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INTRODUCTION

T 1s high time we had an anthology of sport,

and here it is. It is probable that more than
fifty out of a hundred men who read the news-
papers turn first of all to the sports page; and there
they find not only a record of victories, but com-
mentaries written by trained literary experts.

The best thing that can be said for the enthusi-
asm aroused among spectators at games of physical
contact like boxing, hockey and football is that in
this fury of excitement, they forget themselves. All
their little, selfish aims are swept away by a mighty
tide of antiseptic fervor. I am sorry for any one who
can look on at an athletic contest without caring
which side wins; and I am still sorrier for one who
looks on at such a battle with cynical, superior in-
difference, thanking God that he is not as other
men are.

But unless games of skill and courage and en-
durance develop not only bodily muscles, but a love
of the ideal spirit of fair play, then they have a de-
basing rather than an inspiring effect. I think there
has been a great improvement during the last thirty
years in crowds at contests; and also in the attitude
of the competitors.

The whole subject is one of such intense and

general interest that I wonder no one has thought
vil
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before this of preparing such a book as The Sport-
ing Gesture. But my friend, Tom Stix, has a way of
thinking a little faster and seeing a little farther than
most men. It is a pleasure to introduce his excellent
collection.

WirriamM LyoN PHELPS
Yale University



BY WAdY OF PREFACE

HE Sporting Spirit is a phrase so often used, so
much abused, that it has lost all significance. So
it has perhaps become necessary to cast about for a
new phrase to indicate something which always was
and still 1s a very real part of sport. It is the gesture
that counts. It is the gesture that those who love the
game as a game like best. At such times a victory
means little and the gesture everything.

Gone are the days when a knight rode forth in
bright armor to do battle for faith, fame and fair
lady. Now, if you are an amateur and a good one, the
chances are that the pot of gold awaits you in the
form of an endorsement for a product for which you
have no use and a reasonably soft job for which you
are not qualified.

I am not at all interested in the difference between
the amateur and the professional. The line of demar-
cation is too small. As a very sage tennis professional
at Newport once remarked, “If I had only known
how much money there is in being an amateur I would
never have turned pro.”

In choosing stories for this book, I have not cared
at all whether the story I was using was fiction or
fact. In other words, I was trying to collect stories
of the sporting gesture, and if this gesture means

anything, it must carry on in real life. It is for this
ix



X BY WAY OF PREFACE

reason that I believe the true stories of the Jolie
Brise and of the SF-4 will appeal to every one.

The best sporting gesture I know was told not by
an amateur but by a professional, not about polo or
crew or any of the sports popularly accounted the
more gentlemanly, but about prize-fighting.

I was having lunch one day with Gene Tunney, and
I said to him that as far as I could see, the average
spectator couldn’t tell what was going on at a prize
fight, that he couldn’t decide who was winning, par-
ticularly if both fighters were reasonably good. I
illustrated my point by saying that, some years be-
fore, I had seen him fight Heeney and that for some
time I hadn’t known who was winning. Tunney
looked at me and remarked that that should have
made me a fight expert.

““There’s a funny story about that fight,”” he went
on, ‘“‘if you have time to listen to it.”

I assured him I had time.

“You know, when I was fighting in the A.E.F.—I
mean prize-fighting, because I never did any actual
hghting—I met a boy named Delmont who helped
me as a second. He was an awfully good fighter, but
not one of the best. He was a lightweight. The best
point about him was that he was always in there fight-
ing, giving the best he had. We got to be very good
friends. Well, while I was in Hollywood making
“The Fighting Marine,” I went to see him fight.

“Delmont was a gallery god, always the aggressor,
willing to swap punches any time. For the first three
rounds, he ran away with the fight. Then, in the be-
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ginning of the fourth, this other boy hit him one.
Delmont brushed his eyes with the back of his glove
and kept on going at him, but his timing was all
wrong. Then the bell sounded. I think I have never
seen a more pitiful spectacle than Delmont was dur-
ing the next six rounds. He just went to pieces com-
pletely. The crowd that had been for him grew silent,
and then the silence changed to boos. He was a sad
sight when he left the ring. The galleries were hissing
and cat-calling.

“lT went down to his dressing-room and he was
sitting there alone, crying.

“‘What's the matter, kid?’ I asked.

“‘Did you hear that crowd?’

““Yes,” I answered, ‘but what the hell do you
care? That’s just a regular mob. They’re only
for you when you're winning.’

““Yeah, but I hate to be yelled at that way.’

“‘What happened in the fourth?’

“‘I got a punch over the left eye. It didn’t hurt
much, but I thought it had closed the eye. I couldn’t
see out of it. When I went back to the corner, [ asked
the second to fish the lash out of my eye and open it
and | was told my eye was open. I said, don’t kid me,
and they said, yes, it was open. Then I said, I am
blind, and Joe, the second, wanted to throw in the
towel. I said, the hell you will. I can get through this
thing anyhow. And now the doctor says he
thinks the sight is gone.’

“He never did get back the sight of that eye.”

I sat there wondering and Tunney went on.
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“That's what happened in my fight with Heeney.
In spite of the fact that you didn’t know who was
winning, I was giving him a pretty bad time, and 1n
the eighth round I hit him a terrific blow just over
the left eye. He was coming in instead of going
away. Of course, it wasn't a knockout blow, but it
was an awful smack, just like this.”

Tunney hit his own palm full fst.

“Heeney stepped back and brushed his eye with
his glove. Lots of people thought I had stuck my
thumb in his eye. Then he took one swing at me.
It was a mile wide. It came to me in a flash that it
was the same thing as in this fight of Delmont’s. I
think it was the first time in my life that I was afraid
in the ring. I was scared to death that I had blinded
him. Just then the bell rang. Do you remember the
last two rounds of the fight? I didn’t hit him once
around the eyes or forehead. The referee humanely
called it off.”

Such 1s the sporting gesture. The sporting games
are so good by themselves that it is a near tragedy to
ruin them either by commercialism or by a blind spirit
of win-at-any-cost. The sporting stories which I have
chosen for this volume I have liked because in every
case the game was played for the game’s sake. We
have here in America the largest sporting public in

the world. Let us build a tradition of sportsmanship
worthy of that public.

T. L. S.
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FOREWORD TO THE TEACHER

E stories in this volume furnish rich material for stu-

dent activity in reading, oral discussion, and writing.
"The volume can be used as the core of a project on sports
and games, with the lively interest of young people in these
subjects as the source of motivation. Student presentation of
the details of a game, just how it is played and under what
rules, will provide absorbing class activity in speaking and
listening, and will lead to greater comprehension and deeper
interest. Fuller understanding of the more difficult material
will result from preliminary class discussion of the story
probabilities that lie in the title and from the prognostica-
tion of the probable consequences leading from a given con-
flict. The stories themselves immediately suggest discussion
of the romantic nature of the events presented in them as
contrasted with the realistic content of the newspaper account
and of student experience. The “Suggestions for Oral Dis-
cussion and Written Exercise” can be used as motivating
problems to direct student reading.

The detailed study of the story, with socialized class dis-
cussion, individual or group writing, and dramatized per-
formance, can be best carried on by appealing to the emo-
tional and imaginative responsiveness of the students. The
constant comparison of story character motive, action, and
experience with student motive, action, and experience, es-
pecially in the field of personal relationships, will assist in
intensifying emotional reactions and in widening imagina-

tive participation. For fuller literary experience, the teacher
xvii
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will find it advisable to initiate student activity that calls for
the constant examination of the story itself for content and
phrase. The teacher will find that the “Suggestions for Oral
Discussion and Written Exercise” have been prepared to
assist in guiding student activity along these lines. The
teacher is urged to use these questions and exercises by mak-
ing careful choice from among them in terms of the ma-
turity, the personal interests, and the reading ability of the
group and of its individual members. It is not intended that
all the exercises and questions on a given story be handled
with any single class; judicious choice to fit activity to the
group is recommended. Nor is it intended that every stu-
dent be required to comprehend fully all that he finds here
in print. The greatest return to the student will come from
what the stories themselves and the activities based upon
them have to offer him as guidance in his own personal re-
lationships in family living and general social intercourse.

A variety of student activity is here offered. Individual
stories suggest topics for lively oral discussion and for well-
motivated written exercises such as letters, newspaper ac-
counts and editorials, playlets, radio scripts, motion-picture
scenarios; they can lead to effective dramatizations, as well
as television broadcasts with the aid of a framed transparent
screen and appropriate sound effects. Every story in the book
can be supplemented in theme and incident with material
from newspaper and current magazine; the perusal of such
material can be directed toward the preparation of a well-
illustrated scrapbook on sports and games. Newsreel and
motion picture can be enlisted to supply additional current
visual material of a lively nature. The reading list given at
the end of this volume adds a further means of widening
horizons through fact and fancy.

‘The wealth of activity here outlined should provide the
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teacher and the class with ready means for using the volume
as the basis for rich immediate experience with the stories
themselves, and for varied activities gathered about a sig-
nificant project unit entailing absorbed living with the book
during the period of its study.

F. A. S.



BRAT INTO BOY



THE three best stories about football were all written,
in my opinion, by Owen Johnson. Strangely enough,
his heroes come out very badly on a percentage basis.
They tie one game and lose two. But the story of Dink
Stover in The FVarmint will be remembered long after
any one has the faintest idea who won the Yale-Harvard
game in 1932, or in 1935, or in 1950. Dink Stover play-
ing end against Andover is a hair-raising story. Dink
Stover on the side-lines at his House game is an even
better one.

Perhaps a word of explanation is necessary. This
story dates back twenty-five years. The rules and scoring
of football have changed. The spirit of the game, how-
ever, remains untouched. A word about Dink Stover:
he came to Lawrenceville School during the spring term
—the freshest of the fresh; so fresh, indeed, that he had
been given the isolation cure. During this period of in-

cubation he had vowed undying hatred for Tough
McCarty.
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OWEN JOHNSON

HY, look at the Dink!” said Lovely Mead

the next afternoon, as Stover emerged in

football togs which he had industriously smeared
with mud to conceal their novelty.

“IHe must be going out for the 'Varsity!
Fatty Harris sarcastically.

“By request,” said the Gutter Pup.

“Why, who told you?"’ said Stover.

“You trying for the 'Varsity ?"’ said Lovely Mead
incredulously. “Why, where did you play football ?”’

“Dear me, Lovely,” said Stover, lacing his jacket,
“thought you read the newspapers.”

“Huh! What position are you trying for?”

“First substitute scorer,” said Stover.

Lovely Mead, surprised, looked at-Stover in per-
plexity and remained silent.

Dink, laughing to himself, started across the Circle
for the 'Varsity football field, whither already the
candidates were converging to the first call of the
season.

He had started joyfully forth from the skeptics

” said

From The Varmint, by Owen Johnson. Copyright, 1910, by
Little, Brown, and Company. Reprinted by permission.

3
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on the steps, but once past the chapel and in sight
of the field his gait abruptly changed. He went
quietly, thoughtfully, a little alarmed at his own
daring, glancing at the padded figures that over-
topped him.

The veterans with the red L on their black
sweaters were apart, tossing the ball back and forth
and taking playful tackles at one another. Stover,
hiding himself modestly in the common herd,
watched with entranced eyes the lithe, sinuous forms
of Flash Condit and Charlie De Soto—greater to
him than the faint heroes of mythology—as they
tumbled the Waladoo Bird gleefully on the ground.
There was Butcher Stevens of the grim eye and the
laconic word, a man to follow and emulate; and the
broad span of Turkey Reiter’s shoulders, a mark to
grow to. Meanwhile, Garry Cockrell, the captain,
and Mr. Ware, the new coach from the Princeton
championship eleven, were drawing nearer on their
tour of inspection and classification. Dink knew his
captain only from respectful distances—the sandy
hair, the gaunt cheek bones and the deliberate eye,
whom governors of states alone might approach
with equality, and no one else. Under the dual in-
spection the squad was quickly sorted, some sent
back to their House teams till another year brought
more weight and experience, and others tentatively
retained on the scrubs.

“Better make the House team, Jenks,” said the
low, even voice of the captain. ‘‘You want to harden
up a bit. Glad you reported, though.”
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Then Dink stood before his captain, dimly aware
of the quick little eyes of Mr. Ware quietly scruti-
nizing him.

“What form?”

“Third.”

The two were silent a moment studying not
the slender, wiry figure, but the look in the eyes
within.

“What are you out for?”

“End, sir.”

“What do you weigh?”

“One hundred and fifty—about,” said Dink.

A grim little twinkle appeared in the captain’s
eyes.

““About one hundred and thirty-five,” he said with
a measuring glance.

“But I'm hard, hard as nails, sir,” said Stover
desperately.

“What football have you played ?”

Stover remained silent.

“Well ?”

“I—I haven’t played,” he said unwillingly.

“You seem wunusually eager,” said Cockrell,
amused at this strange exhibition of willingness.

“Yes, sir.”

“Good spirit; keep it up. Get right out for your
House team.”

“I won’t!” said Stover, blurting it out in his anger
and then flushing: “I mean, give me a chance, won't
you, sir?”’

Cockrell, who had turned, stopped and came back.
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“What makes you think you can play?”’ he said
not unkindly.

“I've got to,” said Stover desperately.

“But you don’t know the game.”

“Please, sir, I'm not out for the 'Varsity,” said
Stover confusedly. “I mean, I want to be in it, to
work for the school, sir.”

“You're not a Freshman?” said the captain, and
the accents of his voice were friendly.

“No, sir.”

“What's your name?” said Cockrell, a little
thrilled to feel the genuine veneration that inspired
the “sir.”

“Stover—Dink Stover.”

“You were down at the Green last year, weren’t
you "’

‘“Yes, sir,” said Stover, looking down with a sink-
ing feeling.

“You're the fellow who tried to fight the whole
House 7"

“Yes, sir.”

“Well, Dink, this is a little different—you can’t
play football on nothing but nerve.”

“You can if you've got enough of it,” said Stover,
all in a breath. “Please, sir, give me a chance. You
can fire me if I'm no good. I only want to be useful.
You've got to have a lot of fellows to stand the
banging and you can bang me around all day. I do
know something about it, sir; I've practised tackling
and falling on the ball all summer, and I'm hard as

)

)
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nails. Just give me a chance, will you? Just one
chance, sir.”

Cockrell looked at Mr. Ware, whose eye showed
the battling spark as he nodded.

“Here, Dink,” he said gruffly, “I can’t be wasting
any more time over you. I told you to go back to the
House team, didn’t 1?”

Stover, with a lump in his throat, nodded the
answer he could not utter.

“Well, I've changed my mind. Get over there in
the squad.”

The revulsion of feeling was so sudden that tears
came into Stover's eyes.

“You're really going to let me stay?”’

“Get over there, you little nuisance!”

Dink went a few steps, and then stopped and
tightened his shoelaces a long minute.

““T'oo bad the little devil 1s so light,” said Cock-
rell to Mr. Ware.

“Best player 1 ever played against had no right
on a football field.”

““But one hundred and thirty-five!”

“Yes, that's pretty light.”

“What the deuce were you chinning so long
about?”’ said Cheyenne Baxter to Dink, as he came
joyfully into the squad.

““Captain wanted just a bit of general expert ad-
vice from me,” said Dink defantly. “I've promised
to help out.”

The squad, dividing, practised starts. Stover held
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his own, being naturally quick; and though Flash
Condit and Charlie De Soto distanced him, still he
earned a good word for his performances.

Presently Mr. Ware came up with a ball and, with
a few words of introduction, started them to falling
on it as it bounded grotesquely over the ground, call-
ing them from the ranks by name.

“Hard at 1t, Stevens.”

“Dive at it.”

“Don’t stop till you get it.”

““Oh, squeeze the ball!”

Stover, moving up, caught the eye of Mr. Ware
intently on him, and rose on his toes with the muscles
in his arms strained and eager.

“Now, Stover, hard!”

The ball with just an extra impetus left the hand
of Mr. Ware. Stover went at it like a terrier, dove
and came up glorious and muddy with the pigskin
hugged in his arms. It was the extent of his football
knowledge, but that branch he had mastered on the
soft summer turf.

Mr. Ware gave a grunt of approval and sent him
plunging after another. This time as he dove the ball
took a tricky bounce and slipped through his arms.
Quick as a flash Dink, rolling over, recovered him-
self and flung himself on it.

“That’s the way!” said Mr. Ware. “Follow it up.
Can’t always get it the first time. Come on, Baxter.”

The real test came with the tackling. He waited
his turn all eyes, trying to catch the trick, as boy
after boy in front of him went cleanly or awkwardly
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out to down the man who came plunging at him.
Some tackled sharply and artistically, their feet leav-
ing the ground and taking the runner off his legs as
though a scythe had passed under him; but most of
the tackling was crude, and often the runner slipped
through the arms and left the tackler prone on the
ground to rise amid the jeers of his fellows.

“Your turn, Stover,” said the voice of the cap-
tain. ‘“Wait a minute.” He looked over the squad
and selected McCarty, saying: ‘“‘Here, Tough, come
out here. Here’s a fellow thinks all you need in this
game is nerve. Let’s see what he’s got.”

Dink stood out, neither hearing nor caring for the
laugh that went up. He glanced up ffteen yards
away where Tough McCarty stood waiting the start-
ing signal. He was not afraid, he was angry clean
through, ready to tackle the whole squad, one after
another.

“Shall I take it sideways?’”’ said Tough, expecting
to be tackled from the side as the others had been.

““No, head on, Tough. Let’s see if you can get by
him,” said Cockrell. “Let her go!”

McCarty, with the memory of past defiances,
went toward Stover, head down, full tilt. Ordinarily
in practice the runner slackens just before the
tackle; but McCarty, expecting slight resistance
from a novice, arrived at top speed.

Stover, instead of hesitating or waiting the com-
ing, hurled himself recklessly forward. Shoulder met
knee with a crash that threw them both. Stunned
by the savage impact, Stover, spilled head over
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heels, dizzy and furious, instinctively flung himself
from his knees upon the prostrate body of McCarty,
as he had followed the elusive ball a moment before.

““That’s instinct, football instinct,”” saild Mr. Ware
to Cockrell, as they approached the spot where
Dink, still dazed, was clutching Tough McCarty’s
knees in a convulsive hug.

“Let go! Let go there, you little varmint,” said
Tough McCarty, considerably shaken.

“How long are you going to hold me here?”

Some one touched Dink on the shoulder: he
looked up through the blur to see the captain’s face.

“All right, Dink, get up.”

But Stover released his grip not a whit.

“Here, you young bulldog,” said Cockrell with a

(99

laugh, “it’s all over. Let go. Stand up. Sort of
groggy, eh?”

Dink, pulled to his feet, felt the earth slip under
him in drunken reelings.

“I missed him,” he said brokenly, leaning against
Mr. Ware.

“H’m, not so bad,” said the coach gruffly.

“How do you feel ?” said Garry Cockrell, look-
ing at him with his quiet smile.

Dink saw the smile and misjudged it.

“Give me another chance,” he cried furiously.
“I'll get him.”

“What! Ready for another tackle?” said the cap-
tain, looking at him intently.

“Please, sir.”

“Well, get your head clear first.”



BRAT INTO BOY 11

“Let me take it now, sir!”

“All right.”

““Hit him harder than he hits you, and grip with
your hands,” said the voice of Mr. Ware in his ear.

Dink stood out again. The earth was gradually
returning to a state of equilibrium, but his head was
buzzing and his legs were decidedly rebels to his
will.

The captain, seeing this, to give him time, spoke
to McCarty with just a shade of malice.

“Well, Tough, do you want to take it again?”’

“Do I7?" said McCarty sarcastically. “Oh, vyes,
most enjoyable! Don’t let me interfere with your
pleasure. Why don’t you try it yourself ?”

“Would you rather watch?”

“Oh, no, of course not. This is a real pleasure,
thank you. The little devil would dent a freight
train.”’

“All ready, Stover?” said Cockrell.

The players stood in two lines, four yards apart.
No one laughed. They looked at Stover, thrilling a
little with his communicated recklessness, grunting
forth their approval.

“Good nerve.”

“The real stuff.”

“Pure grit.”

“Little devil.”

Stover’s face had gone white, the eyes had
dwindled and set intensely, the line of the mouth was
drawn taut, while on his forehead the wind lifted
the matted hair like a banner. In the middle of the
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lane, crowding forward, his arms out, ready to
spring, his glance fixed on McCarty, he waited like
a champion guarding the pass.

“All right, Stover "

Some one near him repeated the question.

“Come on!” he answered.

McCarty’s one hundred and seventy pounds came
rushing down. But this time the instinct was strong.
He slacked a bit at the end as Stover, not waiting
his coming, plunged in to meet him. Down they
went again, but this time it was the force of Stover’s
impact that threw them.

When Cockrell came up, Dink, altogether groggy,
was entwined around one leg of McCarty with a
gaunt grin of possession.

They hauled him up, patted him on the back and
walked him up and down in the cool breeze. Sud-
denly, after several minutes, the mist rose. He saw
the fields and heard the sharp cries of the coaches
prodding on the players. Then he looked up to find
Garry Cockrell’s arm about him.

“All right now ?”’ said the captain’s voice.

Stover hastily put the arm away from him.

“I'm all right.”

“Did I give you a little too much, youngster ?”

“I’'m ready again,” said Stover instantly.

Cockrell laughed a short, contented laugh.

“You've done enough for to-day.”

“I'll learn how,” said Dink doggedly.

“You know the real things in football now, my
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boy,” said the captain shortly. ““We'll teach you the
rest.”’

Dink thought he meant it sarcastically.

“You will give me a chance, won’t you?” he said.

“Yes,” said the captain, laying his hand on his
shoulder with a smile. “You'll get chance enough,
my boy. Fact is, I'm going to start you in at end on
the scrub. You'll get all the hard knocks you're look-
ing for there. You won’t get any credit for what you
do—but you boys are what’s going to make the
team.’’

“Oh, sir, do you mean it?”

“I'm in the habit of meaning things.”

“I'll—TI"1l—"" began Stover, and then stopped be-
fore the impossibility of expressing how many times
his life should be thrown to the winds.

“I know you will,” said the captain, amused. “‘And
now, you young bulldog, back to your room and
shake yourself together.”

“But I want to go on; I'm feeling fine.”

“Off the field,” said the captain with terrific stern-
ness.

Dink went like a dog ordered home, slowly, un-
willingly, turning from time to time in hopes that
his captain would relent.

When he had passed the chapel and the strife of
the practice had dropped away he felt all at once
sharp, busy pains running up his back and over his
shoulders. But he minded them not. At that mo-
ment with the words of the captain—his captain
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forever now—ringing in his ears, he would have
gone forth gratefully to tackle the whole team, one
after another, from wiry little Charlie De Soto to
the elephantine P. Lentz.

Suddenly a thought came to him.

“Gee, I bet I shook up Tough McCarty, any-
how,” he said grimly. And refreshed by this delight-
ful thought he went briskly across the Circle.

At the steps Finnegan, coming out the door,
hailed him excitedly:

“Hi, Dink, we've got a Freshman who's setting
up to jiggers and éclairs. Hurry up!”

“No,” said Dink.

“What?"” said Dennis faintly.

“T can’t,” said Dink, bristling; “I'm in training.”

“Oh, we'll push her over
Or rip the cover—
Too bad for the fellows that fall!
They must take their chances
Of a bruise or two

Who follow that jolly football.”

So sang the group on the Kennedy steps, herald-
ing the twilight; and beyond, past the Dickinson,
a chorus from the Woodhull defiantly flung back
the challenge. For that week the Woodhull would
clash with the Kennedy for the championship
of the houses.

The football season was drawing to a close, only
the final game with Andover remained, a contest
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awaited with small hopes of victory. For the season
had been disastrous for the 'Varsity; several mem-
bers of the team had been caught in the toils of the
octopus examination and, what was worse, among
the members, ill-feeling existed due to past feuds.

Stover, in the long grueling days of practice, had
won the respect of all. Just how favorable an im-
pression he had made he did not himself suspect.
He had instinctive quickness and no sense of fear—
that was something that had dropped from him for-
ever. It was not that he had to conquer the impulse
to flinch, as most boys do; it simply did not exist
with him. The sight of a phalanx of bone and muscle
starting for his end to sweep him off his feet roused
only a sort of combative rage, the true joy of battle.
He loved to go plunging into the unbroken front and
feel the shock of bodies as he tried for the elusive
legs of Flash Condit or Charlie De Soto.

This utter recklessness was indeed his chief fault;
he would rather charge interference than fight it
off, waiting for others to break it up for him and so
make sure of his man.

Gradually, however, through the strenuous weeks,
he learned the deeper lessons of football—how to
use his courage and the control of his impulses.

“It’s a game of brains, youngster, remember
that,” Mr. Ware would repeat day after day, haul-
ing him out of desperate plunges. ‘“That did no
good; better keep on your feet and follow the ball.
Above all, study the game.”

His first lesson came when, at last being promoted
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to end on the scrub, he found himself lined up
against Tough McCarty, the opposing tackle. Stover
thought he saw the intention at once.

“Put me against Tough McCarty, eh?” he said,
digging his nails into the palms of his hands. “Want
to try out my nerve, eh? I'll show ’em!”

Now McCarty did not relish the situation either;
foreseeing as he did the long weeks of strenuous con-
tact with the one boy in the school who was vowed
to an abiding vengeance. The fact was that Tough
McCarty, who was universally liked for his good
nature and sociable inclination, had yielded to the
irritation Stover’s unceasing enmity had aroused and
had come gradually into something of the same atti-
tude of hostility. Also, he saw in the captain’s as-
signing Stover to his end a malicious attempt to
secure amusement at his expense.

For all which reasons, when the scrub first lined
up against the ’Varsity, the alarum of battle that
rode on Stover’s pugnacious front was equaled by
the intensity of his enemy’s coldly calculating glance.

“Here’s where I squash that fly,”’ thought
McCarty.

“Here’s where I fasten to that big stiff,” thought
Dink, “and sting him until the last day of the
season !”

The first direct clash came when the scrubs were
given the ball and Dink came in to aid his tackle
box McCarty for the run that was signaled around
their end.

Tough made the mistake of estimating Stover
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simply by his lack of weight, without taking account
of the nervous, dynamic energy which was his
strength. Consequently, at the snap of the ball, he
was taken by surprise by the wild spring that Stover
made directly at his throat and, thrown oft his
balance momentarily by the frenzy of the impact,
tripped and went down under the triumphant Dink,
who, unmindful of the fact that the play had gone
by, remained proudly fixed on the chest of the pros-
trate tackle.

“Get off,”’ said the muffled voice.

Stover, whose animal instincts were all those of
the bulldog, pressed down more firmly.

“Get off of me, you little blockhead,” said
McCarty growing furious as he heard the jeers of
his teammates at his humiliating reversal.

“Hurry up there, you Stover!” cried the voice of
the captain, unheeded, for Dink was too blindly
happy with the thrill of perfect supremacy over the
hated McCarty to realize the situation.

“Stover! ! I”

At the shouted command Dink looked up and at
last perceived the play was over. Reluctantly he
started to rise, when a sudden upheaval of the in-
furiated McCarty caught him unawares and Tough’s
vigorous arm flung him head over heels.

Down went Dink with a thump and up again with
rage in his heart. He rushed up to McCarty as in
the mad fight under the willows and struck him a
resounding blow.

The next moment not Tough, but Cockrell’s own
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mighty hand caught him by the collar and swung him
around.

“Get off the field!”

“What?” said Dink, astounded, for in his ig-
norance he had expected complimentary pats on his
back.

“Off the field!”

Dink, cold in a minute, quailed under the stern
eye of the supreme leader.

“I did sling him pretty hard, Garry,” said Tough,
taking pity at the look that came into Dink’s eyes at
this rebuke.

“Get oft!”

Dink, who had stopped with a sort of despairing
hope, went slowly to the side-lines, threw a blanket
over his head and shoulders and squatted down In
bitter, utter misery. Another was in his place, plung-
ing at the tackle that should have been his, racing
down the field under punts that made the blood leap
in his exiled body. He did not understand. Why had
he been disgraced? He had only shown he wasn't
afraid—wasn’t that why they had put him opposite
Tough McCarty, after all?

The contending lines stopped at last their tangled
rushes and straggled, panting, back for a short in-
termission. Dink, waiting under the blanket, saw
the captain bear down upon him and, shivering like
a dog watching the approach of his punishment,
drew the folds tighter about him.

“Stover,” said the dreadful voice, loud enough so
that every one could hear, “you seem to have an
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idea that football is run like a slaughter-house. The
quicker you get that out of your head the better.
Now, do you know why I fired you? Do you?”

“For slugging,” said Dink faintly.

“Not at all. I fired you because you lost your
head; because you forgot you were playing football.
If you're only going into this to work oft your pri-
vate grudges, then I don’t want you around. I'll
fire you off and keep you off. You're here to play
football, to think of eleven men, not one. You're to
use your brains, not your fists. Why, the first game
you play in, some one will tease you into slugging
him and the umpire will fire you. Then where’ll the
team be? There are eleven men in this game on your
side and on the other. No matter what happens don’t
lose your temper, don’t be so stupid, so brainless—
do you hear?”

“Yes, sir,” said Dink, who had gradually retired
under his blanket until only the tip of the nose
showed and the terror-stricken eyes.

““And don’t forget this. You don’t count. It isn't
the slightest interest to the team whether some one
whales you or mauls you! It isn’t the slightest inter-
est to you, either. Mind that! Nothing on earth is
going to get your mind off following the ball, sizing
up the play, working out the weak points—nothing.
Brains, brains, brains, Stover! You told me you came
out here because we needed some one to be banged
around—and 1 took you on your word, didn’t I?
Now, if you're going out there as an egotistical,
puffed-up, conceited individual who's thinking only
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of his own skin, who isn’t willing to sacrifice his own
little, measly feelings for the sake of the school,
who won't fight for the team, but himself—"

“I say, Cap, that’s enough,” said Dink with dif-
ficulty; and immediately retired so deep that only
the mute, pleading eyes could be discerned.

