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Only real men '

can wear it

N shoulder insignia in the U. S. Army  through the air, usually by swift motor
is more proudly worn than the red-white- transport.
and-blue Octofoil of the Ninth Infantry 1 you are 17 to 34 and can measure up
Division. Along with it goes the'Belglfm to the high standards of a Combat Soldier,
Fourragere. You can wear both—if you're 11 get your training with the Ninth or
man enough to measure up to thestandards e of three other famous divisions. If you
of a great fighting tradition. are a veteran of the Armed Forces you
The Ninth Infantry Division spear- may be able to enlist directly in the Ninth.
headed the invasion of North Africa. It Get the facts at your U. S. Army and
helped stop Rommel and drove the enemy  U. S. Air Force Recruiting Station.
z_  into the sea at Bizerte. The Ninth was in
} Sicily. It won the first smashing victory of U.S. ARMY AND U.S. AIR FORCE
the Normandy invasion. It was the first RECRUITING SERVICE
U. S. infantry division to cross the Rhine.

Yes, the Ninth was a great outfit then CAREERS WITH A FUTURE

and it is now. Today’s Combat Soldier is d
hard physically and alert mentally, He is U. s- Ar my an

skilled in the use of many weapons and =
has his choice of training in a wide variety U . S . Air Force

of technical skills, He moves fast—often

T T
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OOKING into the 1948 crystal ball,
L it would appear that with the ex-

ception of the invulnerable Connie
Mack, the most secure leader in either
league is Southworth of the Braves.

A highly capable skipper and seemingly
at the height of his powers, though well
past fifty, Billy the Kid has done a won-
derful job since coming to Boston two
years ago.

In St, Louis, he had driven the Card-
inals to three successive pennants and two
world championships.

However, on going to Boston where
the Braves admittedly provided no such
glittering talent, Southworth 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 first div-
ision contender.

The upshot of it all is that Southworth,
during the past winter, signed a five-year
contract at a_salary calling for $50,000 a
year.

As for the others, there is a lot of du-
bious head shaking and to most observers
it would not be at all surprising to see an-
other wholesale shakeup, come next Oc-
tobef. Evén those with long established
reputations may not, for one reason or an-
other, suryive another campaign,

6

In Boston, Hub fans are expectantly
looking toward Joe McCarthy’s putting
the Red 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 set 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 with 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 hecome mighty wearing,
especially if things do not go so well on
the field.

McCarthy didn’t Iike his year and a
half in exile after he quit the Yankees and
is now mighty pleased to be back in
harness once more. But it is also well
known that McCarthy never was one to
take kindly to defeat, even in his most
vigorous years. Should the Red Sox not
come through this campaign as expected,
it would not be at all surprising to see
Marse Joe call it quits on a brilliant career
of his own accord,




&=\ A.SOLID HIT WITH MEN EVERYWHERE

A DODGER ORGANIZATION CONTRACT _
To THE W|NNER < Here’s what  the outstandmg

recruit will receive: ... A ten day road trip with the Dodgers®."
lnaDodgerumform ~swith’all expenses paid’..An invitationy
to be the Dodgers’ guest at the 1948 World Series... A PLAYER.
CONTRACT WITH THE DODGER ORGANIZATION!z

OFFIGIAL ENTRY BLANKS ... tu. sty susus of Acgosy contains

your Official Entry Blank! Just fill it out, gwmg complete details of your haseball record.)
lf the information on your blank passes the joint Argosy-Dodger board of judges, youri
'name will be given directly to the Dodger scouting system . , and you'll hear from them,

101 AWARDS _s.cuat5; 1o1-amaccs witr e gtvent 20

‘o)  other recruits will be invited to attend a special Dodger training
S¥5%)  school, with all expenses paid. The next 80 winners will be given,

J sets of baseball gloves and spikes, just like the pros use, by
A. G. Spalding & Bros,, the nationally known sporting goods)
manufacturer,

BOARD OF JUDGES s, pceosy.podger boacd of judess .

