. But I've no 
pole out there to work with." 

Joe told him, "You've never had run
ners like these to work with, either." 

Barnum took the sprint finals, then 
astounded the house by grabbing off a 
second in the broad jump. The Bankers 
Club ran one, two, three in the two 
twenty, robbing the Eastern A.C. of points 
they'd put in their pocket before the race 
was run. 

Pop was on the track, now, and his thin 
face was wreathed in a smile. H e said to 
Johnny, " Just called the hospital. H ad a 
time getting the information I wanted. 
Hank's all right. They gave him a couple 
of shots and he's sitting up in bed. He's 
in danger of nothing but hitting his head 
on a pillow." The little man had his hands 
in his pockets and was tilting up and down 
on his heels as if he'd just been told he'd 
won the sweepstakes. 

J ohnny said, "That's marvelous. I told 
you they couldn't kill him with an ax." 

P op looked smilingly upon the pro
ceedings. He said, "How are things going 
out here ? \Vhere do we stand?" 

"You don't know?" Johnny a ked him. 
" I've been in a phone booth for the pa t 

half hour. What's the score?" 
Johnny said, "The Eastern A. C. is 

leading us by two points. Everything's 
been run off and we did just as you 
figured we would. Except for Hank. 
Eastern took that. The big Blake guy." 

Pop nodded. He looked at Johnny and 
said, "Just the mile to go, eh? You and all 
these big name fellows." 

Johnny said, "Me and the runners." 
Pop scratched his ear. He said, "Best 

yott've ever done is four-ten, Johnny. 
Right?" 
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"Right. And it sure pooped me." 
"And these fellows have been running 

four-si...""< 's and four-seven's all season. 
Against each other." 

"There's a difference in those times, " 
· Johnny said. H e felt a strange and un
expected excitement. Something_in P op's 
voice always warned him. 

"So if you let them set their own pace,'' 
Pop said, "they'll run the same sort of 
race they've been running all year, and it'll 
be a strange thing to you." 

Johnny did not speak. He listened. 
"Why don't you go out there and just 

run them off the boards?" Pop asked. 
"Give 'em something to think about. Up
set 'em. Instead of following their tactics, 
make 'em follow yours. Say a first quarter 
of about fifty-eight seconds." 

Johnny said, "Fifty-eight! That's mur
der, Pop. These guys would let me go, 
then run right past me. I couldn't keep up 
a pace like that ." 

Pop looked at him and said, "The hell 
you can't, Johnny. The hell you can't. 
T ry it. " He was grinning. 

And just then came the call over the 
speakers for the mile. Johnny had trotted 
his laps, and now he started to peel from 
his sweatsuit. He stared at Pop, but the 
little man just grinned at him and said, 
"This is the first time you've ever run 
against real milers, son. Let's see what 
you can do. " 

T hey drew for positions. Klassen had 
the pole, and Danvers was just beside him. 
Johnny had nwuber fou r spot, flanked by 
Ollie Morris of the Bankers Club and Sid 
Feinberg of Normal. Lew Reynolds, of 
State, was on the outside. Feinberg 
grinned at him and said, "Hello, Pike. 
How do you feel?" 

Johnny said, "All right, I guess." 
Then he took a deep breath and said, 
"Fine." 

Feinberg said, "Good luck," and Johnny 
said, "And to you." He suddenly felt 
wonderful. He had never expected to win 

this thing, and he didn't, now. He'd try 
Pop's crazy suggestion. What did he have 
to lose? 

HE CROUCHED for his start, and 
he was going away with the gun. 
There was a bit of crowding on 

the first turn ; then he was clear of it and 
out in front. The roar of the crowd was 
full and throaty, speaking of its excite
ment, and he lengthened his stride and 
settled down to run. 

Everything was behind him, and he 
knew now that he was going to follow 
Pop's advice. He had them at his back, 
and when they'd pass him, he was through, 
He'd see how long he could hold them 
off. 

He slacked the pace only slightly for 
the second quarter. When he hit the half, 
he was beginning to feel the effort and he 
knew the time was very close to two 
min~tes. The feet in back of him were not 
so close, now, and the crowd was in a 
frenzy. He ke?t hanunering away. The 
speakers blared out the time for the half, 
then, and though he could not make it out, 
the terrific roar of the crowd told him it 
must have been Yery fast. He wondered 
just how much longer he could keep thi 
up. Then he decided to see. 

The third quar ter was just a fraction 
slower, he knew. He wasn't trying to 
save anything fo r the finish, just enough 
gas to get home on. But he'd never run 
this sort of a race before, and he wasn't 
sure of himself. 

It was near the three-quarter mark 
when Danver and Klassen made their 
bids. He heard the feet coming up on him 
and stuck to his long and steady striding 
on the rail. There was someone at his 
shoulder, then, coming out of a turn, and 
he turned the power up ju t a trifle and 
the other men came with him. He went 
down the backstretch and into the far turn, 
and the heavi ly breathing shadows clung 
to him but dared not pass. 
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_ A figure came abreast of him as they 

entered the last quarter, and Johnny 
would not let the man pass. He felt the 
going in his legs, now. They were getting 
heavier with every stride, but he made 
them behave, do what he wanted them to 
do. His breath was coming from some
where down around his heels, and he 
knew this was one race where he'd have 
nothing left for a kick finish. He was 
pouring it all out evenly, and if there 
wasn't enough to last, he was just out of 
luck. 

The man beside him made his bid with 
two laps to go. He was inches out in 
front going into a turn, and Johnny saw 
that it was Danver. The man was running 
hard, but Johnny poured on a bit of juice 
and beat him to the turn. 'J'.he man fell 
back, and Johnny heard him fade as they 
hit the straightaway. 

It was K lassen, then, on the next 
stretch, and Johnny fought it out with him 
all the way down to the turn. He 
breathed with a terrible effort and kept bis 
form through a miracle. It was a slugging 
match, now, and you brought it up from 
your toes if you had it. 

And Klassen had as much as he did. 
Klassen clung to him all the way. The 

last lap was eight miles long, and a heavily 
mudded road all the way. J ohnny picked 
them up and put them down, picked them 
up and put them down, and he was un
aware of the moment when Klassen faded, 
drifted back. Johnny jus t kept plugging, 
fighting not to break, fighting to keep it as 
smooth as possible. 

He was alone when he hit the tape. and 
he couldn't hear the roar of the crowd for 
his own hoarse sobbing as he ga ped for 
breath. 

He ran it out for a few steps, then 
jogged to a walk, life coming back into 
him again. He turned back to the finish 
line and there were hands slapping at him, 
reaching for him. Joe Fanchet wa at his 
side repeating, "What a race! What a 

race!" and Johnny was surpri ed to see 
that Feinberg, and not Klassen, had 
finished second. Danver was fourth. 

Pop was there, then, the big grin cutting 
his face in half. He said, "It's one way to 
do it. Run 'em into the ground. Even out 
those quarters and make 'em catch you if 
they've got it. " 

The speakers gave the time, then, and 
Johnny listened. He had recovered his 
breath, but the announcement took it 
away again. "Four minutes," the metallic 
voice said, "and five seconds." The 
crowd's voice was a tremendous thing. 

In the dressing room P op said, "They 
get into habits. Each fellow figures to run 
his own race, and they only know about 
the others they've raced again t. You 
jump 'em like that, then pour it on, and 
anything's likely to happen." 

Johnny said, "Well, I'm a glad guy, 
Pop. I thought that with Hank out of it, 
we could never take this thing." And he 
felt a lift inside him. It was almost a 
sure thing that Pop would be given the 
big job. He looked at the little man and 
grinned, and Pop grinned back at him. 

"Hank ?" P op said. "Shucks, boy, that 
would have been a ·w-in we didn't need. 
We'd have been wa ting something. We'Jl 
save that until we need it. Hate -to waste 
then1, son." 

J ohnny looked at him. "You mean you 
figured that I'd ... ?" 

Pop said, "Hell, yes. Even called the 
time before the race started. Didn't I, 
Joe?" 

Fanchet nodded. "Called it on the but
ton." 

Johnny sat there and stared at the little 
man. Pop said, "Now, a couple more 
races against competition like that, and 
we'll get it down to. . . . " 

But Johnny didn't listen to the numbers. 
He ju t looked at the little man and 
grinned. And he knew that whatever Pop 
said was right. The little man coulJ 
really call them. 
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THE 
RELUCTANT 
SOUTHPAW 

·ay 
ROBERT SHANKLAND 

A.JI he doee ii fan aiJr and rub out the 
ti-. lucky ODel Oil pop-ups. , • • 

"The kid~ 8 a natural born miracle 
-an' we're gonna need a miracle 
to toi1i this series! But he can'I 
do it without a team. Put the 

wood to it, bums!" 

YOU won't see the name of Mi s 
Rachel Mills in no box score tlus 
summer and she'll never make the 

grade at Cooperstown, but, brother, she 
rates it. For my little heap of crumbs, 
she's the most valuable property this 
club's had since Dazzy lo t his zip. Get 
me straight now. Miss Rachel Mills is a 
doll just like he sounds. And she ain't 
going to wear her young self out bird
dogging line drives or swinging for the 
cheap seats. What she'll be doing i ' sitting 
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in a nice comfortable box back of first 
keeping a miracle alive. So you know the 
whole story, I got to go back five, six 
weeks when we was training down South 
and thi~ big kid, Slocum, nobody ever seen 
before snows up in a uniform. Fogarty 
says to me, "Hey, Bert, look. Rube Wad
deH!s back in baseball." 

The kid makes you think of W addell at 
that- big, strong, walks like a farmer, 
kind of slow and round-shouldered, 
longest am1s I guess I ever seen. The 
loose way he swings them around you take 
another look if maybe they got sash
weights tied to the end. 

"Hey, kid! " Fogarty yells to him. 
The kid shuffles across the baseline 

without going wild with joy somebody's 
noticed him. A sleepy-eye kid. I got a 
fair notion what's next . A guy told 
F ogarty once he's quite a ribber and F oge 
took the nut serious. 

"Paw started seeding corn yet ?" Foge 
asks this kid. 

The kid, he just blinks. 
"How are the folks back in Ioway ?" 

Foge asks him. 
" Don't live in Iowa," the kid says. 
F oge looks at me, disgusted. 
"Don't live in Ioway," he says. "Pay 

off, lumphead. I told you this was a 
Nebraska kid." 

"Vermont," the kid says. 
Foge laughs. " H ow come we never get 

no country boys on this club ? All the time 
these slick ones from Times Square, T he 
Loop, Vermont, places like that." You'd 
never guess to listen to F oge rave that 
he came out of a whistle-stop name of 
Peyton Corners, Ohio, thirty-five years 
back. 

"What are you doing down here?" 
Foge finally asks this kid. "Selling 
brushes?" 

"Man named Cha e .signed me." 
" What for?" Foge turns to me. "You 

ain't heard we need no lefthand catchers, 
<lid you, Bert?" 

"Catcher's the one position I don't 
play," the kid says. "Chase told me you 
boys want pitchers bad." 

"Sure, we want pitchers," Foge says. 
"Crowed-up pitchers that's played places 
besides a cow pasture. Did Chase blow 
any secrets, such as this is the big time?" 

"He told me that," the ki<l says. "But 
I knew it already." All the while this 
kid gives the impression he regrets he's 
missing a little nap. He's wide across the 
shoulders, curly brown hair sticking out 
under the bill of his cap, kind of pink
cheeked, stands six-two, six-three. You 
get the feel he's a ballplayer all right, only 
average ballplayers show more of a re
semblance to a eyesore, and he, for one, 
don't wear that rookie look where they 
want to bust their back to pieces to make 
the club. 

"How old are you, son?" I a ks him. 
"Twenty-two," the kid says, " I guess." 
"You guess!" Foge yeIJs. " Don't you 

know how old you are?" The kid he just 
stands there. "\Nhat do they call you 
back in Vermont, Diz ?" 

" N ame's Roger Slocum," the kid says, 
scratching his ear, " but up home they call 
me T he Big Train." 

Foge don't believe it. Hi eyes pop 
out, his face gets all re<l, and he says, 
"The news ain't reached there yet about 
Walter John on. I s that it?" 

" Oh, sure," the kid says, deadpan. "Up 
home they call him The Little T rain." 

F oge's speechless, which surpri es me 
as much as this kid doe , but I manage 
to a k the big rube \\·here he pitched last 
year . 

"No place special," the kid says. 
"Never played organized ball. Fellows 
always wanting me to play. Never 
played." 

" W II, now, kid," Fogc ::;.1y,;, ~an'ast 1c, 

"you pwbably don't need no experience 
or nothing. You're a homc-gro\\e<l big 
leaguer. If we beg. ·ou're a cinch to win 
thirty your fir t ea on." 



100 FIFfEEN SPORTS STORIES 

"Least thirty,' ' the kid says, "if I get 
feeling that way. Long as the boys give 
me a run once in a while. Course I can 
powder them myself/' He gazes up at the 
sky. "When I get feeling that way." 