Cockrell stopped short, bit his lip and said
sternly: “Line up now. Get in, Stover, and don’t let
me ever have to call you down again. Tough, see
here.” The two elevens ran out. The captain con-
tinued: ‘“Tough, every chance you get to-day give
that little firebrand a jab, understand? So it can’t
be seen.”

The 'Varsity took the ball and for five minutes
Dink felt as though he were in an angry sea, buf-
feted, flung down and whirled about by massive
breakers. Without sufficient experience his weight
was powerless to stop the interference that bore him
back. He tried to meet it standing up and was
rolled head over heels by the brawny shoulders of
Cheyenne Baxter and Doc Macnooder. Then,
angrily, he tried charging into the offenses and was
drawn in and smothered while the back went sweep-
ing around his unprotected end for long gains.

Mr. Ware came up and volunteered suggestions:

“If you'’re going into it dive through them, push
them apart with your hands—so. Keep dodging so
that the back won’t know whether you're going
around or through. Keep him guessing and follow
up the play if you miss the first tackle.”
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Under this coaching Dink, who had begun to be
discouraged, improved and when he did get a chance
at his man, he dropped him with a fierce, clean
tackle, for this branch of the game he had mastered
with instinctive delight.

“Give the ball to the scrubs,” said the captain,
who was also coaching.

Stover came in close to his tackle. The third sig-
nal was a trial at end. He flung himself at McCarty,
checked him and, to his amazement, received a dig
in the ribs. His fists clenched, went back and then
stopped as remembering, he drew a long breath and
walked away, his eyes on the ground; for the lesson
was a rude one to learn.

“Stover, what are you doing?” cried the captain,
who had seen all.

Dink, who had expected to be praised, was be-
wildered as well as hurt.

“What are you stopping for? You're thinking of
McCarty again, aren’t you? Do you know where
your place was? Back of your own half. Follow up
the play. If you'd been there to push there’d been an
extra yard. Think quicker, Stover.”

“Yes, sir,” said Stover, suddenly perceiving the
truth. ““You'’re right, I wasn’t thinking.”

“Look here, boy,” said the captain, laying his
hand on his shoulders. *‘I have just one principle in
a game and I want you to tuck it away and never
forget 1t.”

‘*“Yes, sir,”

said Dink reverently.



22 BRAT INTO BOY

“When you get in a game get fighting mad, but
get cold mad—play like a fiend—but keep cold.
Know just what you're doing and know it all the
time.”

“Thank you, sir,” said Dink, who never forgot
the theory, which had a wider application than
Garry Cockrell perhaps suspected.

“You laid it on pretty strong,” said Mr. Ware
to Cockrell, as they walked back after practice.

“I did it for several reasons,” said Garry; “first,
because I believe the boy has the makings of a great
player in him; and second, I was using him to talk
to the team. They’re not together and it’s going to
be hard to get them together.”

“Bad feeling ¢’

“Yes, several old grudges.”

“What a pity, Garry,” said Mr. Ware. “What a
pity 1t 1s you can’t only have second and third
formers under you!”

“Why so?”

“Because they'd follow you like mad Dervishes,”
said Mr. Ware, thinking of Dink.

Stover, having once perceived that the game was
an intellectual one, learned by bounds. McCarty,
under instructions, tried his best to provoke him,
but met with the completest indifference. Dink found
a new delight in the exercise of his wits, once the
truth was borne in on him that there are more ways
of passing beyond a windmill than riding it down.
Owing to his natural speed he was the fastest end

)
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on the field to cover a punt, and once within diving
distance of his man, he almost never missed. He
learned, too, that the scientific application of his
one hundred and thirty-eight pounds, well timed,
was sufficient to counterbalance the disadvantage in
weight. He never loafed, he never let a play go by
without being in it, and at retrieving fumbles he was
quick as a cat.

Meanwhile the House championships had gone on
until the Woodhull and the Kennedy emerged for
the final conflict. The experience gained in these con-
tests, for on such occasions Stover played with his
House team, had sharpened his powers of analysis
and given him a needed acquaintance with the sud-
den, shifting crises of actual play.

Now, the one darling desire of Stover, next to
winning the fair opinion of his captain, was the rout
of the Woodhull, of which Tough McCarty was the
captain and his old acquaintances of the miserable
days at the Green were members—Cheyenne Bax-
ter, the Coftee-colored Angel and Butsey White.
This aggregation, counting as it did two members
of the 'Varsity, was strong, but the Kennedy, with
P. Lentz and the Waladoo Bird and Pebble Stone,
the Gutter Pup, Lovely Mead and Stover, all of the
scrub, had a slight advantage.

Dink used to dream of mornings, in the lagging
hours of recitation, of the contest and the sweet
humiliation of his ancient foes. He would play like
a demon, he would show them, Tough McCarty and
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the rest, what it was to be up against the despised
Dink—and dreaming thus he used to say to himself,
with suddenly tense arms:

“Gee, I only wish McCarty would play back of
the line so I could get a chance at him!”

But on Tuesday, during the 'Varsity practice, sud-
denly as a scrimmage ended and sifted open a cry
went up. Ned Banks, left end on the 'Varsity, was
seen lying on the ground after an attempt to rise.
They gathered about him with grave faces, while
Mr. Ware bent over him in anxious examination.

“What is it ?”’ said the captain, with serious face.

“Something wrong with his ankle; can’t tell yet
just what.”

“I'll play Saturday, Garry,” said Banks, gritting
his teeth. “I'll be ready by then. It's nothing much.”

The subs carried him oft the field with darkened
faces—the last hopes of victory seemed to vanish.
The gloom spread thickly through the school, even
Dink, for a time, forgot the approaching hour of his
revenge in the great catastrophe. The next morning
a little comfort was given them in the report of Doc-
tor Charlie that there was no sprain but only a
slight wrenching, which, if all went well, would al-
low him to start the game. But the consolation was
scant. What chance had Banks in an Andover game?
There would have to be a shift: but what?

“Turkey Reiter will have to go from tackle to
end,” said Dink, that afternoon, as in football togs
they gathered on the steps before the game, “and
they’ll have to put a sub in Turkey's place.”
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“Who ?"”

“T don’t know.”

“I guess you don’t.”

“Might bring Butcher Stevens back from cen-
ter.”

“Who'd go in at center?”’

“Fatty Harris, perhaps.”

“Hello—here’s Garry Cockrell now,” said
P. Lentz. “He don’t look particular cheerful,
does he?”

The captain, looking indeed very serious, arrived,
surveyed the group and called Stover out. Dink,
surprised, jumped up, saying:

“You want me, sir?”’

(‘Yes 1)

Cockrell put his arm under his and drew him
away.

“Stover,” he said, “‘I've got bad news for you.”

“For me?”

“Yes. I'm not going to let you go in the Wood-
hull game this afternoon.”

Stover received the news as though it had been
the death of his entire family, immediate and dis-
tant. His throat choked, he tried to say something
and did not dare trust himself.

“I’m sorry, my boy—but we’re up against it, and
I can’t take any risks now of your getting hurt.”

“It means the game,” said Dink at last.

“I'm afraid so.”

“We've no one to put in my place—no one but
Beekstein Hall,” said Stover desperately. “Oh,
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please, sir, let me play; I'll be awfully careful. It’s
only a House game.”

“Humph—yes, I know these House games. I'm
sorry, but there’s no help for it.”

“But I'm only a scrub, sir,” said Stover, pleading
hard.

“We're going to play you at end,” said Cockrell
suddenly, seeing he did not understand, “‘just as
soon as we have to take Banks out; and Heaven
only knows when that’ll be.”

Dink was aghast.

“You're not going—you’re not going—"" he tried
to speak, and stopped.

“Yes, we've talked it over and that seems best.”

“But—Turkey Reiter—I—1I thought you’d move
him out.”

“No, we don’t dare weaken the middle; it’s bad
enough now.”

“Oh, but I'm so light.”

The captain watched the terror-stricken look in
his face and was puzzled. '

“What’s the matter? You're not getting shaky?”

“Oh, no, sir,” said Dink, “it's not that. It—it
seems so awful that you've got to put me in.”

“You're better, my boy, than you think,” said
Cockrell, smiling a little, “‘and you're going to be
better than you know how. Now you understand
why you've got to keep on the side-lines this after-
noon. You're too fragile to take risks on.”

“Yes, I understand.”

“It comes hard, doesn’t it ?"
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“Yes, sir, it does; very hard.”

When the Kennedy and the Woodhull lined up
for play an hour later little Pebble Stone was at end
in place of Stover, who watched from his post as
linesman the contest that was to have been his op-
portunity. He heard nothing of the buzzing com-
ments behind, of the cheers or the shouted en-
treaties. Gaze fixed and heart in throat, he followed
the swaying tide of battle, imprisoned, powerless to
rush in and stem the disheartening advance.

The teams, now more evenly matched, both
showed the traces of tense nerves in the frequent
fumbling that kept the ball changing sides and pre-
vented a score during the first half.

In the opening of the second half, by a lucky re-
covery of a blocked kick, the Kennedy scored a
touchdown, but failed to kick the goal, making the
score four to nothing. The Woodhull then began a
determined assault upon the Kennedy’s weak end.
Stover, powerless, beheld little Pebble Stone, fight-
ing like grim death, carried back and back five, ten
yards at a time as the Woodhull swept up the field.

“It’s the only place they can gain,” he cried in his
soul in bitter iteration.

He looked around and caught the eye of Captain
Cockrell and sent him a mute, agonizing, fruitless
appeal.

“Kennedy’s ball,” came the sharp cry of Slugger
Jones, the umpire.

Dink looked up and felt the blood come back to
his body again—on the twenty-five-yard line there

———
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had been a fumble and the advance was checked.
Twice again the battered end of the Kennedy was
forced back for what seemed certain touchdowns,
only to be saved by loose work on the Woodhull’s
part. It was getting dark and the half was ebbing
fast—three minutes more to play. A fourth time the
Woodhull furiously attacked the breach, gaining at
every rush over the light opposition, past the forty-
yard line, past the twenty-yard mark and trium-
phantly, in the last minute of play, over the goal
for a touchdown. The ball had been downed well to
the right of the goal-posts and the trial for goal was
an unusually difhcult one. The score was a tie, every-
thing depended on the goal that, through the dusk,
Tough McCarty was carefully sighting. Dink, heart-
broken, despairing, leaning on his linesman’s staff,
directly behind the ball, waited for the long, endless
moments to be over. Then there was a sudden move-
ment of McCarty’s body, a wild rush from the
Kennedy and the ball shot high in the air and, to
Stover’s horror, passed barely inside the farther
goal-post.

“No goal,” said Slugger Jones. “Time up.”

Dink raised his head in surprise, scarcely credit-
ing what he had heard. The Woodhull team were
furiously disputing the decision, encouraged by
audible comments from the spectators. Slugger
Jones, surrounded by a contesting, vociferous mass,
suddenly swept them aside and began to take the
vote of the officials.
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“Kiefer, what do you say?”’

Cap Kiefer, referee, shook his head.

“I'm sorry, Slugger, it was close, very close, but
it did seem a goal to me.”

“T'ug, what do you say?”

“Goal, sure,” said Tug Wilson, linesman for the
Woodhull. At this, jeers and hoots broke out from
the Kennedy.

“Of course he'll say that!”

“He’s from the Woodhull.”

“What do you think 7

“TJustice !”

“Hold up, hold up, now,” said Slugger Jones,
more excited than any one. “Don’t get excited; it’s
up to your own man. Dink, was it a goal or no
goal ?”’

Stover suddenly found himself in a whirling, angry
mass—the decision of the game in his own hands.
He saw the faces of Tough McCarty and the Coftee-
colored Angel in the blank crowd about him and he
saw the sneer on their faces they waited for his
answer. Then he saw the faces of his own teammates
and knew what they, in their frenzy, expected from
him.

He hesitated.

“Goal or no goal?” cried the umpire, for the
second time.

Then suddenly, face to face with the hostile mass,
the fighting blood came to Dink. Something cold
went up his back. He looked once more above the

’
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riot, to the shadowy posts, trying to forget Tough
McCarty, ‘and then, with a snap to his jaws, he
answered :

“Goal.”

Dink returned to his room in a rage against every-
thing and every one; at Slugger Jones for having
submitted the question; at Tough McCarty for hav-
ing looked as though he expected a lie; and at him-
self for ever having acted as linesman.

If it had not been the last days before the
Andover match he would have found some con-
solation in rushing over to the Woodhull and pro-
voking McCarty to the long-deferred fight.

“He thought I'd lie out of it,”” he said furiously.
“He did; I saw it. I'll settle that with him, too. Now
I suppose every one in this house’ll be down on me;
but they'd better be mighty careful how they ex-
press it.”

For as he had left the field he had heard only too
clearly how the Kennedy eleven, in the unreasoning
passion of conflict, had expressed itself. At present,
through the open window, the sounds of violent
words were borne up to him from below. He ap-
proached and looked down upon the furious as-
sembly.

“Damn me up and down, damn me all you want,”
he said, doubling up his fists. “‘Keep it up, but don’t
come up to me with it.”

Suddenly, back of him, the door opened and shut
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and Dennis de Brian de Boru Finnegan stood in the
room.

“I say, Dink—"

“Get out,” said Stover furiously, seizing a pil-
low.

Finnegan precipitately retired and, placing the
door between him and the danger, opened it slightly
and inserted his freckled little nose.

“I say, Dink—"

“Get out, I told you!” The pillow struck the door
with a bang. “I won’t have any one snooping around
here!”

The next instant Dennis, resolved on martyrdom,
stepped 1nside, saying:

“I say, old man, if it'll do you any good, take it
out on me.”’

Stover, thus defied, stopped and said:

““Dennis, I don’t want to talk about it.”

“All right,” said Dennis, sitting down.

““And I want to be alone.”

“Correct,” said Dennis, who didn’t budge.

They sat in moody silence, without lighting the
lamp.

“Pretty tough,” said Dennis at last.

Stover’s answer was a grunt.

“You couldn’t see it the way the umpire did,
could you?”

“No, I couldn’t.”

“Pretty tough!”

“I suppose,” sald DWIW fellows are
wild.”
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“A little—a little excited,” said Dennis carefully.
“It was tough—pretty tough!”

“You don’t suppose 1 wanted that gang of
muckers to win, do you?"’ said Stover.

“T know,"” said Dennis sympathetically.

The Tennessee Shad now returned from the wars,
covered with mud and the more visible marks of the
combat.

“Hello,” he said gruffly.

“Hello,” said Stover.

The Tennessee Shad went wearily to his corner
and stripped for the bath.

“Well, say it,” said Stover, who, in his agitation,
had actually picked up a textbook and started to study.
“Jump on me, why don’t you?”

“I’'m not going to jump on you,” said the Tennes-
see Shad, who weakly pulled off the heavy shoes.
“Only—well, you couldn’t see it as the umpire did,
could you?”

“NO !”

“What a day—what an awful day!”

Dennis de Brian de Boru Finnegan, with great
tact, rose and hesitated:

“I'm going—I—I've got to get ready for sup-
per,” he said desperately. Then he went lamely over
to Stover and held out his hand: “I know how you
feel, old man, but—but—I'm glad you did it!”

Whereupon he disappeared in blushing precipita-
tion.

Stover breathed hard and tried to bring his mind
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to the printed lesson. The Tennessee Shad, sighing
audibly, continued his ablutions, dressed and sat
down.

“Dink.”

“What?”

“Why did you do it?”

Then Stover, flinging down his book with an ac-
cess of rage, cried out:

“Why? Because you all, every damn one of you,
expected me to lie!”

The next day Stover, who had firmly made up his
mind to a sort of modified ostracism, was amazed to
find that over night he had become a hero. By the
next morning the passion and the bitterness of the
struggle having died away, the house looked at the
matter in a calmer mood and one by one came to
him and gripped his hand with halting, blurted words
of apology or explanation.

Utterly unprepared for this development, Stover
all at once realized that he had won what neither
courage nor wit had been able to bring him, the
something he had always longed for without being
quite able to name it—the respect of his fellows. He
felt it in the looks that followed him as he went over
to chapel, in the nodded recognition of Fifth
Formers, who had never before noticed him, in The
Roman himself, who flunked him without satire or
aggravation. And not yet knowing himself, his im-
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pulses or the strange things that lay dormant beneath
the surface of his everyday life, Stover was a little
ashamed, as though he did not deserve 1t all.

That afternoon as Dink was donning his football
togs, preparing for practice, a knock came at the
door which opened on a very much embarrassed
delegation from the Woodhull—the Coftee-colored
Angel, Cheyenne Baxter and Tough McCarty.

“I say, i1s that you, Dink?”’ said the Coffee-
colored Angel.

“It is,”” said Stover, with as much dignity as the
state of his wardrobe would permit.

“I say, we’ve come over from the Woodhull, you
know,” continued the Coftee-colored Angel, who
stopped after this bit of illuminating news.

“Well, what do you want?"

“I say, that’s not just it; we're sent by the Wood-
hull I meant to say, and we want to say, we want
you to know—how white we think it was of you!”

“Old man,” said Cheyenne Baxter, ‘“‘we want to
thank you. What we want to tell you is how white
we think it was of you.”

“You needn’t thank me,” said Stover gruffly, pull-
ing his leg through the football trousers. “I didn’t
want to do it.”

The delegation stood confused, wondering how to
end the painful scene.

“It was awful white!” said the Coffee-colored
Angel, tying knots in his sweater.

“It certainly was,” said Cheyenne.
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As this brought them no further along, the Coffee-
colored Angel exclaimed in alarm:

“I say, Dink, will you shake hands?"”

Stover gravely extended his right.

Cheyenne next clung to it, blurting out:

“Say, Dink, I wish I could make you understand
—just—just how white we think it was!”

The two rushed away leaving Tough McCarty to
have his say. Both stood awkwardly, {rightened be-
fore the possibility of a display of sentiment.

“Look here,”” said Tough firmly, and then
stopped, drew a long breath and continued:

“Say, you and I have sort of formed up a sort of
vendetta and all that sort of thing, haven't we?”’

“We have.”

“Now, I'm not going to call that off. I don’t sup-
pose you'd want it, either.”

“No, I wouldn’t!”

“We've got to have a good, old, slam-bang fight
sooner or later and then, perhaps, it'll be different.
I'm not coming around asking you to be friends, or
anything like that sort of rot, you know, but what I
want you to know is this—is this—what [ want you
to understand is just how darned white that was
of you!”

“All right,” said Stover frigidly, because he was
tremendously moved and in terror of showing it.

““That’s not what I wanted to say,” said Tough,
frowning terrifically and kicking the floor. “I mean
—1I say, you know what I mean, don’t you "
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“All right,” said Stover gruffly.

“And I say,” said Tough, remembering only one
line of all he had come prepared to say, “if you'll
let me, Stover, I should consider it an honor to shake
your hand.”

Dink gave his hand, trembling a little.

“Of course you understand,” said Tough who
thought he comprehended Stover’s silence, “of
course we fight it out some day.”

“All right,” said Stover grufily.

Tough McCarty went away. Dink, left alone,
clad in his voluminous football trousers, sat staring
at the door, clasping his hands tensely between his
knees, and something inside of him welled up, dan-
gerously threatening his eyes—something feminine,
to be choked instantly down.

He rose angrily, flung back his hair and filled his
lungs. Then he stopped.

“What the deuce are they all making such a fuss
for?” he said. ‘I only told the truth.”

He struggled into his jersey, still trying to answer
the problem. In his abstraction he drew a neat part
in his hair before perceiving the faux pas, and he hur-
riedly obliterated the effete mark.

“I guess,” he said, standing at the window still
pondering over the new attitude toward himself—
"l guess, after all, I don't know it all. Tough
McCarty—well, I'll be damned!”

Saturday came all too soon and with it the arrival
of the stocky Andover eleven. Dink dressed and
went slowly across the campus—every step seemed
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an eftort. Everywhere was an air of seriousness and
apprehension, strangely contrasted to the gay fer-
ment that usually announced a big game. He felt a
hundred eyes on him as he went and knew what was
in every one’'s mind. What would happen when Ned
Banks would have to retire and he, little Dink
Stover, weighing one hundred and thirty-eight,
would have to go forth to stand at the end of the
line? And because Stover had learned the lesson of
football, the sacrifice for an idea, he too felt not fear
but a sort of despair that the hopes of the great
school would have to rest upon him, little Dink
Stover, who weighed only one hundred and thirty-
eight pounds.

He went quietly to the Upper, his eyes on the
ground like a guilty man, picking his way through
the crowds of Fifth Formers, who watched him pass
with critical looks, and up the heavy stairs to Garry
Cockrell’s room, where the team sat quietly listening
to the final instructions. He took his seat silently in
an obscure corner, studying the stern faces about
him, hearing nothing of Mr. Ware’s staccato
periods, his eyes irresistibly drawn to his captain,
wondering how suddenly older he looked and grave.

By his side Ned Banks was listening stolidly and
Charlie De Soto, twisting a paper-weight in his
nervous fingers, fidgeting on his chair with the long-
ing for the fray.

“That’s all,” said the low voice of Garry Cock-
rell. “You know what you have to do. Go down to
Charlie’s room; I want a few words with Stover.”
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They went sternly and quickly, Mr. Ware with
them. Dink was alone, standing stiff and straight,
his heart thumping violently, waiting for his cap-
tain to speak.

“How do you feel ?”

“I'm ready, sir.”

“I don’'t know when you'll get in the game—
probably before the first half is over,”” said Cockrell
slowly. “We're going to put up to you a pretty hard
proposition, youngster.” He came nearer, laying his
hand on Stover’s shoulder. “I'm not going to talk
nerve to you, young bulldog, I don’t need to. I've
watched you and I know the stuff that’s in you.”

““Thank you, sir.”

“Not but what you’ll need it—more than you've
ever needed it before. You’ve no right in this game.”

“I know 1t, sir.”

“Tough McCarty won’t be able to help you out
much. He’s got the toughest man in the line. Every-
thing’s coming at you, my boy, and you've got to
stand 1t off, somehow. Now, listen once more. It's
a game for the long head, for the cool head. You've
got to think quicker, you've got to out-think every
man on the field and you can do it. And remember
this: No matter what happens never let up—get
your man back of the line if you can, get him twenty-
five yards beyond you, get him on the one-yard line,
—but get him!”

“Yes, sir.”

“And now one thing more. There’s all sorts of
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ways you can play the game. You can charge in like
a bull and kill yourself off in ten minutes, but that
won't do. You can go in and make grandstand plays
and get carried off the field, but that won’t do. My
boy, you've got to last out the game.”

“I see, sir.”

“Remember there’s a bigger thing than yourself
you're fighting for, Stover—it’s the school, the old
school. Now, when you're on the side-lines don’t lose
any time; watch your men, find out their tricks, see
if they look up or change their footing when they
start for an end run. Everything is going to count.
Now, come on.”

They joined the eleven below and presently, in a
compact body, went out and through Memorial and
the chapel, where suddenly the field appeared and a
great roar went up from the school.

“All ready,” said the captain.

They broke into a trot and swept up to the cheer-
ing mass. Dink remembered seeing the Tennessee
Shad, in his shirt sleeves, frantically leading the
school and thinking how funny he looked. Then
some one pulled a blanket over him and he was
camped among the substitutes, peering out at the
gridiron where already the two elevens were sweep-
ing back and forth in vigorous signal drill.

He looked eagerly at the Andover eleven. They
were big, rangy fellows and their team worked with
a precision and machine-like rush that the red and
black team did not have.
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“Trouble with us is,” said the voice of Fatty
Harris, at his elbow, ‘‘our team’s never gotten to-
gether. The fellows would rather slug each other
than the enemy.”

““Gee, that fellow at tackle is a monster,” said

Dink, picking out McCarty’s opponent.

“Look at Turkey Reiter and the Waladoo Bird,”
continued Fatty Harris. “Bad blood! And there’s
Tough McCarty and King Lentz. We're not to-
gether, I tell you! We're hanging apart!”

“Lord, will they ever begin!” said Dink, blow-
ing on his hands that had suddenly gone limp and
clammy.

“We've won the toss,”’ said another voice. “There’s
a big wind, we’ll take sides.”

“Andover’s kick-oft,”” said Fatty Harris.

Stover sunk his head in his blanket, waiting for
the awful moment to end. Then a whistle piped and
he raised his head again. The ball had landed short,
into the arms of Butcher Stevens, who plunged
ahead for a slight gain and went down under a
shock of blue jerseys.

Stover felt the warm blood return, the sinking
feeling in the pit of his stomach left him, he felt
amazed, a great calm settling over him, as though
he had jumped from out his own body.

“If Flash Condit can once get loose,” he said
quietly, ‘“he’ll score. They ought to try a dash
through tackle before the others warm up. Good!”

As if in obedience to his thought Flash Condit
came rushing through the line, between end and
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tackle, but the Andover left halfback, who was alert,
caught him and brought him to the ground after a
gain of ten yards.

“Pretty fast, that chap,” thought Dink. “Too
bad, Flash was almost clear.”

“Who tackled him?"’ asked Fatty Harris.

“Goodhue,” came the answer from somewhere.
““They say he runs the hundred in ten and a fifth.”

The next try was not so fortunate, the blue line
charged quicker and stopped Cheyenne Baxter with-
out a gain. Charlie De Soto tried a quarter-back run
and some one broke through between the Waladoo
Bird and Turkey Reiter.

“Not together—not together,” said the dismal
voice of Fatty Harris.

The signal was given for a punt and the ball,
lifted in the air, went soaring down the field on the
force of the wind. It was too long a punt for the
ends to cover, and the Andover back with a good
start came twisting through the territory of Ned
Banks who had been blocked oft by his opponent.

“Watch that Andover end, Stover,” said
Mr. Ware. “Study out his methods.”

“All right, sir,” said Dink, who had watched no
one else.

He waited breathlessly for the first shock of the
Andover attack. It came with a rush, compact and
solid, and swept back the Lawrenceville left side for
a good eight yards.

“Good-by!” said Harris in a whisper.

Dink began to whistle, moving down the field,
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watching the backs. Another machine-like advance
and another big gain succeeded.

“They’ll wake up,” said Dink solemnly to him-
self. “They’ll stop '’em in a minute.”

But they did not stop. Rush by rush, irresistibly
the blue left their own territory and passed the
forty-five-yard line of Lawrenceville. Then a fumble
occurred and the ball went again with the gale far
out of danger, over the heads of the Andover backs
who had misjudged its treacherous course.

“Lucky we’ve got the wind,” said Dink, calm
amid the roaring cheers about him. “Gee, that
Andover attack’s going to be hard to stop. Banks
is beginning to limp.”

The blue, after a few quick advances, formed and
swept out toward Garry Cockrell’s end.

“Three yards lost,” said Dink grimly. “They
won'’t try him often. Funny they’'re not onto Banks.
Lord, how they can gain through the center of the
line. First down again.” Substitute and coach, the
frantic school, alumni over from Princeton, kept up
a constant storm of shouts and entreaties:

“Oh, get together!”

“Throw 'em back!”

“Hold ’em!”

“First down again!”

“Hold ’em, Lawrenceville!"”

“Don’t let them carry it seventy yards!”

“Get the jump!”

“There they go again!”

“Ten yards around Banks!”
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Stover, alone, squatting opposite the line of play,
moving as it moved, coldly critical, studied each
individuality.

“Funny nervous little tricks that Goodhue’s got
—blows on his hands—does that mean he takes the
ball? No, all a bluft. What's he do when he does
take it? Quiet and looks at the ground. When he
doesn’t take it he tries to pretend he does. I'll tuck
that away. He'’s my man. Seems to switch in just
as the interference strikes the end about ten feet
beyond tackle, running low— Banks is playing too
high; better, perhaps, to run - n on ’em now and
then before they get started” There's going to be
trouble there in a minute. The fellows aren’t up on
their toes yet—what is the matter, anyhow ? Tough’s
getting boxed right along, he ought to play out
further, I should think. Hello, some one fumbled
again. Who's got it? Looks like Garry. No, they
recovered it themselves—no, they didn't. Lord,
what a butter-fingered lot—why doesn’t he get it?
He has—Charlie De Soto—clear field—can he make
it '—he ought to—where’s that Goodhue?—looks
like a safe lead; he'll make the twenty-yard line at
least—yes, fully that, if he doesn’t stumble—there’s
that Goodhue now—some one ought to block him
off, good work—that’s it—that makes the touch-
down—Ilucky—very lucky!”

Some one hit him a terrific clap on the shoulder.
He looked up in surprise to behold Fatty Harris
dancing about like a crazed man. The air seemed
all arms, hats were rising like startled coveys of
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birds. Some one flung his arms around him and
hugged him. He flung him off almost indignantly.
What were they thinking of—that was only one
touchdown—four points—what was that against
that blue team and the wind at their backs, too. One
touchdown wasn’t going to win the game.

“Why do they get so excited?”’ said Dink Stover
to John Stover, watching deliberately the ball soar-
ing between the goal-posts; ‘‘6 to o—they think it’s
all over. Now's the rub.”

Mr. Ware passed near him. He was quiet, too,
seeing far ahead.

“Better keep warmed up, Stover,” he said.

“Biting his nails, that's a funny trick for a
master,”’ thought Dink. “He oughtn’t to be nervous.
That doesn’t do any good.”

The shouts of exultation were soon hushed; with
the advantage of the wind the game quickly assumed
a different complexion. Andover had found the
weak end and sent play after play at Banks, driv-
ing him back for long advances.

““T'ake off your sweater,” said Mr. Ware.

Dink flung it off, running up and down the side-
lines, springing from his toes.