of William O’Dwyer, Mayor of New York City; John Kieran, veteran sports writer
star of “Information Please’’; William J. Klem, Supervisor of Umpires, National League;
Red Basber, Sports Director, of Columbia Broadcasting System; Branch Rickey, Prul
dent of Brookiyn National League Baseball Club; Rogera Terrill, Managing Edi

Argosy Magazine; and George Sisler, Hall of Fame, Cooperstown, .. ¥§

AND THESE OTHER FEATURES ...
ERLE STANLEY GARDNER... x actog reposs or the wtost s

sational Murder Trial of Our Times; A Timely Sportsman’s Almanac article on fishing;
The “Great Armored Car Robbery’’; and ‘Las Vegas, Bargain Basement Monte Carlo."

"GET THE'MAY ARGOSY TODAY 1§

25t AT ALL NEWSSTANDS




MR. SHORTSTOP

“Your payin’ back days are over,
Gibby. We’re runnin’ you right
out of baseball! Keep the hell
outa our base path—or look
around for a new pair of legs!”
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IBBY PRYOR, new Gray short-
G stop, moved in onto the short grass
of the infield, running with that
peculiar skip and hop, slapping his glove,
face twisted as he worked on the Hawk
hatter at the plate.
With none down and a Hawk runner
on third base, the Grays were playing to

Red braced himself in
front of home te,
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
voice, 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
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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 stepped
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
shrieked 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 for 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 same sneering grin
on his face. His voice sounded harsher
than it had been ten years 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 locked
like a sure hit with the infield up so close.
Snaring it with one hand, he whirled and
pegged to the plate, a hard, accurate
throw which caught the Hawk runner by
several feet.

The runner came in very hard, upset-
ting Tate Winston, Gray catcher even

though he was called out by the umpire..
Ball tight in his hand, Winston tried to

roll free so that he could get the ball
down to second. ILonnie Mason had
reached first on the throw to the plate,
and he was going down now after the
crashup at home plate.

Gibby skipped back to second to take
the possible throw from Winston. But
there was no throw, Mason having made
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. As he trotted to his posi-
tion, he jeered, “Sorehead.”

Charlie Hilton looked over at Gibby.
There was a faint smile on his 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. His first
year as manager, his club 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
'em.” :
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
Hawk 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 Charlie Hil-
ton had signed him up after the commis-
sioner’s two-month suspension had ended,
and the Owls asked waivers on him. He'd
heen 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 horses despite the commission-
er's 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
other club in the league wanted any part
of him, but Charlie Hilton, the guy every-
one thought most unlikely to succeed in
the task of reclaiming Gibby Pryor, had
signed him on.

IBBY didn't like that slow smile
G on Charlie Hilton’s face. He'd

seen Hilton look at him that way
hefore during the three days he'd heen
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, lum-
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 around 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 presery-
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 heen a
classy fielder so long that he was taken
for granted. When he made one misplay,
however, they jumped on him with a will,
spectators and players. He'd goaded the
opposing players for so long that even his
teammates were glad to see him bobble
one once in a while.

Gibby said, “Thanks, Charlie.” He sat
down in the dougout. Duke Phelan, the
third sacker, was getting up to hit, with
Jim Bonnet in the circle. He didn’t know
this club as yet; he didn't quite get them,
He’'d been around long enough to receg-
nize class when he saw it, and accasion-
ally the Grays revealed flashes of bril-

I .
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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
for many years while he’d played against
the Grays. He’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 watched 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 three 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 to 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! ?

N HOUR later, coming out of the
A dressing room alone, Gibby found
Lonnie Mason and Leland waiting

for him. Mason was the spokesman.
“We tossed a coin,” the Hawk 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? Why the hell
don’t you both jump me?”

“You, want to talk 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, “T'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 after that
you can call up your whole cheap club,
T’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
infielder had had some boxing experience
gsomewhere,

Mason caught him with a short right
to 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 on
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 again
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 his
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 g while, you learn to read the
signs.” He pushed away from the rail-
ing, and he said, “Let's get back to the
dressing room and wash out those cuts.”

Gibby smiled grimly. “How much am
1 soaked for this?” he asked.