"Well, if we ain't found ourselves a 
fresh rookie!" Foge says. "First one since 
we sent Dooley down to the Sally League 
to die." 

I realize Foge won't rumble this kid if he 
keeps it up till he's on pension, so I says, 
"O.K., son: See that bunch over there? 
You start playing beanbag with them." 

The kid ambles away-you think he's 
got till July Four to get there-and I and 
Foge hop to work. No use tipping off 
Barney he's stuck with two worn-out 
coaches. -

T HAT evening I'm sitting in the 
lobby smoking a nine-cent heater 
with a couple of dandy salesmen for 

company. They don't figure to provide 
me much company because they both are 
fracturing their vertebrays trying to catch 
the eye of the doll behind the desk. I keep 
thinking about this big kid, Slocum, and 
that dynamite personality of his. I got to 
admit he looks like a thrower, and I hope 
he is. Understand, I don't put much store 
by how they look. Ted Crandell looked 
strong as this kid, almost, but all he served 
up was balloons. With Crandell in there, 
our infield thought it was back in the 
Battle of the Bulge ducking cannonballs. 
I got a kind of hunch on this big kid, 
though- something about him. Maybe it 's 
just because I still don't sleep nights for 
the memory of the scatter-arm parade 
marching in from our bullpen last fall. We 
got the best collection of pitchers that don't 
shave yet ever to shrink a manager's heart. 
Not one of the starters, except maybe Jack 
Braslo, is less than two years away. It we 
didn't have old Carey to stop them in the 
late innings, we'd of lost the Series in four 
instead of seven. 

Joe Hand, our bullpen coach, ankles 
into · the hotel. 

"Relax your dogs, Joe," I tells him. 
"Have a smoke." Joe squeezes his big 
bat-rack in an easy chair. 

"How'd they look out there today?" I 
ask him. 

"Not bad/ ' Joe says, "not bad for the 
work they've had. I think we finally get 
that big year out of Braslo." 

"You notice a tall, sleepy-eye kid just 
showed up?" 

Joe looks at me. "Yeah," he says. 
"What do you know about that kid?" 

"Not enough," I says. "He got any
thing?" 

"He ain't got a thing," Joe says, "ex
cept this one thi g I hear it coming kind 
of whines and tears off a arm when it goes 
past. Hardest throw I seen since Dizzy 
used to blow them by me." 

"Green, ain't he?" 
"Not so's you'd notice it. Different than 

most of them fast kids. He knows where 
the ball's going. Lefthander, too." 

"He in shape?" 
"If he ain't, he's going to scare the 

league to death when he is. He must of 
been throwing in his old man's barn all 
winter. The first one he turns loose knocks 
me down and I tells him, 'Take it easy, 
kid, this ain 't the Series ; this is spring 
training' and he yawns-like and says, 
'Well, let me know when you want a look 
at my fast one'." 

"If he's that good," I says, " I wonder 
why he don't seem to show much enthusi
asm." 

Jack Braslo strolls through and slips the 
desk doll a wink. The doll paid no mind 
to the sales stiffs, but Braslo's another 
story. She fl ashes her choppers and chirps, 
"Good evening, Mr. Braslo," like he's 
Gary Grant. Jack don't need to draw cards 
to Gary at that. Even my old lady gets a 
flutter out of him and she stopped looking 
at ballplayers that way about the time 
Merkle forgot to touch second. 
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"Well, if Braslo has his year," I says to 
Joe, "and this kid comes up a surprise, we 
figure to cop the Series too, this time." 

"Jt's a lot to look for," Joe says, "a kid 
to win up here without he beats the 
bushes .first. But Johnson done it. Feller 
done it. Some others, too. Maybe this 
kid does it. We need plenty more line on 
him before we can tell much. " 

"I hope he delivers, Joe, " I says, "and 
I hope nothing's wrong with him-like 
he's nuts or something." 

Well, it turns out this kid's a natural~ 
born miracle. His hard one's so hard they 
have to judge where it goes by the thunder. 
and lightning. And nothing fazes him. 
He'd just as leave pitch to big Mize as to 
your_ Uncle Bill. But my fear comes true. 
The kid's bugbouse, unless you don't call 
a guy that gets no boot out of baseball bug
house, and maybe you' re right at that. 
The whole camp's high on him, especially 
Barney, our skipper, but what we have to 
put up with him is more than fair you 
should put up with any rookie. He don't 
want to do nothing but hoard hjs strength. 
He don't want to throw. Nobody can half 
the time ever find the big boob. All the 
while he says he wishes he's ~ack in Ver
mont where folks don't get so excited, and 
in my book it's four-two-and-even he 
lights out for there before opening day. 
"Sleepy Slocum," Foge tag him. 

I' ll give you an instance. One day we 
persuades this kid he gets up in a standing 
po ition and pitches the last three innings 
agrunst a bunch from the Southern Asso
ciation, and the whole stretch he's got them 
worrying they 've come down with a ca e 
of the dim-eye. All he doe is fan six and 
rub out the three lucky one on pop-ups. 
I starts walking to the clubhouse with him 
an<l I tells hiQ1 he looks good. 

"You'll stick, sure," I tells him. 
"Don't care if I don't stick," he says. 
"Playing the big league's a fat spot for 

a young fellow," I says. 
"Being home' better." 

"What's the matter?" I says, cautious. 
"Somebody in the family ailing?" 

"Everybody's fine. But it's spring now 
up on the old farm and I sure miss it, 
fishing and all." 

"Kid," I says lik I'm his kindly uncle. 
"You know what they paid Feller last 
year? Eighty-seven thousand rugs, that's 
all. What type green do you think he'd 
be drawing if he'd stayed on the old farm, 
fishing?" 

"Money," the kid says. "What's money? 
· All it buys is trouble," and the big clunk 

does his favorite exercise, which is to 
yawn. "Never could see much object in 
throwing a ball past some poor chump that 
only needs to hit it to be happy." 

We're a couple steps from the club
house when Dan Mills, our new secretary, 
yells at me. He's got a doll with him, a 
little golden-head doll, kind of schoolgirl
looking but not so schoolgirl at that-the 
sort that chokes me to recall it was 1924 
I got my last base hit. 

" Bert," Dan says to me, "I want you 
to meet my daughter, Rachel. She's come 
down to watch a little of the work." 

"Well, miss," I says, "how'd you like 
the game today ?" 

"Oh, it was wonderful," she say , and 
uncorks a smile that starts hair to growing 
on my bald dome. "But I was so dis
appointed Mr. Bra lo didn't pitch." 

"We're using him tomorrow," I says. 
I then glance at big Slocum and that 

causes me to glance once more. He gives 
the impression he must of swallowed the 
baseball. He's staring at the doll-first 
time I seen him with his eyes open--and 
there's a darn ight more get-up in his 
face than I ever noticed him show on the 
mound. 

"This here's Slee-- This here's Roger 
Slocum, Miss Mills," I says. 

"Oh, Mc Slocum," Mi s Rachel Mills 
says, doll-fashion, "you looked awfully 
impre ·ive out there today. I was wild 
about your bigh hard one." 
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The way the kid works his mouth you 
wonder if he's chewing up a large caramel, 
but he don't say nothing intelligent. 

"What was it you whiffed that last man 
on?" she asks him. "He swung on it like 
a second-hand windmill. I decided it was 
a slider." 

" I don't have a slider, miss," Slocum 
says. "Not yet, " and he moves his big feet 
around. "That was just my change-up." 

"Well, I must say, you can certainly 
pour on the old swift. You're already 
nearly as good as Ja-, as Mr. Braslo, and 
he's had two years of big league ex
perience." 

"Ha/' the kid says. 
Vve stand around chinning for a couple 

minutes, and the kid keeps eyeing Miss 
Rachel Mills like King Nero eyeing the 
big fire. After they leave, I walk with 
him to the shower and he says to me, 
"Where's she get that stuff, 'almost as 
good as Braslo ?' I 'll outpitch Braslo any 
day I feel like it." 

"Maybe you will, kid," I says, " but not 
back in Vermont," and I clam up because 
I'm doing some thinking which, being a 
coach, I'm supposed have good practice 
<loin'. Then the next day I hear the kid 
speak to Carey : " Say, P at, how do you 
throw that slider of yours ?" And I do 
some more thinking. 

It turns out Miss Rachel came down 
to watch a little of the work, all right, but 
the work she watches hardest a lad name 
of Jack Braslo does. J ack met her up 
North during the winter and made a play 
for her, as what young guy wouldn't, and 
being a nice healthy doll with normal eye
sight, she decides that's great. Her dad 
gets a big laugh out of my proposish, but 
Miss Rachel Mills herself don't see it that 
way. 

" I couldn't possibly," she tells me. "It 
wouldn't be honest. Besides, what makes 
you think I could coax him to stay on 
with the club?" 

"Listen, Miss Mills," I says, "just take 

my word on it. I got a feeling you could 
make this Slocum cut and run if you try 
and there's a sight I want to see before I 
die. Don't forget you eo this kid a favor, 
too. If we cop the flag again and the 
Series, he stands to grab ten, twelve thou
sand for his summer's toil plus maybe a 
bonus if. he's a big winner which he can't 
miss. Also, your dad's dealt in on ' that 
Series loot, and you wouldn't do your 
dear old dad out of nothing, would you? 
All I'm asking is you favor the kid with 
a few of them smiles of yours and hint you 
regard ballplayers more romantic than 
farmers ." 

"As a matter of fact, I do," she says. 
"I'll take a good, fast, homely shortstop 
over the handsomest farmer in business, 
including Henry Fonda. I love those ball 
hawks!" 

Well, between Dan and I, we convince 
her. She says O.K., she looks at the kid 
once in a while as if he's Lefty Grove and 
Abe Lincoln wrapped in one. 

F IRST, iCs great. The kid goes for 
her all right, which cheers me up to 
know he's alive. He gets so desirous 

that she thinks he's Vermont's answer to 
Iron Man Joe McGinnity, he starts throw
ing holes in our catchers. H e works up a 
fair slider to go with his fas t one, and even 
Charlie P errilla, our centerfielder, the guy 
that gives lefthanders a nervous break
down, can't reach him fo r nothing but a 
high fly to the dugout. Miss Rachel Mills 
talks it up from the side- stuff like, "Fog 
it through there, Roger boy! Send that 
jockey back to the Can-Am League! He's 
swinging with his eyes shut, Roger boy I" 
Stuff like that. Roger boy eats it up. I 
don't hear a peep out of him about Ver
mont and the good old farm. I even start 
to feel some confidence I' ll wake up in the 
morning with the kid's nose still present 
for counting purposes. 

He takes Miss Rachel Mills to the movie 
shows and I see them once in a while to-

• 
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gether. For my dough, this Miss R achel 
Mills is the greatest actor since Theda 
Bara was knocking around in a union suit. 
The way she looks at this kid I almost be
lieve her myself if I didn't kno~ di ffe rent. 
I now and then feel sorry for the kid , but 
them times I try to think of the team. I 
kind of keep my eye on Braslo also, be
cause the boys tell me Jack's leveling when 
he acts sweet on Miss Rachel M ills. He 
looks sore for two, three days ; then he 
brightens up and I fi gure he's got so many 
dolls to pick over he don't care if he loses 
one, even if she is the best tomato in the 
whole basket. 

J ack shows plenty on the mound, too. 
He's a slim right-hander with a world of 
stuff but wild and, of course, that's why 
he fl opped in the Series. But this spring 
his control's more sharp and we all pre
dict that in the kid and him and the sup
port we give them, we got a one-two, left
right stopper good for maybe forty-five 
wins, maybe more. In fact, the picfure 
looks too rosy to believe and, sure thing, 
this bird Homer Pettengill turns up to 
make you stop believing. 

This here Homer"s an old guy, older 
than me even, and not much higher than 
one of them singing midgets, and if he 
weigh one-ten in his long john , I'm sur
prised. He's got a face like a prune some
body should of ate quite a while back. I 
notice him and the kid around. I notice 
because I wonder I ain't never een this 
bircl before. A lso when he's with the kid, 
he looks like the kid could put him in his 
pants pocket. But I just figure this is one 
of them dodos worse than schoolboys for 
making an idol out of b(\llplayers. Still, I 
say to the kid one morning when we're 
getting into our monkey suits, "Who's 
your pal?" 

"What pal?" 
"Little pickle-face." 
"Oh," the kid say., "that's Mr. Petten

gill . Homer Pettengill. Hardware dealer 
from up around home. I saw the Vermont 
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plate on his car and so I looked him up." 
" Know him before?" 
" N ope. Fine fellow, though. " 
" Down here on vacation, J. suppose?" 
" That's right. Wishes now he'd stayed 

home . . Nobody ought to leave Vermont," 
and the kid's eyes moon up. "Sure does 
do me good to talk to a fellow like M r. 
P etteng111." 

" Seeing much of your girl ?" I says 
quick. 

" Yeah!" the kid says, commencing to 
flash light~ like a pinball machine. "Gosh 
darn, Bert, but she's a pretty girl. " 

" That's the most true thing you said 
this year, son, " I tells him. " You stick to 
her. " 

"Awful crazy about baseball, though. " 
" I notice she can serve up the lingo." 
" Listen, Bert," he says, looking around, 

"I'll let you in on something. Excepting 
for Rachel, I'd be shoving off 'Wednesday 
morning." 