“Why don’t they take him out?”’ he thought
angrily, with almost a hatred of the fellow who was
fighting 1t out in vain. “Can’t they see it? Ten yards
more, oh, Lord! This ends it.”

With a final rush the Andover interference swung
at Banks, brushed him aside and swept over the re-
maining fifteen yards for the touchdown. A minute
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later the goal was kicked and the elevens again
changed sides. The suddenness with which the score
had been tied impressed every one—the school team
seemed to have no defense against the well-massed
attacks of the opponents.

“Holes as big as a house,” said Fatty Harris.
“Asleep! They're all asleep!”

Dink, pacing up and down, waited the word from
Mr. Ware, rebelling because it did not come.

Again the scrimmage began, a short advance from
the loosely-knit school eleven, a long punt with the
wind and then a quick, business-like line-up of the
blue team and another rush at the vulnerable end.

““T'en yards more; oh, it’s giving it away!”’ said
Fatty Harris.

Stover knelt and tied his shoelaces and rising,
tightened his belt.

“I'll be out there i1n a moment,” he said to him-
self.

Another gain at Banks’ end and suddenly from
the elevens across the field the figure of the captain
rose and waved a signal.

“Go 1n, Stover,” said Mr. Ware.

He ran out across the long stretch to where the
players were moving restlessly, their clothes flinging
out clouds of steam. Back of him something was
roaring, cheering for him, perhaps, hoping against
hope.

Then he was in the midst of the contestants,
Garry Cockrell’s arm about his shoulders, whisper-
ing something in his ear about keeping cool, break-
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ing up the interference if he couldn’t get his man,
following up the play. He went to his position,
noticing the sullen expressions of his teammates,
angry with the consciousness that they were not do-
ing their best. Then taking his stand beyond Tough
McCarty, he saw the Andover quarter and the backs
turn and study him curiously. He noticed the half-
back nearest him, a stocky, close-cropped, red-haired
fellow, with brawny arms under his rolled-up jersey,
whose duty it would be to send him rolling on the
first rush.

“All ready?” cried the voice of the umpire.

“First down.”

The whistle blew, the two lines strained opposite
each other. Stover knew what the play would be—
there was no question of that. Fortunately the last
two rushes had carried the play well over to his side
—the boundary was only fifteen yards away. Dink
had thought out quickly what he would do. He
crept in closer than an end usually plays and at the
snap of the ball rushed straight into the starting
interference before it could gather dangerous mo-
mentum. The back, seeing him thus drawn in, in-
stinctively swerved wide around his interference,
forced slightly back. Before he could turn forward
his own speed and the necessity of distancing Stover
and Condit drove him out of bounds for a four-yard
loss.

“Second down, nine yards to go!” came the
verdict.
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“Rather risky going in like that,” said Flash
Condit, who backed up his side.

“Wanted to force him out of bounds,” said
Stover.

“Oh—Ilook out for something between tackle and
guard now.”

“No—they’'ll try the other side now to get a clean
sweep at me,”’ said Stover.

The red-haired halfback disappeared in the op-
posite side and, well protected, kept his feet for five
yards.

““Third down, four to gain.”

“Now for a kick,” said Stover, as the Andover
end came out opposite him. “What the deuce am I
going to do to this coot to mix him up. He looks
more as though he’d like to tackle me than to get
past.” He looked over and caught a glance from the
Andover quarter. “‘I wonder. Why not a fake kick?
They've sized me up for green. I'll play it care-
fully.”

At the play, instead of blocking, he jumped back
and to one side, escaping the end who dove at his
knees. Then, rushing ahead, he stalled oft the half
and caught the fullback with a tackle that brought
him to his feet, rubbing his side.

“Lawrenceville’s ball. Time up for first half.”

Dink had not thought of the time. Amazed, he
scrambled to his feet, half angry at the interruption,
and following the team went over to the room to
be talked to by the captain and the coach.
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It was a hang-dog crowd that gathered there,
quailing under the scornful lashing of Garry Cock-
rell. He spared no one, he omitted no names. Dink,
listening, lowered his eyes, ashamed to look upon
the face of the team. One or two cried out:

“Oh, I say, Garry!”

““T'hat’s too much!”

“Too much, too much, i1s it?"” cried their captain,
walking up and down, striking the flat of his hand
with the clenched fist. “By heavens, it’s nothing to
what they're saying of us out there. They’'re ashamed
of us, one and all! Listen to the cheering if you
don’t believe it! They’ll cheer a losing team, a team
that is being driven back foot by foot. There’s
something glorious in that, but a team that stands
up to be pushed over, a team that lies down and
quits, a team that hasn’t one bit of red fighting
blood in it, they won’t cheer; they're ashamed of
you! Now, I'll tell you what’s going to happen to
you. You're going to be run down the field for just
about four touchdowns. Here's Lentz being tossed
around by a fellow that weighs forty pounds less.
Why, he’s the joke of the game. McCarty hasn’t
stopped a play, not one! Waladoo’s so easy that
they rest up walking through him. But that’s not
the worst, you're playing wide apart as though
there wasn’t a man within ten miles of you; not one
of you is helping out the other. The only time you've
taken the ball from them is when a little shaver
comes in and uses his head. Now, you’re not going to
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win this game, but by the Almighty you're going out
there and going to hold that Andover team! You've
got the wind against you; you've got everything
against you; you've got to fight on your own goal
line, not once, but twenty times. But you've got to
hold 'em; you're going to make good; you're going
to wipe out that disgraceful, cowardly first half!
You're going out there to stand those fellows oft!
You're going to make the school cheer for you again
as though they believed in you, as though they were
proud of you! You're going to do a bigger thing
than beat a weaker team! You're going to hight off
defeat and show that, if you can’t win, you can't
be beaten!”

Mr. Ware, in a professional way, passed from
one to another with a word of advice: “Play lower,
get the jump—don’t be drawn in by a fake plunge—
watch Goodhue.”

But Dink heard nothing; he sat in his corner,
clasping and unclasping his hands, suffering with the
moments that separated him from the fray. Then
all at once he was back on the field, catching the
force of the wind that blew the hair about his tem-
ples, hearing the half-hearted welcome that went up
from the school.

“Hear that cheer!” said Garry Cockrell bitterly.

From Butcher Stevens’ boot the ball went twist-
ing and veering down the field. Stover went down,
dodging nstinctively, hardly knowing what he did.
Then as he started to spring at the runner an inter-
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ferer from behind flung himself on him and sent
him sprawling, but not until one arm had caught
and checked his man.

McCarty had stopped the runner, when Dink
sprang to his feet, wild with the rage of having
missed his tackle.

““Steady!” cried the voice of his captain.

He lined up hurriedly, seeing red. The inter-
ference started for him, he flung himself at it
blindly and was buried under the body of the red-
haired half. Powerless to move, humiliatingly held
under the sturdy body, the passion of fighting rose
in him again. He tried to throw him oft, doubling
up his fist, waiting until his arm was free.

“Why, you're easy, kid,” said a mocking voice.
“We'll come again.”’

The taunt suddenly chilled him. Without know-
ing how it happened, he laughed.

“That’s the last time you get me, old rooster,”
he said, in a voice that did not belong to him.

He glanced back. Andover had gained fifteen
yards.

““I'hat comes from losing my head,” he said
quietly. “That’s over.”

It had come, the cold consciousness of which
Cockrell had spoken, strange as the second wind
that surprises the distressed runner.

“I’ve got to teach that red-haired coot a lesson,”
he said. “‘He’s a little too confident. I'll shake him
up a bit.”

The opportunity came on the third play, with
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another attack on his end. He ran forward a few
steps and stood still, leaning a little forward, wait-
ing for the red-haired back who came plunging at
him. Suddenly Dink dropped to his knees, the inter-
ferer went violently over his back, something struck
Stover in the shoulder and his arms closed with the
herce thrill of holding his man.

“Second down, seven yards to gain,” came the
welcome sound.

Time was taken out for the red-haired halfback,
who had had the wind knocked out of him.

“Now he'll be more respectful,” said Dink, and as
soon as he caught his eye he grinned. ““Red hair—
I'll see if I can’t get his temper.”

Thus checked and to use the advantage of the
wind Andover elected to kick. The ball went twist-
ing, and, changing its course in the strengthening
wind, escaped the clutches of Macnooder and went
bounding toward the goal where Charlie De Soto
saved it on the twenty-five-yard line. In an instant
the overwhelming disparity of the sides was ap-
parent.

A return kick at best could gain but twenty-fve
or thirty yards. From now on they would be on the
defensive.

Dink came in to support his traditional enemy,
Tough McCarty. The quick, nervous voice of
Charlie De Soto rose in a shriek: ‘“‘Now, Lawrence-
ville, get into this, 7—52—3.”

Dink swept around for a smash on the opposite
tackle, head down, eyes fastened on the back before
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him, feeling the shock of resistance and the yield-
ing response as he thrust forward, pushing, heaving
on, until everything piled up before him. Four yards
gained.

A second time they repeated the play, making
the first down.

“Time to spring a quick one through us,” he
thought.

But again De Soto elected the same play.

“What's he trying to do?” said Dink. “Why
don’t he vary it?”

Some one hauled him out of the tangled pile. It
was Tough McCarty.

“Say, our tackle's a stiff one,” he said, with his
mouth to Stover’s ear. “‘You take his knees; I'll take
him above this time.”

Their signal came at last. Dink dove, trying to
meet the shifting knees and throw him oft his bal-
ance. The next moment a powerful arm caught him
as he left the ground and swept him aside.

“Any gain?” he asked anxiously as he came up.

“Only a yard,” said McCarty. “He got through
and smeared the play.”

“I know how to get him next time,” said Dink.

The play was repeated. This time Stover made a
feint and then dove successfully after the big arm
had swept fruitlessly past. Flash Condit, darting
through the line, was tackled by Goodhue and fell
forward for a gain.

“How much ?”’ said Stover, rising joyfully.

“They’'re measuring.”
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The distance was tried and found to be two feet
short of the necessary five yards. The risk was too
great, a kick was signaled and the ball was
Andover’s, just inside the center of the field.

“Now, Lawrenceville,” cried the captain, ‘‘show
what you're made of.”

The test came quickly, a plunge between Mec-
Carty and Lentz yielded three yards, a second four.
The Andover attack, with the same precision as be-
fore, struck anywhere between the tackles and
found holes. Dink, at the bottom of almost every
pile, raged at Tough McCarty.

“He’s doing nothing, he isn’t fighting,” he said
angrily. “He doesn’t know what it is to fight. Why
doesn’t he break up that interference for me?”

When the attack struck his end now it turned in,
slicing oft tackle, the runner well screened by close
interference that held him up when Stover tackled,
dragging him on for the precious yards. Three and
four yards at a time, the blue advance rolled its
way irresistibly toward the red and black goal. They
were Inside the twenty-yard line now.

Cockrell was pleading with them. Little Charlie
De Soto was running along the line, slapping their
backs, calling frantically on them to throw the blue
back.

And gradually the line did stiften, slowly but
perceptibly the advance was cut down. Enmities
were forgotten with the shadow of the goal-posts
looming at their backs. Waladoo and Turkey Reiter
were fighting side by side, calling to each other.
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Tough McCarty was hauling Stover out of desperate
scrimmages, patting him on the back and calling
him “good old Dink.” The fighting blood that Garry
Cockrell had called upon was at last there—the line
had closed and fought together.

And yet they were borne back to their fifteen-yard
line, two yards at a time, just losing the fourth
down.

Stover at end was trembling like a blooded ter-
rier, on edge for each play, shrieking:

“Oh, Tough, get through—you must get
through!”

He was playing by intuition now, no time to plan.
He knew just who had the ball and where it was go-
ing. Out or in, the attack was concentrating on his
end—only McCarty and he could stop it. He was
getting his man, but they were dragging him on,
fighting now for inches.

“T'hird down, one yard to gain!”

“Watch my end,” he shouted to Flash Condit,
and hurling himself forward at the starting backs
dove under the knees, and grabbing the legs about
him went down buried under the mass he had up-
set.

It seemed hours before the crushing bodies were
pulled off and some one’s arm brought him to his
feet and some one hugged him, shouting in his ear:

“You saved it, Dink, you saved it!”

Some one rushed up with a sponge and began

dabbing his face.
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“What the deuce are they doing that for?” he
said angrily.

Then he noticed that an arm was under his and
he turned curiously to the face near him. It was

Tough McCarty's.

“Whose ball i1s it?"” he said.

“Ours.”

He looked to the other side. Garry Cockrell was
supporting him.

“What’s the matter?”’ he said, trying to draw
his head away from the sponge that was dripping
water down his throat.

“TJust a little wind knocked out, youngster—com-
ing to?"

“I'm all right.”

He walked a few steps alone and then took his
place. Things were in a daze on the horizon, but not
there in the field. Everything else was shut out
except his duty there.

Charlie De Soto’s voice rose shrill :

“Now, Lawrenceville, up the field with it. This
team’s just begun to play. We've got together, boys.
Let her rip!”

No longer scattered, but a unit, all differences for-
got, fighting for the same i1dea, the team rose up
and crashed through the Andover line, every man
in the play, ten—fifteen yards ahead.

“Again!” came the strident cry.

Without a pause the line sprang into place,
formed and swept forward. It was a privilege to be
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in such a game, to feel the common frenzy, the
awakened glance of battle that showed down the
line. Dink, side by side with Tough McCarty,
thrilled with the same thrill, plunging ahead with
the same motion, fighting the same hght; no longer
alone and desperate, but nerved with the conscious-
ness of a partner whose gameness matched his own.

For thirty yards they carried the ball down the
field, before the stronger Andover team, thrown
off its feet by the unexpected frenzy, could rally and
stand them off. Then an exchange of punts once
more drove them back to their twenty-five-yard
line.

A second time the Andover advance set out from
the fifty-yard line and slowly fought its way to sur-
render the ball in the shadow of the goal-posts.

Stover played on in a daze, remembering noth-
ing of the confused shock of bodies that had gone
before, wondering how much longer he could hold
out—to last out the game as the captain had told
him. He was groggy, from time to time he felt the
sponge’s cold touch on his face or heard the voice of
Tough McCarty in his ear.

“Good old Dink, die game!”

How he loved McCarty fighting there by his side,
whispering to him:

“You and I, Dink! What if he is an old ele-
phant, we'll put him out of the play.”

Still, flesh and blood could not last forever. The
half must be nearly up.

““I'wo minutes more time.”
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“What was that?” he said groggily to Flash
Condit.

““T'wo minutes more. Hold 'em now!”

It was Andover’'s ball. He glanced around. They
were down near the twenty-hve-yard line some-
where. He looked at McCarty, whose frantic head
showed against the sky.

“Break it up, Tough,” he said, and struggled
toward him.

A cry went up, the play was halted.

“He’s groggy,” he heard voices say, and then
came the welcome splash of the sponge.

Slowly his vision cleared to the anxious faces
around him.

“Can you last ?"” said the captain.

“I'm all right,” he said gruffly.

“Things cleared up now?”

“Fine!”

McCarty put his arm about him and walked with
him.

“Oh, Dink, you will last, won't you?"

“You bet I will, Tough!”

“It's the last stand, old boy!”

“The last.”

“Only two minutes more we've got to hold ’em!
The last ditch, Dink."”

“T’'ll last.”

He looked up and saw the school crouching along
the line—tense, drawn faces. For the first time he
realized they were there, calling on him to stand
steadfast.
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He went back, meeting the rush that came his
way, half-knocked aside, half-gétting his man,
dragged again until assistance came. De Soto’s sting-
ing hand slapped his back and the sting was good,
clearing his brain.

Things came into clear outline once more. He saw
down the line and to the end where Garry Cockrell
stood.

“Good old captain,” he said. “They’ll not get by
me, not now.”’

He was in every play it seemed to him, wonder-
ing why Andover was always keeping the ball, al-
ways coming at his end. Suddenly he had a shock.
Over his shoulder were the goal-posts, the line he
stood on was the line of his own goal.

He gave a hoarse cry and went forward like a
madman, parting the interference. Some one else
was through; Tough was through; the whole line
was through, flinging back the runner. He went down
clinging to Goodhue, buried under a mass of his
own tacklers. Then, through the frenzy, he heard
the shrill call of time.

He struggled to his feet. The ball lay scarcely
four yards away from the glorious goal-posts. Then,
before the school could sweep them up; panting, ex-
hausted, they gathered in a circle with incredulous,
delirious faces, and leaning heavily, wearily on one
another gave the cheer for Andover. And the touch

of Stover’s arm on McCarty's shoulder was like an
embrace.
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IT 1s my belief that Ring Lardner has written the best
baseball story that has ever been written. But he is a
realist, and baseball to him is not a glamorous game. It
is a strictly commercial enterprise played by not very
inspiring people. It was Ring Lardner who discovered
that the American 1dols had feet of clay. Charles E. Van
Loan, on the other hand, loves these people. He finds
baseball beautiful—full of rhythm and motion and
emotion. He brings out the best that is in the game.

Of all his stories I like “Mister Conley’’ the best.



MISTER CONLEY
CHARLES E. VAN LOAN

NICKNAME s like a porous plaster—you

slap one on a fellow to cure him of something
and 1t takes hold easy enough, but it fetches the
hair with it when it comes off.

Mister Conley, was what we called him, with the
accent on the Mister. We wished the title on him to
cure him of freshness, and it stuck so tight that we
came near making a stranger out of the best third
basemar in the league.

Most ballplayers are christened by the newspaper
men, but Conley wasn’t. We named him ourselves
and we gave him a monniker that was meant to hurt.
Sarcasm is the stuff that gets under the skin. It’s
harder to bear than downright abuse; but, even so,
I claim that he might better have been Mister Conley
than just plain Conley, 3b.

Did you ever stop to think that it’s a bad sign
when a ballplayer hasn’t a nickname of any sort?
Take the Guide and pick out the boys who are
known simply by their last names, and you’ll find
you haven't many stars in your collection. They’ll

From Scores By Innings, by Charles E. Van Loan. Copyright, 1919,
by Doubleday, Doran and Company, Inc.
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be just good enough to get by. No bats or gloves
will ever be named after em.

It takes an exception to make a rule. For some
reason or other they never say “Walt” when they talk
about Johnson. He's always Walter; but, shucks!
that fellow doesn’t need a nickname! He’s got
everything else.

We tacked the Mister on Conley at the spring
training camp, and it was his own fault. You know
how it is down South in March—especially when
the ivory-hunters have been beating the jungles the
season before. The place 1s all gummed up with in-
fielders and outfielders and pitchers—minor leaguers
and sandlotters and semi-pro’s—until you don’t dare
to turn round quick for fear of stepping on one of
‘em.

We regulars don’t pay much attention td recruits,
as a general thing—we see so many of 'em. If a
youngster shows a lot of class we look him over,
but that’s as far as we go with him. We don’t pre-
sent him with the keys of the city on suspicion.

It isn’t that we're swelled up or stuck on our-
selves; we're only particular. Some clubs are dif-
ferent, but we have always been clannish. When the
boss picks out a new man we give him the third
degree; and if he stands the acid and comes out
ninety-nine per cent human being we let him in—.
when we get good and ready. We're never in a
hurry about it and we don't like to be rushed. It's
easter for a St. Louis woman to break into Chicago



MISTER CONLEY 63

society than it is for a busher to land a front seat
in our family circle.

We!d been hearing a few things about Conley
from Gagus, the chief scout. Gagus found him out
West somewhere during the boy's first year as a
professional ballplayer. Before that he had been at
some jerkwater college or other.

The trouble with him was that he expected too
much of us in the welcome-to-our-city line and ex-
pected it too soon. There wasn’'t anybody to give
him a quiet tip to lie back and wait; so he came tear-
ing into our midst as frisky as a fox-terrier pup—
he wanted to paw everybody and slobber over 'em.
The kid meant it all right—he just didn’t under-
stand our system. He was loaded to the guards
with college notions, and I think he joined out with
us under the impression that a big-league ball club
1s a cross between a college fraternity and a six
months’ joy ride.

Lots of bushers have that idea; but after they've
been farmed out and traded round a while they get
over it. That sort of experience would have been the
best thing in the world for Conley; but he missed
it. Conley took a running jump and landed square
on third base, owing to -Rance Murdock’s coming
down with matrimony and emotional insanity at the
same time. I'll explain about him:

Most of us regulars met at St. Louis and started
South from there, that being a sort of shipping
point for ballplayers in the spring of the year. Our
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party was complete—all but Rance Murdock, who
was to join us there after wintering in Kansas City.
Rance had been our third baseman for five years—
and a corking good one he was. It was a treat to
play beside him; and if a shortstop doesn’t know a
third baseman when he sees one, who does?

Billy Howard, the club secretary, was with us,
representing the ““Bald Eagle,” who was already at
the training camp sizing up the recruits and trying
to get a pitcher or two out of the mess. We were all
sitting in the lobby of the hotel and Billy was scut-
tling round like a wet hen, fussing about Rance, the
baggage and a lot of other things—the way club
secretaries always do.

“] wired him a week ago to meet us here to-day,”
says Billy. “Come to think of it, he never answered
—oh, here he 1s now!”

It was Rance, sure enough, all dressed up like a
horse, with a flower in his buttonhole. I knew the
minute I laid eyes on him that something was wrong.
He was nervous and it showed in the way he laughed
and slapped us on the back. That wasn’t like Rance
—and it wasn’t like him to carry a dinky little cane
either.

“Well, stranger,” says Billy, “I was beginning to
think I'd have to leave your transportation here and
let you follow us. We're hitting the rattler at seven-
thirty. Where is your trunk?”

“I didn’t bring one,” says Rance—and then he
pulled it on us as unexpected as a triple play.

He had gone and eloped with a Kansas City girl
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a couple of days before; and her father, after he
recovered from the shock and cooled off, had offered
him an interest in the retail clothing business to quit
playing baseball.

“So I guess I won’t need that transportation,”
says Rance; he didn’t have the nerve to come out
flat-footed and say he was going to quit.

“Why, man alive,” says Billy, “you ain’t a-going
to run out on the club, are you?”

“Well, no-o0,” says Rance—*'not exactly run out;
but I'm a married man now, and—"

“G-0-0-d—night !"" says Smokeless Solly Jones, the
pitcher, putting in his oar. ‘“Any time they begin to
pull that I’'m-a-married-man-now stuff you don’t
have to ask for waivers. You can hand ’em
an unconditional release on the spot. They may look
all right and they may talk all right, but they’ll
never be the same again! If I was a manager I
wouldn’t give a nickel for a whole carload of bride-
grooms. [t's a form of insanity, sure!”

“Wait!” says Howard, dancing up and down.
“Wait a minute, Solly! You're hitting out of your
turn. Let me talk to him: Now, Rance, you wouldn’t
want to leave the boss flat on his back, would you?”

““No,” says Rance, stalling, “I wouldn’t want to
do it, Billy; but my wife’s old man has made a sweet
business proposition and I don’t see how I can over-
look it. A third interest in the best clothing store
in Kansas City 1s pretty soft. There’s no future in
baseball—you know that as well as I do. In a few
years I'll be all through, and then what have I got?
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Nothing but a lot of jammed-up fingers and inflam-
matory rheumatism. I talked it all over with my
wife, and she thinks—"

“Police!” howls Smokeless, breaking in again.
“That’s the tip-off, fellers! His wife thinks! Those
wishing to take a last view of the remains kindly
pass to the right! Why, you poor deluded simp,
have you quit thinking for yourself? Did it strike
you that it was going to ruin this ball club to have
a gap at third base? I'll bet no such notion ever
knocked a splinter off that granite dome! You've
got an elegant gall—haven’t you—coming round
here, shaved nine days under the skin and all dis-
guised up with cologne and chrysanthemums!

“And so you're going to peddle hand-me-downs
to the yokels because your wife thinks you hadn’t
better play baseball any more! It’s a wonder she'd
let you out alone this evening, for fear you'd catch
cold! Great Cupid! You didn’t marry a suffragette,
did you? You've still got a vote, I hope! Just because
you let a girl take you by the arm and drag you down
the aisle—"

“Here!” says Rance, red as a beet, and pretty
mad; “this is the second time you've stuck your cue
into a private game, and if you do it again I'll knock
all the chalk off of it for you. Do you get me?”

“You never saw the day!” bawls Solly. “You and
all your wife’s counterjumper relations! You
couldn’t do 1t if you were in your right mind! Did
she have to tell the preacher ‘I will’ for you?”

Well, that was pretty raw, and for a few seconds
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it looked like war right there in the lobby; but some
of the boys got hold of Solly and herded him into
the bar, and the rest of us closed in on Rance and
argued with him. It wasn’t any use though. It never
1s any use to argue with a bridegroom; he glories in
his shame. Whenever we got Rance treed and out on
a limb he’d tell us what his wife thought. That
benched us every time—didn’t even leave us a come-
back.

Pretty soon Solly came back and said he was
sorry. Old Smokeless has his faults, but he’s always
willing to apologize when he sees he's wrong. Some-
times he has to be licked before he can see it; but
in this case it wasn’t necessary.

““Rance, old hoss,” says he, “I went a little too
strong with that bawl-out and I'm sorry. Of course
I don’t really think that she kidnapped you, even
if_,)

“Let it go at that,” says Rance, and they shook
hands.

““This is on the level ?”’ says Solly. “You ain’t try-
ing to stick the Bald Eagle for more dough, are
you? You're really going to quit?”

“Yes, I'm going to quit, Solly.”

““Too bad!” says Smokeless, shaking his head.
““T'oo bad! I'm going to miss you when I'm in there
working—especially on the bunts. We'll all miss
you; and don’t fool yourself, Rance—you’ll miss
us. The afternoons will be awful long, with noth-
ing to do but carry a tape measure round your
neck. You'll get to thinking how good it feels to
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hook a fast one on the nose and watch her sail.”

“Oh, T don’t know,” says Rance; but he couldn’t
look Solly in the eye.

“Some day,” says Smokeless, ‘‘you’ll run across
a big-league ball club on the road. You'll see men
who have been like brothers to you looking out of
the Pullman windows, and you’d give all the cloth-
ing stores in Missouri to be with them again—just
for one game; but you'll be fat and out of shape, and
you won't be able to get your hands below your
knees. You're selling out awful cheap, Rance, old
boy—awful cheap!”

“Oh, I don’t know,”” says Rance, doing his best to
smile and not getting it across very strong. ‘I don’t
think it will be as bad as that, Solly.”

“You just wait!” says Smokeless. “It’'ll be worse.”

Rance went to the depot to see us off and some-
where on the way he lost the fat, self-satisfied look
of an amateur married man. I was on the observa-
tion platform as the train started to pull out and I
got a good look at him. He was shy all the earmarks
of a bridegroom.

Have you ever seen a kid outside a circus tent—
a kid who knows that he’s not going to get in to see
the show, but can’t quite bring himself to the point
where he’ll give up hope and go home? Well, that
was Rance. He was standing there in the gateway, all
alone, looking through at us; and believe me or not,
I wouldn’t have traded places with him for the en-
tire state of Missouri.

By golly, a man ought to pick out a regular wife
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to break even for the loss of all his old pals, and I
hoped Rance had been lucky in the draw. Well,
that’s how we came to be shy a third baseman, and
it explains why Mister Conley got his running jump
into the regular line-up.

The Bald Eagle shed a few tail-feathers when
he heard that Rance had signed a life contract in
the Matrimonial League and left a hole at third
base you could drive a furniture van through.

It’s no joke to lose a third baseman, because those
fellows are born, not made; and they don’t grow on
every bush. I'm supposed to be a fair sort of short-
stop, which 1s my regular position, and I've done
some second-basing that wasn’t so rotten; but put me
on third and I'll kick away a dozen games a season.
Real third basemen are like black pearls—worth
anything you can get for ’em; and there’s never
enough to go round.

What made it particularly bad was that the boss
didn’t have a word of warning. He'd been counting
on Rance as good for five years more and he didn’t
have a spare third sacker in sight or under cover.
The Bald Eagle—we call him Jimmy Patten to his
face—had to get a third baseman in a hurry, and
there were only three ways to do it—two of ’em
hard and the third a miracle: he could trade, buy
outright, or find the sort of man he wanted among
the recruits.

You can figure what sort of terms you get on a
trade when the other fellow knows you’ve simply
got to do business with him. The boss knew that if
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he traded he’d have to give his right eye and a piece
of his immortal soul to boot; and if he bought an es-
tablished star it would be a five-figure deal. It was
good horse-sense to look for the miracle first; so the
Bald Eagle took another quick slant at the recruit
infielders. And there was young Conley right under
his nose—a born third baseman; I will say that for
him.

The first day at the practice park I sized up the
bushers carefully, for I was interested in seeing the
third-base gap plugged. There was one redhead in
the bunch who loomed up like a twenty-dollar gold-
piece on a collection plate—and it was Conley. He
was a sure-enough ballplayer and it showed in every
move he made.

There is such a thing as baseball instinct. Almost
any man who is fast on his feet and has good eye-
sight can be taught to field grounders and handle
throws; but it’s what a man does after he gets the
ball in his hands that counts. Up to that point the
work 1s mechanical.

Conley knew what to do with the ball and he
didn’t have to stop to think. He had nice hands; he
went after the ball the right way, handled it clean,
and got it away from him like a streak. In the bat-
ting practice he stood up to the plate as though he'd
seen one before and took a good, snappy holt of the
bat. I saw the Bald Eagle watching him, grinning
like he does when he picks up a pair of aces on the
draw. It didn’t take half an eye to see the boss was
sweet on the redhead.
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That night at dinner some of us were talking
about Conley. We weren’t boosting him, you under-
stand—it was a little early for that. We were just
mentioning that we’d noticed him as among those
present. About the middle of the discussion in walked
the bird himself, looked all round, and then came
over and sat down at our table.