Hilton smiled. “You mean fined?” he
asked.

Gibby Pryor nodded.

“Nothing,” Hilton said. “You had
your fun. What the hell more 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. They're pretty sure they made a mis-
take last winter signing me up for this
joh.” :

Gibby didn't say anything to that. They
entered the empty dressing room, and
Hilton 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 yards 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 said, “That’s a
damned fool question, 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 closed his eyes briefly, and he
saw the kid again—the small, frail, wide-
eved orphan kid being pushed around
by bigger, tougher kids, crying himself to
sleep night after night, always afraid—
then, growing older in the orphanage, de-
liberately putting on*a veneer of tough-
ness to cover himgelf, going out of his
way to antagonize other boys because 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,

Breaking into the big time, after a year
in the bushes, he’d carried this trait with

him. He was the holler guy, the big
mouth who rode every player on the
opposing club. He’d heen doing it so long
that he'd almost forgotten why, but it was
there—deep down, a slimy, yellow 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 nuts, 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?” Hilton asked.

Gibby laughed bitterly. He roomed
alone with the Grays because there wasn’t
anybody who particularly wanted to room
with him, and they’d been all paired up
before he came to the club. The few days
he'd been with the Grays, he'd been by
himself. 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 was
getting bored to death, and he was ready
for anything.

“How about having supper with us to-
night ?” Charlie Hilton asked. “My wife
will bawl the hell out of me for not teli-
ing her I was bringing home company,
but I guess I can take it, and she really
won't mind.”

Gibby blinked. He'd never been invited
to a manager's home before. Most 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.

Hilton got up when Gibby hesitated.
“1'll give her a ring anyway,"” he said sud-
denly. “It’ll give her a chance to set an-
other plate and she won't feel so bad.”
He walked across the dressing room and
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stepped into one of the phone booths.
When he came out Gibby said to him,
“T didn’t say I was going, Hilton.”
The Gray manager grinned. “Too late
now, kid. She's expecting you.”

HE Hiltons had a nice place, not

I 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, summer 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
later. 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
somewhat 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 heard him play, also. Anybody with-
in smelling distance of the park had heard
and identified that raucous voice.

“I hope you enjoyed the games, Miss
Kramer,” he said.

Charlie Hilton was grinning at him
from across the room. The Gray man-
ager said, “Linda is quite a baseball fan,
Gibby. She can trip you up on some of
the batting averages.”

Linda smiled. 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 him. He
hadn’t particularly bothered about women
during his baseball career.

They had a good time. Hilton had two
kids, both under six. They were crazy
about him. Gibby watched the second

baseman roll on the floor with them. He
was seeing another side of Charlie Hil-
ton, a side few people knew existed. The
Gray manager was not quiet and taciturn
here. He was not the phlegmatic ball
player sportswriters termed him. He was
warm, alive.

At eleven o'clock Charlie Hilton drove
him back to the hotel. When 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 shortstop,” Hilton said
promptly.

“Why else?”” Gibby persisted.

The Gray manager was smoking a cigar.
He took it out of his mouth and locked 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 yeu
didn't go around with a chip on your
shoulder, you'd have been the most pop-
ular guy in the league.”

“You figured you could straighten me
out,” Gibby accused.

“I 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,
sound baseball, but there’s no fire in it.
You've got to have a spark to win a pen-
nant. You're the guy with the spark. If
you can light up this fire, they might see
a pennant race this summer.”’

“These guys don't like me,” Gibby
pointed out. “You're playing a long shet,
Hilton.”

“Better than playing no shot at all,”
Charlie Hilton smiled calmly. “I'm
through at the end of this season unless
the Grays suddenly come to life and 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,” Gibby 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.

“T 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

the next afterncon. 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

I I E ENTERED the dressing room

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 him
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, helted a hot shot
past the Gray pitcher, Slim Murdock, and

e
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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 foul 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 asked him.
Wheeler was a big man—over six feet,
weighing two hundred pounds.

“Get a reputation,” Jake Wheeler said
disdainfully. “Lick somebody and then
come around and talk.”