I almost lose my upper plate. 
"How come, kid ?" I says. 
"Mr. Pettengi ll 's starting back, and he's 

offered me a free lift." 
"What the devil's the matter with that 

bag of bones?" I says. "Don't he want to 
see you make nothing out of yourself?" 

"Aw," the kid says, "Mr. Pettengill's 
like me. Thinks this stuff's a lot of foolish
ne!s. A lso, somebody picked his pocket at 
a game in Nineteen-eleven." 

"It mu t of been ] esse Jam es done it." 
"I wonder," the kid says. "Do you think 

Rachel 'd go back with me?" He puts on 
his moon eyes again. "Mrs. Roger Slo
cum, " he sighs. 

Tbi is my signal to steal, and don't you 
worry, I waste no time getting hold of the 
bride prospect. "Look, angel," I tell Ra
chel, later. "\i\lhatever bum luck happens 
to you in your whole life, be sure it ain't 
you lose your smoke now," and I explain 
to her why. 

"What do you want me to do, coach," 
she says. "Go to work on Homer?" 

• 
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"Homer!" I yells. "That apricot ain't 

looked at a dame in forty years except 
maybe he's got ideas of selling her a door
knob. Just keep a tight line on the ki<l, 
that's all." 

"The poor dear," she sighs. "Roger's 
really awfully sweet, Bert. It's a shame to 
deceive him this way." 

"It's a worse shame if we lose the best 
young southpaw I seen in a lifetime of 
baseball. Listen to me, angelface. The 
sweetest thing about that kid hangs off his 
left shoulder," and then I stop to get my 
control back. "He's a nice kid, you're 
right," I says, "only he requires some in
spiration to keep him breathing, and 
you're it." 

"Of course, I couldn't imagine spending 
the rest of my life in Vermont," she says. 
"No good fast ball games. But Roger's as 
sweet as he can be. Handsome, too," and 
she looks dreamy for a minute. "And, oh 
brother, can he fling that old potato!" 

"Well, keep that in mind." 
"He won't go home, Bert. Count on me. 

Besides, he told you he isn't going." 
"I know, I know," I says. "But one 

thing I learned all these years is to spot it 
when something ought to give you a case 
of the bends. I spot something of the kind 
now, and it's Hardware Homer." 

The team's coming along, playing regu
lar exhibitions, and we got one scheduled 
for this Tuesday against the Boston 
American club. With the pitchers round
ing into shape, Barney decides he'll let 
Braslo see if he can go the full nine. But 
Monday afternoon we get a telegram say
ing because of the big storm downstate we 
better not count on the Sox keeping the 
date. So Barney tells the squad we'll play 
another Regulars versus the Yannigans. 

"Braslo starts for the team," Barney 
says, "against Slocum, and you both stay 
in till you get bumped out. If you can last 
nine, do it. Get a good night's sleep and 
make me happy out there tomorrow." 

"Well, kid," I says to Slocum, "here's 

your chance to prove to your girl you're 
more of a pitcher than Braslo." 

" She knows that already." 
"Maybe she does,'' I says. ' "But it 

might slip her memory if she sees the boys 
knock your brains out tomorrow." · 

"Nobody knocks my brains out," the 
kid says, "if I get feeling like not letting 
them." 

"One thing about pttchers," I says, 
"they should11ave plenty of confidence." 

I DON'T feel easy in the mind, and I 
try to tell myself this game's making 
me a old woman. That evening I'm 

sitting in the hotel room with pen in hand 
toiling over a letter to friend wife, whidi 
I think when she gets it she'll holler for 
them to commit me. My worries squatting 
there beside me, I'm producing a cockeyed 
brand of literature. Finally I decide to 
forget it, and right then the kid walks in. 
I don't like the look on him. 

"Sit down, kid," I says. "Been to the 
movie show with your girl?" 

"No,'' the kid says. " She told me she 
was helping her father entertain some peo
ple. Of course, that's only what she told 
me." 

"Well, you can't expect to see her all the 
- time." 

"Who wants to see her all the time? 
I don't care if I never see her." 

The kid looks sore, that's for certain, 
and I don't need only one guess at the 
trouble. 

"I'm going home Wednesday, Bert," he 
says, "to see some honest folks." 

"You been hearing bum chatter, kid?" 
And he tells me. It was good old Homer 

at the bottom of it, all right. Homer kept 
nosing the soil till he hit gold. Someplace 
around town, he listened in on a couple of 
the boys ribbing Braslo about losing his 
girl to the kid. Jack does a slow burn, and 
finally he tells them it's all a phony, the 
great Braslo just <lon't lose girls, she's 
only trying to keep the kid interested long 

' 
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enough so's he gets to like playing ball. 
Homer hightails it straight to the kid. 

"I had some suspicions for a while," the 
kid says, "but only for a little while. She 
fooled me good." 

"Now look, kid, I-" 
"Glad Mr. Pettengill's around. I don't 

have the money to pay my way home." 
"You can't-" 
"Tell Barney about me going, will you? 

And tell Miss Baseball if she wants the 
club to have a southpaw winner this year, 
her boy Braslo better start learning how 
to throw from the other side." 

And ' he walks out. Then he sticks his 
head back in. "Second thought, Bert. 
Don't tell Barney until after the game to
morrow. I want to keep that date with 
brother Braslo. " 

It takes me three days to locate Miss 
Rachel Mills. She's with her Dad and 
ome people in a eating and dance place 

at the edge of town, and I have her called 
out front . She feels terrible when she 
learns. 

"Will you plea e explain to me," I 
says, "how it happens Braslo got wise?" 

"I honestly couldn't help it, Bert, " she 
says. 

It appear Jack got all riled up ; then he 
threatens to shinny the flagpole, dive off, 
and make himself forever a part of center
field . Mis Rachel Mills decides the guy's 
too handsome to peri sh, besides she hates 
to ee her country lo e a good righthand 
pitcher , o she confe. se all it he swears 
to keep it a secret. 

"Too bad you ain't a little older, angel," 
I says. "Nobody that re pects himself like 
Braslo would jump off even the top of the 
dugout ." 

"But, Bert, what are we going to do?" 
"Do?" I ays. " We'll do what we did 

last year- blindfold our elf every time we 
got to start a southpaw. This kid's going 
to pend the summer fishing- provided he 
gets feeling that way." 

"Oh, Bert, " she says, "I don't want him 

to go back to V ermaaahnt," and she 
starts the well to working, so I blow. 

I must of slept twenty minutes that 
night. 

We get good weather the next day, in 
spite of it could blow a cyclone without me 
requiring no crying towel. The kid don't 
have much to say, but there's a mean ex
pression on him I'm glad no young 
children got to witness. Me it just fills fuJI 
of sorrow. Here's what we been waiting 
for-something to light a fire under the 
kid, and he gets it the day before be 
starts a career fishing. 

I see him and Miss Rachel Mills hold
ing a pow-wow near the stands, and after 
he commences his warmup, I accidently 
stroll near to her. She don't look so good 
with red eyes. 

"It's no use, Bert," she tells me. "I 
can't convince him. I told hin~ the truth. 
Everything. I told him I'm not pretending 
any more. I .. . I love him, Bert." 

Seeing I"m strictly a baseball man and 
the problem's now left that department, I 
got no helpful answer. 

"Well," I says, "you'll probably see a 
ball game anyway. " But I ain 't felt so 
rotten since that bouncer got through for 
three ba es in the Serie of '20. 

One thing I'm right about. She sees a 
baJl game. Bra Io's fas t one's hopping, sail
ing, and all but vanishing. Bixler, the kid 
econd baseman, beats out a roller in the 

third and Slocum himself meets one 
square fo r two bases in the fou rth. Other
wise the rookies might a well of tayed in 
the hotel tearing up the pool table. But 
go0d a J ack is, big Slocum's better. 
Slocum's perfect. and that ' just what I 
mean- zero-zero-zero every inning. Even 
the fouls ain't loud. The boys keep com
ing back, shaking their heads. 

T he game goes up to the seventh, noth
ing-nothing, the kid looking meaner all the 
time and Bra lo him elf- when you glance 
at him you don't figure he cooks his meat 

( Co>1tinucd on page 129) 



ACES AWAY!· 
By 

.WILLIAM R . 
.. COX 

The Beagle was all over the 
court, banging baclc shou. 

I I 
A fading champ with hate powering hia racket
a kid, with savvy and no heart-one last, blazing 
set where a dream of glory may die-or come I I true! 

SLIP COONEY hear-d it first in the 
locker room at Sea Bright. It was 
a whisper among the tennis elite, 

then it suddenly blew up to tornado size. 
"The Beagle is coming back," they &-aid. 
"The nerve of him. He won't be welcome 
here. Why, it was the biggest scan
dal. .. . " 

Slip Cooney was only twenty. He had 
never seen The Beagle play. He shrugged 
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and went out of practice with Harry 
Fortney. 

Slip was a tall, lean lad with good legs 
and a ready grin. He liked playing tennis; 
he liked being a champion in a small way, 
down u1 Florida. He had been junior 
champion of the East, was now ranked 
in the first fifteen in the country. He had 
been picked up by Harry Fortney and 
that veteran had taught him well. 

• 
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Fortney was rich. He was a thick
bodied man, but amazingly swift and 
graceful. He had almost been a champion, 
himself. The Beagle had reigned in his 
time, and there had only been one Beagle. 
Fortney was thirty-two now, but he could 
still give Slip Cooney a workout. 

It was a fine Clay at Sea Bright. Fortney 
came over, peeling off a sweater. He said, 
"On that backhand today, Slip. You've 
got to hit with authority. You're just 
keeping it in play. If I ever get you hitting 
that backhand as you should .... " He had 
a heavy face which could be hard. He 
shook his head and ended, "You could 
beat Joe March. " 

Joe March was the current champion. 
Slip almost laughed at the idea of beating 
Joe March. 

He said, in jest: Maybe. But how 
about The Beagle?" 

Harry Fortney paused in the act of 
putting the sweater down. He seemed to 
freeze, the dangling garment in his hand. 
He said, in a voice strange to Slip, "W·hat 
about The Beagle?" 

"He's comin' back," said Slip negligent
ly. "They say he is, anyway." 

"Why .. he almost went to jail," said 
Fortney thickly. "He was arrested. He 
got clear on a technicality. " 

Slip said, " What did he ever do, any-
way?" 

"It was.a stock deal," said F ortney ab-
sently. H e put down the sweater and 
picked up a racket. " The Beagle, eh ? 
He'll never come back. T oo proud. H e 
couldn't face. . . . " 

A voice said, "How are you, Harry ?" 
It was a cold, precise voice. The man 
who owned it was six-feet-three and lean 
as a crane. He stood twelve feet away, 
seemed only to whisper, but his voice was 
like a whiplash. He was thirty-five years 
old and he looked it. H is nose was large 
and thrusting from a lean face and his 
eyes were deep-set and burning. Slip had 
a curious feeling that he was somebody 

important, even before he recognized The 
Beagle. · 

Fortney turned. His motions were 
stiff. He said, "Grant, you shouldn't be 
here." 

Grant Barden, the greatest of all tennis 
champions, said drily, "Why, Harry, my 
friends will welcome me. My enemies do 
not count. Is this your protege, Harry?" 

"Slip Cooney . . . . Grant Barden," 
muttered Fortney. "Yes, Slip is a comer. 
Uh-we're going ·10 hlt some, right 
now .... " 

Slip found himself on the court, racket 
in hand. The tall, incredibly thin figure 
stood stock still, watching. The Beagle's 
nose seemed to quiver, as though sniffing 
out the real extent of Slip's tennis ability. 

Slip shrugged. He drove off forehand 
to Harry. Be warmed up nicely and 
Harry put a couple on his backhand ; Slip 
hit freely enough at them, getting the ball 
nice and deep: He forgot everyt:fing but 
tennis for a half hour, keeping his head 
down, concentrating on the ball. He was 
never careless, not even in practice. H e 
was developing power and he knew it. 
Maybe he was not ready for Joe March, 
but in a year or two he meant to be up 
there at Forest Hill- in the finals and 
confident of victory. 

When he looked up, T he Beagle wa 
gone. Harry F ortney was puffing and 
sweating. Slip said, " H ow'd it go, 
Harry?" 

"All right," said Harry shortly. " The 
Beagle couldn 't have entered. They didn't 
announce him. They wouldn't have him." 

"Hey," said Slip, " I forgot you played 
him so often. You know him well, don't 
you ?" 

Harry said, "Know him?" He laughed, 
but not with pleasure. "He's the sneakiest, 
dirtiest .. .. W ell, he's too old now." 

" Too old for what ?" 
"To play tennis the way he did," said 

Harry. "He's been away five years. In 
South America, I hear. Had a job down 
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there someone got h_im when the scandal 
broke. Of course, he could have been 
playing down there .... " 

Slip said, " I'll bet he was. He was the 
greatest, wasn't he? How could be stay 
away from the courts ?" 