Well, it wasn’t exactly a crime; but it wasn’t the
right thing either. In our camp the recruits have
tables of their own and do their sword-swallowing
in a bunch. There was a dead silence for a few sec-
onds; and I guess Conley felt the drop in the
temperature, for he fished out a little leather case
and handed his card to Solly Jones. It was just his
luck to pick out the strongest kidder in the club.
Smokeless looked at the card for some time.

“Conley—Mister Marshall P. Conley. H'm!
Don’t recognize the name. Are you—stopping in the
city, Mister Conley?”’

Conley started to laugh, but it fizzled out on him,
for nobody laughed with him.

“Why, yes,” says the redhead. ‘“I—I'm with the
ball club. Conley—from the D.P.D. League, you
know.”

“Huh!” says Smokeless, and went on eating.

Conley didn't quite know what to make of it; he
sat there looking foolish and turning the cardcase
over and over in his hands. More silence. “‘Pretty
nice weather for spring training,” says he at last.

Solly began to talk across the table to Husky
Mathews.
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“No, sir; I tell you you're wrong!”’ says he, as
if he were getting back to an old argument. “‘I claim
there's a better way than sawing 'em off short or
knocking ’em off with a club. That’s a quick way,
but it’s likely to fracture the skull.”

“If I'm wrong, show me,” says Husky, without the
least notion of what it was all about, but willing to
help it along.

“T use a kind of salve,” says Smokeless. “If any-
body is troubled that way rub a little dab into the
scalp and in a few days they drop oft by themselves.
And it don’t damage the horns either.”

“Horns!” says Conley, trying to shoulder in on
the play and leaving himself wide open for the come-
back. “Horns—on a human being ?”’

“Oh, I wouldn’t go so far as to say a human be-
ing.” And Smokeless took another look at the card.
“It’s used on goats, Mister Conley—and bush
leaguers. It keeps 'em from butting in. I've got a
box of it in my trunk if you’d like to try it.

That was about all for Conley. It spoiled the
meal for him; but the redhead was too proud to push
back his chair and quit. He sat there, going through
the motions of eating, and now and then trying to
edge in on the conversation; but somebody crossed
in front and took the ball away from him every time.
The best he got was a chance to look interested and
nod his head once in a while. It was a pretty rough
deal on a beginner; but if he had played his proper
position he would have missed it.

Smokeless was responsible for the nickname. He
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carried that card round with him even when he was
in uniform, and every time the redhead opened his
mouth Smokeless would begin to look through his
pockets. He'd dig up the card, take a slant at it and
then pull the Mister Conley on him.

In a few days we were all doing 1t. The newspaper
men took it up next, and after Conley saw his press
notices he began eating by himself over in a far
corner.

“It’s like this,” Smokeless explained: ‘“When they
were dealing out the humility this young third-
basing demon didn’t draw to his hand. It’s a cinch
he’s going to be one of us, but it won’t hurt him to
be reminded once in a while that he’s only related to
this ball club by marriage. When he’s tame we can
let up on him.”

Conley took his taming like a little man and didn’t
talk back to any of the regulars; but it wasn't exactly
nutritious for any of the other bushers to call him
Mister.

There was a big, rawboned recruit pitcher named
Hendricks—from out West somewhere—and he
made it his business to ride Conley every chance he
got. He Mistered him all over the place for a few
days and then the redhead invited him over behind
the grandstand. The Bald Eagle refereed it—]Jim
Patten wouldn’t give a nickel for a ballplayer who
won't fight—and Conley gave that big rube thirty
pounds and as swell a licking as you could wish to
see.
““T'hat’s a plenty!” says Hendricks as he was get-
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ting up the last time. “I'm no hog! I know when I'm
satisfied. I'll call you anything you like if you'll only
teach me to use my left hand like that. I never saw
her coming once.”

“Don’t call me anything. Just keep away from
me,” says Conley. He went back on the diamond and
after that he was cock-of-the-walk with the recruits.
The Bald Eagle was tickled to death with him.

“He can lick any man on the team,”’ says the boss.
“It’s a treat to see a good straight left again.”

“Yeah,” says Smokeless; ‘‘but his footwork 1s
coarse and he telegraphs that right hand every time
he cuts it loose. He'd be a chopping-block for a man
who would step in and beat him to it.”

Solly is a wonder at picking out a boxer’s weak
points, but nobody ever saw him find any of ’em with
his fists.

““T'ake a tip from me, Jones,” says the boss, “‘and
lay oft of this sorrel-top. Some day he’ll weary of
your comedy and eat you alive.”

“Well,” says Solly, ““in that case I have a ticket
that I won’t go hungry entirely. I'll gather a tooth-
ful here and there while he’s making a meal.”

“All right,” says the Bald Eagle, hitching up his
belt, “‘if that’s the way you feel about it; but don’t
forget that the real comedians are the ones who
know when to get off the stage, and the best thing
about a joke 1s knowing when it’s played out.”

We didn’t ease up on Conley, and Solly worked
that card-stuft on him until he wore the card out, but
the kid never said a word. I can see now that the
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college-frat idea must have been strong in his head.
A fraternity candidate gets an awful rough ride be-
fore he’s finally taken in as a brother, and the better
he stands the nagging the more they think of him, as
a rule.

Conley must have had a notion that he was being
initiated; and when the boss told him to pack up
his junk and get ready to start North with the
regulars it was natural for the boy to figure that
he'd passed his examinations and been elected as a

blood brother.

That was the time when he should have held back
a little and let us make the advances; but I
suppose he’d kept himself bottled up so long that he
just couldn’t stand it another minute. And he was
a friendly kid by nature. That night he came swarm-
ing into the Pullman with his bags; and the first
crack out of the box he jammed my derby down
over my eyes and slapped Husky Mathews on the
back.

“Well, by golly, we're all here, fellers!” says he.

“Mister Conley is crowding the mourners a
trifle,” says Solly to me. “Somebody ought to tell
him that it's a long time till October and the
averages ain't quite figured up yet. Look at him jab
Dugan in the slats! Ain’t he freshlike, all at once!”

Well, it probably wasn’t all freshness at that. A
lot of it was excitement and sheer happiness at get-
ting what every young ballplayer dreams of—a
chance in the big league. I remember I was as dafty
as a canary bird the first few days myself; and when
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a kid is happy he’s simply got to talk and laugh and
make a noise, or he'll bust. After all that silence
and dignity the reaction had got Conley, and his
tongue was loose at both ends.

Even then I think he would have made the riffle
if he had used ordinary judgment. Everybody was
feeling lively and cheerful, what with the training
season being over and the salaries going to start in
a couple of weeks, and so on. It wasn’t any time
to be carrying grouches and picking flaws, and Con-
ley's little burst of freshness might have got by in
the general wave of good feeling if he hadn’t put
himself in line for a bawl-out. It was his second bad
break.

Of course, there was a poker game, and Eddie
Pine, our first baseman, dropped thirty bucks right
off the reel. Then, like a fellow will do sometimes
when he’s a loser, Eddie began trying to run every-
body out of the good pots—and, of course, he got
trimmed some more. Conley was leaning over from
the seat behind making a lot of comments about
the difterent plays and the pots, and so on. That was
tolerable rank judgment, to begin with.

I saw Eddie look at him once or twice, a little
sour; but there wasn’t any real clash until Conley
tried to tell Pine how he should have played his
three queens against Dugan’s one-card draw. That
was bad enough; but, to make it worse, Dugan
caught his man and back-raised Eddie clear to the
roof. It really wasn’t any time for conversation—
let alone advice from an outsider.
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“You should have laid back with ’em, Eddie,”
says Conley. “If Joe hadn’t hooked up that other
tenspot he wouldn’t have bet into your two-card
draw, and—"

“Say, who is this guy?” asks Pine, turning round
and taking a good long look at Conley.

““Oh, you mean Little Bright Eyes here?”’ says
Smokeless, who was in the game. “Wait; I think
I can place him.” Solly rummaged round a while
and fished out what was left of the card. “Why, this
1s Mister Marshall P. Conley—from the D.P.D.
League. His horns have grown out again—makes
him look difterent.”

“Is he a friend of yours?”’ asks Pine.

“Oh, I wouldn’t go so far as to say a friend; but
he introduced himself to me once.”

“Well, you tell him,” says Pine, ‘‘that if he sticks
his lip in this poker game again I'll take him over
my knee and spank him.”

It isn’t necessary to kick a good dog when all he
wants to do is jump on you to show you he’s friendly.
Conley drew back as if he'd been hit in the face.

“Why, I didn’t mean—"" he began, sort of stut-
tering.

“Ain’t that pest gone yet?”’ snaps Eddie without
even looking over his shoulder. “Whose deal?”

“Excuse me, gentlemen—and Mister Pine!” says
the boy; but nobody paid any attention to him.

Pretty soon he went back to the other end of the
car and sat down alone. He looked out the window
for about three hours, which was a stall and didn’t
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fool anybody, because it was so dark he couldn’t
see a thing but his own reflection in the glass. I could
imagine how he felt.

According to his way of thinking he’d served his
time and worked out his probation; and just when
he was bursting with happiness because he was going
to be a real big leaguer and one of us—zingo! he
was back where he started: Mister Conley, from the
D.P.D. League.

He’d been running his head oft on a foul tip.

Well, sir, from that night on, Conley Mistered
every one of us. I suppose that was his notion of get-
ting even—a typical kid’s trick. It was funny at first
and we thought we'd see how far he would go with
it; so we Mistered him back whenever we got a
chance, which wasn’t often, for he never opened his
mouth except on business—that is to say, something
about baseball.

While we were traveling North he spent most
of his time up ahead in the smoker; he never came
back to our car except to sleep. In the towns where
we played spring exhibition games the only place
we saw him was at the ball orchard. I had an idea
that it would last only a few days; but Conley fooled
me—he never forgot to Mister us, even on the
bench.

“Mister Daly, what was that one you hit ?”

““That was a spitter, Mister Conley.”

Can you imagine that kind of talk—on the bench?

After the season opened and Conley began to
break up games with that long pole of his, and show
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so much class that the fans quit yelling for Rance
Murdock, we judged the thing had gone far enough
and tried to make a few advances; but Conley
wouldn’t have it. He froze us stiff and then crawled
farther back into his shell. A grown man with a
grievance can't be near as nasty as a half-baked kid,
and Conley was a fright. He peddled out insults
right and left—and did it so darned politely too!

The Bald Eagle, being a strategist, thought a
battle might clear the atmosphere; so he rigged up
a little trouble one night in the clubhouse. Conley
knocked out eighty-five dollars’ worth of crown and
bridge work for Eddie Pine and put an awful head
on Solly Jones; and the worst of it was he refused
to shake hands afterward.

““T'he storybook dope is wrong,” says the Bald
Eagle. “Peace ought to come after war, but this is a
reversal of all previous form. The boy has got a
screw loose somewhere; but, so long as he’s hitting
.325 and third-basing all over the shop, he can be
as upstage as he likes. If he begins to show polite-
ness in his hitting I'll climb on to his collar
Solly, I thought you said that he’'d be a sucker for
any man who'd step in and beat him to the punch?”’

Smokeless was over in the corner, and Absalom,
our black rubber, was working on his face.

“Well, didn’t you see me step in?"’ mumbles Solly.
““I'rouble was that I forgot to step out again.
Ouch! Easy there, Absalom! You're getting that
stuft in my eye!”

The newspapers got hold of the Mister business;
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but, of course, they took the wrong slant. The plain
truth might have done Conley good, but I suppose
they figured it made a better story the other way. A
woman reporter came to the hotel in Chicago, took
one peek at Conley—I'll swear the kid never said
ten words to her—and tore off a whole page of
slush.

The Chesterfield of the Big League was the head-
ing, and there were pen-and-ink drawings of Conley
in a claw-hammer; Conley playing polo; Conley
turkey-trotting with a blonde heiress—and I don’t
know what all; but the write-up that went with 'em
had the drawings skinned a mile.

The woman said Conley was a member of the
younger set—she didn’t mention what set his old
folks belonged to; so we're still guessing on that
point—and she pulled a fierce line of bunk, accusing
Conley of being rich and handsome, and playing ball
for the love of the sport! It made a lively little
article; but it would have been better for Conley if
she had said he was a pin-feathered kid, with a sour
disposition and eighteen hundred a year.

“Even on the field,” raved this literary female,
“in the rush of conflict, surrounded by the rougher
element, mingling with men of lower standards, this
young Chesterfield of the diamond maintains his
lofty ideals, commanding the respectful admiration
of his teammates, who see in him everything a pro-
fessional athlete should be but too often—alas !—is
not.”

“Help!”" says Smokeless Solly when he read it.
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“The rougher element—that’s us, fellers. We're the
men of lower standards. She's been opening our
mail. And who in Sam Hill is this Chester-
field person? I don’t seem to make him at all. Ches-
terfield! Where did he ever tend bar?”

Conley was mighty sore about that write-up. He
told the hotel clerk he had a girl in Dexter, Iowa,
who wouldn’t care for that turkey-trotting picture at
all. It would make her think that he was leading a
double life.

That was a fair sample of the guff that got into
the papers—and the baseball writers knew the
truth, but wouldn’t print it. The fans Mistered the
kid from Boston to St. Louis, so that he never had
a chance to forget his grouch and be human.

In spite of his faults Conley was popular with the
crowds. Anybody who plays the difficult corner the
way that kid played it, with a fancy line of extra-
base knocks on the side, can have plenty of people
cheering for him; but popularity didn’t make Conley
happy. He was the saddest and the lonesomest big-
league star in the business; and I'll bet there were
times when he'd have given twenty points oft his bat-
ting average for a heart-to-heart talk with a real
pal. There wasn't a man in the club he could call
his friend—and the ballplayer who hasn’t at least
one chum on the payroll i1s in hard luck.

Well, it went along that way until the end of the
season, Conley getting crustier and crustier, but
playing like a wild man and breaking up many a
game with that fifty-five-ounce bat of his. He never
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loosened up with us for a minute—not even after
the game that cinched the pennant and made us sure
of the World’s Series; and, believe me, there was
some celebration that night too!

After every Big Series it is customary for the
long-range critics to get in their fine work. In the
corner groceries and cigar stands from Maine to
California you can meet fellows who know more
about baseball strategy than the men who get twenty
thousand a year for handling a pennant-winning
club. These wise Ikes, who never saw a regular
game, can tell you just where the mistakes were
made and how each game might have been won.

I'm not in the class with these experts, so you
needn’t expect me to tip oft any real lowdown stuft
on the series we played with the Grizzlies for the
World's Championship. It's enough to say that at
the end of the hfth game the score stood three
games to two in our favor. We needed another to
win the long end of the money.

[t never should have gone beyond five games; but
Scotty MacPherson, pitching the fifth game, laid
a fast one across the outside corner of the plate for
Shag Robinson, the Grizzly first baseman, and Shag
hit it a mile, with two on the bases. Scotty had ’em
licked 2 to o at the time, but Shag’s home run beat
us. Any pitcher who gives that dynamiter a fast one,
outside, ought to have his roof examined by the nut
commissioners.

Before the series began we were all a little bit
nervous about Conley. It was practically certain that



MISTER CONLEY 83

the Grizzlies would center the attack on him as
much as possible, figuring that on account of his
inexperience they might be able to rattle him. No-
body knows how a recruit is going to act in his first
World’s Series; and, for that matter, I've seen
many a veteran choke up and kick away easy chances
when he was in there playing for the difference be-
tween sixty and forty per cent.

It 1s good baseball tactics to shoot at the weakest
spot on a team, and it was good judgment for the
Grizzlies to figure that the soft place in our line-up
would be at third. If they could make Conley nervous
or get him to fighting the ball they would have just
that much advantage.

Sure enough, they went after the kid from the
tap of the gong. The players kidded him, the coach-
ers yelled at him, and the pitchers gave him the old
beanball. In the very first game and Conley’s first
time at bat, Buzz Gafiney, the big Grizzly right-
hander, whistled a wicked one right at Conley’s
head. That sort of thing is calculated to worry a hit-
ter and get him to thinking about what would hap-
pen if his head got in the way of one of those bean-
balls. Conley ducked, of course—and Gafiney
laughed.

“T'ake your foot out of the water-bucket,
Mister Conley,” says Buzz, which is about as in-
sulting a remark as a pitcher can make. “Stand up
there—if you ain’t afraid!” I forgot to say that
Conley never Mistered any opposition players or
umpires.
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“I'm standing right here!’’ he pipes, thumping the
rubber with the end of his bat. “Shoot another one
like that and I'll let it hit me and take a base. Why,
you poor miserable old has-been, you haven’t got
enough speed to dent a derby hat! Come on! Show
me !”’

Then Conley hogged the plate. Buzz switched to
a curve and the kid lined it out for two bases. That
should have been enough to convince ’em that Con-
ley wasn’t the scaring kind; but they kept right after
him, trying to find out where his goat was pastured.
They were still looking for the animal when the
sixth game opened on their home grounds.

Old Smokeless Solly was selected to pitch the
sixth game; he had already trimmed the Grizzlies
once with his slow ball. I claim that Solly Jones has
the slowest ball in the major leagues—which is
where he gets the name of Smokeless. It floats up
to the plate like a toy balloon and a man can read
the signature of the league president on it before
he takes a swing. It looks easy to hit and it is easy
to hit—in the air. Solly had let the Grizzlies down
with nine goose-eggs in his first game; so we felt
reasonably comfortable behind him.

The Grizzlies sent Swede Olson after us—a six
foot lumber-jack, with a nasty hop on his fast ball.
They were hghting uphill for the sixty per cent and
it was a real battle from the opening inning.

In the second, Mike Mullaney, their shortstop—
an aggressive little mick—tried to steal third base.
Danny Daly, our catcher, juggled the ball the least
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fraction of a second and then had to make a chain-
lightning peg to Conley. I was close to the baseline
and [ can swear that Mullaney had a clear path to
the bag.

He went in like a thunderbolt, spikes first, sliding
low to get away from the tag; and I saw him throw
his right foot a bit wide. It caught Conley on the
shin and the kid went down in a heap; but he held
on to the ball. The umpire called Mullaney safe.
As Conley got up he said something to Mullaney,
and as I ran over I heard Mike’s answer:

“Keep oft the baseline if you don’t want to be
spiked! You'll get your legs cut off trying to block
people.”

“He wasn’t on the baseline,” I says, “and he
never even came close to blocking you. I saw you
slam that right foot out to get him—and I've got a
notion to punch you in the eye! Are you hurt bad,
Conley ?”

The kid took a few steps, trying out his left ankle.
His red stocking was torn a little six inches above
the shoetop, so it was a cinch that the spikes had hit
him.

“No, Mister Hines,” says he. “I'm all right,
thank you.”

He didn’t forget to Mister me even then! Well,
I gave Mullaney a bawling-out on general principles,
because I didn’t want him to think he was getting
away with anything. Smokeless came over and
joined in.

“We keep a file on our bench for fellers like you,”
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says Solly—‘‘a file to sharpen spikes with. You'd
better stay away from second the rest of this game,
because every man that slides in there will have a
razor-edge aimed at your knee-cap. And that ain’t
all—the next time I get you up there at the plate
I'm going to hit you right in the ear. In the ear! Do
you get me?”’

Mike showed his teeth.

“You couldn’t hit the ground with your hat!” says
he. ““And for this bush third baseman he’ll be on
crutches the rest of his life if he tries to block me
again.”

“You're a liar! I didn’t block you,” says Conley.

All this time the fans were yelling and those who
rooted for us howled: “Dirty ball! Dirty ball!”” And
the home contingent cheered Mullaney. The noise
lasted until Solly, back in the box but still jawing at
Mike, snapped the ball over to third and caught
Mullaney flat-footed as a cigar-store Indian, six
feet oft the bag.

Conley ran him down on the line and when he
tagged him out he brought the ball from his hip,
knocking Mullaney flat on his face. I heard him
grunt twenty feet away.

“How bad did he nick you?" asks the Bald Eagle
when Conley limped to the bench.

“Just broke the skin, Mister Patten. It stings a
little—that’s all.”

“Let’s have a look at it.”

“It's not worth skinning down the stocking for.
It'll be all right in a minute.”
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Conley went over and sat down on the far end of
the bench, and I saw him twisting his stocking so
that the torn place would come on the side instead
of over the shin.

““There’s one game rooster!” says Patten. “Did
you see him slam the ball into Mullaney’s ribs?
They’'ll find out pretty soon that they’'re wasting
time trying to get this kid’s goat.”

Mind you, I don’t say that Mullaney or any other
ballplayer would deliberately spike a man. I've
played ball for nine years and I never saw but one
case where I felt sure the spiking had been done on
purpose. This was probably an accident; but after
it had happened and couldn’t be helped it was base-
ball sense for Mullaney to put all the blame on Con-
ley and threaten to cut him in two the next chance
he got.

And then Mullaney, being an infielder himself,
knew that nothing in the world shakes a man’s
nerves like a spiking. I've been cut pretty badly a
few times; and to this day I never see a man coming
at me feet first without wondering whether I'm go-
ing to get it again, and remembering just how those
steels hurt when they rip through the flesh and
scrape the bone.

Yes, Mullaney had the right system, but his
threats didn’t seem to work on Conley. The kid was
all over the place like a circus tent, pulling off sensa-
tional stops and going back into the shadow of the
grandstand after fouls. He knocked down one
cannon-ball drive along the third-base line that was a
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daisy. That wallop was ticketed clear through to
the fence, and Conley saved us one run right there
—and possibly two.

In the fifth inning Butch Dillon, the Grizzly right-
fielder, went whirling into third base spikes first and
yelling: “Look out! Look out!” But Conley didn’t
flinch a muscle. He took the throw and put the ball
on Butch as clean as you would wish.

Then, in the first of the sixth—just to make it
more binding—Conley got hold of one of Olson’s
fast shoots and hammered it over Dillon’s head,
scoring me from second with the first run of the
game.

The kid was spry enough on the field, but I no-
ticed that he limped badly coming and going between
innings; and once he poured some water on his
stocking and let it soak in. I was sitting beside him
when he did it and heard him suck in his breath the
way my little boy does when he cuts his finger. That
tipped it to me that his shin was hurting him more
than he would admit and I gave him credit for game-
ness.

Well, the game boomed along in the ninth inning,
still 1 to 0;s0 we had an edge of one run when they
went to bat in the last half. All we had to do was
blank ’em again and the long end of the money was
ours. | was already reading the figures on my check.

It was the pitcher’s turn to hit; and Neville, the
Grizzly manager, yanked Olson and sent Bradner
up to bat for him. At the same time he switched the
system of attack. For eight innings they had been
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waiting Solly out and letting the first ball go by; but
Bradner came up with orders to clout the first one
that was over the plate. We hadn’t seen much of
Bradner in the series, but we knew he was a dan-
gerous man with the stick.

“Hello, little one ! says Solly to Bradner. “When
did they let you out of the cage?”

Then he floated up a slow one on the inside.

Bradner stepped back, clubbed his bat short and
whaled the ball down at me a mile a minute on the
barehand side. I got two fingers on it, but it ran up
my arm and down my back like a squirrel—and Brad-
ner was safe. The scorer gave me an error on it—
the cross-eyed dub! I think I was lucky to stop it at
all.

Butch Dillon was the next man up and he hit
the first ball—a measly little pop-up back of first
base, just far enough to be mighty unhandy to reach.
Eddie Pine, who is a big, leggy fellow, went tearing
back after it and Joe Dugan came tearing in from
right field. We saw it was Pine’s ball and we all
yelled : “Eddie! Eddie!” But Joe came bulling along
like a steam engine, with his nose in the air; and he
smashed into Pine full tilt. Eddie turned a complete
somersault, Dugan was knocked flat on his back
and, of course, the ball fell as safe as a government
bond.

Bradner, waiting half-way between first and sec-
ond in case the ball should be caught, reached third
and Dillon sprinted to second. It was all Dugan’s
fault for not letting Pine take the ball, but his alibi
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was that there was so much noise in the stands he
didn’t hear us. If Joe has a weakness it's a little
tendency toward solid ivory.

Well, there we were, up against one of the sud-
den switches in the luck that make baseball such an
uncertain proposition. A minute before and those
fans wouldn’t have given a smooth dime for their
chances; now they were all up, jumping and dancing
and yelling like Comanches. A minute before we
thought we had a cinch; now we were drawn 1n on
the grass, fighting to cut oft the tying run, with a
possible winning run on second base and nobody out.

It was a desperate situation, for Dugan’s bone-
play had unsettled us and shaken our nerves. Old
Solly was cackling at the next batter, but it wasn’t
on the level with him. He didn’t feel any more like
laughing than the rest of us, but he didn’t think it
was policy to let Shag Robinson know it.

Shag was the next hitter—the fencebuster: and
we knew to a moral certainty that if the first one
came over he would take a crash at it. I remember
sort of praying that he would hit on the ground and
give us a gambling chance for our white alley—and
then Solly let fly, waist high and inside. It was a slow
ball, and that gave Shag a chance to pull back from
the plate and set himself.- He timed it beautifully,
swinging as if it were the last act of his life and he
wanted to use all his steam before he went.

Shag put everything between his spikes and his
shoulders into one terrific swipe, and he caught that
slow ball square on the end of his bat—wham! It
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came down toward third base, level as a sunbeam
and buzzing like a bee. I didn’t have time to un-
track myself or turn my head—just time to think,
““T'here goes the ball game!”—when out of the cor-
ner of my eye I saw Conley make a lunge into the
air with his glove. The crack of the bat and the spat
of the ball against leather were like two handslaps
they were that close together—and there was Con-
ley, scrambling along the grass after the balll One
chance in a million and he got away with it; he had
actually knocked that lightning drive out of the air
with a blind, one-handed stab!

Bradner was tearing for the plate, Dillon was be-
tween second and third, and the tremendous roar
from the stands died out all at once, as if a mufller
had been put on it—which meant that every man in-
side the turnstiles realized that Conley had better
than an even chance to cut off that tying run at the
plate. The boy came up from the grass with a jerk,
throwing the ball underhand without taking time to
set himself fairly on his feet.

Danny Daly, our catcher, jumped high in the air
—and the next thing I knew Bradner had scored
and Dillon was pounding over the plate with the run
that won the game for the Grizzlies. After making
a stop that was nothing short of a baseball miracle,
Conley had thrown the ball away and the World’s
Series stood a tie—three games apiece.

We were dressing at the hotel and after the game
was over it was every man for himself. We had to
fight our way through a solid mob of lunatics, all
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singing and dancing and yelling that the Grizzlies
would get us the next day. I finally got to one of
the exits and Solly Jones reached out of a taxicab
and pulled me in, along with Joe Dugan and Eddie
Pine—four of the sorest people in the whole world.

“Well, the yellow showed at last!” says Dugan.
“I’ve been expecting it would. These kids ain’t there
in a pinch and that’s why they're no good in a big
series. Now Conley—""

“Oh, shut up!” snaps Pine. “He heaved one
away, yes—and he blew the game for us; but he
never should have had the chance to do it. Who was
the fool that put those runs on the bases? Who
knocked me on my ear when I was just going to grab
Dillon’s fly ? You make me sick !"

“Well, at that, there was no excuse for Conley
chucking that ball away !”” says Solly. “He had plenty
of time to get Bradner; but he lost his head com-
pletely. That bum heave of his is likely to cost us
the series; these fellows are going to be a tough
bunch to beat to-morrow, coming from behind and
grabbing us this way! Gee! That was a hard game
to blow !”

Between us we gave Conley quite a panning—
though Pine wouldn’t let Dugan open his mouth
once. We were pretty well shaken up and we didn’t
relish the idea of going against a club that had
beaten us out twice in whirlwind finishes. Somebody
had to be the goat and Conley was elected. We
didn’t give him any credit for the good plays he’d
made.+T'hat is never done after a losing game. You
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can save one nine times by sensational fielding; but
lose it and you're first cousin to a yellow dog.

We dressed in our rooms and met in the lobby
afterward. Conley wasn't there and neither was
Husky Mathews, who shared his room with him.
We were all sitting round, with our hats pulled
down over our eyes, talking out of the sides of our
mouths and roasting Conley to a fare-ye-well, when
Husky Mathews stepped out of the elevator. He lis-
tened to the anvil chorus for a few minutes and there
was a queer look on his face. Joe Dugan was ex-
pressing himself pretty freely and all at once
Mathews broke out, short and savage:

“Conley’s yellow, is he? I wish some of you game
fellows that never quit in your lives would go up to
Number 422 and take a look at the leg that kid has
been playing on all the afternoon! Yellow! I don’t
like a bone in his head, but I can lick anybody who
says he’s yellow!”

There was silence after that, because Husky
looked as if he meant it.

“Was he hurt bad?” asks Solly Jones.

“Go and look, you soreheads!”” says Husky, head-
ing for the bar.

Half a dozen of us went upstairs. The transom of
Conley’s room was open and we heard voices. Old
Absalom was in there with him. The darky was al-
most crying.

“Boy, fo’ heaven’s saik,” he says, “why didn’t yo’
tell me? Dis laig oughta been 'tended to as soon as
it was hurt! Yo' wanter ruin yo'self fo' life?
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Misteh Patten he sho will be wild when he sees how
bad yo’ is cut up! Whyn't yo’ say something?”’

“Say something!” says Conley, shrill and excited.
“Who did they have to put in my place? Nobody
that knows how to work with that infield like I do.
If I had peeled that stocking down Patten would
have taken me out of the game—you know he
would! I couldn’t quit, Absalom; I had to stick and
do the best I could. When I jumped after that ball
it felt as if my leg was coming oft, and the pain sort
of turned me sick all over and dizzy. I just had to
throw blind—it hurt so I couldn’t see!”

“Dere now, honey! Dere now !’ says Absalom. “I
wouldn’t be frettin’ myself if Ise yo'. Dey all throw
'em away—bes’ playehs in the land do it sometimes;
but dey don’t all have so good a excuse as yo’ got,
an’ dey ain’t a-many of ’em game enough to go seven
innin’s on a laig hurt like dis one i1s. No, suh!”