Gibby 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 position
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 double 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, doubling
Oliver at first, 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 shortstop was another “rabbit
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 wildly. One of
his elbows caught Gibby in the mouth
which had been cut by Lonnie Mason in
the fight.

Tears of rage starting up in his eyes,
Gibby threw a left hook for Craddock’s
chin. The nearest umpire, big Frank Mo-
ran, didn't see Craddock’s elbow come in
contact with Gibby's mouth; he did see
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

e e i
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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.

regretfully as Gibby came down
” into the dugout, picked up his
jacket, and ducked through the door. He

C HARLIE HILTON shook his head

. went up the ramp alone and into the

Gray dressing room. There was a bitter
smile on his face as he sat down on the
stool 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 canned. If anything,
he’d gotten Hilton in worse with the Gray
fans who hadn’t wanted the new shortstop
to begin with.

He took a long time showering and get-
ting dressed. When he was adjusting his
tie hefore the mirror, the Gray players
started 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 passed behind Gibby as he
stood 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.”

“Must be nice,” Phelan grated, “draw-
ing pay for half a day’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
enormous 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 own teammates. He
said without emotion, “Okay,” and he
tried to let it go like that, but Phelan was
in a had mood. The third sacker had gone
none for four, and struck out twice this
afternoon. He'd made an error in the
field, and he’d been picked off first bag
when 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 was standing ten feet
away, 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 twisted,

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 heen
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

followed him. He closed the door behind
him and leaned against it. Hilton® was
stripping off his shirt in front of his locker.
Gibby said, “Okay, Charlie, let’s get wise
to ourselves.”

Hilton looked at him. “Go ahead,” he
said, knowing that Gibby had something
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. “You just
play ball for me, Gibby.”

“Until when?"” Gibby asked, and then
he answered his own question, “Until 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.”

“TI won’t cry if I lose it,” the Gray
manager said, but Gibby was thinking
that the man had a family to support.
Charlie Hilton wanted to stay in the big
time when he was finished as a ball player,
and he didn’t have more than a year or
two at the most.

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

“I'll be out anyway at the end of the
season,” the Gray manager grinned calm-
ly. “I might just as well have my fun,
and there’s always the possibility some-
thing might happen.”

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

the trouble in the Gray dressing room,
and blew it up into a nice story. The trou-
blesome Gibby Pryor was hauled over the
coals again, convicted of throwing a mon-
key wrench into the Gray machinery.
Charlie Hilton got it for tolerating the
guy when no other manager in the league
would.

After reading the story in his room,
Gibby got Hilton on the phone. He said
quietly, “Now it's 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.

IBBY was there, the first of four
G with the league-leading Lions, the

toughest, roughest outfit in the cir-
cuit. Gibby had spent a year with the
Lions four seasons hack, and many of the
men remembered him well. There was a
rumor in the dressing room before the
teams took the field that the Lions were
out to get him.

There was a chorus of boos when he
came out on the field, He went 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 his fielding skill, but
he wasn't getting any better in the field
now and his value was steadily decreas-
ing. He wasn't worried about money be-
cause he didn’t particularly need any, not
having a family to support, and he knew
that he could play for some time in the
bushes before he really slowed down, but
he didn’t like to go out this way, and he
didn't like to think of Charlie Hilton fol-
lowing him, his own career wrecked to
some extent because 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?”

“T'll crawl when I'm ready,” Gibby
said.

He was almost ready in the first inning.
The hardcase, 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 throw-
down,

Gibby had an idea what was going to
happen. He could see McCann, hard as
nails, one hundred and ninety pounds,
very fast for that weight, standing on
fitst, 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 ball
to him, and then his legs were swept from
beneath him, McCann’s shoe smashed
against his shin. He wasn’t spiked, but
the force of the big man’s slide rolled him
in the dirt. He lost the ball as he fell, and
he saw it rolling away in the dirt. He
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 because 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?”

The 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 came 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 Lion runner 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 club 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 that 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.

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-

LINDA KRAMER was out again

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 Porter,
shifting his feet around as he made the
catch, brought one of his spikes down on
Gibby’s instep.