Fortney said, " He can't play well 
enough. He shouldn't have come back." 

Slip said, " He kept you out of the 
'championship, didn 't he?" 

"Yes," said H arry shortly. "Go and 
dress before you catch cold." 

" I wanted to play some doubles with 
Joe and Danny and Emil," said Slip. "For 
ten bucks." -

" I've warned you about gambling," 
said Harry. " Now get dressed and re
member, the tournament opens this after
noon. You're in strict training." He 
turned and walked off. He had been very 
good about finances, which fact had kept 
Slip from being a tennis bum; he had 
coached wisely and well. He was, in some 
ways, a strange character, but Slip was a 
grateful protege. H e went to the club
house, pausing only to look at the entries. 

T here it was, inked in after other en
tries. " Grant Barden, Buenos Aires." He 
was in Slip's half of the draw, too. 

Slip shrugged, going to the showers. 
T he old guy was through. He was too 
old. But he had come back to prowl the 
scenes of his greatness. It would be 
pathetic. T here had been something ap
pealing about the lone, battered lean man. 
Slip wondered how The Beagle had got 
into trouble. 

That afternoon Slip beat his firs t round 
opponent to death with his blazing fore
hand, overhead and service. His back
hand was adequate against mediocre oppo
sition. When he came off the court, 
Harry Fortney was waiting. 

" You've got to meet him! I've com
plained, but it's no use. His application 
was in and the committee couldn't do any
thing about it. H e's a big shot down in 
Argentina." 

" You mean The Beagle? Slip was 
amused. "Did he beat his first round 
guy?" 

Harry Fortney said, " You don't know 
him. He's a deviL He'll have you crazy 
with his tactics and his game. He wins 
by breaking up the other player. He 
ruins opP<>nents he doesn't like. He'll try 
to ruin you, because you're my protege." 

" Don't get yourself in an uproar, 
Harry. " Slip stared at his coach. " How 
can he do all this ? Witchcraft?" 

"It's not what he does. It's the way he 
does it. You will have to stay with the 
ball and ignore him. Don't pay any atten
tion to anything he says or does. " Harry 
was so excited, he stuttered a little. "Re
member that. Don't be friendly with him. 
Don't speak to him." 

Slip said, "You mean that skinny old 
gee is going to eat me up? Harry, you're 
livin' in another day. Remember me? I'm 
a tough kid. Joe March beat me, but he 
never ate me up." 

Harry said, " You don't understand. 
The Beagle ~ . . . well, he's been beaten , 
of course. But almost never when he 
wanted to win bad enough. H e hates me, 
Slip. He always hated me. H e'll be after 
you." 

" W hy ?" asked Sli p. 
"Because .. . . well ," said Harry. H is 

heavy face was colorless. "Tomorrow 
you 'll learn what it is to play a devil." 

Slip was getting a little di sgusted. He 
said, "Look, Harry, you're upset. I'll see 
you later. A nd-I ain't scared, Harry. 
I won't let The Beagle hurt you or get at 
you through me. I swear!" He walked 
away to the dressing room . Harry Fortney 
was husky enough to whip four Beagles, 
he thought scornfully, so why should he 
be frightened? 

THE second set of the Barden-Cooney 
match was ludicrous. At five-love, 
The Beagle threw up a ball and hit a 

sliced service which twisted off the grass 
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. · and.seemed to bounce lazily high on Slip's 

backhand and when Slip -went for it, be 
struck it with the wood and knocked it 
into the stands. 

Slip shook his head and stared at the 
treacherous racket. Then he grinned. The 
tall, skinny veteran across the net changed 
courts to serve again. The ball went up. 
Slip. was set for a service to backhand. 

In that hort time of watching, yester
day, Tlfe Beagle had found the backhand 
weakness. The amazing thing to Slip was 
how the aged character could keep knock
ing them on that side. Again and again 
Slip had tried to force, to put The Beagle 
on the defensive so that he could not 
choose his spots. 

It was like attacking the backboard. 
The thin legs danced like Astaire dancing, 
the ball rapped back, with spin, with stuff, 
always with stuff, always to the backhand. 
Or else it went far to forehand, drawing 
Slip out of position so that he would be 
passed on backhand later. Like chess, it 
was, with The Beagle setting up rhe plays, 
t hen moving in for the kill. 

Slip just kept plugging. That was his 
way. The service came now. It was on 
forehand, flat and low. The Beagle had 
every shot in the book and he had them 
under control. Slip had never seen any
thing like it. 

He could balance a little himself, though. 
He took the forehand first service and 
swung. The strings sang and he knew the 
shot was good. He raced eagerly to the 
net. 

The Beagle had been over, waiting for 
the raking cross-court forehand return. He 
cut under it. He applied the smooch. 

Slip turned and raced desperately back 
under the lob. It was not a high lob, just 
a searching shot for the backline. Slip 
saw it hit the line and flung himseli after 
it. He muffed it. 

A linesman called, "Out I" 
Slip drew up short. He saw The 

Beagle across the net. The tall man was 

coming in, but at the call he stopped. He 
put both hands on his hips. He fixed his 
gaze upon the offending linesman. 

The Beagle said in his distinct, carrying 
voice: "I beg your pardon?" 

The linesman colored. He said firmly, 
" Out!" 

"Fifteen-all," droned the umpire. 
" Play, please. " 

The Beagle did not alter his pos1bon. 
Slip could feel the burning intensity of his 
eyes, bent upon the linesman. There was 
a hush in the arena. 

Then the lean man turned. His every 
move was histrionic. He walked, with vast 
dignity, to the ba eline. He weighed two 
balls, glanced at Slip. . His shoulders 
hunched. 

Slip never saw the next three services. 
They were blinding. They were perfectly 
placed for aces. They were examples of 
the cannonball which was storied, which 
The Beagle seldom used. 

They ran out the match : 6-0, 6-0-for 
Grant Barden. The veteran had simply 
run the protege of Harry Fortney off the 
court in the historic Sea Bright Bowl, 
where Slip had been primed to start show
ing his stuff. 

Slip came to the net. He said, "Beagle, 
you're great! Great !" 

The handclasp of the other was per
functory, cold. Barden said, "No one 
refers to me by rhat name to my face." 

Slip said, "Aw, the hell with that .... I 
ain't scared, just beaten!" He laughed 
freely. 

The tall old champion turned his high 
shoulders. He stalked from the court. 
Slip picked up his sweater. Harry Fort
ney was pallid with rage and something 
akin to panic. 

Harry said, "That devil! He's after 
something. He's back to do ~ome harm. 
He started on you, but that's not all he'll 
try to do . .. . " 

Slip said, "Nope. He'll try to beat Joe 
and win the title. But wait'JI he gets in a 
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long match. I'd like to go five sets with 
him. He simply can't last. No man can, 
at top speed-not at his age." 

Harry said, "He's uncanny. The game, 
the same strokes. . .. " 

Slip said, "He's terrific. But old .... " 
It was funny , the way Harry babbled, the 
real fear in the heavy-set man who had 
always been so calm and superior, who 
had taught Slip to be cool and unruffied 
under any circumstances. Slip could tell, 
even then, that Harry would be little help 
to him through the gruelling campaign of 
this important summer in his life. 

It became a thing that the tennis crowd 
sensed and then watched with avid in
terest. The lone, tall figure of The Beagle 
moved through the campaign on grass in 
the big Eastern meets like an avenging 
angel. By the whim of Fate it seemed that 
he always moved at the expense of Slip 
Cooney. 

Yet Slip Cooney was doing extremely 
well. He was gaining the quarters and 
semi-finals whenever he did not meet The 
Beagle in an earlier round. He was beat
ing Lamarr and Tennie! and Adams and 
the others when he got the chance. He 
was putting on a little weight that year 
and growing stronger. He never got to 
meet Joe March, but he showed his form 
in whipping the other ranking players of 
the country. 

Had it not been for the return of The 
Beagle, he would have been the sensation 
of the year. 

Asking no favors, granting none, The 
Beagle was fi nalist in every one of the five 
big meetings. March beat him three t imes. 
. . . Then The Beagle got all of his game 
together and won in New England, and 
the stage was set for Forest Hi ll s. The 
sports pages were full of it. Tbe thirty
five year old machine-like hasbeen was 
the story of the year. 

And, as is the custom in the sports 
world, no mention was ever made in the 
public prints of the reason for Grant Bar-

den's desertion of American tennis half 
a decade earlier. Even when it was dis--
covered that he was a citizen of Argentina, 
that he had taken out his papers there, 
the press refrained from pointing out that 
he had been involved in a stock scandal 
which nearly resulted in sentencing him 
to jail. 

Slip Cooney came to Forest Hills 
tanned, fresh and eager for combat. He 
looked at the draw and grinned. He was 
in the same half with The Beagle again, 
with Joe March in the orher portion of the 
field . It was as if some guardian saw to it 
that Barden got his chance at Harry Fort
ney's boy. They would meet in the semi
final s, if ea.ch got through, Slip knew. 

He went on inside the big, famed club
house. In the small room where the pro 
had his shop he saw the elongated, crow
like figure of his nemesis. He leaned an 
elbow on the showcase and said, "I'm a 
lucky kid." 

Several men turned their heads. The 
initiated covered any emotions they might 
have felt. 

The Beagle said coldly, " Indeed, 
Cooney?" 

" I get another lesson," explained Slip 
gaily. " Did you see me beat Adams with 
the chop-drive on a high bounce you use 
from baseline? You taught me that, 
Beagle." 

" I seem to have taught you everything 
but good manners," said Barden. "Those 
you will never learn. " 

Slip said carelessly, "Oh, you still 
haven't got me scared. I know you're a 
big, bad wolf, but honest, Beagle, what 
can you do to me?" He faced the big man 
squarely, weight balanced, moving away 
from the glass case. "You can beat me 
at tennis, sure. Now, you can. But I'm 
twenty and you're thirty-five . I 've got 
time, Beagle, and I'm not impressed, see? 
And-you better be rested and on your 
game t.<his time, too. You'll never last five 
sets with me." 

.. 
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The tall man seemed to grow to eight 

feet in height. His mouth tightened, his 
eyes blazed that peculiar fire which was 
always latent beneath their slightly opaque 
surface. 

Then a thin smile adorned his bleak 
face. He glanced at the tennis elite who 
were holding their collective breaths in 
the small room. H e said : " Gentlemen, 
there speaks youth-personified. Brash, 
confident youth- unmanrierly.,_jgnorant, 
but muscular. Some day this crude boy 
may be a champion. H e has no nerves. 
He has som~ skill, very little, but he has 
muscles." The famed - high shoulders 
shrugged. "Bah! I should never cross 
rackets with them !" He walked, almost 
mincing, but with dignity, from the room. 

The pro said heavily, "You shouldn't 
have said it, Cooney. He'll skunk you. 
H e'll humiliate you, in the Stadiwn." 

Slip turned away. His smile was as 
easy as ever. "He said I was all muscles. 
You heard him. We' ll see about that." 

Harry Fortney was waiting for him. 
The heavy-set man was drinking a high
ball. He had been imbibing freely since 
Sea Bright, although Slip had never 
known him to drink much before then. 
Fort ney said, "They're framing us. It's 
impossible for you always to be in the 
same half of the draw wirh him." 

Slip said, "That's plain silly." 
Harry had not hit a ball with him for 

weeks. For long periods of time, Slip 
had not even seen his former constant 
tournament companion. Harry had said 
his business in New York called him 
away, but business had never before both
ered the wealthy dilettante. 

Fertney said, ''I'm going to lodge a 
formal complaint. . .. " 

"Not in my name, " said Slip quickly. 
"I won't hold still for that." 

Fortney put down his glass. He said 
thickly, "I tell you, he is attacking me 
through you. He )mows I coached you, 
planned for you to upset the field this 

year. And you would have done it . ... " 
Slip said patiently, " Look, he beats me. 

On the tennis court." 
" H e taunts you. He uses dirty tac

tics . .. . " 
" H e's always within t'he rules," Slip 

said. "He's smart. That's his way. It 
ain't mine ... . but it don't bother me." 

"Are you taking his part ?" demanded 
Fortney. His face grew red. "That's 
gratitude. I should have known it! That's 
what I get! I picked you up and made a 
tennis player of you and now you're 
stringing along with him! " 

"You must be nuts. Or maybe just 
drunk," said Slip bluntly. " L ook, Harry. 
You don't own me, you know. I owe you 
a little dough, and the idea was that I'd 
pay you back after I got into the chips. 
That still goes. I' ll turn pro when I get 
an offer and with my game, I'll make 
money. You'll get paid. As for the rest, 
I'm grateful to you and I'm going to try 
and knock The Beagle's block off. But 
don't run on me, Harry, not now, with 
the Nationals starting tomorrow." 

Fortney said, "Why, you young ingrate, 
I'll. . . . " 

:J3ut Slip had walked away. He was 
shaking a little, for he had never quarreled 
with Harry Fortney before. He was very 
young, but he sensed what was happen
ing. He could feel Harry's fear of The 
Beagle. He could not understand it, but 
he could feel it. 