“But I lost the game!” says Conley. “I lost the
game! And think of what that means to the other
fellows! I know I don’t get along very well with
'em, but I'd rather have had my leg cut clear off
than give ’em a chance to say that I threw 'em down !
And now I can’t play to-morrow; and—"

I heard something that made me back away from
the door. We went out to the elevator and Solly
Jones took charge of affairs.

“Hines,” says he, “‘go downstairs and bring up
every man on the team—every one of ’em. You can
tell 'em what you’'ve heard. This Conley business has
got to be fixed up now!”
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We didn't give him a chance to say he wouldn’t
see us. We opened the door and marched in. Conley
was sitting on the edge of the bed with his foot in
a basin of warm water; and Absalom, on his knees,
was working over the nastiest spike cut 1 ever saw—
and I hope I'll never see another one like it—a deep,
ragged cut five inches long, clear to the bone. Know-
ing how spikes feel, it made me ache all over just
to look at it.

Conley’s face hardened as we came crowding into
the room, but he couldn’t hide the tear-marks on his
cheeks. For a few seconds there wasn’t a sound in
the place except hard breathing; the fellows hadn’t
expected that it would be so bad and it sort of took
’em by surprise. Solly Jones got down on the floor
and examined the cut, whistling a little between his
teeth.

“You played all the afternoon—with that?’’ says
he.

Conley nodded. I don’t think he could have said
anything just then, even if he had wanted to. Solly
looked up at the rest of us; and then he turned to
Conley.

“If you don’t mind,” said he, “I'll shake you by
the hand and we’ll take twenty minutes for a new
book. I've always wanted to meet the gamest guy
in this business. I'm for you, Conley—win, lose or
draw! Put her there, kid!”

Conley looked at him for a minute and then he
held out his hand.

“All right, Solly,” said he. “All right. You pitched
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a swell game and I'm sorry I threw it away for
you—"

Then he choked. Well, I guess there were others
of us that choked too. It might have been damp
round there in a minute but for Solly Jones.

““Gentlemen and roughnecks,” says he, “allow me
to present Spike Conley!”

So he’s Spike Conley now and the Mister thing
1s a joke with all of us. We call him the best third
baseman in the world. We may be shading it a little
at that—>but he’s surely the gamest.

Oh, you want to know about that seventh game?
We won it in a walk, thank you—Spike sitting on
the bench all done up in bandages. And I'd be
ashamed to tell you what Joe Dugan did to Mike
Mullaney after the series was over.



DEFENDING CHAMPION



THERE does not seem to be a really sporting story of
tennis. At least, I do not know of one. ““T'hrowing a
point”’ is not sport. It is a convention. A few years ago
I spoke to Mr. Tunis about this. He is perhaps the only
real tennis-writing expert in this country. Well known
for his tennis writings, he is even better known as the
leader of a movement to turn sports back to sportsmen.
He is the author of American Girl. It is a realistic book
about tennis, and so sportsmanship plays only a small
part in it. But it is enough. The “system” ruined a lovely
young girl. You have to dig deep to find the worth of
Florence Farley. Mr. Tunis has dug deep.
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JOHN R. TUNIS

HERE comes a time in the course of human
events when the champion suddenly feels her-
self losing grip on things, when even the salt of com-
petition begins to lose its flavor. It comes in the life of
all great champions; but(Florence) did not know this,
and indeed would have been little consoled by it if
she had. Things were not going properly.
The fact was that where once Florence had been
a talented and charming little girl, a possibility for
the future, an unknown quantity, she was now exactly
the opposite. She was the champion, by no means de-
void of charm and grace but devoid of uncertainty,
she was winning as she had won for several years
with a regularity somewhat monotonous to the ob-
servers in the stands. What more natural, then, that
she should find the galleries begin to be slightly apa-
thetic to her best shots, that they should begin to
applaud not her victories but the winning strokes of
some young girl whom she was erasing from the
court with ease and finality. Meeting this feeling for
the first time she was annoyed and upset. She was to
meet it oftener as time went on.

From American Girl, by John R. Tunis. Reprinted by permission
of Harcourt, Brace and Company, Inc.

39
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So she girded herself for the fray that day and
went out to battle with something less than her cus-
tomary eagerness. As she passed through the tent
just before her first match that afternoon, she saw
a telegram lying on the referee’s table addressed to
her. The referee was not there; but his assistant, a
thin young man, was, and as her eye fell upon the
telegram he handed it over. She took the envelope,
and turning aside, opened it and read the message.
Then stuffing it into the pocket of her white cardigan
she leaned over into an adjoining box where her
mother chanced to be sitting.

“Mother. Mother dearest.” Then in a lower and
more discreet tone. “‘Get Dave on the telephone and
ask him to come down immediately. At once.”

“Dave Moore? What’s the matter?”’

“Nothing. Get Dave, get him now, at once.” And
she took up her armful of racquets and moved
toward the steps, ready to take the court for her
match. That was one of the nice things about the
champion. No matter how unimportant her oppo-
nent she never kept any one waiting a single second.
Others might put on airs, others would turn up
twenty minutes late for their matches; not Florence
Farley. Hence was she beloved by all referees.

The referee of the championships had returned
and was at the moment standing behind his desk in
the rear of the marquee. He was a short, stocky
man in white flannels and a dark blue double-
breasted coat. There was a trace of irritation in his
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voice as he addressed his satellite, the thin young
man who stood nervously at his side.

“Where's that telegram that was here? You didn’t
give that telegram to Miss Farley, did you?”

His subordinate, with a timid air of not being
quite sure of himself, replied evasively;

“I—you see—I didn’t give it to her; but she came
along—"

The elder man’s face deepened into an annoyed
frown.

“Can’t I leave this place for two minutes without
something going wrong? First that ball trouble and
now this telegram. Do I have to leave instructions
in writing, to tell you what to do for everything that
comes up ? [ should think your common sense would
tell you that you shouldn’t hand a player, any player
at all, a telegram just before taking the court. Yes,
I know, it may be just a telegram of good luck and
then it may be full of bad news and upset them so
they can’t—"

“I tell you I didn’t give it to her, Mr. Dennison.
I didn’t give it to her. She came along and asked for
you and I said that you were in the clubhouse talk-
ing to the head groundsman and that you'd be right
back. Then she saw the telegram and asked was it
for her. What could I say?”

The referee shook his head. “You ought to have
known better, you ought to have known better,”’ he
mumbled.

Meanwhile Florence was taking the court with



102 DEFENDING CHAMPION

little Grace Dekay from the West. The match was
not a pleasant one; she started badly, as who would
not after that disagreeable telegram? And because
she started badly and made a few errors the stupid
crowds in the stands at once presumed the little girl
was forcing her into errors. And they applauded
the errors of the champion with vigor, lese-majesté,
this, to which the champion was unaccustomed. It
was, she realized, the passage of time. Once she had
been the favorite, the unknown comer; the player
of the future. Now she was the champion, the
holder, no longer interesting, no longer sensational.
No longer the favorite, the darling of the crowds.
Dimly she appreciated all this; but try as she would
to control herself, she was annoyed. She lost three
games before she could settle down to business and
blast the little red-cheeked infant from the court.
Worse, she felt herself losing the sympathy of the
crowds, that there were in the stands many who
actually hoped to see her beaten. A new and most
uncomfortable feeling.

An hour later in anything but the best of humors
she was walking in toward the clubhouse with her
armful of racquets to meet Dave rushing out to the
courts. It was an excessively hot afternoon; she was
perspiring from the exercise and the sun, and it was
plain that Dave had been exercising also in his un-
wonted hurry to reach her presence.

"“’Lo, Floss.”” His pet expression for her, used only
by Dave in moments of emotion. “What’s up? I'm
dead.” His hat was in his hand, his face, now
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chubby, was bathed in moisture, quite as moist as
Florence’s.

“I'll tell you what’s up in just two words. Walk
back with me. Remember my Aunt Susie up in Mill-
ville ?”

“Yeah. I think I remember your mother mention-
ing her to me.”

““She’s my only relative. Except my father and
mother. She’s sick.. Ill. Very ill. Had an operation
this morning for cancer; they don’'t know whether or
not she’ll live.”

Dave whistled. “Phew. That’s bad. Coming this
week of the championships, that makes it tough for
you, Floss.”

Florence had to smile. LLoyal Dave. He always
saw things from her point of view, he perceived the
catastrophe to Aunt Susie solely as it aftected her
health, her mental and physical equilibrium during
her hours of trial.

“Now look here.” They were approaching the
clubhouse where her mother was waiting for her,
and she desired to have things planned before that
lady had to be faced. “Now Dave, step quick. And
fast. How much money you got on you?”

““About eighty dollars.”

“Eighty ! That’s no more use than a sick headache.
I'll give you my check for three hundred. You beat
it to Roosevelt Field in a taxi right away. Right
away, d’'you understand ?”

“Roosevelt Field?” Dave was confused by this
command.
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“Roosevelt Field. Don’t gape. Do what I tell you.
Get to Roosevelt by taxi as soon as you can and
find out the first plane that leaves to-night stopping
at Fairfield—"

“But wait a minute, Floss, you aren’t going up
there by plane? And back to-morrow before your
next match? Why it will kill you, you won’t get any
sleep, it will ruin your game, it will absolutely kill
your chances—"

“Listen, Dave, please don’t argue. I'll have a
sweet scene with mother as it is. ['m going to Aunt
Susie. To-night. Get that plainly in your mind."”

He was stopped. Humbly, “Yes, Florence.” His
admiration for the girl he had loved for five years
suddenly magnified in less than five seconds as he
watched her toss the thing she cared most about in
her life, her title, into the balance. Here was a side
of her nature he had long suspected but which had
never before been revealed.

“At Fairfield we can get a taxi to Millville. Find
out exactly when the plane leaves and when it ar-
rives. Wire Fairfield for a taxi to meet us at the fly-
ing field. I've had nothing to eat since breakfast so
I’ll stay here and eat as soon as I've washed and
dressed. You better telephone me here at the club:
1s that all clear?”

It was. Dave was off. But it was more than an
hour before he telephoned and his voice when she
answered had a disappointing sound.

“Say, Florence, this isn’t so good. The last plane
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left for Fairfield before I got here and there isn’t
any other until eight to-morrow morning.”

“Why that’s easy. All you have to do is hire one.”

“Hire one?”’

“Yes, Dave, hire one.”

“You mean charter a special plane to go up there
to-night ?”’

((1 do.,,

Even though accustomed to taking orders and
extraordinary orders too, from Florence, this dazed
him for a second. “Hold on a minute.” He turned to
some one evidently at his side in the office. “Well,
Florence, the manager here says they won’t charter
a special plane unless you agree to take it up and
back. He says that they don’t like to hit Fairfield at
night anyway because the field there isn’t properly
equipped for night landing—"

“Never mind that. I'll take it. Tell him I have to
have the plane.”

“Wait a sec what’s that? Oh
Florence, he says it will be four-ifty. That check
you gave me was for three hundred. Shall I give him
mine for one-fifty? Do you want to go that bad?”

Florence was tired. She grew irritated. ‘‘Yes, of
course. Fix it up, Dave, I leave it to you. I'm going
to grab a taxi here and I ought to be there within
an hour. Have the plane ready, and be sure and be
ready yourself.” She rang off and went into the
dressing room where she kept a small handbag
packed and ready for an emergency. This was one
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emergency that the Champion of the World had
never contemplated.

Soon afterward she was seated beside Dave while
the plane rose swiftly into the dusk above the flat
Long Island countryside. What queer impulse had
compelled her to rush to the aid of this stricken old
woman ? This her mother had demanded to know in
excited and querulous tones; so changed had her
attitude become that risking a championship was to
Milly Farley now a matter of the gravest import.
With questioning eyes Dave also demanded the an-
swer to their dash into the blackness of space; he
too saw her title and her future jeopardized, her
reputation at stake by this midnight journey across
three states. The answer? What was the answer?
This: that despite her childish hatred of her aunt,
Aunt Susie the persecutor, Aunt Susie the tormentor
from those earliest days of ‘‘The Rose and the
Ring”’ in Millville, despite the undeniable fact that
Aunt Susie had never shown pride in her achieve-
ments, had always in her letters and comments ex-
pressed disapproval of Florence's “gallivanting”
about the world, despite all these things, there was
within the girl something that made her hurry to the
side of the prostrated woman. Not alone because she
was now as she had been for years the man, the wage-
earner of the family. That perhaps, but also the
sudden realization as she read the telegram that she
had neglected Aunt Susie. She herself had once lived
in Millville, she had sprung from that little town
upon the Common; she knew, she understood, she
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appreciated Aunt Susie’s outlook on life. Whereas
Aunt Susie who had never been out of Millville was
totally incapable of appreciating hers. The thought
that she was possibly losing the championships, that
she was throwing away the title and with the title
an income of many thousands of dollars a year, did
not occur to her, or if 1t did occur to her she did not
think about it. Something deep, far deep within
called her to the withered old spinster on the hill at
Millville; some hidden chord was touched, and she
had perforce to respond. It was, she reflected with
some slight bitterness, the first thing she had done
for many years, the first free, spontaneous thing she
had done for a long, long time which did not assist
her toward the goal of her life, the winning of the
championships.

And as the machine droned on into the night, the
picture suddenly came to her of the last time she had
seen Aunt Susie, of that gaunt weather-beaten
woman standing forlornly alone upon the top step
of the porch of the little faded house upon the Com-
mon. It was an unpleasant picture, it brought un-
pleasant thoughts in its train; she realized with
distaste that never once had she made any attempt
to bring this stern woman into sympathy with her
life, seldom had she written her, thought of her,
bothered about her. Even a postcard now and then,
a word from Paris or London or Berlin would—but
no, she had been too busy. And now Aunt Susie was
finished, through, lying in pain in the Millville
Hospital. Or perhaps out of it forever.
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She fingered the telegram in the pocket of her
coat. The simple eloquence of that message had been
terrifying; the fact that it did not exceed ten words
spoke so emphatically, so pathetically of Aunt
Susie’s character. Alone in her direst hour of need,
she had been unable to forget that one paid extra
for every word over ten in a telegram.

An hour, two hours, three hours passed as the
machine drove on through the darkness. Unpleasant
hours they were for Florence Farley who spent them
in a most disagreeable contemplation of her mani-
fold sins and ignorances. Finally, they bumped to a
landing, not a good landing, but they were lucky to
have any kind of a landing because it had begun to
drizzle and the pilot knew Fairfeld only slightly.
They sloshed through mud to their waiting taxi, and
in a few minutes were off on the mountainous road
to Millville.

The hospital was new since the days of her child-
hood. The old, two-story, brown-frame building on
Elm Street which had been added to year by year
had been sold; a tremendous drive financed and
undertaken by a New York Corporation had raised
money for a magnificent brick affair upon the road
to the Common. There it stood, gaunt and bare and
unsightly in the middle of a field opposite the
Brewster place. Yet notwithstanding the hour the
building was not dark as they drove up; there were
several lighted rooms on the ground floor and a
significantly gleaming chamber on the second story.
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The matron was waiting in a reception room off
the hall; behind her as she appeared at the sound of
their motor was a white-capped nurse in attendance,
much as the colonel of a regiment must, of necessity,
have a subordinate ofhcer at his beck and call. She
greeted Florence and Dave while the young nurse
stared at I‘lorence with open eyes as that lady was
drawn into the clean new reception room to the side,
a cubbyhole which had the dismal and impersonal air
of all hospital waiting rooms with old novels and
ancient magazines on a small table vainly attempt-
ing to convey a homelike atmosphere.

““She’s holding her own,” said the matron. “That
1s about all we can say definitely at this time. The
doctor is up there now.”

“Did you get my wire?”’

“Yes, Miss Farley. We were able to move her
into a private room as you suggested. About the
specialist—ah, here’s Dr. Faulkner now. Thisis Miss
Florence Farley, Doctor.”

How Florence hated the sound of that voice rasp-
ing out her full name. Florence Farley. Any one else
would have been Miss Farley; she was Florence
Farley for life. She greeted the little bespectacled
man who entered the room. He was a new practi-
tioner since her time, for Dr. Barton had long since
passed away, and this youngish fellow with the
sparse blond hair had succeeded to his practice. She
saw immediately the curious so-this-is-Florence-Far-
ley-look come into his eyes as he shook hands. His
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fingers were strong and competent, she liked him
instantly, had confidence in him; but still she hoped
he had called in that specialist.

“Your aunt 1s—well—just now she’s no worse
than she was this afternoon. That is all I can say,
Miss Farley.” He took his glasses off and polished
them nervously. “I wanted—I was most anxious to-
night to call in Dr. Foster—"

“The specialist ? But why didn’t you?”’ She turned
upon the matron. "I wired you particularly to spare
no expense, didn't 17"

“Yes, Miss Farley, you see Dr. Foster lives in
Fairfield and he charges twenty-five dollars for a
consultation of this sort, and then of course there
would be a taxi for him up and back because the
train service 1s so uncertain now—I didn’t know—I
wasn't quite sure—"’

Florence addressed the doctor. ““Can you get him
by telephone? This minute. Yes, this minute. Do
so, please. Fave him come immediately by taxi and
tell him I am perfectly willing to pay him a hundred
dollars for coming at this hour of the night.” She
went into the hall with the doctor to find Dave
sitting on a hard wooden bench, nodding. The
adjutant of the matron became suddenly efficient at
the telephone switchboard.

“Fairheld 2893. This is Millville, 8400. Yes,
please.”

“Dave.” He looked up drowsily. “Dave. Get the
bags out of the car, tell that chauffeur we won’t want
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him until, let’'s see, until ten to-morrow.” She
glanced at the clock on the wall. “Ten this morning.
Then we'll get you fixed up with a room and you
better go to bed. I must sit up until the specialist
comes from Fairfield and consults with this doctor
here.”

It was, Florence discovered, one thing to be on
time for a match when you could arrive at the club-
house an hour beforehand, dress leisurely and
saunter out to the court whenever you wished. And
it was quite another matter to taxi over country
roads, climb half dead with fatigue into a plane and
bump through the air to a flying field where you
were still a generous ride by car from your racquets
and your clothes. But somehow she made it. And
somehow came oft the court the next afternoon a
victorious if thoroughly exhausted young lady.

While she was staggering to the clubhouse with
her mind upon only one thing, that voluptuous
heaven which was a bath filled with hot water, the
crowd was trooping from the stands saying that the
match showed exactly what the match against the
little girl from the West the day before had proved.
The handwriting on the wall. Let’'s see now
how old was that Farley girl? And they immediately
began to discuss possible candidates for her crown.

She had almost reached the clubhouse when she
heard feet padding upon the turf behind.

“Miss Farley. Oh, Miss Farley.” She turned
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around to see Jim Robinson of the Mail chasing
breathlessly after her.

“Excuse me, Miss Farley, but do you mind saying
whether you were the one who hired that plane to
go up country last night at Roosevelt Field ?”

Florence frowned, hesitated. This was something
that she wished on no account to be made public. It
was something which was close to her, which was
hers; it was not anything that concerned the Cham-
pion, nor had it any bearing upon the side which she
turned to the public. So she shook her head.

“Why no. Some other Farley, not I.”

His face clouded. They stood looking at each
other, he anxious to believe her but unable to do so.
“Is that right, Miss Farley? Reason I ask is the A.P.
man at the field saw you come 1n this morning before
your match and he recognized you and checked up
on it. The paper wants to know for sure; they just
telephoned me to find out before they run anything
about it. You see you being champion, it makes a
difference.”

The Champion. Florence was in despair, she felt
herself trapped, enmeshed, she felt unable to move,
to stir, to turn, to perform the slightest and most
inconsequential act without starting the wheels go-
ing. The truth was that her childhood and the life
upon the Common was something very dear to her;
it represented a tranquillity and happiness very dif-
ferent from the struggle and anxieties of her later

life in the Heights. All this Aunt Susie typified, she
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was the symbol of life upon the Common and those
far forgotten days when Gordon pedaling up had
to fight for his life with the boys on the Hill. This
part of her existence she cherished; it was real, from
that soil and from those people about the homely
little community on that rocky hilltop she had
sprung, that, she felt in her heart, was and always
would be home. It was something she did not wish to
talk about or have talked about; it hurt to have
Aunt Susie a subject for discussion in print, to have
her in any way interjected into the feverish turmoil
of the battle as she lay dying in the hospital in Mill-
ville. For a long moment Florence remained speech-
less, seeing exactly how the gates had closed the
walls about her life, unable to eftect any release. The
quiet between them lasted while the little man stood
beside her, waiting, watching, observing that she was
a tired girl.

At long last she nodded. “Yes, Jimmy. It was I. I
had—I have a sick aunt up country, an old lady
who'’s very near and dear to me. She had an opera-
tion, isn’t expected to live. I had to run up and look
after things.”

His admiration was so natural and so unaffected
it did her good. The only pleasant thing she had
seen or felt for days, that look and that tone in his
voice, so genuine was it that it revived her spirits
momentarily.

“Why, Miss Farley! And you playing the Cham-
pionships this week? Say I guess there isn’t
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many of those dames would risk a title like that. No
sir. Look here, you won’t be going up again, will
you?”’

“I don’t know. Not to-night. I must rest because
there's a hard match to-morrow. Then, well, it de-
pends on my aunt. If she’s in danger still I may have
to go.”

“What? The night before the finals? And come
down like that just before playing the finals? Mean
to say you'd go up and take chances of losing Satur-
day afternoon?”

This in a tone as if to say; Why, not even the great
Florence Farley could hope to do that and win. The
great Florence Farley to herself admitted the truth
behind that tone. She could not live through another
night of strain and win the championship. And yet—

“I don’t know. If she—if my aunt wasn’t—if she
needed me I'd probably have to go. But look here,
you'll keep all this out of the papers, won’t you,
Jim? I mean I'd consider it a great personal favor
if you would. Somehow I don’t want to drag the
family into it that way.”

He was a trifle dazed, a trifle disturbed by the
emotion and the deepness of the Champion’s feel-
ings. Hadn’t he always said she was good stuff, that
Farley kid? Hadn’t he always told them she was
o.k.? But to see her reach the final round and then
deliberately toss the title away—this was too much.
He hardly knew what he was saying.

“I unnerstan’, Miss Farley, I unnerstan’ how you
feel about it. Yep, I'll tell the boss how things are,



DEFENDING CHAMPION 115

sure, he's a great guy. He'll shut down on it. Don't
you worry. And say, I wish you the best of luck for
Saturday, anyway.”

“Thank you, Jim,” said the champion. ‘“I'm
afraid I may need it.” He stood watching her as she
went up the steps. He was afraid she would, also.

As good as his word, the Mail the next morning
sald nothing about the handicap under which the
champion was playing. The trouble was that two
other dailies with less fine sensibilities gathered
enough from rumor and enough from fact to report
that Miss Florence Farley, the champion, had made
a midnight dash across country by airplane to the
bedside of a dying relative, and that her further ap-
pearance in the tournament was a matter of doubt.
““At a late hour last night Miss Farley could not be
reached in her hotel !

Most of the crowd had heard of it by the time
she took the court the following afternoon, and she
was greeted by an outburst of sudden applause; a
reception contrasting amazingly with the polite and
perfunctory manner in which she had been received
a day or so previously. But that applause was as
nothing to the way she was greeted as she took the
court in the final round against the one dangerous
player in the country, following an exhausting trip
to Millville in which the doctor had confessed her
aunt’s death to be only a question of hours away.
She who never found it necessary to be five seconds
late for a match was nearly a half hour behind time
that afternoon, while the referee waited impatiently,
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telephoning every three minutes to the clubhouse
to learn whether she had 4t last arrived, and while
her opponent, anxious and uneasy, twisted about in
her seat in a state of nervous anxiety. In the stand,
however, the crowd was silent and patient. They
were reading of the latest dash of the champion to
see her dying aunt, and as they read they shook their
heads, asking each other if she was not wonderful,
and wouldn’t it be splendid if she could win—ah,
there she 1s now.

Tired, wan, haggard, she walked down the brick
steps to the court, a different woman from the eager,
smiling Florence Farley, who usually faced the
battalion of cameras as she tripped into the arena
for the great event. But as she came down there was
a ripple of applause, growing louder and louder until
the noise alarmed her, she who was so accustomed to
noise. It caused her to look up, to glance upward
into those smiling faces; until then she had not
realized that it was for her. Until she saw their open
mouths and heard encouraging words flung down in
the din she did not believe it was hers. A smile came
upon her lips, her heart jumped with delight at that
thundering outburst of affection, at that greeting
from the kindly thousands above. Who indeed could
withstand, who could hear unmoved that infectious,
spontaneous roar, that greeting from friend to
friend? She forgot the weary days behind, forgot
she was jaded, spent; with zest and eagerness she
knocked the ball about the court, with a zest she had
not felt for many a long day.
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The crowd noticed it immediately. When she won
the toss and stepped to the service line the applause
surged forth again, so loud, so insistent that she
could not in justice to her opponent begin. In vain
the umpire in his high chair turned half around
toward the stands with upraised hand. No one
heeded him, nor heeded Florence nervously bounc-
ing the ball at her feet, waiting for the uproar to
subside. Across the net stood her adversary, grimly
nervous and upset by the incident, thinking to herself
that if the champion had lost the gallery as some one
had explained before the match, she was getting it
back rather quickly. This, she knew, and it failed to
steady her nerves, would make all the difference in
the champion’s game. It did. With all her old time
vigor, with all that marvelous sense of timing which
she alone possessed, Florence leaned into a forehand
drive while the crowd watched the other player,
caught on the wrong foot, miss the ball by yards.
The noise interrupted them again. ““Ah who
said Florence Farley was slipping? Some shot,
that?” The commotion stimulated her as nothing
else in the world could have done, she threw off her
fatigue as she tossed aside her thin yellow sweater
when they changed courts; cleverly and accurately
she applied pressure when pressure was necessary,
used subtlety when subtlety alone would win. And
at every shot and every rally the entranced and de-
lighted onlookers saw further proof of the staunch
heart and stout nerve of the girl “who could and
would risk her title by running across three states to
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the sick bed of her mother . aunt was 1t? Any-
how, look at that for a backhand, whata shot, what
a player that girlis . ."”

““I'hat most popular of all American champions,
Miss Florence Farley of Greenwood Heights, New
York, won her fifth national singles title in succes-
sion yesterday afternoon to the delight of ten thou-
sand frenzied spectators—"'

So the newspapers said the next morning. The
newspapers were right too.



ADRIANA RESCUE



PerHAPS the best stories of sportsmanship come to us
through the daily papers. Sometimes they happen to be
about sport. More often they are what i1s known as
“human interest’”’ stories. To the average newspaper
reader, the story of a yacht race is something to be
passed over, and even if it is read, it can hardly
be understood. It deals with winches and sheets
and mizzenmasts and any number of incomprehensible
items.

In the spring of 1932 the Bermuda yacht race was
on. To yacht enthusiasts 1t meant everything, to the
general newspaper public nothing. And then of a sud-
den there was news of a rescue at sea so gallant, so
daring and so unusual that I feel sure it will become
a treasured page of American folk lore. Fortunately
for us, Mr. William Taylor, the author of ‘“Adriana
Rescue’” was in the race. Mr. Taylor is a reporter on
the New York Herald Tribune and was covering the
race. Though his articles usually deal with jibs and
booms and other paraphernalia, he has written the
story of ““Adriana Rescue’ so that all of us can under-
stand it. I think that he has made a permanent record
of a very sporting accomplishment.



ADRIANA RESCUE

WILLIAM H. TAYLOR

N March, 1932, the British cutter yacht Jolie

Brise, Robert Somerset, master and owner,
cleared Plymouth, England, for New York, bound
eventually for New London and the race to Ber-
muda. It is more than §ooo miles to New York by
the southern route, and more than 3000 back to
England by way of Bermuda and the Gulf Stream—
a longish cruise for any fifty-five-foot yacht, but
Jolie Brise was bound on a mission.

The year before a whole fleet of Yankee
schooners, yawls and sloops had invaded England,
and they had run away with all the prizes in the
Fastnet Race, the British equivalent of the Ameri-
can Bermuda race, though the Fastnet is a harder
course to sail. “Robby” Somerset, commodore of
the Royal Ocean Racing Club, felt that a return
visit was in order, so he entered Jolie Brise in the
Bermuda race and brought her over, reaching New
York early in June after an uneventful ocean pas-
sage with a stop in the West Indies.

He may have expected to win the Bermuda race
and he may not. Jolie Brise was an old craft, a

former French pilot cutter, able and seaworthy to a
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degree and, of her type, speedy. But once before she
had come here in quest of the Bermuda trophy, and
had been defeated, and she had been badly beaten
in 1931 to the Fastnet and back by the crack fleet of
business-like American ocean-racing craft. But, win
or lose, Commodore Somerset was out to sail in that
race, and he was out to do his best to even things up
for the American triumph in England the year be-
fore.

Now the Bermuda race is the classic of amateur
ocean yacht races and was forerunner of similar
events over other courses. The first ocean yacht
races were transatlantic races for large yachts com-
manded and manned by professional crews. The
owner and his guests, if they were aboard at all, were
mere passengers. Fven the early Bermuda races, be-
fore the war, were generally sailed in larger craft
handled mostly by professionals.

The race, in its present form, was revived in
1923. The largest yachts now eligible for the Ber-
muda trophy are 73 feet over all, and they run from
that down to 35 feet. The master and navigator
must be amateurs, and in actual practice about 83
per cent of those who sail the yachts are amateurs,
some boats carrying no professionals at all and
others having a paid cook and a deck hand or two
forward out of a crew of eight to a dozen.

The fleets of 1923 and 1924 were rather mixed
groups of boats, including everything from old-style
racing yachts to heavy fisherman-type cruisers.
Gradually, however, a distinct ocean-racing fleet has
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grown up, composed of small yachts that are sturdy,
able, seaworthy, yet fast whether driven in a gale of
wind under storm canvas or ghosting through the
doldrums under clouds of light sails.