“Qops!” 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
days are over, Gibby. We're runnin’ you
right the hell out of baseball!”

“T’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-
pared for what happened.

Coming in on a cloud of dust, Mec-
Cann’s actions were pretty well concealed,
Taking Hackett’s throw, McCann sud-
denly lunged forward with the ball, swing-
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 heavy knees
dug into his ribs as he came down on
top of his man.

Even before the ball touchied him, how-
ever, Gibby's right toe was on the bag.
He was ruled safe. He got up, spitting
blood, tears of 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.”

“All right,” Gibby grated. “T'll see you
around, Tug.” He was beginning to feel
washed out inside. He had pain in his
ribs and ia 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,
“Tf I could do it, kid, I'd hand out a pen-
alty for unnecessary roughness, but there
ain’t no such rule in my book.”

“I’m not crying,” Gibby said coldly, but
he didn't speak clearly now because his
lips were puffing up. He 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
front 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 ball, a
high throw bouncing in from the outfield,
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 Haclkeit
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!

Hackett caught umpire Chad Osgood
watching him a few feet away. Osgood
had already ruled Gibby safe at home,
and the home plate umpire was ready @
banish the first man to throw a punch.

Red Hackett thought better of it. lis
glared at Gibby, and said, “Pryor, 1
never did like you—or your mouth, Don't
try that again.”

“T'll do it every time you block thag
plate, you big bum,” Gibby snarled. He
was fighting mad now, and he didn’t care
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 eould hear it, “The lumphead. I'll
kick his teeth out the next time I come
0 Lmiiel

None of the Gray players said any-
thing. Charlie Hilton sat on the bench
watching him, his face expressionless.
They had a one to nothing lead in this

ball game.
3

Hot Sack Hellion

g I \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

him. Barnard looked at the puffed mouth,
shrugged as if to say it wasn’t too bad,
and then sat down.

Gibby was still mumbling to himself.
He 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
Lion second sacker trotted in from his
position. He called loudly, “Hey, But-
ton Nose.”

McCann spun around at the sound of
the hated name. McCann did have a
rather small nose, but very few men in the
league would dare to mention it. The
second baseman’s jaw was tight when he
ran on again.

Gibby started off on the first Lion bats-
man, Blimp Porter. The heavy first base-
man stumbled a little as he came up out
of the dugout to get his bat from the rack.
Gibby’s taunting voice reached him,

“Don’t trip over that feather, Fatty.”

Porter reddened because the fans in the
boxes behind the Lion dugout could hear
that, and they were grinning. Gibby kept
aiter him when he stepped into the rec-
tangle.

Porter fidgeted at the plate. He 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, “Two, sixty-three.” That was
Porter’s present batting average.

Porter rolled an easy grounder to Char-
lie Hilton and was thrown out. As he
was walking back toward the dugout,
head down, Gibby called after him, “Tweo,
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
innings, but in the sixth the Lions tied 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, spikes
high again. Gibby managed to leap out of
the way. Stepping away then, he kicked
some dirt into McCann’s face as the run-
ner lay on the ground. Tug scrambled up,
face twisted with rage, but Gibby calmly
walked away from him.

The Lion coach on first was howling
down at the runner, but Tug was too mad
to listen, He took a step off the bag in
Gibby's direction, and he snarled, “You
little rat. I'll bust your face in.”

Charlie Hilton stepped over and dug
the ball into McCann’s back, neatly pick-
ing him off the sack with the ancient hid-
den ball trick. McCann strode off the
field, crackling his knuckles as he walked.
His hit had, however, brought in the ty-
ing run of the ball game.

Gibby started to stiffen up as the game
progressed. His lips were badly swollen,
and his left shoulder was aching. In the
sixth inning another Lion runner smashed
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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 on pur-
pose spiked in 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
Charlie 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 contemptuousty. 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 of life, and
only the superlative pitching of Blunt had
held them up.

Hilton came over and said, “How’s it,
Gibby ?”’

“Okay,” Gibby growled. “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
back.”

“Kind 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 see,
I've taken courses in psychiatry.”