He could not understand how one man 
could o frighten another. He had listened, 
lately, to stories of the old rivalry, how 
The Beagle had always beaten Harry in 
the payoff matches of another day , ten 
years back. Going around with the tennis 
crowd, he had learned some things about 
the hatred of the two. how they had always 
clashed, on court and off. There were 
tales of a woman, of gambling, of many 
things over which two men can fight to the 
death. None of it was definite, but there 
were stories which Slip did not believe. 

~· 

• 
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Still, he could not understand Harry's 
fear. He kept wondering what The Beagle 
could do to frighten Harry. It was like 
he had said in the pro's room .... What 
could The Beagle do to him? 

He had other worries. There are no 
soft touches in the Nationals. He had 
good players to meet and defeat before he 
even got to The Beagle. He gave all his 
attention to that problem. Harry Fortney, 
who had been so close to him, was a 
shadowy background figure that week, 
lapping up his whiskey, frightened at an 
old ghost. 

W HEN the stadium was finally 
jammed to the brim and the 
flags of the nations stood fast 

on their staffs and the green grass, white
lined, lay crisp across the center court 
ready for the match, Slip Cooney felt 
an odd emptiness in his flat middle. 
It was like waking from a dream and find
ing reality. He had stayed within the 
boundaries of his tennis; he had outfought 
Adams and the others ; he had come down 
to the match against 'fhe Beagle and now 
the chips were really down. 

For The ~eagle had superbly outmaneu
vered, out-stroked and out-manned each 
of his opponents. Never extended, he had 
gone three sets each with them, and had 
prevailed. It would be Joe March tomor
row, for the national title, against Grant 
Barden, age. thirty-five--0r Slip Cooney, 
age twenty. It seemed impossible, but it 
was true. 

In the dressing ro~m, Harry Fortney, 
trembling, helpeQ. Slip change. He was a 
wreck of the heavy, confident man before 
Sea Bright. He said, his voice thick and 
strain,,ed, "You've got to beat him. He is 
malevolent. . Today he threatened me. If 
you beat him, you'll break him. He could 
not bear to be beaten." 

"How can he threaten you?" Slip per
sisted. "What can he do to you?" 

"He's a fiend," said Fortney. His eyes 
were bloodshot. "The man has returned 
to get me." 

"Makin' a bogey rrian out of a tired old 
tennis player is somethin' I don't get," 
said Slip. "But I'll be after him Har.ry. 
I'm sorry it's got you so. I 'm sorry we had 
those words and everything." 

"You've got to beat him," the man 
begged. "You've got to!" 

Slip shrugged and picked up his rackets. 
He went out through the marquee and 
many called, wishing him luck. The Beagle 
was never popular-he never sought popu
lar acclaim. 

The ~eagle wore his customary white 
flannels. He was like a figure from another 
day, so tall, so stooped, slightly bald now, 
his leathery face tight and relaxed at the 
one time. He nodded to Slip and went 
immediately to the umpire's stand. There 
was no friendliness in him; he was a ma
chine, Slip thought. 

They chose courts and began to rally. 
No balls came to Slip's backhand. He 
banged back the forehands, shifted over 
and hit a backhand behind his back. It 
was a clowning gesture, meant as a rebuke 
for The Beagle because he had not given 
Slip's port side some practice. Barden 
slammed it down the line in a terrific re
sponse which left no doubt that the battle 
was joined. Slip proceeded to pat every 
other shot back, little, amateurish shots 
which gave The Beagle nothing at which 
to shoot. 

The umpire scowled. Officialdom was 
heavily represented, as always, and The 
Beagle was no favorite. Still, tney feared 
him, his acid tongue, his biting intelligence, 
Slip thought. It was strange, the way they 
all feared him. Even Joe March, even the 
president of the USL TA himself, had this 
deep respect for The Beagle. 

Well, Slip had respect for him, in his 
own way. The Beagle had first service 
and this was an advantage for the veteran, 
putting him on top. The stands quieted as 
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new balls came in. The umpire's voice 
soupded strained, saying in a low tone, 
"Ready? . . . Play ! " 

The Beagle almost anticipated the 
words. He threw up the first ball and hit 
it, very hard, before Slip had a chance to 
get set. Slip barely returned it off back
hand and the old champion contemptuous
ly put it away and sauntered over to the 
odd court. 

He paused there, bent and deliberately 
adjusted a shoestring. Slip bent.his knees, 
flexing young muscles. The Beagle 
served his American twist on first ball for 
a switch. Slip patiently played it deep. 
They rallied , and then The Beagle got Slip 
deep and applied the drop shot. Slip 
came in fast, slipped, and netted the ball. 

The Beagle did not even glance at Slip 
as he ran the game out at love and they 
changed courts. Slip took the balls and 
plodded to the baseline. 

He served, feeling the power and canni
ness of his opponent on every stroke. He 
lost that game, too. He could not break 
The Beagle's serve, and was behind at 
three-love. 

T he stands were deathly quiet. Slip 
weighed the balls. He grinned. He th rew 
one up. H e was warm now, and the young 
muscles were strong. H e let go with a 
full California swing. The swift service 
bit lime. T he Beagle lunged and made a 
short return. Slip was already at the 
net . H is punch volley was decisive for 
the point. 

He stood there a second, grinning at the 
old champion. T hen he went back and 
turned loose his speed again. He won that 
game. 

It became four-one, then four-two. The 
rallies grew longer. Slip, getting to feel of 
the good grass on the main court, was hit
ting out for the corners. The Beagle got 
t11ere, usually ahead of the ball with his 
great anticipation, but there was little he 
could do with those strong, deep shots 
ocept return them. In the end, Slip 

usually committed the error. But the 
raJJies took time. 

The Beagle won the set, 6-3. They 
change~ courts and Slip paused briefly to 
wipe sweat from his hands and face. The 
Beagle was not even perspiring. Slip 
shook his head and went to position and 
now it was his first service. 

He won it, with his power and speed 
and dash. He lost the next game. He was 
really in there now, thinking of nothing 
but the next: shot, never the last one. The 
Beagle had don.e nothing but play tennis 
since the opening of the match, and Slip 
had played along with him. 

The Beagle won the second set, 6-3. 
There was a sigh which swelled to the 

skies. The crowd was awed at the spec
tacle of the tall , unpopular, dour veteran 
marching through the youth of America 
at one of the world's most difficult and ex
hausting games. The assortment of shots, 
superbly executed, which kept the boy 
off balance and unable to attack streamed 
off T he Beagle's racket without effort . 
The man was not even breathing hard. He 
won his service in the opening game of the 
third set, and all seemed over. 

But Slip Cooney clung to the edge of 
life. At four-three he suddenly began to 
slam the ball with the abandon of a Don 
Budge or E llsworth Vines. He came to 
four-four with the seemingly ageless and 
unbeatable veteran. 

Then it was fi ve-four . . . ·. and then, 
running and hitting and attacking the net, 
killing lobs like swatting flies, Slip Cooney 
had accomplished what no other had been 
able; he had won a "set from Grant Bar
den: 6-4. 

They went into the clubhouse to change 
and rest. There was a moment when the 
tall man passed close to Slip. T11e burning 
eyes looked down from the tremendous 
height of the veteran. He seen1e<l about 
to speak; then the thin lips closed over the 
gash of a mouth and Grant Barden went 
ahead. -· 
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Harry Fortney shrank back to let him 
pass. Barden did not speak. Fortney said 
to Slip, " You can't do it. You can't spot 
him two sets. No man who ever lived can 
do it. You had to win the first two." 

Slip said, " That third set felt good." 
" He'll go after your backhand, next 

set," muttered Fortney. 
Slip said, " All he can do is beat me. It 

ain't blood, you know." 
"The power. He's got the power," 

said Fortney. At that moment he seemed 
either drunk or deranged. "The devil 
always wins." 

Slip said, "He lost one time. They ran 
him out of the country." 

Fortney said, " He came back .... the 
devil came back. . . . " 

THERE were others who had advice, 
important people, even Joe March . 
Fortney seemed to disappear into 

thin air. Slip did not see his mentor as 
he went back on the courts. 

The Beagle "Seemed fresh, unperturbed. 
It was the thirtieth game, Slip's service. 

Then he turned on his power. He had 
The Beagle stretching for that first serv
ice, he saw thankfully. H e poured it on, 
won game after a long deuce rally. 

The Beagle was going all-out, Slip knew 
at once. This was the set . The acing 
cannonball and the American twist were 
mixed with a slyness no one had ever 
approached. Slip could not break through. 

They went to four-all that way, hammer 
and tongs, neither giving an inch on serv
ice, neither able to break t he other player's 
fine attack. 

As he took the balls to serve the thirty
eighth game, he felt the pressure for the 
first time. He had to hang on now. He 
saw the bent fonn of the great man across 
from him, the furrowed brows, the atti
tude of confident power and skilfulness and 
a little shiver went up and down his spine. 

But he smiled. He smiled and hit his 
service. The Beagle hit it back, with top-

spin, to backhand. Slip leaned into the 
· ball. He did not undercut it, as had been 

his fashion. He beat right through it, 
reaching out and going around the ball. 

The Beagle had started in. He had to 
retreat, to push back his forehand as the 
unexpected line shot caught him out of 
position. He attempted a brilliant cross
court forcing Shot. 

Slip went over. He nailed the b~ll 
\on the rise with everything he had. He 
felt the solid impact and for the moment 
thought he had missed. Then he saw The 
Beagle reach a long arm under to lob. He . 
poised. The ball dropped and Slip waited, 
then cocked it off his left shoulder for a 
perfect placement on the sideline. 

Slip served. The Beagle was all over 
the court, banging back shots. Slip put on 
the speed and power. He held service to 
make it five-four. 

But now it was The Beagle's turn. He 
handled the balls as though they were 
eggs. He threw one up and sent in the 
flat hard one to the backhand. 

Again Slip spun on it. He applied top
spin. sending it deep. He danced on the 
baseline, awaiting return. He took it on 
backhand and forced , deep down the line. 
It was an amazing, gambling shot. It 
went in and The Beagle had to run and 
lob again. 

Slip's ball struck deep and again the 
miraculous Beagle was there, lobbing, try
ing to stave it off. 

Slip came one step fa rther in toward the 
net. He slammed again. He put it rig'ht 
where he wanted it, in the backhand cor
ner, but the thin man in the pleated, long 
flannel t rousers was there, imperturbably 
t rying his chop-drive off a shot which was 
impossible to drive. 

T he ball cleared the net. I t was aimed 
for the short sideline. It was the most 
brilliantly executed shot of the day, played 
by the best shot-maker of all time. 

Slip, already inside the court, threw 
himself over the grass. He reached a 

• 
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country mile. The Beagle was storming 
in, anticipating a short return. 

Slip knocked the ball, almost gently, 
down the angle. The Beagle tried to 
change his ~urse. Smooth rubber soles 
slipped on the grass. The Beagle fell 
down, sprawling, his long length like a 
clothesline across the lawn. 

They laughed. In the stands, because of 
tension, the laugh was brittle, barking. 
The laughter grew and it went around 
the seats. Maybe there was a note of 
hysteria in it, but it was cruel and unjust. 

Slip, at the net, said sharply, " Damn 
):hem l Domin them l Are you all right, 
Beagle? \Vant a rest, pal?" 

The lean man arose slowly, with grace 
in every movement. He stared at Slip. 
His mouth cracked and he said, "That was 
a good shot, Cooney. Play!" 

Slip went back. He glared at the um
pire, at the stands. His obvious distaste 
drew a blanket over the laughter. He 
stalled a moment, regaining his temper. 
It was the first time anything had dis
turbed his concentration. He felt loose, 
and it was not good. 

He could lose the match right here, he 
told himself. If he lost that keen edge of 
concentration which is so important to the 
game of any tennis player, he could be 
wiped out in a few strokes by that implac
able, indomitable old man across the net . 

Slip received. The service, to backhand, 
was spinning, deep. Slip knocked it back. 
H e played for time, fought for control. 

H e found it in a moment. Then he 
suddenly realized that during his flur ry of 
nervousness, The Beagle had done nothing 
but return the ball. He had returned it 
well , but he had attempted none of his 
tactics which could rattle an adversary, 
none of the tri cky spins, the mannerisms 
and feints which were part of his stock in 
trade. T entatively, Slip hammered one 
to forehand corner, shot fo r the net. 

The Beagle attempted a pas ing shot. 
It was an extremely good t ry, just clear-

ing the cord. Slip stretched, went to one 
knee. He put his racket on ' the ball and 
cut it. The pellet slipped up over the net, 
crawled along the cord. The Beagle came 
in like a whirlwind. 

The ball fell into play. The Beagle put 
it back. Slip, lunging from his knees, gM 
in the way and tapped it. The Beagle 
took it on volley, but the action was too 
fast for anything but reflexes and he could 
only pat back. 

Slip jumped the other way and 
slammed. The ball hit the strings, off
center, but on good enough. It sprang 
back. The Beagle, running, hit it on 
volley again. 