With this fleet has grown up a group of men to
whom the Bermuda race 1s the big event of the year
—men who, through long experience at sea, can be
trusted to bring a vessel through the dirtiest kind of
weather, or to coax her along when the wind is
barely rippling the water and the slow heave of the
ocean swell slats the wind out of her sails. It is well
that such boats and such men form the backbone of
the Bermuda race fleets, for it is a dangerous sport,
a sport in which, from struggling to get the last inch
of speed out of your boat, you may find yourself
suddenly struggling for your life and the life of your
vessel.

Between Montauk Point, past which the fleet
heads out to sea every two years, and the reef-
guarded little 1slands of Bermuda, lurking elusively
out ahead, are 600 miles of ocean, and once you are
out there the nearest land 1s always straight down
under you. There is the Gulf Stream to be crossed
—a belt of alternating calms, variable airs and
vicious squalls, with an uncertain current that throws
the most wary navigator off his dead reckoning, and
has caused many a ship to miss the island altogether
and go ambling off toward the Azores for a day or
so before the mistake 1s discovered.

From the time you drop Montauk Light over the
horizon astern until you pick up Gibbs Hill, on Ber-
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muda, over your jib-boom, there is little rest and
little comfort for the sailor. Four hours on and four
hours off are the watches, but you must tumble out at
any moment to the call of ““All hands”—perhaps to
set extra light sails or perhaps to shorten down for
your lives when a sudden squall drives the yacht over
until her cabin house is in the water and the sea
roars over the bow, waist deep and solid green, and
its ‘‘one hand for yourself and one for the ship.”

But though you may go soaking wet, almost with-
out sleep, half-fed and sore-handed for three or four
or five days at sea, putting every ounce of energy
into driving your ship even when there is no com-
petitor in sight to spur you on, you will come back
again for the next race if you have salt in your
blood.

With an able, well-found ship and a capable crew,
the dangers inherent in ocean racing in small boats
are held to a minimum. The two greatest dangers to
such a ship and crew, which can never be wholly
guarded against, are fire and being washed over-
board.

The ordinary causes of fires aboard ship are
known and can be guarded against, but occasionally
some unusual set of circumstances will cause a blaze.
The strenuous conditions prevailing in a small yacht
driven hard in heavy weather are conducive to un-
usual accidents, and weariness causes a slackening in
the usual watchfulness of things below decks.

Going overboard, under ordinary circumstances,
1s not generally a serious matter, if the man who
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goes over can swim. His shipmates toss him a ring
buoy, put the ship about and pick him up. But in an
ocean race it 1s different. Once let a sea wash you
over the side on a rough night and your chances are
slim. Breaking seas drive a man under and away
from the spot where he falls. Heavy clothing drags
him down. And, worst of all, in a strong wind and
heavy sea it 1s often a matter of minutes before a
boat can be put about and brought back to the spot
where floating ring buoys and waterlights, tossed
overboard to aid the swimmer, mark the spot where
he went down.

But despite these and the other dangers that beset
small yachts in ocean races, not a man nor a vessel
had been lost in the five races to Bermuda from
1932 until the Adriana set out for the Onion Patch
on June 25, 1932.

But to return to Jolie Brise. She had a pleasant
crossing, stopping in the West Indies on her way,
arrived on the coast in due time, and put into New
York. A bit of sailing on Long Island Sound and a
bit of shore leave for all hands, and they went down
to New London for the start of the race she had
come so far to participate in.

Meanwhile, an unusual situation had arisen
among the American fleet. The top limit for yachts
eligible for the Bermuda trophy is 73 feet over all
length. But James G. Ottley, of New York, had an
eighty-foot schooner, Adriana, and he wanted to
get into the Bermuda race. The officials were will-
ing, and as he could not get a competitor of his own
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size it was arranged that he should sail against the
winning boat on time allowance. Adriana was not
eligible for the Bermuda trophy, and had nothing to
gain except the sport of the race itself, and Ottley
promised to keep out of the way of the fleet at the
start. He was just going for the fun of it, with noth-
ing to win if he won. One of the amateurs in his
crew was Clarence Kozlay, of New York, a fine
seaman, an experienced ocean-racing man, and one
of the most popular members of the Cruising Club
of America, which sponsored the race.

They started the race on the afternoon of June
25, off Montauk Point, in a fresh sou’west breeze
and a jump of a sea. Gradually, as the afternoon
wore away and dusk approached, the fleet spread
out, as boats widely varied in size and type will.
The largest and fastest yachts worked out ahead.
Close in their wake came the Jolie Brise, butting the
North Atlantic swell at a great rate and hanging
onto the bigger craft very well.

Adriana wasn’t doing as well. They were ‘‘sailing
her light,! carrying less canvas than most of the
craft and keeping out of every one’s way, as they had
promised.

At dark the wind was piping up, and by nine or
ten o’clock it was ““All hands to shorten sail.” The
sea was making up, and the racing yachts were
heeled down until men fighting to muzzle light
canvas in the lee decks were working up to their
waists in black, surging water. A slip, or the careless
letting go of a handhold, would have meant being
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swept overboard to almost certain death, but they
got their light sails in and, carrying all the working
canvas they could stagger under, drove on through
the seas.

Boots were full of water and every man aboard
every boat was soaked to the skin by the time sail
had been shortened. The little leaks around the
deckhouses and hatches, which are always lurking
there, were beginning to show up and bunks and
blankets were soaked, as well, by the time the oft
watch turned in at midnight. Adriana had a-little tile
stove, like a fireplace, in her main cabin, and in an
attempt to get the cabin livably dried out her crew
lighted a fire in it. Behind that stove was a thin
wooden bulkhead and behind that a locker in which
otlskin clothing and other inflammable gear was
stored. But the stove never had given trouble. The
men who had the middle watch took over the deck
and the other watch rolled wearily into their bunks
to try to get some sleep despite the trickles of water
in their faces and the thunder of seas along the decks
overhead.

It was about two o’clock in the morning—the
graveyard hour of the sea watches—when the watch
on deck smelled smoke, and suddenly the dread
specter of fire at sea—they were some eighty miles
oftshore by now—hovered over the ship. Before
they could locate the seat of the fire, groping
through thick, black, oily smoke that choked the
entire living quarters and already was pouring out
of the hatches, the fire had gained great headway,
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and when at last they opened the burning locker a
burst of lame met them. Inflammable material and
the strong wind blowing down through the hatches
fanned up a blaze that the available fire-ighting
equipment was inadequate to cope with, and in a few
minutes it was obvious that the Adriana was
doomed. One of her crew rushed to the locker where
the Coston lights were kept, and in a few seconds the
blazing red flares and rockets were advertising their
danger to any who might be within sight.

Jolie Brise—the nearest boat—was three or four
miles ahead of Adriana, but one of her crew, look-
ing aft for the lights of their competitors, saw those
rockets. Five thousand miles of the Atlantic cross-
ing lay behind them and the Bermuda race, for
which they had made that crossing, lay ahead, but
there was no hesitation. Down went Jolie Brise’s
helm, her crew jumped to the sheets, and in a few
seconds she was flying back toward the Adriana,
whose position was marked only by the intermittent
glare of the distress rockets.

Back through the roaring seas Somerset and his
crew drove the old cutter for all she was worth and
in less than half an hour they could make out the
burning schooner. Her mainsail was down, her jib
was in tatters on the bowsprit, and smoke and some
flame was belching from her deck openings when
Jolie Brise’s crew at last saw her through the dark-
ness. What ensued was, according to Paul Hammond
and C. Sherman Hoyt, two experienced American
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yachtsmen who were aboard Jolie Brise, the finest
piece of seamanship they ever witnessed.

It would have been tricky work for a sea-wise
Banks fisherman to bring a dory alongside the
Adriana in the sea that was tossing and rolling her.
To bring the heavy Jolie Brise alongside was a
terrible gamble, for one second’s misjudgment, or
an unexpected heave of the sea, might smash both
yachts into sinking wrecks. But Somerset was as
good a seaman as he was a sportsman. He jibbed the
cutter over across the burning schooner’s stern and
shot her up along Adriana’s lee side, scant inches
apart. Kozlay, the best seaman aboard the Adriana,
was at her wheel, holding her steady on her course
as part of the manceuver.

The crews of both boats lined their respective
rails, Adriana’s crowd to jump if they dared, Jolie
Brise’s to catch them if they could. The two yachts
rolled together, and half the men on Adriana’s deck
jumped for it—and made it. The vessels came to-
gether with a sickening crash—a crash that smashed
in planking along the British cutter’s side, and rolled
apart. They rolled together again, and the rest of
Adriana’s crew jumped to safety—all but one.
Kozlay, at the helm of the schooner, was playing
the game through, holding her straight so that
Somerset could bring his vessel alongside. Had he
left the wheel too soon the two might have collided
and both been sunk, or they might have sheered
apart too far for jumping.
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So Kozlay hung to the spokes and kept her
straight. Perhaps he prayed. More likely he swore,
which means much the same to a sailor at a time like
that. Not until all ten of his shipmates were safe on
the cutter’'s deck did he leave the wheel. But Jolie
Brise had lost her headway, and was sagging oft to
leeway. Kozlay was a powerful man, an active man,
and a seaman for every inch of his six feet. Perhaps
he thought he could make it. But the vessels were
ten feet apart when he reached the rail and sprang,
and he fell short.

Two men on the cutter’s deck saw him go into the
water between the two yachts, saw him come to the
surface and seize hold of a rope that was trailing
over their stern. For a few seconds he clung to the
line, while two successive seas washed over him.
He came up after the first sea, still clinging to the
line, but the second tore his grip from the slippery
rope. The man who had held the burning schooner
steady so that his shipmates might jump to safety
was never seen again.

They threw life preservers over, with waterlights
to mark the spot, wore Jolie Brise around and
brought her back. But though they cruised around
the spot until long after daylight, before squaring
away for Montauk Point, they could find no trace
of Kozlay. Weighed down by his heavy clothing and
beaten by the breaking seas, he had undoubtedly
drowned within a few minutes of his jump.

So they brought back ten of the Adriana’s eleven
men, pumping all the way, for Jolie Brise was leak-
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ing through her smashed planks. Bobby Somerset
didn’t get to Bermuda—he sailed for England after
his ship was repaired. But if he missed the Bermuda
race, he did something that will be remembered
when men have forgotten who won that race, or the
next one, or the next. For ocean-racing goes on.
Ottley bought a new schooner two days after he was
set ashore by Jolie Brise. No sport worth the name
is without danger, and no one knows better than the
men who sail in ocean races that there will be more
of them lost. Men may go overboard, on black,
squally Gulf Stream nights, and boats may start out
and never be heard of again. But there will be more
to take their places.






THE MAKING OF A SPORTSMAN



THERE can be no doubt that Mr. Bernard Darwin
writes the best golf that has ever been written, but
golf is an extraordinary game. It should call out more
sports stories than any other pastime, but for some
reason it doesn’t, and most of the literature about it
falls short of the peculiar qualifications for inclusion
in this collection. Golf stories are not about the ro-
mantic gestures, but about the unromantic ones. Since,
therefore, the game is too Important a one to be
ignored, we have written a story about it ourselves
which we submit with sincere humility and the modest
hope that it will be better than none.



THE MAKING OF A SPORTSMAN

THOMAS L. STIX

4~ YOLF plays an important part in our family life.

That 1s just another way of saying that in our
house the royal and ancient game receives the re-
spect to which it 1s entitled. I suppose I should ex-
plain in detail. I'm forty-five, and I've been working
at it since a bag of clubs was a driver, a brassie, a
lofter and a putter. If you were very fancy you had
a niblick. I had a niblick.

I’ve never been a Bobby Jones or even a Chick
Evans, but I'm pretty good as club players go, and
I still talk of giving up the game if I go over eighty-
five. At Swallow Meadows, where I play, we take
our golf pretty seriously too, and our six-man team
has held the city championship for four of the last
six years. Ned Banks is just my age, and he’s been
the club champion for so long it seems it’s just a
regular assignment for the chairman of the tourna-
ment committee to buy the club championship cup
for him each year. I'm the sixth man on our team.
Once I got up as high as third. But that was the
summer my mashie was particularly accurate. I
don’t know what I do difterently now, but—well,
I’'m the sixth man on the team.

Julia i1s our only child. She’s eighteen. She knows
135
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golf is important, and some day she hopes to beat
Glenna Collett. She doesn’t hope so more than I do,
I promise you. She has a nice even swing and I'm
sure if she played her irons a little more crisply she’d
be a real first rater. As it is she’s the woman’s cham-
pion of the Club. She's pretty too. If I looked at
any one as pretty as Julia who wasn’t my daughter,
my wife would have an awfully good reason to be
angry. But I must be right about Julia, because the
front of our house looks like a nice parking place.
I guess if there is anything in the saying about safety
in numbers, Julia must be the safest girl in town.
Maybe I'm bragging; anyhow I happen to be awfully
fond of her. But her game is good.

She was just up at Poughkeepsie for the crew
races. There was going to be a big dance and a
houseparty, and Julia asked me if she could get some
clothes. I told her I'd give her a dress for every time
she broke an eighty-six, and what does that child do.
She goes out to Alec Cummings, the pro, and takes
lessons for two days, and then she had four suc-
cessive dress-winning rounds.

The day before she left, Julia got a seventy-nine,
and I was just as excited as she was. That’s the first
time any girl ever broke eighty at Swallow Mea-
dows.

““Dad, I haven’t the heart to take it,”’ she said.

So I said, ““Come on, a score like that deserves the
prettiest sport outfit in town. I'll shop with you my-
self.”

I thought Julia would die laughing, and her
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mother too. But you ought to see her in that brown
sport skirt and sweater, and her blonde hair. Maybe
I'm an awful fool, but I was terribly proud of her,
and as I said before, she’s a grand girl.

Golf 1s pretty important to Mary, that's
Mrs. Crane, because she has to listen to Julia and
me at dinner on all the evenings that Julia is home.
That's not as often as it used to be. Besides that
her early American living room is spoiled, she tells
me, because [ insist on having those two cups on
the mantelpiece, and one little golf ball—I did the
seventh in one in June, 1928. But that's nonsense.
Any room looks better for a couple of cups. I only
wish there were more.

Golf 1s important to the cook, because sometimes
meals are late, and sometimes early. A few of the
cooks have left, but this one doesn’t seem to care.
Maybe it's because I gave her the dmerican Golfer
to read. I don’t know. What I'm trying to show is
that golf 1s important around our house. It's not
over-emphasized, but it has its place.

The last of this June I was playing in our regular
Saturday foursome. Right in front of us on the first
tee were Jim_Carney and his son. I never recall
having seen the boy before. He was introduced
around, and he seemed a nice personable youngster.
His father drove off, and then young Carney. He
took a beautiful free swing at the ball. And it went.
It had a second rise and just enough hook so that
it ran beautifully up the left side of the fairway.
Just about as nice a drive as I'd ever seen.
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I turned to Ned. “Gee, he hit that ball.”

“Oh,” said Ned, “the boy is good. He was on the
golf team at Cornell. Got as far as the semi-finals
in the inter-collegiates. He ought to strengthen our
team.’”’ '

“Yes,” said I, “I guess that means I lose my
place.”

No one said “No.” And that was that. If I had
any doubt in my mind it was dispelled quickly
enough. As we were going to the sixth hole I saw
young Carney play a shot from the pit in front of
the eighth green, right next to the flag, a beautiful
run-up shot out of soft sand.

I was telling Julia about those two shots at dinner.
“Oh, Bob Carney,” she said. “He’s a duck. Didn’t
you like him, Dad? He’s just home from college,
graduated last week. I met him at the Deke dance.
He promised to come and see me.”

As a matter of fact, he made good that evening.
We were sitting on the porch when up drives young
Carney. Well, his car was just one more added to
the string. 1. guess porch sitting is an older game
than flagpole sitting, and even more popular. Bob
certainly i1s a mighty nice looking boy. He talked
well too. Not a lot of nonsense, like most of these
college boys. Anxious to get to work and do some-
thing. We talked for a while, and then he and Julia
and four or five others went off to the movies. They
surely were a good looking pair. And I said so to
Mary, but she just sniffed. She doesn’t think any
one is good enough for Julia, and I guess she’s just
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about right. Well, we saw a good deal more of
young Carney. He didn’t miss many more evenings
at the house than I miss two foot putts, and I'm a
good putter. He seemed to have the inside track
pretty soon, and sometimes his car was the only one
in front of the house.

He and Julia played golf together some too, and
he surely smoothed her iron play. I was liking him
first rate when the club championship started. That
was the first tournament he'd played in at Swallow
Meadows.

We have sixteen qualifying in the first flight. I
got in comfortably enough with an eighty-two, and
Bob won the qualifying round with a seventy-three.
Ned Banks had a seventy-four. We always qualify
on Saturday, and the first round i1s Sunday morning.
‘Bob came over after dinner and announced that the
schedule had been posted, and he had drawn me as
an opponent in the first round. *I hope we have a
good game, sir.”” He was a nice respectful boy.

“What time would you care to play? I'll make
my time suit yours.”’

We agreed to ten o’clock, and then he suggested
that he call for me. Julia volunteered that she'd like
to follow us around, and I said, ‘“‘Fine, I'd like to
have my own gallery.”” And she looked at me sort
of funny and didn’t say anything.

I knew I couldn’t beat Bob, unless some miracle
happened, and I guess he knew it too. Well, it wasn’t
a match, it was a runaway. I couldn’t get my ap-
vroaches up and he was hot, I halved the second
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hole, and at the end of the fifth I was four down.
He played differently, it seemed to me, than I'd ever
seen him play before. More intense, all concentra-
tion. He just reminded me of a machine. He was
polite enough, but he didn’t talk at all. He was grim.
Tournament play, I guess, was a very serious business
to Robert Carney. Well, he went out in thirty-six,
and I had a forty-three, and I was six down.

[t was all over but the shouting. Julia was follow-
ing us, and he wasn’t paying any more attention to
her than nothing at all. On the eleventh he was well
on with his second, and I was in the trap short of
the green. My caddy wasn’t very enthusiastic about
my game at that stage, and he walked up to my ball,
dragging my niblick through the sand.

Bob looked at him a minute, and then he said,
“Mr. Crane, your caddy heeled your club in that
sand trap. This 1s my hole. Sorry.”

You could have knocked me over with a feather.
It was the rankest kind of a technicality. I wouldn’t
have taken a hole that way for all Bobby Jones’s
titles, and here he had the hole and the match sewed
up anyhow. I didn’t say a word. I just picked up my
ball and started for the next tee. I saw Julia look
at him sort of quizzically and bite her lip. She didn’t
say a word. The match ended on the twelfth hole.
He beat me seven up and six to play.

I shook hands in a perfunctory sort of way, and
Julia didn’t say anything. “Like to play the rest of
the holes out, Mr. Crane?” he said affably as could
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be. I didn’t. Then he asked Julia, and she said, ‘“No,

thank you,” in no uncertain tone.

Well, I was sore. Good and sore. Between my
rotten golf, my irritation, and three or four high-
balls I imagine I expressed myself pretty freely.
There wasn’t a dissenting vote in the locker room.
Young Carney was a good golfer, but he was a
rotten sport. I didn’t say anything to Julia, and she
didn’t say anything to me. But I knew she didn’t like
it either. She’s a sportswoman first and a golfer
afterwards, thank heavens. That’s Julia.

That evening we were sitting around after supper,
and Mary asked Julia if Bob was coming over to
take her out, and she said “No’ and got up and went
inside. And I didn’t see Mr. Bob Carney for a week.

As every one expected, Bob Carney and Ned
Banks won their way into the finals. We always play
thirty-six holes in the finals at Swallow Meadows.
The story of how Carney had claimed that techni-
cality on me had gotten around, and I never saw
such a unanimous gallery. They were almost to a
man rooting for Ned Banks.

I didn’t follow the morning round, but they came
in for lunch all even. They each had seventy-three’s,
and the afternoon round promised to be a peach.
Just as they started out I saw Julia reading a book
on the club-house lawn, and I asked her if she wasn’t
going to follow the match, but she didn’t seem
interested.

So I went off with the rest of the gallery. They
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halved the first hole and Ned won the second, when
he sank a putt all the way across the green for a
birdie three. That put him one up. On the third hole
Ned drove a beauty right down the center, and Bob
hooked his drive into a clump of trees, and under-
brush on the left. He went to where he thought his
ball was and started to look for it, and then he
pulled out his watch. Ned came over and every one
looked. Bob was looking pretty feverishly but he
was keeping his eye on his watch as he looked.

Finally he turned to Ned, “Mr. Banks, my five
minutes are up. I lose two strokes. I'll go back and
drive another.”

“Nonsense,” said Ned, “let's see if we can’'t find
it. What’s the difference. Wouldn't be any fun to
win on a technicality. Hey, wait a minute! Here’s
your ball. You're in luck. You have an open shot for
the green, Carney.”

Just then about two things happened. You could
see Bob Carney’s mind begin to work. Here was
Ned Banks giving up a chance to get a lead of two
up, because he didn’t like technicalities. You could
see i1t sinking in. The other thing happened inside
my head. Here was a boy just as prompt to call a
technicality against himself as he was against his
opponent. Perhaps he wasn’t such a bad sport. Just
too intense.

Well, if Bob Carney was thinking a lot it didn’t
aftect his game. And when they came up to the last
hole they were still all square.

I don’t think I've told you about the eighteenth
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at Swallow Meadows, but it's not a hard hole. It’s
not the best golf hole in the world either. A good
second will always get you home. The drive is simple
and there's a long pitch to the green. There are
great big traps in front, and behind the green about
thirty yards, 1s the swimming pool. I told the greens
committee that was no place to put the pool, but it’s
there anyhow. Every once in so often some one
dumps a ball into it.

Well, Bob has the honor and he hits a nice one
down the center, about two hundred and fifty yards.
Ned’s is just as straight, but it isn’t within twenty
yards of Bob's ball, and of course he had to play. I
never admired Ned’s calm so much in my life. The
whole Club’s out there watching him. He studied his
ball a minute, took out his old midiron and pitched
it over the trap right on the edge of the green, about
forty feet from the hole, a sure four. There was a
lot of hand clapping, and Bob waited a minute. The
crowd was just lining the green and no one was mak-
ing a sound. Bob reached for a mashie and took his
stance. Just what happened I don’t know, but instead
of hitting the ball cleanly, he cut it and it went on
a line at a terrific speed. It was going over the green
on the fly ticketed for the pool just as sure as shoot-
ing, when wham! The ball hit a bag that one of the
caddies was holding and bounded square back into
the green, not a foot from the hole.

There it was, a sure three. One minute you knew
Ned had the game sewed up and the next it was lost
on a fluke. Every one started asking what the rule
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was. But I knew—it was a rub of the green. Tough

luck for Ned. But the shot counted.

And then I looked over at Bob. His face was
working, but his jaw was set. He walked up to the
green, picked up his own ball, and then Ned’s, and
turned around to Ned. “Mr. Banks, that’s your hole,
of course, it wouldn't be any fun to win on a rank
technicality like that. I couldn’t possibly have gotten
better than a five. Congratulations, it was a swell
match.”

I have seen lots of cheering and excitement on
our home hole, but never anything like it before.
Every one was shaking hands with Ned, and with
Bob, and congratulating them both.

And there I was pounding Bob on the back.
““T'hat’s the boy,” I kept on saying. “It’s worth ten
cups. You coming over to-night ?”

He just grinned.

When I came home there was Julia sitting on the
porch just smiling quietly, with her prettiest dress
on, the brown one I had bought her the day she
made a seventy-nine.
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THERE have been two tales which forecast the coming
of Tunney—George Bernard Shaw’s Cashel Byron’s
Profession and Jack London’s ‘““The Abysmal Brute.”
The latter is one of my favorite prize-fight stories. It
is not the best prize-fight story I know. My choice
would be “Champion” by Ring Lardner, but “Cham-
pion’ is a realistic story. It shows the ring as it is, for the
most part—without glamour, without charm, a dirty,
mucky affair. The selections in this book all belong to
the Romantic school of sport, to the portrayals of the
game as 1t might be played, as it ought to be played. In
this category, ““The Abysmal Brute” is outstanding.



THE ABYSMAL BRUTE

JACK LONDON

I

AM STUBENER ran through his mail care-
S lessly and rapidly. As became a manager of
prize-fighters, he was accustomed to a various and
bizarre correspondence. Every crank, sport, near
sport, and reformer seemed to have ideas to impart
to him. From dire threats against his life to milder
threats, such as pushing in the front of his face,
from rabbit-foot fetishes to lucky horse-shoes, from
dinky jerkwater bids to the quarter-of-a-million-
dollar offers of irresponsible nobodies, he knew the
whole run of the surprise portion of his mail. In his
time having received a razor-strop made from the
skin of a lynched negro, and a finger, withered and
sun-dried, cut from the body of a white man found
in Death Valley, he was of the opinion that never
again would the postman bring him anything that
could startle him. But this morning he opened a
letter that he read a second time, put away in his
pocket, and took out for a third reading. It was
postmarked from some unheard-of postoffice in
Siskiyou County, and it ran:

Copyright, 1913, by The Century Co.
147
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DEAr Sam:

You don’t know me, except my reputation. You come
after my time, and I've been out of the game a long time.
But take it from me, I ain’t been asleep. I've followed the
whole game, and I've followed you, from the time Kal Auf-
man knocked you out to your last handling of Nat Belson,
and I take it you’re the niftiest thing in the line of managers
that ever came down the pike.

I got a proposition for you. I got the greatest unknown that
ever happened. This ain’t con. It’s the straight goods. What
do you think of a husky that tips the scales at two hundred
and twenty pounds fighting weight, is twenty-two years old,
that can hit a kick twice as hard as my best ever? That’s
him, my boy, Young Pat Glendon, that’s the name he’ll fight
under. I've planned it all out. Now the best thing you can
do is hit the first train and come up here.

I bred him and I trained him. All that I ever had in my
head I've hammered into his. And maybe you won’t believe
it, but he’s added to it. He’s a born fighter. He's a wonder
at time and distance. He just knows to the second and the
inch, and he don’t have to think about it at all. His six-inch
jolt is more the real sleep medicine than the full-arm swing
of most geezers.

T'alk about the hope of the white race. This is him. Come
and take a peep. When you was managing Jeffries you was
crazy about hunting. Come along and I'll give you some real
hunting and fishing that will make your moving picture
winnings look like thirty cents. I'll send Young Pat out with
you. I ain’t able to get around. That’s why I'm sending for
you. I was going to manage him myself. But it ain’t no use.
I’'m all in and likely to pass out any time. So get a move on. I
want you to manage him. There's a fortune in it for both
of you, but I want to draw up the contract.

Yours truly,
PaT GLENDON
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Stubener was puzzled. It seemed, on the face of
it, a joke—the men in the fighting game were
notorious jokers—and he tried to discern the fine
hand of Corbett or the big friendly paw of Fitz-
simmons in the screed before him. But if it were
genuine, he knew it was worth looking into. Pat
Glendon was before his time, though, as a cub, he
had once seen Old Pat spar at the benefit for Jack
Dempsey. Even then he was called “Old” Pat, and
had been out of the ring for years. He had ante-
dated Sullivan, in the old London Prize Ring Rules,
though his last fading battles had been put up under
the incoming Marquis of Queensbury Rules.

What ring-follower did not know of Pat Glen-
don ?—though few were alive who had seen him in
his prime, and there were not many more who had
seen him at all. Yet his name had come down in the
history of the ring, and no sporting writer’s lexicon
was complete without it. His fame was paradoxical.
No man was honored higher, and yet he had never
attained championship honors. He had been unfortu-
nate, and had been known as the unlucky fighter.

Four times he all but won the heavyweight cham-
pionship, and each time he had deserved to win it.
There was the time on the barge, in San Francisco
Bay, when, at the moment he had the champion go-
ing, he snapped his own forearm; and on the island
in the Thames, sloshing about in six inches of rising
tide, he broke a leg at a similar stage in a winning
fight; in Texas, too, there was the never-to-be-for-
gotten day when the police broke in just as he had
his man going in all certainty. And finally, there was
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the fight in the Mechanics’ Pavilion in San Francisco,
when he was secretly jobbed from the first by a gun-
fighting bad man of a referee backed by a small
syndicate of bettors. Pat Glendon had had no acci-
dents in that fight, but when he had knocked his man
cold with a right to the jaw and a left to the solar
plexus, the referee calmly disqualified him for foul-
ing. Every ringside witness, every sporting expert,
and the whole sporting world, knew there had been
no foul. Yet, like all fighters, Pat Glendon had
agreed to abide by the decision of the referee. Pat
abided, and accepted it as in keeping with the rest of
his bad luck.

This was Pat Glendon. What bothered Stubener
was whether or not Pat had written the letter. He
carried it down town with him. What’s become of
Pat Glendon? Such was his greeting to all sports
that morning. Nobody seemed to know. Some
thought he must be dead, but none knew positively.
The fight editor of a morning daily looked up the
records and was able to state that his death had not
been noted. It was from Tim Donovan, that he got
a clue.

“Sure an’ he ain’t dead,” said Donovan. “How
could he be >—a man of his make that never boozed
or blew himself ? He made money, and what’s more,
he saved 1t and invested it. Didn’t he have three
saloons at one time? An’ wasn’t he makin’ slathers
of money with them when he sold out? Now that I'm
thinkin’, that was the last time I laid eyes on him—
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when he sold them out. "Twas all of twenty years
and more ago. His wife had just died. I met him
headin’ for the Ferry. "Where away, old sport?’
says I. ‘It's me for the woods,’ says he. ‘I've quit.
Good-by, Tim, me boy.’” and I've never seen him
from that day to this. Of course he ain’t dead.”