“Psychiatry ?” Gibby muttered.

“I've watched you play many times,”
Linda said, “even before you came to the
Grays. 1 was convinced quite a while
back that you'd been afraid of something
in your childhood, that 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 yowr recommenda-
tion?”’ he asked, dumbfounded.

Linda Kramer grinned again. “Char-
lie’s smart enough to know that a psychi-
atric case doesn’t help any. I told him I'd
take a chance with you.”

Gibby said slowly, “You will 7"

o
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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?”

“T’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 Hil-
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. They want to know
how come the bad showing this 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 Hilton smiled, “but
a big time manager needs more than that.
We 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,”

IBBY caught the note of regret in
G the Gray manager’s voice, and he

felt sorry for the man. Hilton de-
served to stay. He 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 morning. His own problem, the
fact that he was practically finished in the
big time, did not matter so much. He'd
been expecting that a long time.

He 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. He
walked as if there was nothing the mat-
ter with him, and he walked with a cold
grin on his face.

Tug McCann was waiting 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. We're takin’ you on one after
the other. We're shuttin’ that big mouth
for 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,

He was on his-toes when the first 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.
The Grays had beaten the Lions once. A
second straight 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
Chick 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 barrage, but it sounded differ-
ent, The malice had gone out of his voice,
He 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 imme-
diately for second, 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 T’ll shove it down your throat,”
Gibby chuckled, “spike and all.” He trot-
ted in to the dugout and he went to work
on the Gray players, He said, “Let’s act
alive in here, Let’s polish off these mon-
keys.” -

Jim Bonnet said; “Sit down, Pryor.”

Gibby snorted and got a drink at the
fountain. He saw Hilton shaking his head
at him again, and he got the impression
that the Gray manager didn’t think talk
was the thing at this time. The Grays
weren't in the mood for it

In the second inning Gibby came up
with ranners on first and third and two
away. Charlie Hilton’s fong single to right

had sent Alcott all the way to third from .

first. The score was nothing to nothing,
and the signs were pointing to another
pitcher’s battle with the tough left-hand-
er, Solly Durkin, throwing for the Lions,
and Ed Chambers for the Grays.
Durkin threw the first 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-
ters from digging in on him.
Gibby got up slowly. Red Hackett said
to him, “You hear that sing, kid?""
“It'll whistle,” 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's
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!” Tug 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 pretty tough
clutch hitter.

Gibby was still far from the plate as
Durkin took the stretch, but when the
ball sped down the lane, he was moving
over and in—walking into Durkin’s fast
one, a wild, wicked pitch!

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 sourly, “The
luckiest dammned base hit you ever got in
your life, Gibby.” But there was 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.

The Gray infield was dead with the ex-
ception of Gibby Pryor 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 McCann 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. The cut ankle
was bleeding again, the wound having
been ripped open. He walked away from
second without a word, and McCann
called after him, tauntingly, “How's it
feel, sucker?”

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 Jim Bonnet aiter 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 over the bag
with a life.

URKIN glared toward the Gray
D dugout, and Gibby gave him the

horse laugh. Durkin walked Al-
cott because he was still red mad, and
was trying to blaze the fast one down
the middle.

Charlie Hilton.came up with the bases
loaded and one away, and the Gray man-
ager promptly pushed a single into right,
scoring two runs and tying up the ball
game. The Gray fans went wild.

Again it had been Gibby's needling
which drove Durkin to the point of dis-
traction and enabled Hilton to step into
a fat pitch which he may not have gotten
otherwise.

il
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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
showers. 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 acress
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 lost 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 Porter’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 first baseman, missing him, and Por-
ter slapped him across the side of the
face, knocking 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 across the field
toward the fight, Gibby wasn't through.
He came up, lunging in, but umpire Den-
nison caught him, pinioning his arms. He
was so tired now he almost 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 tersely, “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 more 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 lay off.”

Lion players were coming over, from
the dugout, and from the field. More
Grays swarmed out of the dugout. Win-
ston 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 McCaun,
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 on the field and
separated them, with Charlie Hilton run-
ning around, trying to watch Wins