The stands were delirious. The two 
men were riot twelve feet apart, yet the 
ball remained in play. Slip lobbed. 

The Beagle ran back under it. Slip, 
teetering at the net, found his heart up in 
his throat. The Beagle ran and ran. 

The ball hit. It had top-spin and it 
bounced high. The Beagle struck at it. 
The fuzzy white streak flew down the 
line. 

Slip never knew how he got there. 
But he knew enough to apply the stop
volley, dropping it in forecourt. The 
Beagle had to race all the way back to 
the net. He got there and tapped. Slip 
was over and aimed for the ideline with 
everything he had off backhand: 

It was very close, but the linesmen 
said nothing. E very eye wa on 'The 
Beagle. Close decision were his meat, hi 
chance for acting up a storm. 

The Beagle did not even look at the 
ball. H e stared at Slip. T hen he said, 
" T hat was an intelligent shot, Cooney." 

"Thank you," said Slip. He had won 
the fourth set, 4-6. H e walked back to the 
baseline. He took the balls and served. 

I t wa k ind of funny, after that. T he 
Beagle just did not get there. but never 
gave up. He tr ied for every shot. He fell 
again, twice. No one laughed, now. 

And then, like magic, it was ended. Slip 
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had won the deciding set, and he had won 
it six games to love! 

Harry Fortney was not in the dressing 
room. Slip sent boys after him, but Harry 
was not even in the club. 

People kept coming up and congratula
ting him. He showered and dressed and 
waited around and pretty soon everyone 
seemed to be gone. But there was still no 
sign of Harry. He picked up his bag, left 
the clubhouse in the twilight. 

A man stepped from the shadows. "I 
was afraid you would be worried." 

"Beagle!" said Slip. 
"It is unfortunate about Harry," said 

the tall man. "Perhaps I have done wrong. 
I shall not harm him. I want only to 
frighten him, to make him realize how 
it feels to be wrongly accused." 

"I don't get it," said Slip. 
The tall man said, "Five years ago 

Harry Fortney arranged a stock deal 
through a third party. It looked like a 
good thing. I went in and something went 
wrong. The SEC objected ... and I left 
America. I lost my country, Cooney." 

Slip said, "Now wait. Harry did that 
to you? Just over tennis?" 

Grant Borden shook his head. "There 
was a girl, Cooney. He never got her. 
Neither did I ... not then. She is waiting 
for me now. I promised her I would only 
frighten Harry. I arranged for his firm 
to dabble in some things it should not 
touch. Then I put the screws to him." 

"That's why he was so scared. Some
thing about Argentina. I see!" said Slip. 

"Maybe tennis symbolized it for him," 
said The Beagle. "I arranged for him to 
be notified of his troubles during the 
match. You see, I had a hunch about the 
match. I remembered Sea Bright, young 
Cooney, when nothing I d.id haunted you. 
And I remembered that you were not 
afraid." The greatest tennis player of 
his time sighed. "I was never afraid. Not 
when I was young. But today, when you 
took an I had and came back . . . I just 

wasn't there. It was foolish of me to 
think. ... Ah, well. You can't have every
thing. Tomorrow the pressure will be 
off Harry. I hope he knows what he did 
to me, and how it feels to be faced with 
jail and disgrace." 

Slip said, "Beagle, I never was scared 
of you-but I never hated you, either. 
You had a right, I reckon. You wouldn't 
lie about it." 

"You are a smart young man," said 
Grant Barden. "If you care to tum pro 
after you beat March tomorrow, I have 
something which might interest you. 
South America is a hotbed of tennis en
thusiasts. I intend opening some clubs 
down there, to make money. I need 
someone like you." 

Slip Cooney said, "Now that's right 
decent of you, Beagle. But ... well, you 
see, Harry started 'me. I owe him money." 

"Ah," said Borden. "I see." 
"And even if he was wrong ... he's in 

trouble. And you scared him plenty." 
"I am glad," said Barden simply. 
"Well, okay. You had a right," repeated 

Slip. "But ... he was my pal. I got to 
look him up, see?" 

"Yes," said Barden. His. voice shook 
a little. "Yes, indeed. You are a very 
remarkable young man. You will be a 
great champion." The long arm bent in a 
sort of salute . . Grant Barden bowed and 
turned away in the twilight. 

"So long, Beagle," Slip called after 
him. "Maybe I'll see you in Buenos Aires 
when I tum pro and tour. So long." 

Again the long arm went up. But The 
Beagle did not turn back. He made his 
lonely way toward the girl who had faith
fully waited for him. 

Slip Cooney picked up his bag. He had 
to find Harry. 

Because Harry was not like The Beagle 
- nor Slip Cooney. You could scare 
Harry. All you could do to The Beagle 
or Slip Cooney was beat them- and theu 
they would be back for more some day. 



STEEL IN 
DE ABT 

DIS 
By JIMMY 
JAMIESON 

Blade met deadly blade as a grim-faced king of the sabers and 
a crazy, unknown 6Wor<Uman engage in a battle where the only 

winner could be-Death! 

He made a ba1f lunge, saber Bicking from left 
to ri&ht in a ti&ht plane. • , • 

A S FAR as his friendly nature 
would permit, Dan Tracy hated 
J. \Varfield Calder. He hated 

Calder's supercilious manner, his super
ority over all the fellows in the salle, and 
especially his habit of humiliating a man 
by exploiting his weakness. 

lli' 
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It was true, as Dan admitted to him
seli, that Calder had reason to be snob
bish about his prestige, if not his 
character. He had recently won the 
national saber title, was ranked num
ber one in that weapon and a sure selec
tion for the forthcoming Olympics. 

It is also true that, of all sports, fenc
ing holds closest to the traditions of 
nobility. Its followers and devotees are 
supposed to uphold all gentlemanly at
tributes of honesty, fair play and a gen
erous regard of an adversary. To these 
should be added a modest demeanor, as 
became the knight of old ; but J. War
field Calder exhibited none of the 
humility of the novitiate in the night-long 
vigil before his armor, preceding his 
advent to knighthood. And Dan Tracy 
observed this trait before it became a 
personal matter between the two and he 
learned to hate Calder's guts. 

Dan, as a new member, entered the 
salle, carrying his togs and a felt bag 
holding a pair of his favorite weapons. 
It was early and the maitre d'armes laid 
aside his book of 'poetry, adjusted his 
plastron and invited him to the strip with 
a smile of his own. A wise man, that 
maitre-gold medalist at J oinville, a mas
ter of his craft and a shrewd judge of 
men and their varying temperaments. 
For it should be understood, as it was in 
days of old, that in addition to skill at 
arms, a fencer's temperament and 
character contribute mightily to the suc
cessful wielding of weapons. 

When Dan was ready, the niaitre, foi l 
in hand, watched him draw the shining 
blades from the bag. 

"Ah, M'sieu Tracy, so you prefer the 
.sabre. First, we will have a little ex
ercise with the fleuret and I will see what 
you do with it." 

Dan was glad for the chance to loosen 
his muscles and learn what he had re
tained of coordination and reflexes. 

"Engagea." 

Dan felt the steady, light pressure of 
the master's blade against his own. It 
was a touch of authority that thrilled 
him. There was no uncertainty, no flut
tering, no jittering of steel against steel. 

" Degagez et allongez. Un, deux. 
Doitblez et degagez." 

And so it went, with the tempo build
ing up and varied by parries and ripostes, 
the soft scuff of shoe on the rubber strip, 
the tap of. the ma.itre' s foot, the slither 
of steel on steel. Dan was- aware that two 
men had entered the hall but he kept 
steadily on with the work and the min
utes sped. Finally the maitre paused and 
removed his plastron. 

"We will have a little assault, no?" 
This, right off the bat, was more than 

Dan expected. In his small, remote 
college, his instruction had not been of 
the best, but once well grounded, he had 
developed theor ies of attack and defense 
of his own and worked them up faith
fully, as best lie could. A nd to some the 
sword comes naturally. It wasn't m 
Dan's character to overestimate his 
ability ; yet thi s recognition that he was 
no ty ro pleased him greatly. 

He took his position; the blades 
engaged. Then Dan was aware that 
someone stood beside him ; he felt the 
pressure of an elbow. It was as if some
one said : "Get the hell off here. I am 
here now." And a voice spoke brittlely. 

"Garnier, I want a little work on parry 
and riposte." 

Dan didn't move. He gazed steadi ly at 
M. Garnier, and the maitre gazed st!:!adily 
back at him . He was frowning slightly 
behind his ma k, he who had had deal
ings with gentlemen on the Place San 
Michel and the Sword Club in London. 

"Just a little moment, M'sieu Calder.,. 
And to Dan: "Pour la belle, s'il vou.r 
plait, M'sieu Tracy." For the one touch 
-the triumph. 

Disappointment flooded Dan, and 
mounting resentment. He settled him-

• 
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self loosely, but he was remembering that 
brushing elbow and was in no mood to 
make the attack. He'd parry, or attempt 
to, and get it over quickly. 

With slight flick of fingers and wrists, 
the master disengaged ; Dan followed, 
with a counter in quarte. Again; then 

• faster, faster until the master's blade was 
free, ahead of Dan's, and he lunged. But 
Dan was waiting for that instant. He 
crossed to si.xte with a counter in si.xte 
and the blade dide harmlessly by. 

"Bravo!" M. Garnier applauded, 
even as he parried Dan's riposte and his 
point rested on Dan's chest. 

They saluted each other with deu.x 
appelles, the two taps with toe of shoe, 
removed their masks and briefly shook 
hands. The 1naitre turned his back to the 
strip, and Calder, and walked with Dan 
toward the racks. 

"There are some little things, M'sieu 
Tracy; your grip too strong. We shall 
work upon them, no?" 

" Thanks, Monsieur Garnier. I'd ap
preciate it." 

Turning, Dan faced a well-built, florid 
faced man, a little older than himself, 
who smiled at him and extended his 
hand. 

"New here, aren't you? I'm Ted Mar
shall." 

Dan gave his own name, liking the 
strong grip the young fellow gave him. 

From the strip at one side of them 
came the tic-tac, tic-tac of blade meeting 
blade in swift stroke and parry. Mar
shall nodded in that direction. 

"Don't sell us short, Tracy." Ted 
Marshall made no effort to lower his 
tone. "He's the one and only, you might 
say-clever but crude." 

The tic-tac ceased abruptly. 
"You speaking about me?" Calder 

demanded. 
"None other, Jimmy, old top," Ted 

said cheerily. "Making your apologies." 
There was a moment's silence. Then 

the click of blades was resumed, mount
ing in almost frenzied tempo, like the 
distant, faint pounding of the light bag 
under the hands of a pro fighter-it was 
that fast. And Dan m<;!de note of Calder's 
quick temper, knowing that it was logical 
that they would meet on the strip 
eventually. 

"Vo.That's your weapon?" Ted asked. 
"Saber. Yours?" 
Ted Marshall laughed oddly, with 

another gesture of his head toward the 
strip. 

" To keep peace in the family I gave 
up the saber for the epee. Fact is, 
though, I've got so I prefer it now-point 
for edge, you know." 

He turned a little aside and lowered 
his voice. 

"Don't let Calder bother you. He is 
cock of the walk just now and knows 
it. Not a bad sort, perhaps, away from 
the salle, if his streak of wins doesn't 
stick in his head. If you're out for saber 
you'll go up against him-that is, if you're 
that good, and from what I saw of your 
work with the ma-itre, I guess you are. 
I'd suggest. in practice with him here, 
you don't show too good." 

Dan smiled. 
"I'm not in his class. As a matter of 

fact, I've never had a chance to go 
again t really good men." 

"I sort of like the way you said that, 
Tracy," Ted said slowly. "All right. 
Gel busy and work like hell, with my 
bless ing. Well, the king has abdicated 
and the rnaitre is ready for me, unle s 
you want to complete your turn ?" 

"Thanks. I think I've had all I'm 
entitled to." 

Dan got a towel from the dre sing 
room and set it up as a target against 
one wall of the salle, then placed another 
foil butt against it, rnuch in the position 
that an adver3ary would hold it. Work
ing slowly, he practiced lunging, making 
his disengagements as fine as possible. 



120 FIFTEEN SPORTS STORIES 

While thus engaged, he observed that 
Calder had also discarded saber for foil 
and paired with one of the newcomers. 

From Dan's , position, Calder was in 
his range of vision, and without ap
pearing to do so, he watched the cham
pion's style. Calder, he saw at once, 
was a rusher. He had good legs and he 
would suddenly spring forward, beating 
his opponent's blade and following with a 
cut or straight point. It was a vigorous 
style, and Dan understood readily how 
it could be applied to the saber. It was 
also a dangerous practice, and, as he 
was thinking this, it happened. 

Calder sprang ahead ; his opponent 
failed to retreat. Calder's point caught 
the sleeve of the jacket near the wrist, 
the blade snapped and the broken point 
pierced the other lad's shoulder. 