“You say when his wife died—did he have any
children?” Stubener queried.

“One, a little baby. He was luggin’ it in his arms
that very day.”

“Was it a boy?”

“How should I be knowin’ ?”

It was then that Sam Stubener reached a decision,
and that night found him in a Pullman speeding
towards the wilds of Northern California.

IT

Stubener was dropped off the overland at Deer
Lick in the early morning, and he kicked his heels
for an hour before the one saloon opened its doors.
No, the saloonkeeper didn’t know anything about
Pat Glendon, had never heard of him, and if he was
in that part of the country, he must be out beyond
somewhere. Neither had the one hanger-on ever
heard of Pat Glendon. At the hotel the same ig-
norance obtained, and it was not until the store-
keeper and postmaster opened up that Stubener
struck the trail. Oh, yes, Pat Glendon lived out be-
yond. You took the stage to Alpine, which was forty
miles and which was a logging camp. From Alpine,
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on horseback, you rode up Antelope Valley and
crossed the divide to Bear Creek. Pat Glendon lived
somewhere beyond that. The people of Alpine would
know. Yes, there was a young Pat. The storekeeper
had seen him. He had been in to Deer Lick two
years back. Old Pat had not put in an appearance
for five years. He bought his supplies at the store,
and always paid by check, and he was a white-
haired, strange old man. That was all the store-
keeper knew, but the folks at Alpine could give him
final directions.

It looked good to Stubener. Beyond doubt there
was a young Pat Glendon, as well as an old one,
living out beyond. That night the manager spent at
the logging camp of Alpine, and early the following
morning he rode a mountain cayuse up Antelope
Valley. He rode over the divide and down Bear
Creek. He rode all day, through the wildest, rough-
est country he had ever seen, and at sunset turned
up Pinto Valley on a trail so stiff and narrow that
more than once he elected to get oftf and walk.

It was eleven o’clock when he dismounted before
a log cabin and was greeted by the baying of two
huge deerhounds. Then Pat Glendon opened the
door, fell on his neck, and took him 1n.

“I knew ye'd come, Sam, me boy,” said Pat, the
while he limped about, building a fire, boiling coffee,
and frying a big bear-steak. ‘““The young un ain’t
home the night. We was gettin’ short of meat, and
he went out about sundown to pick up a deer. But
I’ll say no more. Wait till ye see him. He’ll be home
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in the morn, and then you can try him out. There’s
the gloves. But wait till ye see him.

“As for me, I'm finished. Eighty-one come next
January, an’ pretty good for an ex-bruiser. But I
never wasted meself, Sam, nor kept late hours an’
burned the candle at all ends. I had a damned good
candle, an’ made the most of it, as you'll grant at
lookin’ at me. And I've taught the same to the
young un. What do you think of a lad of twenty-two
that’s never had a drink in his life nor tasted to-
bacco? That’s him. He’s a giant, and he's lived nat-
ural all his days. Wait till he takes you out after
deer. He'll break your heart travelin’ light, him a
carryin’ the outfit and a big buck deer belike. He's
a child of the open air, an’ winter nor summer has
he slept under a roof. The open for him, as I taught
him. The one thing that worries me is how he'll take
to sleepin’ in houses, an’ how he’ll stand the tobacco
smoke in the ring. 'Tis a terrible thing, that smoke,
when you're fighting hard an’ gaspin’ for air. But
no more, Sam, me boy. You're tired an’ sure should
be sleepin’. Wait till you see him, that’s all. Wait
till you see him.”

But the garrulousness of age was on old Pat,
and it was long before he permitted Stubener’s eyes
to close.

“He can run a deer down with his own legs, that
young un,” he broke out again. ‘‘ 'Tis the dandy
trainin’ for the lungs, the hunter’s life. He don’t
know much of else, though he’s read a few books at
times an’ poetry stuff. He's just plain pure natural,
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as you'll see when you clap eyes on him. He’s got
the old Irish strong in him. Sometimes, the way he
moons about, it’s thinkin’ strong I am that he be-
lieves in the fairies and such-like.'He's a nature
lover if ever there was one, an’ he's dafeard of cities.
He’s read about them, but the biggest he was ever
in was Deer Lick. He misliked the many people, and
his report was that they'd stand weedin’ out. That
was two years agone—the first and the last time
he’s seen a locomotive and a train of cars.

“Sometimes it's wrong I'm thinkin’ I am, bringin’
him up a natural. It's given him wind and stamina
and the strength o’ wild bulls. No city-grown man
can have a look-in against him. I'm willin’ to grant
that Jeffries at his best could 'a’ worried the young
un a bit, but only a bit. The young un could ’a’ broke
him like a straw. An’ he don’t look it. That's the
everlasting wonder of it. He's only a fine-seeming
young husky; but it’s the quality of his muscle that’s
different. But wait till ye see him, that’s all.

“A strange liking the boy has for posies, an’ little
meadows, a bit of pine with the moon beyond, windy
sunsets, or the sun o’ morns from the top of old
Baldy. An’ he has a hankerin’ for the drawin’ o’
pitchers of things, an’ of spoutin’ about ‘Lucifer or
night’ from the poetry books he got from the red-
headed school teacher. But ’tis only his youngness.
He’ll settle down to the game once we get him
started, but watch out for grouches when it first
comes to livin’ in a city for him.

“A good thing: he’s woman-shy. They'll not
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bother him for years. He can’t bring himself to
understand the creatures, an’ damn few of them
has he seen at that. "T'was the school teacher over
at Samson’s Flat that put the poetry stuff in his
head. She was clean dafty over the young un, an’ he
never a-knowin’ A warm-haired girl she was—not
a mountain girl, but from down in the flat-lands—
an’ as time went by she was fair desperate, an’ the
way she went after him was shameless. An’ what
d’'ye think the boy did when he tumbled to it? He
was scared as a jackrabbit. He took blankets and
ammunition and hiked for tall timber. Not for a
month did I lay eyes on him, an’ then he sneaked
in after dark and was gone in the morn. Nor would
he as much as peep at her letters. ‘Burn ’em,’ he
said. An’ burn ’em I did. Twice she rode over on a
cayuse all the way from Samson’s Flat, an’ I was
sorry for the young creature. She was fair hungry
for the boy, and she looked it in her face. An’ at the
end of three months she gave up school an’ went
back to her own country, an’ then it was that the
boy came home to the shack to live again.

“Woman ha’ ben the ruination of many a good
fighter, but they won’t be of him. He blushes like a
girl i1f anything young in skirts looks at him a second
time or too long the first one. An’ they all look at
him. But when he fights, when he fightsl—God! it’s
the old savage Irish that flares in him, an’ drives the
fists of him. Not that he goes off his base. Don’t
walk away with that. At my best I was never as
cool as he. I misdoubt 'twas the wrath of me that
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brought the accidents. But he's an iceberg. He's hot
an' cold at the one time, a live wire in an ice-chest.”

Stubener was dozing, when the old man’s mumble
aroused him. He listened drowsily.

“I made a man o' him, by God! I made a man o’
him, with the two fists of him, an’ the upstandin’ legs
of him, an’ the straight-seein’ eyes. And I know the
game in my head, an’ I've kept up with the times and
the modern changes. The crouch? Sure, he knows all
the styles an’ economies. He never moves two inches
when an inch and a half will do the turn. And when
he wants he can spring like a buck kangaroo. In-
hghtin’? Wait till you see. Better than his out-
hghtin’, and he could sure ’a’ sparred with Peter
Jackson an’ outfooted Corbett in his best. I tell you,
I've taught 'm it all, to the last trick, and he’s im-
proved on the teachin’. He's a fair genius at the
game. An’ he’s had plenty of husky mountain men
to try out on. I gave him the fancy work and they
gave him the sloggin’. Nothing shy or delicate about
them. Roarin’ bulls an’ big grizzly bears, that’s what
they are, when it comes to huggin’ in a clinch or
swingin’ rough-like in the rushes. An’ he plays with
'em. Man, d’ye hear me?—he plays with them, like
you an’ me would play with little puppy-dogs.”

Another time Stubener awoke, to hear the old
man mumbling :

“"Tis the funny thing he don’t take fightin’ se-
riously. It's that easy to him he thinks it play. But
wait till he’s tapped a swift one. That’s all, wait.
An’ you’ll see 'm throw on the juice in that cold
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storage plant of his an’ turn loose the prettiest
scientific wallopin’ that ever you laid eyes on.”

In the shivery gray of mountain dawn, Stubener
was routed from his blankets by old Pat.

“He's comin’ up the trail now,” was the hoarse
whisper. “‘Out with ye an’ take your first peep at
the biggest fightin’ man the ring has ever seen, or
will ever see in a thousand years again.”

The manager peered through the open door, rub-
bing the sleep from his heavy eyes, and saw a young
giant walk into the clearing. In one hand was a
rifle, across his shoulders a heavy deer under which
he moved as if it were weightless. He was dressed
roughly in blue overalls and woolen shirt open at
the throat. Coat he had none, and on his feet, in-
stead of brogans, were moccasins. Stubener noted
that his walk was smooth and catlike, without sug-
gestion of his two hundred and twenty pounds of
weight to which that of the deer was added. The
fight manager was impressed from the first glimpse.
Formidable the young fellow certainly was, but the
manager sensed the strangeness and unusualness of
him. He was a new type, something different from
the run of fighters. He seemed a creature of the
wild, more a night-roaming figure from some old
fairy story or folk tale than a twentieth-century
youth.

A thing Stubener quickly discovered was that
young Pat was not much of a talker. He acknowl-
edged old Pat’s introduction with a grip of the hand
but without speech, and silently set to work at build-
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ing the fire and getting breakfast. To his father’s
direct questions he answered in monosyllables, as,
for instance, when asked where he had picked up the
deer.

“South Fork,” was all he vouchsafed.

“FEleven miles across the mountains,” the old man
exposited pridefully to Stupener, “an’ a trail that’d
break your heart.”

Breakfast consisted of black coffee, sour-dough
bread, and an immense quantity of bear-meat broiled
over the coals. Of this the young fellow ate raven-
ously, and Stubener divined that both the Glendons
were accustomed to an almost straight meat diet.
Old Pat did all the talking, though it was not till the
meal was ended that he broached the subject he had
at heart.

“Pat, boy,” he began, ‘“you know who the gentle-
man 1s?"’

Young ‘Pat nodded, and cast a quick comprehen-
sive glance at the manager.

“Well, he'll be takin’ you away with him and
down to San Francisco.”

“I'd sooner stay here, dad,”” was the answer.

Stubener felt a prick of disappointment. It was a
wild-goose chase after all. This was no fighter,
eager and fretting to be at it. His huge brawn
counted for nothing. It was nothing new. It was the
big fellows that usually had the streak of fat.

But old Pat’s Celtic wrath flared up, and his voice
was harsh with command.

“You'll go down to the cities an’ fight, me boy.
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That's what I've trained you for, an’ you'll do it.”

“All right,” was the unexpected response, rum-
bled apathetically from the deep chest.

““And fight like hell,” the old man added.

Again Stubener felt disappointment at the ab-
sence of flash and fire in the young man’s eyes as
he answered:

“All right. When do we start?”

““Oh, Sam, here, he'll be wantin’ a little huntin’
and to fish a bit, as well as to try you out with the
gloves.” He looked at Sam, who nodded. ““Suppose
you strip and give him a taste of your quality.”

An hour later, Sam Stubener had his eyes opened.
An ex-fighter himself, a heavyweight at that, he was
even a better judge of fighters, and never had he
seen one strip to like advantage.

““See the softness of him,” old Pat chanted. *“ 'Tis
the true stuff. Look at the slope of the shoulders,
an’ the lungs of him. Clean, all clean, to the last
drop an’ ounce of him. You're lookin’ at a man,
Sam, the like of which was never seen before. Not
a muscle of him bound. No weight-lifter or Sandow
exercise artist there. See the fat snakes of muscles
a-crawlin’ soft an’ lazy-like. Wait till you see them
flashin’ like a strikin’ rattler. He’s good for forty
rounds this blesssed instant, or a hundred. Go to it!
Time!”

They went to it, for three-minute rounds with
minute rests, and Sam Stubener was immediately un-
deceived. Here was no streak of fat, no apathy, only
a lazy, good-natured play of gloves and tricks, with
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a brusk stiffness and harsh sharpness in the contacts
that he knew belonged only to the trained and in-
stinctive fighting man.

“Easy, now, easy,” old Pat warned. “Sam’s not
the man he used to be.”

This nettled Sam, as it was intended to do, and
he played his most famous trick and favorite punch
—a feint for a clinch and a right rip to the stomach.
But, quickly as it was delivered, Young Pat saw it,
and, though it landed, his body was going away. The
next time, his body did not go away. As the rip
started, he moved forward and twisted his hip to
meet it. It was only a matter of several inches, yet
it blocked the blow. And thereafter, try as he would,
Stubener’s glove got no farther than that hip.

Stubener had roughed it with big men in his time,
and, in exhibition bouts, had creditably held his own.
But there was no holding his own here. Young Pat
played with him, and in the clinches made him feel
as powerful as a baby, landing on him seemingly at
will, locking and blocking with masterful accuracy,
and scarcely noticing or acknowledging his existence.
Half the time young Pat seemed to spend in gazing
off and out at the landscape in a dreamy sort of way.
And right here Stubener made another mistake. He
took it for a trick of old Pat’s training, tried to
sneak in a short-arm jolt, found his arm in a light-
ning lock, and had both his ears cutted for his pains.

““T'he instinct for a blow,” the old man chortled.
“’Tis not put on, I'm tellin’ you. He is a wiz. He
knows a blow without lookin’, when it starts an’



THE ABYSMAL BRUTE 161

where, the speed, an’ space, an’ niceness of it. An’
'tis nothin’ I ever showed him. "Tis inspiration. He
was so born.”

Once, in a clinch, the fight manager heeled his
glove on young Pat’s mouth, and there was just a
hint of viciousness in the manner of doing it. A mo-
ment later, in the next clinch, Sam received the heel
of the other’s glove on his own mouth. There was
nothing snappy about it, but the pressure, stolidly
lazy as it was, put his head back till the joints
cracked and for the moment he thought his neck was
broken. He slacked his body and dropped his arms
in token that the bout was over, felt the instant re-
lease, and staggered clear.

“He’ll—he’ll do,” he gasped, looking the admira-
tion he lacked the breath to utter.

Old Pat’s eyes were brightly moist with pride
and triumph.

“An’ what will you be thinkin’ to happen when
some of the gay an’ ugly ones tries to rough it on
him?” he asked.

“He’ll kill them, sure,” was Stubener’s verdict.

“No; he’s too cool for that. But he’ll just hurt
them some for their dirtiness.”

“Let’'s draw up the contract,” said the manager.

“Wait till you know the whole worth of him!”
old Pat answered. ** "Tis strong terms I'll be makin’
you come to. Go for a deer hunt with the boy over
the hills an’ learn the lungs and the legs of him.
Then we'll sign up iron-clad and regular.”

Stubener was gone two days on that hunt, and he

19
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learned all and more than old Pat had promised,
and came back a very weary and very humble man.
The young fellow’s innocence of the world had been
startling to the case-hardened manager, but he had
found him nobody’s fool. Virgin though his mind
was, untouched by all save a narrow mountain experi-
ence, nevertheless he had proved possession of a nat-
ural keenness and shrewdness far beyond the average.
In a way he was a mystery to Sam, who could not un-
derstand his terrible equanimity of temper. Nothing
ruffied him or worried him, and his patience was of
an enduring primitiveness. He never swore, not even
the futile and emasculated cuss-words of sissy-boys.

“I"d swear all right if I wanted to,” he had ex-
plained when challenged by his companion. “But I
guess I've never come to needing it. When I do,
I'll swear, I suppose.”

Old Pat, resolutely adhering to his decision, said
good-by at the cabin.

“It won't be long, Pat, boy, when I'll be readin’
about you 1n the papers. I'd like to go along, but
I'm afeard it’s me for the mountains till the end.”

And then, drawing the manager aside, the old
man turned loose on him almost savagely.

‘““Remember what I've ben tellin’ ye over an’ over.
The boy’s clean an’ he’s honest. He knows nothing
of the rottenness of the game. I kept it all away
from him, I tell you. He don’t know the meanin’
of fake. He knows only the bravery, an’ romance
an’ glory of fightin’, and I've filled him up with tales
of the old ring heroes, though little enough, God
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knows, it's set him afre. Man, man, I'm tellin’ you
that I clipped the fight columns from the newspapers
to keep it 'way from him—him a-thinkin’ I was
wantin’ them for me scrap book. He don’t know a
man ever lay down or threw a fight. So don’t you
get him in anything that ain’t straight. Don’t turn
the boy’s stomach. That’s why I put in the null and
void clause. The first rottenness and the contract’s
broke of itself. No snide division of stake-money; no
secret arrangements with the movin’ pitcher men for
guaranteed distance. There’s slathers o’ money for
the both of you. But play it square or lose. Under-
stand ?

‘““And whatever you'll be doin’ watch out for the
women,’ was old Pat’s parting admonishment,
young Pat astride his horse and reining in dutifully
to hear. “Women is death an’ damnation, remem-
ber that. But when you do find the one, the only
one, hang on to her. She’ll be worth more than glory
an’ money. But first be sure, an’ when you're sure,
don't let her slip through your fingers. Grab her
with the two hands of you and hang on. Hang on if
all the world goes to smash and smithereens. Pat,
boy, a good woman 1s a good woman. 'Tis
the first word and the last.”

III

Once in San Francisco, Sam Stubener’s troubles
began. Not that young Pat had a nasty temper, or
was grouchy as his father had feared. On the con-
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trary, he was phenomenally sweet and mild. But he
was homesick for his beloved mountains. Also, he
was secretly appalled by the city, though he trod
its roaring streets imperturbable as a red Indian.

“I came down here to fight,” he announced, at
the end of the first week. “Where’s Jim Hanford?”

Stubener whistled.

“A big champion like him wouldn’t look at you,”
was his answer. ‘‘ ‘Go and get a reputation,’ is what
he’'d say.”

“I can lick him.”

“But the public doesn’t know that. If you licked
him you'd be champion of the world, and no cham-
pion ever became so with his first fight.”

“I can.”

“But the public doesn’t know it, Pat. It wouldn’t
come to see you fight. And it’s the crowd that brings
the money and the big purses. That’s why Jim Han-
ford wouldn’t consider you for a second. There’d
be nothing in it for him. Besides, he’s getting three
thousand a week right now in vaudeville, with a
contract for twenty-hive weeks. Do you think he'd
chuck that for a go with a man no one ever heard
of ? You've got to do something first, make a record.
You've got to begin on the little local dubs that
nobody ever heard of—guys like Chub Collins,
Rough-House Kelly, and the Flying Dutchman.
When you've put them away, you're only started on
the first round of the ladder. But after that you'll go
up like a balloon.”

“I'll meet those three named in the same ring one
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after the other,” was Pat’s decision. ‘‘Make the
arrangements accordingly.”

Stubener laughed.

“What's wrong? Don’t you think I can put them
away?’

“T know you can,” Stubener assured him. “But it
can't be arranged that way. You've got to take them
one at a time. Besides, remember, I know the game
and I'm managing you. This proposition has to be
worked up, and I'm the boy that knows how. If
we're lucky, you may get to the top in a couple of
years and be the champion with a mint of money.”

Pat sighed at the prospect, then brightened up.

“And after that I can retire and go back home
to the old man,” he said.

Stubener was about to reply, but checked himself.
Strange as was this championship material, he felt
confident that when the top was reached it would
prove very similar to that of all the others who had
gone before. Besides, two years was a long way off,
and there was much to be done in the meantime.

When Pat fell to moping around his quarters,
reading endless poetry books and novels drawn
from the public library, Stubener sent him off to
live on a Contra Costa ranch across the Bay, under
the watchful eye of Spider Walsh. At the end of a
week Spider whispered that the job was a cinch. His
charge was away and over the hills from dawn till
dark, whipping the streams for trout, shooting
quails and rabbits, and pursuing the one lone and
crafty buck famous for having survived a decade
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of hunters. It was the Spider who waxed lazy and
fat, while his charge kept himself in condition.

As Stubener expected, his unknown was laughed
at by the fight club managers. Were not the woods
full of unknowns who were always breaking out with
championship rashes? A preliminary, say of four
rounds—yes, they would grant him that. But the
main event—never. Stubener was resolved that
young Pat should make his debut in nothing less than
a main event, and, by the prestige of his own name
he at last managed it. With much misgiving, the
Mission Club agreed that Pat Glendon could go
fifteen rounds with Rough-House Kelly for a purse
of one hundred dollars. It was the custom of young
fighters to assume the names of old ring heroes, so
no one suspected that he was the son of the great
Pat Glendon, while Stubener held his peace. It was
a good press surprise package to spring later.

Came the night of the fight, after a month of
waiting. Stubener’s anxiety was keen. His profes-
sional reputation was staked that his man would
make a showing, and he was astounded to see Pat,
seated 1n his corner a bare five minutes, lose the
healthy color from his cheeks, which turned a sickly
yellow.

“Cheer up, boy,” Stubener said, slapping him on
the shoulder. ““The first time in the ring is always
strange, and Kelly has a way of letting his oppo-
nent wait for him on the chance of getting stage-
fright.”

“It isn’t that,” Pat answered. “‘It’s the tobacco
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smoke. I'm not used to it, and it's making me fair
sick.”

His manager experienced the quick shock of re-
lief. A man who turned sick from mental causes,
even if he were a Samson, could never win to place
in the prize ring. As for tobacco smoke, the young-
ster would have to get used to it, that was all.

Young Pat’s entrance into the ring had been met
with silence, but when Rough-House Kelly crawled
through the ropes his greeting was uproarious. He
did not belie his name. He was a ferocious-looking
man, black and hairy, with huge, knotty muscles,
weighing a full two hundred pounds. Pat looked
across at him curiously, and received a savage scowl.
After both had been introduced to the audience,
they shook hands. And even as their gloves gripped,
Kelly ground his teeth, convulsed his face with an
expression of rage, and muttered:

“You've got yer nerve wid yeh.” He flung Pat’s
hand roughly from his, and hissed, “I'll eat yuh up,
ye pup !”

The audience laughed at the action, and it guessed
hilariously at what Kelly must have said.

Back in his corner, and waiting the gong, Pat
turned to Stubener.

“Why is he angry with me?”’ he asked.

“He ain’t,” Stubener answered. ‘“That’s his way,
trying to scare you. It's just mouth-fighting.”

“It isn’t boxing,” was Pat’s comment; and Stu-
bener, with a quick glance, noted that his eyes were
as mildly blue as ever.
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“Be careful,” the manager warned, as the gong
for the first round sounded and Pat stood up. “He’s
liable to come at you like a man-eater.”

And like a man-eater Kelly did come at him, rush-
ing across the ring in wild fury. Pat, who 1n his easy
way had advanced only a couple of paces, gaged
the other’s momentum, side-stepped, and brought
his stiff-arched right across to the jaw. Then he
stood and looked on with a great curiosity. The
fight was over. Kelly had fallen like a stricken bul-
lock to the floor, and there he lay without movement
while the referee, bending over him, shouted the ten
seconds in his unheeding ear. When Kelly’s seconds
came to lift him, Pat was before them. Gathering
the hugh, inert bulk of the man in his arms, he
carried him to his corner and deposited him on the
stool and in the arms of his seconds.

Half a minute later, Kelly's head lifted and his
eyes wavered open. He looked about him stupidly
and then to one of his seconds.

“What happened?” he queried hoarsely. “Did
the roof fall on me?”

IV

As a result of his fight with Kelly, though the
general opinion was that he had won by a fluke, Pat
was matched with Rufe Mason. This took place
three weeks later, and the Sierra Club audience at
Dreamland Rink failed to see what happened. Rufe
Mason was a heavyweight, noted locally for his
cleverness. When the gong for the first round
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sounded, both men met in the center of the ring.
Neither rushed. Nor did they strike a blow. They
felt around each other, their arms bent, their gloves
so close together that they almost touched. This
lasted for perhaps five seconds. Then it happened,
and so quickly that not one in a hundred of the
audience saw. Rufe Mason made a feint with his
right. It was obviously not a real feint, but a feeler,
a mere tentative threatening of a possible blow. It
was at this instant that Pat loosed his punch. So
close together were they that the distance the blow
traveled was a scant eight inches. It was a short-
arm left jolt, and it was accomplished by a twist of
the left forearm and a thrust of the shoulder. It
landed flush on the point of the chin and the
astounded audience saw Rufe Mason’s legs crumple
under him as his body sank to the floor. But the
referee had seen, and he promptly proceeded to
count him out. Again Pat carried his opponent to
his corner, and it was ten minutes before Rufe
Mason, supported by his seconds, with sagging
knees and rolling, glassy eyes, was able to move
down the aisle through the stupefied and incredulous
audience on the way to his dressing room.

“No wonder,” he told a reporter, “that Rough-
House Kelly thought the roof hit him.”

After Chub Collins had been put out in the
twelfth second of the first round of a fifteen-round
contest, Stubener felt compelled to speak to Pat.

“Do you know what they're calling you now?"’ he
asked.
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Pat shook his head.
“One-punch Glendon.”

Pat smiled politely. He was little interested in
what he was called. He had certain work cut out
which he must do ere he could win back to his moun-
tains, and he was phlegmatically doing 1it, that was
all.

“It won’t do,” his manager continued, with an
ominous shake of the head. “You can’t go on putting
your men out so quickly. You must give them more
time.”’

“I'm here to fight, ain’t I?” Pat demanded in
surprise.

Again Stubener shook his head.

“It's this way, Pat. You've got to be big and
generous in the fighting game. Don’t get all the
other fighters sore. And it’s not fair to the audience.
They want a run for their money. Besides, no one
will fight you. They’'ll all be scared out. And you
can’'t draw crowds with ten-second fights. I leave
it to you. Would you pay a dollar, or five, to see a
ten-second fight ?”’

Pat was convinced, and he promised to give fu-
ture audiences the requisite run for their money,
though he stated that, personally, he preferred go-
ing fishing to witnessing a hundred rounds of fight-
ing.

And still, Pat had got practically nowhere in the
game. The local sports laughed when his name was
mentioned. It called to mind funny fights and Rough-
House Kelly’s remark about the roof. Nobody knew
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how Pat could fight. They had never seen him.
Where was his wind, his stamina, his ability to mix
it with rough customers through long grueling con-
tests? He had demonstrated nothing but the pos-
session of a lucky punch and a depressing proclivity
for flukes.

So it was that his fourth match was arranged with
Pete Sosso, a Portuguese fighter from Butchertown,
known only for the amazing tricks he played in the
ring. Pat did not train for the fight. Instead he made
a flying and sorrowful trip to the mountains to bury
his father. Old Pat had known well the condition
of his heart, and it had stopped suddenly on him.

Young Pat arrived back in San Francisco with so
close a margin of time that he changed into his
fighting togs directly from his traveling suit, and
even then the audience was kept waiting ten minutes.

“Remember, give him a chance,” Stubener cau-
tioned him as he climbed through the ropes. ‘“Play
with him, but do it seriously. Let him go ten or
twelve rounds, then get him.”

Pat obeyed instructions, and, though it would
have been easy enough to put Sosso out, so tricky
was he that to stand up to him and not put him out
kept his hands full. It was a pretty exhibition, and
the audience was delighted. Sosso’s whirlwind at-
tacks, wild feints, retreats, and rushes, required all
Pat’s science to protect himself, and even then he
did not escape unscathed.

Stubener praised him in the minute-rests, and all
would have been well, had not Sosso, in the fourth
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round, played one of his most spectacular tricks.
Pat, in a mix-up, had landed a hook to Sosso’s jaw,
when to his amazement, the latter dropped his hands
and reeled backward, eyes rolling, legs bending and
giving, in a high state of grogginess. Pat could not
understand. It had not been a knock-out blow, and
yet there was his man all ready to fall to the mat.
Pat dropped his own hands and wonderingly
watched his reeling opponent. Sosso staggered away,
almost fell, recovered, and staggered obliquely and
blindly forward again.

For the first and the last time in his fighting ca-
reer, Pat was caught oft his guard. He actually
stepped aside to let the reeling man go by. Still
reeling, Sosso suddenly loosed his right. Pat re-
ceived 1t full on his jaw with an impact that rattled
all his teeth. A great roar of delight went up from
the audience. But Pat did not hear. He saw only
Sosso before him, grinning and defhant, and not the
least bit groggy. Pat was hurt by the blow, but
vastly more outraged by the trick. All the wrath that
his father ever had, surged up in him. He shook his
head as if to get rid of the shock of the blow and
steadied himself before his man. It all occurred in
the next second. With a feint that drew his oppo-
nent, Pat fetched his left to the solar plexus, almost
at the same instant whipping his right across to the
jaw. The latter blow landed on Sosso’s mouth ere
his falling body struck the floor. The club doctors
worked half an hour to bring him to. After that they
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put eleven stitches in his mouth and packed him oft
in an ambulance.

“I’m sorry,” Pat told his manager, ‘‘I'm afraid I
lost my temper. I'll never do it again in the ring.
Dad always cautioned me about it. He said it had
made him lose more than one battle. I didn’t know
I could lose my temper that way, but now that I
know I'll keep it in control.”

And Stubener believed him. He was coming to the
stage where he could believe anything about his
young charge.

“You don’t need to get angry,” he said, “you’re
so thoroughly the master of your man at any stage.”

““At any inch or second of the fight,” Pat afirmed.

““And you can put them out any time you want.”

“Sure I can. I don’t want to boast. But I just seem
to possess the ability. My eyes show me the opening
that my skill knows how to make, and time and dis-
tance are second nature to me. Dad called it a gift,
but I thought he was blarneying me. Now that I've
been up against these men, I guess he was right. He
said I had the mind and muscle correlation.”