I MMEDIATELY all other activity 
was suspended. Dan, Ted Marshall 
and the maitre gathered around the 

wounded man, one measuring the broken 
foil with a sound one to discover if any 
portion was missing. A physician was 
among the members present, and took 
the fellow to the dressing room, to swab 
out the wound with iodine and bandage 
it. Calder did not follow them. He 
tossed his broken blade to a corner 
without a word, and in the general 
silence it made a resounding clatter. 

Dan dismantled his practice target, 
took up one of his sabers and was testing 
his grip when Calder came up to him. 

"Know anything about the saber?" 
Dan turned deliberately, controlling 

the resentment he felt for the fellow's 
cold-blooded attitude. 

"A little," he said quietly. 
"All right. Come out and give me a 

little practice." 
Without answering, Dan adjusted his 

elbow guard, caught up bis heavier mask 
and stepped to the strip. 

Right off, Dan was glad for his con-

servative, remark to Ted Marshall. 
Calder's speed on attack was bewilder
ing. What he might be on defense, Dan 
couldn't say in those first few moments. 

Men had drifted ba~k from the dress
ing room, paused to watch. Calder 
showed his awareness of them, but Dan 
had too much to occupy him to w.aste 
thought on onlookers. Calder pressed 
constantly, seeking to gain the timing on 
Dan, feinting left face, right face, faster 
and faster, . after he had caught the 
rhythm, so that when the defense should 
lag, the touch would follow inevitably. 

To defeat it, Dan took a ~ick back
ward step and as Calder, exasperated, 
pushed close again, Dan disengaged with 
straight arm and the point stri;ck 
Calder's chest. 

Someone clapped his hands. Calder 
struck the blade aside savagely. 

" Stop running away," he called 
angrily. "I want some practice. I don't 
want to chase rainbows." 

Dan smiled inside his mask. H e also 
wanted practice. So be stood his ground, 
trying to match the speed of his hand 
with that of Calder ; but he wasn't yet 
geared to it and touch followed touch 
with a rapidity that apparently restored 
Calder's equanimity. After several min
utes, he paused and then, with a gesture 
and manner as if approving a servant, 
struck Dan lightly on the thigh with the 
flat of his blade. 

It was insulting and Dan's response 
was automatic. His wrist whirled over 
and a good length of his blade slapped 
sharply on Calder's chest. 

"Damn you," Calder shouted. "So 
you want it, huh ?" 

He went to work on Dan in savage 
earnestness. Before, his strokes had been 
reasonably light ; now he put the full 
strength of his arm and wrist into them. 
And if you don't think the light saber 
can hurt, just let somebody take a full
ann swing at you. Moreover, Da.11, not 

, 
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expecting a bout, had only a light sweat 
shirt beneath his jacket. 

With every blow, Dan knew that welts 
were rising, whether or not they had 
drawn blood. He took several of them 
that either beat through his guard or 
eluded it, and then the fencer's greatest 
asset, his fighting spirit, was aroused. 
Deliberately, he let Calder's swinging 
stroke strike home, but he took that 
instant for a mighty swing of his own 
at the torso's most tender spot, the belly 
just below the ribs. 

Calder ripped out an involuntary oath 
of pain. He rose to his toes, smashed 
down with an overhand swing and, al
though Dan's blade met it, Calder turned 
his blade flatwise, so that the end 
snapped over and came down in full 
force on Dan's shoulder. 

Abruptly a third blade was thrust be
tween the two. A voice said sternly: 
" Enough, Calder. That was disgraceful 
and I am ashamed of you." 

Dan stepped back. As he removed 
his mask, his eyes were afire but he was 
smiling. A tall man, whom Dan had not 
observed before, stood between them. 

"He asked for it, Gordon," Calder 
snapped. 

"It is plain," the man said quietly, 
"that you wouldn't understand his 
language and mine. We both resent a 
bully and a cad." 

He turned his back to Calder and ex
tended his hand to Dan. 

"I'm John Gordon and I happen to be 
president of the salle. You haven't had 
a very good introduction to our club." 

Dan was still smiling. 
"No damage done," he said lightly. 

"It was good practice for me and I 
learned a lot." 

Gordon eyed him shrewdly. 
"I wouldn't be surprised," he said, 

"if, in all good time, we should have a 
new champion in the club, and one who 
would do it honor." 

He bowed a little, smiled and ~med 
away. 

Preferring not to exhibit his stripes 
and welts in the dressing room, Dan 
went over to the racks and took a long 1 

time to look to his saber after the savage 
encounter. He was a little ashamed of his 
own part in the fray but he was more con-

. cerned that the wide swinging strokes 
tended to disrupt his careful attempts to 
adjust his technique to the light weapon. 
With the older, heavier saber, the swing
ing stroke, the French styled moidinet, 
was in order, following the tradition of 
the Nordic races whose heavy armor could 
be defeated only by the heaviest blows, 
with the mace, the battle axe and the short, 
straight heavy sword. And he and Calder 
both, in their desire to sting and hurt, had 
been using these wide, and free swinging 
blows. 

Dan, of course, knew that the proper 
stroke with the light saber is a slashing, 
drawing one, on the principle that a razor 
cuts when drawn. Although he was aware 
that this was largely disregarded here, he 
surmised it would be held in better repute 
abroad and, hopeless as it might be, he 
was going all-out for a place on the Olym
pic .team. 

Dan was thinking of all this, the danger 
of exposing his arm and opening his guard 
on those wide moulinets, as the members 
finished and left, Calder among the first. 
Ted Marshall, on his way out, brought 
over a couple of pleasant appearing fellows 
whom he introduced. 

"I'm tied up tonight," Ted said, "but 
how about dinner the next time in, Dan. 
Right? We can have a bull session." 

"Suits me fine, Ted." 
They all three called a cheery good

night. Then Maitre Garnier came to him, 
smiling a little. 

" Enough for this evening, M'sieu Tracy. 
Let the hot shower run over you and I 
shall bring you a salve. A little moment, 
please. I have watched. You have the 
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strong legs, a quick hand and, possi.ble
ment, the best of all, esprit de combat. I 
will tell you-if you want to get on?" 
He made it a question. 

"I most certainly do--now," Dan 
added drily, "probably more than ever 
before." 

"Bien. I will then tell you. Since the 
tournaments, the members come but twice 
the week. From the end of this month 
and during the summer, not at all. I am 
not otherwise occupied. I shall come, if 
it pleases you, each day, and we shall work 
at it, yes ? " 

"Why do you do this for me?" Dan 
asked. 

M. Garnier regarded him shrewdly, and 
there was the suspicion of a twinkle in his 
usually sober eyes. 

"A good pupil brings renown to the 
Maitre ; and it is possible I like the way 
you fight, M'sieu Tracy." 

And so it went- the long, hard gruel
ling work in the quiet salle with no inter
ruption. In the rest periods, there 
was the talk, stories of famous swordsmen, 
the renowned French duellist of recent 
years, a stout gauche whose left forearm 
was pitted from wrist to elbow but with, 
as M. Garnier expressed it, w poitrine du 
vierge-a chest that no epee had ever 
touched. Then the corrections, the ex
planations, and the niaitre' s patience was 
without limit. 

"Hold the weapon as you would a live 
, bird, M'sieu Tracy. Do not crush it; don't 

let it escape. . . So, your muscles are 
loose. . . . Taut muscles are slow. . . . " 

Day after day, week following week, 
until it came to the time of the tryouts for 
the Olympic teams. Current national 
champions in the three weapons, foil, duel
ling sword and saber, were automatically 
members, alternates were determined by 
competition. John Gordon, president of 
the salle and a veteran fencer, although no 
longer in competition, was captain of the 
Olympic fencing squad and director of the 

eliminating bouts in the final rounds. 
Dan Tracy won his early matches but 

none of them by a wide margin. For one 
thing, M. <!arnjer had taught him the 
value of restraint and relaxation, so while 
his victories could not be disputed, they 
were not spectacular. There was also 
another, a personal reason for this. 

Calder tried t6 have himself appointed 
as director of the preliminary bouts but 
the committee forbade it. Foiled in that, 
he openly showed his antagonism to Dan 
and his wish to contribute to Dan's elimin
ation. When Dan was fencing, Calder 
posted himself at one side of the strip 
beyond the judges and facing Dan so that 
Dan was bound to see him past his op
ponent's shoulder. When the competitors 
changed ends. Calder also moved to take 
a similar position. 

Whenever Dan made his touches, Cal
der turned and looked questioningly at 
the judges, then shrugged in disapproval 
when they· were allowed. When Dan was 
touched, Calder clapped his hands silently 
and smiled in satisfaction. 

It wasn't possible for Dan to be ob
livious to these efforts to disconcert him 
and it aroused in him a deep anger. But 
it was different from the explosive burst of 
rage when he took what Calder gave and 
returned it to him. Now his anger took 
the form of a fi rm resolution to square 
accounts with the champion-if he could. 

D AN controlled his feelings, smiling 
to himself as he purposefully al
lowed his opponents to reach him, 

but always within the margin of safety. 
And that assurance worked magically with 
his fom1. M. Garnier, watching from a 
little di tance, ~mi led too in perfect under
standing. Dan had trained faithfully and 
well and the maitre had already gauged 
the quality of his protege. 

After several such matches, with Dan 
advancing steadily, Calder left the com
petition salle in disgust. With his de-
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parture, Dan took the voluntary wraps off 
his sword play, winning the concluding 
thr~e matches without a touch scored 
against him. Dan received the conserva
tive congratulations of John Gordon, while 
Ted Marshall, who'd won a place with 
the duelling sword. and other members of 
their salle made no effort to conceal their 
elation. However, Calder endeavored to 
put Dan's victory in another light. 

They were gathered in the salle, ch(:Ck
ing and packing equipment for the mor
row's boat, when Calder threw in his 
barb. 

"Too bad you gave up the saber, Ted," 
he drawled. 

"Why? You getting ready to ab
dicate?" 

"Not until I win the Internationals. 
But these eliminations were siJly. Nothing 
to them; so easy that a mere beginner 
wins, if you call it winning anything." 

Ted Marshall laughed, long and 
heartily. 

"You slipped then, Jimmy, me lad, " he 
said, with a wink at Dan who had not 
interrupted his packing to listen. 

"What do you mean?" Calder de
manded belligerently. 

"Why," Ted drawled, " that was exactly 
the same crowd you beat for the title. 
So I suppose that wasn't winning any
thing, huh ?" 

Calder's face got red. 
" Damn," he said. "I wonder if I've lost 

my extra glove," and he hustled into the 
dressing room. In a few moments he 
reappeared, empty-handed and scowling. 
He went up to John Gordon. 

"Look, J ohn," he said, " the trip is 
going to be pretty expensive and I don't 
see why we should add to it unneces
sarily." 

Gordon, who had listened to the ex
change between Ted Marshall and the 
temperamental Calder although he had 
not joined in the general laugh at the 
champion's expense, eyed him shrewdly. 

"A very commendable thought, Calder. 
Are you thinking of staying at home?" 

"Hell, no. I simply don't see why we 
should take excess baggage. I can handle 
all the team and individual matches, and 
if we should need an alternate, Marshall 
can step in. You know he's good with the 
saber and I can work him up to top form." 

Dan Tracy straightened from his pack
ing. He had contributed nothing what
ever to the squabble, except the passive 
position he had attained, and the fact that 
Calder ignored Ted, who had needled him, 
and chose Dan for the victim of his attack, 
aroused his smouldering anger. Dan had 
a saber glove in his hand and without a 
word he took a step in Calder's direction. 
His intention was plain to those looking 
on. 

Both young men were slightly under 
six feet. Dan's shoulders were broader 
and his appearance of slenderness was due 
to hard trained muscles than to the char
acteristic leanness that was Calder's. The 
difference was more marked, however, in 
another way. Calder's expression was 
contemptuous, sneering and thoroughly 
self-assured; Dan was cairn in outward 
appearance except for the hard deter
mination in his eyes, and this did not 
escape the attention of the president of 
the salle. Gordon intervened. 

"Calder," he said coldly, " as you know, 
I am captain of the fencing squad with 
full authority to select the American con
testants from the team. In victory or de
feat, good sportsman hip plays an im
portant part in the e Olympic games. It 
might be well for you to bear that in 
mind . . .. " 

T hen they were on the boat, a gay ship
load of American athletes bound to pit 
their brawn, mu cle and skill against those 
of all other nations. And there was pride 
of cow1try in every member of the group 
that had nothing to do with conceit, a 
team spirit that was not spoken of but 
was p lain to sec in their faces. 

'· I 

--
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Dan Tracy almost felt a part of it. If 
he wer·e a principal, or even like one of 
the big teams of sprinters and distance 
men-that is, sur.e to compete, he would 
have felt himself more entitled to share 
the enthusiasm as a representative of his 
country against the world's best. As a 
subordinate, relegated to being a mere 
onlooker, he could not give way to the 
exuberance he felt, and this, together with 
his natural reserve, gave Calder another 
chance to nag him. 

Dan, without his fencing clothes or 
equipment, was idly watching the squad 
at practice when Calder singled him out. 

"What are you growsing about, Dan?" 
Calder said in his loud tone. "You're 
getting a free ride and a free show. What 
more do you expect? Come on, now. I 
want some practice." 

"No, thanks," Dan responded quietly. 
"What's the matter with you? I won't 

hurt you." 
"Do you know, Calder, I am quite sure 

of that," and Dan turned to walk away. 
"Hell of a teammate you are," Calder 

growled behind him. 
What Calder didn't know was that M. 

Garnier had told Dan to lay off contact 
work on the ship. 

"The light off the sea is bad," the 
maitre said. "You will not improve and 
you will do careless things. It is better 
you should trengthen your legs and arms. 
Walk or run twelve, twenty times around 
the deck each day. Stand and make fifty 
moulinets each way. with the wrist. Then 
your arm, it will not tire." 

The squad had its own table. There 
were Ted Marshall and his principal, Bob 
Sloane, from another metropolitan salle; 
Jim Hovey, foils champion, formerly in
tercollegiate champion from Yale, and his 
alternate, Bill Gorsky, of Annapolis. 
Quiet spoken men they were, and Dan 
liked them all. John Gordon sat at the 
head while J. Warfield Calder usurped 
the other end. And Calder found the gath-

ering an excellent opportunity for ex
pressing his views. 

"No use kidding ourselves," he said to 
the table at large. " If we get beyond the 
first round in any of our team matches, I'll 
be surprised. Take the Italian team, or 
the French. We can't touch either one 
with foils or epee, although I'm hoping 
they won't be so strong in saber. But one 
win out of three won't help us." 

"You're getting us down , Calder," Jim 
Hovey. drawled. "Keep on and you'll 
make me cry." 

"Might as well look at it squarely," 
Calder retorted. "Now if only one of you 
could come through with the Belgians or, 
say, the Germans, we could make some
thing of a show." 

"So you are winning all of yours, 
Calder," Bob Sloane put in. "That's just 
fine. Builds up my morale." 

"Probably not," Calder said. " If you 
fellows both fail in the other weapons, it 
might be wise for me to save myself for 
the individuals. Now a I see it, there 
are two men I have to beat in that. Van 
Gulin, of H olland, who won in the last 
Olympics and who, they say, is going as 
trong as ever, and de Peyser, of Bel

gium." 
"Dan," Ted Mar ha! spoke in his 

drawling tone. "Do you taste anything 
sour in this soup?" The other men 
roared at that and then engaged in a 
lively conversation on any subject except 
fencing . ... 

T H EN they were on land, in the 
big stadium, and the parade of the 
athletes of the world was starting. 

It wa brave marching to the stirring band 
music and the cheers. And again Dan 
Tracy wished he were a runner, a jumper, 
anything where he would have a chance 
to give whatever he had to the cause of 
his team. 

The fencers lo t their fir t two matches, 
and, contrary to Calder's prediction, it 
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was Sloane who contributed the single 
point in the first, and Hovey in the second. 
They won the third, and it was Sloane 
and Hove'y who brought in the victory. 
And that meant three straight defeats for 
Calder. On the fol1owing morning, John 
Gordon made his announcement. 

" We will have to try a new setup," he 
said. "Hovey will stay with the foils, 
Sloan with epee, Tracy with saber." 

Calder pounded on the table. 
"No," he shouted. " I won't stand for 

it. I knew there was no chance in the 
team matches, as I told you. That's why I 
eased up and saved myself. " 

" I didn't observe either Hovey or 
Sloane saving their energy, " Gordon said 
coldly, "and they will be in the individuals 
later. Tracy with the saber." 

"You can't do it. The rules say that 
national champions are the principals. 
I'll appeal to the director of the A. A. U." 

"I've already sent him my selection. 
There's no use in arguing, Calder. Either 
you are definitely outclassed or, by your 
admission, you have let your teammates 
down. At least I can count on Tracy not 
doing the latter.'' 

"But it's so damned silly, Gordon. I 
can beat him left-handed. Let's not be 
ridiculous." 

John Gordon was slow to anger, but 
now red was beginning to flush his cheeks. 
As for Dan Tracy, beyond his first sur
prised glance at Gordon, he had continued 
with his breakfast, unperturbed by 
Calder's last outburst. He looked up to 
find the captain of the squad regarding 
him quizzically. Dan nodded, as if that 
would convey his message. 

"You are definitely placed on the team, 
Tracy," Gordon said, "but I wonder it 
you would mind showing Calder the 
wisdom of my choice. The matches will 
not be resumed until tomorrow." 

"Not by a damned sight. I won't do 
it," Calder exploded. "If he is on the 
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team anyway, there 's no point in my show
ing him up. " 

Dan looked at the raging Calder stead
ily, then turned to John Gordon. 

"If you will allow it, Mr. Gordon, let's 
make it for the place on the team and sole 
representation in the individuals. If ·he 
is so much better than I ," Dan threw his 
challenge, " it wouldn't be fair to the other 
fellbws for me to handicap them. " 

"I had an idea you would want it that 
way, Dan, and I agree all the way. Do 
you understand the staRes, Calder? Place 
on the team and solo in saber in the in
dividual championships," Gordon said. 

" That's pretty strong, isn't it ?" Calder 
asked, with a marked change of tone. " I 
wouldn't have bothered to come over 
except for the individuals." 

" You have been asking for it a long, 
long while, Calder, " Ted Marshall said 
coldly. " I don't believe I would crawl 
now if I were you. " 

" W ho the hell is trying to crawl ?" 
Calder blustered. "All right ; we'll settle 
this in no time at all ." 

And so, several hours later, they faced 
each other on the strip. John Gordon 
acted as director of the bout, Mar hall 
and Bill Gorsky, the judges. M. Garnier, 
trainer of the squad, stood quietly by him
self at one side. 

" En garde !" Gordon called; the two 
blades touched his sword, and as it 
was withdrawn, Dan observed th~t 
Calder's saber clicked a little against his 
own, telegraphing Calder's ten ion, his 
hjgh-strung nerves--and his intention. 

Once the niaitre had told Dan: " The 
duel is no longer in America and rarely 
now abroad. But if you were to engage 
in one and your opponent were an un
skilled man intent on rushing in to destroy 
you- a matter the most clever swordsman 
fears-retreat swiftly to evade his wi ld 
swing and before you begin your play." 

Dan remembered this now. Not that 

J 



STEEL IN ms HEART 

Calder was any tyro, but his impetuous
ness was obvious. 

So, on the instant tneir blades were free, 
Dan stepped back quickly; Calder sprang 
ahead and slashed. His stroke fell short 
and Dan, leaning forward on the riposte, 
cut down on Calder's mask. 

"Touch for Tracy," Gordon announced. 
This was the first time their blades had 

crossed since their hectic battle in the 
salle, but meanwhile D0J1 had studied 
Calder's style on every opportunity and 
decided that Calder was much better on 
attack than defense. Therefore, on the 
next engagement, Dan anticipated Cal
der's move and went to the attack. 

Dan's legs were strong and he could 
lunge at their full stretch; hence his en
gagements were never close. A t ap on 
his foot checked Calder an instant, warn
ing of attack; then Dan lunged toward 
Calder's left face, leaning a little to that 
side, but in the last extension his wrist 
flicked under and his blade caught Calder 
wide open, with his saber held high to his 
left, set for a slashing riposte. 

"Touch for Tracy." The director's cool 
voice drowned Calder's muttered oath. 

On the third engagement, Calder 
wouldn't be denied. As their blades 
touched, he made a half lunge, saber flick
ing from left to right in a tight plane. 
Dan retreated and when Calder pressed 
swiftly, Dan timed Calder's feints, disen
gaged and lunged like light with a thrust
ing cut against Calder's neck, the weapon 
making only slight sound. Right on top 
of it, Calder's saber struck Dan's shoulder. 

" Touch for T racy." ' 
Calder stepped back and removed his 

mask. His face was twisted with rage. 
" T hat was my point! '' he shouted. "I 

don't intend to be cheated out of it." 
" Tracy's touch was first," Gordon said 

quietly, and the two judges nodded. 
"That wasn't a touch . He just laid it 

against my neck." 
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John Gordon turned to the niaitre. 
"Your opinion, Monsieur Garnier?" 
"It is regarded here as the best touch, 

for, with the sharp blade, it would cause 
the greatest hurt. It will be so judged in 
the matches." 

"Continue," Gordon directed coolly, 
but from then on the bout was all Dan's. 
He had control of himself and promptly 
took command of his adversary. Bis speed 
matched that of Calder and his footwork 
at times made Calder appear almost awl<
ward. M. Garnier had trained him long 
in that, telling him that it was one of' the 
chief assets of the foreign competitors. 

On the last, victorious touch, Calder 
turned aside, di sdaining the customary 
salute an friendly handshake. He re
moved his mask, with his back to the 
others, gathered up his equipment and 
Stfllked from the salle without a word. 

Dan watched him go with a slight 
frown. He didn't glory in his triumph. 
In a way he felt a little sr;rry for the 
temperamental Calder. Then the others 
gathered around him, shaking his hand, 
congratulating him and welcoming him to 
the team. And Dan was proud, wishing 
only that it had been so in the beginning. 

At any rate, now he was one with the 
great team of high-spirited, husky young 
Americans, come to match their kill with 
the best and to display the American 
brand of fair play and sportsman hip. 
They would do their best ; that was as
sured, for they played it that way. But 
they wouldn't be gloating winners or 
i;otten losers. 

A knot gathered in his stoma h as Dan 
thought of the task ahead and hoped at 
least he would do honor to his fellow 
teammates anrl his country. Then he told 
himself that he had two legs and a hand 
with the best of them, and of one thing 
he was certain ; he would give the be t 
that was in him, and he had a feeling it 
would be enough. . . . 



THE RELUCTANT SOUTHPAW 

(Co11ti1111ed from page 105) 
before he eats it. Then, that frame, after 
young Lewis touches him for a single, 
Jack crops up with his old trouble, the 
!rouble where he don't find the plate with 
a road map. He throws four straight 
scatter-shots to Bixler, one an easy three 
feet over the head, and four more of the 
same to Jonesie. Foge goes out to the 
mound for a roundtable on the Europe 
situation, comes back to the dugout and 
Braslo squares away from the next hitter 
and of course it's big Slocum. I take a 
gander across to where Miss Rachel Mills 
is sitting. The way she watches puts ten 
years on me. Don't yoi£ worry, amgel, I'm 
thinking. Your hero's going to bust the 
first pitch scremning all the way oi-tt to a 
certain flagpole. 

He don't, though. He never gets the 
chance. That first pitch sings down and 
cracks him square over his left ear and it's 
all over. 

I ain't so clear on what came next. I 
remember everybody running out to where 
the kid's laying there, and Braslo with the 
tears in his eyes yelling about Jfow the 
ball got away from him, and Miss Rachel 
Mills turning white, and then some of us 
are at the hospital waiting for news from 
the doc-waiting a long time. Finally it 
comes. 

The doc's a young one. "I understand 
this man's from Vermont,'' he says, "and 
that's where he must be from because his 
head's made of solid marble. W e can't 
say for sure yet, of course, but there's no 
fracture, and I think he'll be sound as 
ever with a few days rest." 

Miss Rachel Mills is happy. 
I and the doll take a peek in, and the 

kid's on his back, gazing at the ceiling. 
' Vhen he comes aware of us, he says, 
" ' Vho won?" 

Miss Rachel Mills grows stern. "Never 
mind who won," she says. "Why, that's 
the most dangerous- Why, it's- You 
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might have been killed." And she plants a 
beautiful smack on him, loud. It's a very 
beautiful scene. 

The kid gets red as a fire wagon and he 
stares some more at the ceiling and after 
a while he says to her, "You're going to 
be crazy about winters in Vermont. It's 
wonderful up there then." Which inspires 
him to put in still some more ceiling 
watching. 

"Feeling all right, kid ?" I asks him," 
quick-like. · 

"Sure, Bert," he says. "Lucky that ball 
hit me the one place it couldn't hurt. Say, 
how'd I look out on the old mound to
day ?" 

" You looked great, kid. Best lefthand 
pitcher I seen in my life." 

"Funny, I never felt exactly that way 
before. I wanted to mur<!.er every guy 
that stepped in. " 

" You almost did. They might as well of 
been swatting at mosquitoes, for all the 
good it did." 

" That's what they looked like," the kid 
says, laughing. "I sure was feeling I was 
the king of the hill today." 

"Beat fishing, kid?" 
"Beat it good. " 
Miss Rachel Mills says, "If you thinl< 

you're going to play any more baseball, 
mister-" 

"That's enough," the kid says. "A 
man's got to start putting his foot down 
early or el e his wife'll run him. You 
better get used to the idea of being married 
to a southpaw pitcher. I gues you can, 
all right, when he's only the be t in the 
game." 

"Why, darling," Miss Rachel Mills 
says, "you're propo ingl" 

"Oh, I expect we'll be marrying . ome 
time," the kid says, and grins. "Providnl 
I get feel ing that way." 

And the gaze he lobs at Mi . Rachel 
Mills leaves very little lloubt. Jlt: "::; feeling 
that way. 

( .. 
!' 
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