“At any inch or second of the fight,”” Stubener
repeated musingly.

Pat nodded, and Stubener, absolutely believing
him, caught a vision of a golden future that should
have fetched old Pat out of his grave.

“Well, don’t forget, we've got to give the crowd
a run for its money,” he said. “We'll fix it up be-
tween us how many rounds a fight should go. Now
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your next bout will be with the Flying Dutchman.
Suppose you let it run the full fifteen and put him
out in the last round. That will give you a chance
to make a showing as well.”

“All right, Sam,” was the answer.

“It will be a test for you,”’ Stubener warned. “You
may fail to put him out in that last round.”

“Watch me.” Pat paused to put weight to his
promise, and picked up a volume of Longfellow.
“If T don’t I'll never read poetry again, and that’s
going some.’’

“You bet it is,” his manager proclaimed jubi-
lantly, “‘though what you see in such stuff is be-
yond me.”

Pat sighed, but did not reply. In all his life he
had found but one person who cared for poetry, and
that had been the red-haired school teacher who
scared him off into the woods.

Vv

“Where are you going?” Stubener demanded in
surprise, looking at his watch.

Pat, with his hand on the door-knob, paySed and
turned around.

“To the Academy of Sciences,” he said. ‘“There’s
a professor who’s going to give a lecture there on
Browning to-night, and Browning is the sort of
writer you need assistance with. Sometimes I think
I ought to go to night school.”

“But great Scott, man!" exclaimed the horrified



THE ABYSMAL BRUTE 175

manager. ‘You're on with the Flying Dutchman
to-night.”

“I know it. But I won’t enter the ring a moment
before half past nine or quarter to ten. The lecture
will be over at nine fifteen. If you want to make sure,
come around and pick me up in your machine.”

Stubener shrugged his shoulders helplessly.

“You've got no kick coming,” Pat assured him.
“Dad used to tell me a man’s worst time was in the
hours just before a fight, and that many a fight was
lost by a man’s breaking down right there, with
nothing to do but think and be anxious. Well, you'll
never need to worry about me that way. You ought
to be glad I can go off to a lecture.”

And later that night, in the course of watching
fifteen splendid rounds, Stubener chuckled to him-
self more than once at the idea of what that audience
of sports would think, did it know that this mag-
nificent young prize-fighter had come to the ring
directly from a Browning lecture.

The Flying Dutchman was a young Swede who
possessed an unwonted willingness to ight and who
was blessed with phenomenal endurance. He never
rested, was always on the offensive, and rushed and
fought from gong to gong. In the out-ighting his
arms whirled about like flails, in the in-fighting he
was forever shouldering or half-wrestling and start-
ing blows whenever he could get a hand free. From
start to finish he was a whirlwind, hence his name.
His failing was lack of judgment in time and dis-
tance. Nevertheless he had won many fights by virtue
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of landing one in each dozen or so of the unending
fusillades of punches he delivered. Pat, with strong
upon him the caution that he must not put his op-
ponent out, was kept busy. Nor, though he escaped
vital damage, could he avoid entirely those eternal
flying gloves. But it was good training, and in a mild
way he enjoyed the contest.

““Could you get him now?”’ Stubener whispered in
his ear during the minute-rest at the end of the fifth
round.

“Sure,” was Pat’s answer.

“You know he’s never yet been knocked out by
any one,”’ Stubener warned a couple of rounds later.

“Then I'm afraid I'll have to break my knuckles,”
Pat smiled. ‘I know the punch I've got in me, and
when I land it something’s got to go. If he won't,
my knuckles will.”

“Do you think you could get him now ?”’ Stubener
asked at the end of the thirteenth round.

“Any time, I tell you.”

“Well, then, Pat, let him run to the fifteenth.”

In the fourteenth round the Flying Dutchman ex-
ceeded himself. At the stroke of the gong he rushed
clear across the ring to the opposite corner where
Pat was leisurely getting to his feet. The house
cheered, for it knew the Flying Dutchman had cut
loose. Pat, catching the fun of it, whimsically de-
cided to meet the terrific onslaught with a wholly
passive defense and not to strike a blow. Nor did he
strike a blow, nor feint a blow, during the three
minutes of whirlwind that followed. He gave a rare
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exhibition of stalling, sometimes hugging his bowed
face with his left arm, his abdomen with his right;
at other times changing as the point of attack
changed, so that both gloves were held on either side
his face, or both elbows and forearms guarded his
mid-section; and all the time moving about, clumsily
shouldering, or half-falling forward against his op-
ponent and clogging his eftforts; himself never strik-
ing nor threatening to strike, the while rocking with
the impacts of the storming blows that beat upon
his various guards the devil’s own tattoo.

Those close at the ringside saw and appreciated,
but the rest of the audience, fooled, arose to its feet
and roared its applause in the mistaken notion that
Pat, helpless, was receiving a terrible beating. With
the end of the round, the audience, dumbfounded,
sank back into its seats as Pat walked steadily to his
corner. It was not understandable. He should have
been beaten to a pulp, and yet nothing had hap-
pened to him.

“Now are you going to get him?"” Stubener
queried anxiously.

“Inside ten seconds,” was Pat’s confident asser-
tion. “Watch me.”

There was no trick about it. When the gong struck
and Pat bounded to his feet, he advertised it un-
mistakably that for the first time in the fight he was
starting after his man. Not one onlooker misunder-
stood. The Flying Dutchman read the advertise-
ment, too, and for the first time in his career, as
they met in the center of the ring, visibly hesitated.
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For the fraction of a second they faced each other
in position. Then the Flying Dutchman leaped for-
ward upon his man, and Pat, with a timed right
cross, dropped him cold as he leaped.

It was after this battle that Pat Glendon started
on his upward rush to fame. The sports and the
sporting writers took him up. For the first time the
Flying Dutchman had been knocked out. His con-
queror had proved a wizard of defense. His pre-
vious victories had not been flukes. He had a kick in
both his hands. Giant that he was, he would go far.
The time was already past, the writers asserted, for
him to waste himself on the third-raters and chop-
ping blocks. Where were Ben Menzies, Rege Rede,
Bill Tarwater, and Ernest Lawson? It was time for
them to meet this young cub that had suddenly
shown himself a fighter of quality. Where was his
manager anyway, that he was not issuing the chal-
lenges?

And then fame came in a day; for Stubener di-
vulged the secret that this man was none other than
the son of Pat Glendon, old Pat, the old-time ring
hero. “Young” Pat Glendon, he was promptly
christened, and sports and writers flocked about him
to admire him, and back him and write him up.

Beginning with Ben Menzies and finishing with
Bill Tarwater, he challenged, fought, and knocked
out the four second-raters. To do this, he was com-
pelled to travel, the battles taking place in Gold-
field, Denver, Texas and New York. To accomplish
it required months, for the bigger fights were not
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easily arranged, and the men themselves demanded
more time for training.

The second year saw him running to cover and
disposing of the half-dozen big fighters that clus-
tered just beneath the top of the heavyweight lad-
der. On this top, firmly planted, stood ‘“Big” Jim
Hanford, the undefeated world champion. Here,
on the top rungs, progress was slower, though Stu-
bener was indefatigable in issuing challenges and in
promoting sporting opinion to force the man to
fight. Will King was disposed of in England, and
Glendon pursued Tom Harrison half-way round
the world to defeat him on Boxing Day in Australia.

But the purses grew larger and larger. In place of
a hundred dollars, such as his first battles had earned
him, he was now receiving from twenty to thirty
thousand dollars a fight, as well as equally large
sums from the moving picture men. Stubener took
his manager’s percentage of all this, according to
the terms of the contract old Pat had drawn up, and
both he and Glendon, despite their heavy expenses,
were waxing rich. This was due, more than anything
else, to the clean lives they lived. They were not
wasters.

Stubener was attracted to real estate, and his
holdings in San Francisco, consisting of building flats
and apartment houses, were bigger than Glendon
ever dreamed. There was a secret syndicate of
bettors, however, which could have made an ac-
curate guess at the size of Stubener’s holdings, while
heavy bonus after heavy bonus, of which Glendon
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never heard, was paid over to his manager by the
moving picture men.

Stubener’s most serious task was in maintaining
the innocence of his young gladiator. Nor did he find
it difficult. Glendon, who had nothing to do with the
business end, was little interested. Besides, wher-
ever his travels took him, he spent his spare time in
hunting and fishing. He rarely mingled with those
of the sporting world, was notoriously shy and se-
cluded, and preferred art galleries and books of
verse to sporting gossip. Also, his trainers and spar-
ring partners were rigorously instructed by the man-
ager to keep their tongues away from the slightest
hints of ring rottenness. In every way Stubener in-
tervened between Glendon and the world. He was
never even interviewed save in Stubener’s presence.

Only once was Glendon approached. It was just
prior to his battle with Henderson, and an offer of

“a hundred thousand was made to him to throw the
fight. It was made hurriedly, in swift whispers, in
a hotel corridor, and it was fortunate for the man
that Pat controlled his temper and shouldered past
him without reply. He brought the tale of it to
Stubener, who said:

“It’s only con, Pat. They were trying to josh
you.” He noted the blue eyes blaze. “And maybe
worse than that. If they could have got you to fall
for 1t, there might have been a big sensation in the
papers that would have finished you. But I doubt
it. Such things don’t happen any more. It's a myth,
that’s what it is, that has come down from the mid-
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dle history of the ring. There has been rottenness in
the past, but no fighter or manager of reputation
would dare anything of the sort to-day. Why, Pat,
the men in the game are as clean and straight as
those in professional baseball, than which there is
nothing cleaner or straighter.”

And all the while he talked, Stubener knew in his
heart that the forthcoming fight with Henderson
was not to be shorter than twelve rounds—this for
the moving pictures—and not longer than the four-
teenth round. And he knew, furthermore, so big
were the stakes involved, that Henderson himself
was pledged not to last beyond the fourteenth round.

And Glendon, never approached again, dismissed
the matter from his mind and went out to spend
the afternoon in taking color photographs. The
camera had become his latest hobby. Loving pic-
tures, yet unable to paint, he had compromised by
taking up photography. In his hand baggage was
one grip packed with books on the subject, and he
spent long hours in the dark room, realizing for
himself the various processes. Never had there been
a great iighter who was as aloof from the fighting
world as he. Because he had little to say with those
he encountered, he was called sullen and unsocial,
and out of this a newspaper reputation took form
that was not an exaggeration so much as it was an
entire misconception. Boiled down, his character in
print was that of an ox-muscled and dumbly stupid
brute, and one callow sporting writer dubbed him
the ‘“abysmal brute.” The name stuck. The rest of
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the fraternity hailed it with delight, and thereafter
Glendon’s name never appeared in print uncon-
nected with it. Often, in a headline or under a photo-
graph, ‘““I'he Abysmal Brute,” capitalized and with-
out quotation marks, appeared alone. All the world
knew who was this brute. This made him draw into
himself closer than ever, while it developed a bitter
prejudice against newspaper folk.

Regarding fighting itself, his earlier mild interest
grew stronger. The men he now fought were any-
thing but dubs, and victory did not come so easily.
They were picked men, experienced ring generals,
and each battle was a problem. There were occa-
sions when he found it impossible to put them out
in any designated later round of a fight. Thus, with
Sulzberger, the gigantic German, try as he would in
the eighteenth round, he failed to get him, in the
nineteenth 1t was the same story, and not until the
twentieth did he manage to break through the
baffling guard and drop him. Glendon’s increasing
enjoyment of the game was accompanied by severer
and prolonged training. Never dissipating, spending
much of his time on hunting trips in the hills, he was
practically always in the pink of condition, and un-
like his father, no unfortunate accidents marred his
career. He never broke a bone, nor injured so much
as a knuckle. One thing that Stubener noted with
secret glee was that his young fighter no longer
talked of going permanently back to his mountains
when he had won the championship away from Jim

Hanford.
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VI

The consummation of his career was rapidly ap-
proaching. The great champion had even publicly
intimated his readiness to take on Glendon as soon
as the latter had disposed of the three or four
aspirants for the championship who intervened. In
six months Pat managed to put away Kid McGrath
and Philadelphia Jack McBride, and there remained
only Nat Powers and Tom Cannam. And all would
have been well had not a certain society girl gone
adventuring into journalism, and had not Stubener
agreed to an interview with the woman reporter of
the San Francisco Courier-Journal.

Her work was always published over the name of
Maud Sangster, which, by the way, was her own
name. The Sangsters were a notoriously wealthy
family. The founder, old Jacob Sangster, had packed
his blankets and worked as a farm-hand in the West.
He had discovered an inexhaustible borax deposit
in Nevada, and, from hauling it out by mule-teams,
had built a railroad to do the freighting. Following
that, he had poured the profits of borax into the
purchase of hundreds and thousands of square miles
of timber lands in California, Oregon and Washing-
ton. Still later, he had combined politics with busi-
ness, bought statesmen, judges, and machines, and
become a captain of complicated industry. And after
that he had died, full of honor and pessimism, leav-
ing his name a muddy blot for future historians to
smudge, and also leaving a matter of a couple of
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hundreds of millions for his four sons to squabble
over. The legal, industrial, and political battles that
followed, vexed and amused California for a genera-
tion, and culminated in deadly hatred and unspeak-
ing terms between the four sons. The youngest,
Theodore, in middle life experienced a change of
heart, sold out his stock farms and racing stables,
and plunged into a fight with all the corrupt powers
of his native state, including most of its millionaires,
in a quixotic attempt to purge it of the infamy which
had been implanted by old Jacob Sangster.

Maud Sangster was Theodore’s oldest daughter.
The Sangster stock uniformly bred fighters among
the men and beauties among the women. Nor was
Maud an exception. Also, she must have inherited
some of the virus of adventure from the Sangster
breed, for she had come to womanhood and done a
multitude of things of which no woman in her posi-
tion should have been guilty. A match in ten thou-
sand, she remained unmarried. She had sojourned in
Europe without bringing home a nobleman for
spouse, and had declined a goodly portion of her
own set at home. She had gone in for outdoor sports,
won the tennis championship of the state, kept the
society weeklies agog with her unconventionalities,
walked from San Mateo to Santa Cruz against time
on a wager, and once caused a sensation by playing
polo in a men’s team at a private Burlingame prac-
tice game. Incidentally, she had gone in for art, and
maintained a studio in San Francisco’s Latin
Quarter.
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All this had been of little moment until her
father's reform attack became acute. Passionately
independent, never yet having met the man to whom
she could gladly submit, and bored by those who had
aspired, she resented her father’s interference with
her way of life and put the climax on all her social
misdeeds by leaving home and going to work on the
Courier-Journal. Beginning at twenty dollars a
week, her salary had swiftly risen to fifty. Her work
was principally musical, dramatic, and art criticism,
though she was not above mere journalistic stunts
if they promised to be sufficiently interesting. Thus
she scooped the big interview with Morgan at a
time when he was being futilely trailed by a dozen
New York star journalists, went down to the bottom
of the Golden Gate in a diver’s suit, and flew with
Rood, the birdman, when he broke all records of
continuous flight by reaching as far as Riverside.

Now it must not be imagined that Maud Sangster
was a hard-bitten Amazon. On the contrary, she was
a gray-eyed, slender young woman, of three or four
and twenty, of medium stature, and possessing un-
commonly small hands and feet for an outdoor
woman or any other kind of woman. Also, far in
excess of most outdoor women, she knew how to be
daintily feminine.

It was on her own suggestion that she received
the editor’s commission to interview Pat Glendon.
With the exception of having caught a glimpse, once,
of Bob Fitzsimmons in evening dress at the Palace
Grill, she had never seen a prize-fighter in her life.



186 THE ABYSMAL BRUTE

Nor was she curious to see one—at least she had not
been curious until Young Pat Glendon came to San
Francisco to train for his fight with Nat Powers.
Then his newspaper reputation had aroused her.
The Abysmal Brute!—it certainly must be worth
seeing. From what she read of him she gleaned that
he was a man-monster, profoundly stupid and with
the sullenness and ferocity of a jungle beast. True,
his published photographs did not show all that,
but they did show the hugeness of brawn that might
be expected to go with it. And so, accompanied by a
staft photographer, she went out to the training
quarters at the cliff House at the hour appointed by
Stubener.

That real estate owner was having trouble. Pat
was rebellious. He sat, one big leg dangling over the
side of the arm chair and Shakespeare’s Sonnets
face downward on his knee, orating against the new
woman.

“What do they want to come butting into the
game for?”’ he demanded. “It’s not their place.
What do they know about it anyway? The men are
bad enough as it is. I'm not a holy show. This
woman’s coming here to make me one. I never have
stood for women around the training quarters, and
I don’t care if she is a reporter.”

“But she’s not an ordinary reporter,” Stubener
interposed. “You've heard of the Sangsters?—the
millionaires ?”

Pat nodded.

“Well, she’s one of them. She’s high society and
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all that stuff. She could be running with the Blingum
crowd now if she wanted to instead of working for
wages. Her old man’s worth fifty millions if he’s
worth a cent.”

“Then what’s she working on a paper for?—
keeping some poor devil out of a job.”

“She and the old man fell out, had a tiff or some-
thing, about the time he started to clean up San
Francisco. She quit. That’s all—left home and got
a job. And let me tell you one thing, Pat: she can
everlastingly sling English. There isn't a pen-
pusher on the Coast can touch her when she gets
going.”

Pat began to show interest, and Stubener hur-
ried on.

““She writes poetry, too—the regular la-de-dah
stuff, just like you. Only I guess hers is better, be-
cause she published a whole book of it once. And
she writes up the shows. She interviews every big
actor that hits this burg.”

“I've seen her name in the papers,” Pat com-
mented.

“Sure you have. And you're honored, Pat, by her
coming to interview you. It won’t bother you any.
I'll stick right by and give her most of the dope
myself. You know I've always done that.”

Pat looked his gratitude.

““And another thing, Pat: don’t forget you've got
to put up with this interviewing. It’s part of your
business. It's big advertising, and it comes free. We
can't buy it. It interests people, draws the crowds,
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and it's crowds that pile up the gate receipts.” He
stopped and listened, then looked at his watch. “I
think that's her now. I'll go and get her and bring
her in. I'll tip it off to her to cut it short, you know,
and it won't take long.”” He turned in the doorway.
‘““And be decent, Pat. Don’t shut up like a clam. Talk
a bit to her when she asks you questions.”

Pat put the Sonnets on the table, took up a news-
paper, and was apparently deep in its contents when
the two entered the room and he stood up. The
meeting was a mutual shock. When blue eyes met
gray, it was almost as if the man and the woman
shouted triumphantly to each other, as if each had
found something sought and unexpected. But this
was for the instant only. Each had anticipated in the
other something so totally different that the next
moment the clear cry of recognition gave way to
confusion. As is the way of women, she was the first
to achieve control, and she did it without having
given any outward sign that she had ever lost it. She
advanced most of the distance across the floor to
meet Glendon. As for him, he scarcely knew how he
stumbled through the introduction. Here was a
woman, a woman! He had not known that such a
creature could exist. The few women he had noticed
had never prefigured this. He wondered what old
Pat’s judgment would have been of her, if she
was the sort he had recommended to hang on to
with both his hands. He discovered that in some way
he was holding her hand. He looked at it, curious
and fascinated, marveling at its fragility.
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She, on the other hand, had proceeded to ob-
literate the echoes of that first clear call. It had
been a peculiar experience, that was all, this sudden
out-rush of her toward this strange man. For was
not he the abysmal brute of the prize ring, the
great, fighting, stupid bulk of a male animal who ham-
mered up his fellow males of the same stupid order?
She smiled at the way he continued to hold her hand.

“I'll have it back, please, Mr. Glendon,” she said.
“1 I really need 1it, you know.”

He looked at her blankly, followed her gaze to
her imprisoned hand, and dropped it in a rush of
awkwardness that sent the blood in a manifest blush
to his face.

She noted the blush, and the thought came to her
that he did not seem quite the uncouth brute she
had pictured. She could not conceive of a brute
blushing at anything. And also, she found herself
pleased with the fact that he lacked the easy glib-
ness to murmur an apology. But the way he de-
voured her with his eyes was disconcerting. He
stared at her as if in a trance, while his cheeks
flushed even more redly.

Stubener by this time had fetched a chair for her,
and Glendon automatically sank down into his.

“He’s in fine shape, Miss Sangster, in fine shape,”
the manager was saying. ‘“That’s right, isn’t it, Pat?
Never felt better in your life?”

Glendon was bothered by this. His brows con-
tracted in a troubled way, and he made no reply.

“I've wanted to meet you for a long time,
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Mr. Glendon,” Miss Sangster said. “I never inter-
viewed a pugilist before, so if I don’t go about it
expertly you'll forgive me, [ am sure.”

“Maybe you'd better start in by seeing him in
action,” was the manager’s suggestion. ‘“While he’s
getting into his fighting togs I can tell you a lot
about him—fresh stuft, too. We’'ll call in Walsh,
Pat, and go a couple of rounds.”

“We'll do nothing of the sort,” Glendon growled
roughly, in just the way an abysmal brute should.
“Go ahead with the interview.”

The business went ahead unsatisfactorily. Stu-
bener did most of the talking and suggesting, which
was sufhicient to irritate Maud Sangster, while Pat
volunteered nothing. She studied his fine counte-
nance, the eyes clear blue and wide apart, the well-
modeled, almost aquiline nose, the firm, chaste lips
that were sweet in a masculine way in their curl at
the corners and that gave no hint of any sullenness.
It was a baffling personality, she concluded, if what
the papers said of him was so. In vain she sought
for ear-marks of the brute. And in vain she at-
tempted to establish contacts. For one thing, she
knew too little about prize-ighters and the ring,
and whenever she opened up a lead it was promptly
snatched away by the information-oozing Stubener.

“It must be most interesting, this life of a pu-
gilist,” she said once, adding with a sigh, “I wish I
knew more about it. Tell me: why do you fight ?—
Oh, aside from money reasons.” (This latter to
forestall Stubener.) “Do you enjoy fighting? Are
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you stirred by it, by pitting yourself against other
men? I hardly know how to express what I mean, so
you must be patient with me.”

Pat and Stubener began speaking together, but
for once Pat bore his manager down.

“I didn’t care for it at first—"

“You see, it was too dead easy for him,” Stubener
interrupted.

“But later,” Pat went on, ‘‘when I encountered
the better fighters, the real big clever ones, where I
was more—"

“On your mettle?” she suggested.

“Yes; that’s it, more on my mettle, I found I did
care for it a great deal, in fact. But still, it’s
not so absorbing to me as it might be. You see, while
each battle 1s a sort of problem which I must work
out with my wits and muscle, yet to me the issue is
never in doubt—"

“He’s never had a fight go to a decision,” Stu-
bener proclaimed. “He’s won every battle by the
knock-out route.”

“And it’s this certainty of the outcome that robs
it of what I imagine must be its finest thrills,” Pat
concluded.

“Maybe you’ll get some of them thrills when you
go up against Jim Hanford,” said the manager.

Pat smiled, but did not speak.

““T'ell me some more,” she urged, “more about the
way you feel when you are fighting.”

And then Pat amazed his manager, Miss Sang-
ster, and himself, by blurting out:
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“It seems to me I don’t want to talk with you on
such things. It’s as if there are things more impor-
tant for you and me to talk about. [—"

He stopped abruptly, aware of what he was say-
ing but unaware of why he was saying it.

“Yes,” she cried eagerly. “That’s it. That is what
makes a good interview—the real personality, you
know.”

But Pat remained tongue-tied, and Stubener wan-
dered away on a statistical comparison of his cham-
pion’s weights, measurements, and expansions with
those of Sandow, the Terrible Turk, Jeffries and
the other modern strong men. This was of little in-
terest to Maud Sangster, and she showed that she
was bored. Her eyes chanced to rest on the Sonnets.
She picked the book up and glanced inquiringly at
Stubener.

““That’s Pat’s,” he said. “He goes in for that
kind of stuff, and color photography, and art ex-
hibits, and such things. But for heaven’s sake don’t
publish anything about it. It would ruin his reputa-
tion.”

She looked accusingly at Glendon, who immedi-
ately became awkward. To her it was delicious. A
shy young man, with the body of a giant, who was
one of the kings of bruisers, and who read poetry,
and went to art exhibits, and experimented with
color photography! Of a surety there was no
abysmal brute here. His very shyness she divined
now was due to sensitiveness and not stupidity.
Shakespeare’s Sonnets! This was a phase that would
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bear investigation. But Stubener stole the opportu-
nity away and was back chanting his everlasting
statistics.

A few minutes later, and most unwittingly, she
opened up the biggest lead of all. That first sharp
attraction toward him had begun to stir again after
the discovery of the Sonnets. The magnificent frame
of his, the handsome face, the chaste lips, the clear-
looking eyes, the fine forehead which the short crop
of blond hair did not hide the aura of physical well-
being and cleanness which he seemed to emanate—
all this, and more that she sensed, drew her as she
had never been drawn by any man, and yet through
her mind kept running the nasty rumors that she
had heard only the day before at the Courier-Journal
office.

“You were right,” she said. ““There i1s something
more important to talk about. There 1s something
in my mind I want you to reconcile for me. Do you
mind ?”’

Pat shook his head.

“If I am frank ?—abominably frank? I've heard
the men, sometimes, talking of particular fights and
of the betting odds, and, while I gave no heed to it
at the time, 1t seemed to me 1t was firmly agreed that
there was a great deal of trickery and cheating con-
nected with the sport. Now, when I look at you, for
instance, I find it hard to understand how you can be
a party to such cheating. I can understand your lik-
ing the sport for a sport, as well as for the money
it brings you, but I can’t understand—"
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““There’s nothing to understand,’”” Stubener broke
in, while Pat’s lips were wreathed in a gentle, tol-
erant smile. “‘It’s all fairy-tales, this talk about fak-
ing, about fixed fights, and all that rot. There’s noth-
ing to it, Miss Sangster, I assure you. And now let
me tell you about how I discovered Mr. Glendon. It
was a letter I got from his father—"

But Maud Sangster refused to be side-tracked,
and addressed herself to Pat.

“Listen. I remember one case particularly. It was
some fight that took place several months ago—I
forget the contestants. One of the editors of the
Courier-Journal told me he intended to make a
good winning. He didn’t hope; he said he intended.
He said he was on the inside and was betting on the
number of rounds. He told me the fight would end
in the nineteenth. This was the night before. And
the next day he triumphantly called my attention to
the fact that it had ended in that very round. I
didn’t think anything of it one way or the other. I
was not interested in prize-hghting then. But I am
now. At the time it seemed quite in accord with the
vague conception I had about fighting. So you see, it
isn’t all fairy-tales, 1s 1t ?”

“I know that fight,” Glendon said. ‘It was Owen
and Murgweather. And it did end in the nineteenth
round, Sam. And she said she heard that round
named the day before. How do you account for it,
Sam ?”

“How do you account for a man picking a lucky
lottery ticket?” the manager evaded, while getting
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his wits together to answer. ‘“That’s the very point.
Men who study form and condition and seconds and
rules and such things often pick the number of
rounds, just as men have been known to pick hun-
dred-to-one shots in the races. And don’t forget
one thing: for every man that wins, there's another
that loses, there’s another that didn't pick right.
Miss Sangster, I assure you, on my honor, that
faking and fixing in the fight game 1s IS non-
existent.”’

“What 1s your opinion, Mr. Glendon?” she
asked.

“The same as mine,”’ Stubener snatched the an-
swer. ‘‘He knows what I say is true, every word of
it. He’s never fought anything but a straight fight in
his life. Isn’t that right, Pat?”

“Yes; it’s right,”” Pat afirmed, and the peculiar
thing to Maud Sangster was that she was convinced
he spoke the truth.

She brushed her forehead with her hand, as if to
rid herself of the bepuzzlement that clouded her
brain.

“Listen,” she said. “Last night the same editor
told me that your forthcoming hght was arranged to
the very round in which it would end.”

Stubener was verging on a panic, but Pat’s speech
saved him from replying.

“Then the editor lies,” Pat’s voice boomed now
for the first time.

“He did not lie before, about that other fght,”
she challenged.
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“What round did he say my fight with Nat Powers
would end in?”

Before she could answer, the manager was into
the thick of it.

“Oh, rats, Pat!” he cried. ““Shut up. It's only the
regular run of ring rumors. Let's get on with this
interview.’’

He was 1ignored by Glendon, whose eyes, bent on
hers, were no longer mildly blue, but harsh and im-
perative. She was sure now that she had stumbled on
something tremendous, something that would explain
all that had baffled her. At the same time she thrilled
to the mastery of his voice and gaze. Here was a
male who would take hold of life and shake out of
it what he wanted.

“What round did the editor say?”’ Glendon reit-
erated his demand.

“For the love of Mike, Pat, stop this foolish-
ness,”’ Stubener broke in.

“I wish you would give me a chance to answer,”
Maud Sangster said.

"] guess I'm able to talk with Miss Sangster,”
Glendon added. “You get out, Sam. Go off and take
care of that photographer.”

They looked at each other for a tense, silent mo-
ment, then the manager moved slowly to the door,
opened 1t, and turned his head to listen.

“And now what round did he say?”

“I hope I haven’t made a mistake,” she said trem-
ulously, “but I am very sure that he said the six-
teenth round.”
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She saw surprise and anger leap into Glendon’s
face, and the anger and accusation in the glance he
cast at his manager, and she knew the blow had
driven home.

And there was reason for his anger. He knew he
had talked it over with Stubener, and they had
reached a decision to give the audience a good run
for its money without unnecessarily prolonging the
fight, and to end it in the sixteenth. And here was a
woman, from a newspaper office, naming the very
round.

Stubener, in the doorway, looked limp and pale,
and it was evident he was holding himself together
by an effort.

“T'll see you later,” Pat told him. “Shut the door
behind you.”

The door closed, and the two were left alone.
Glendon did not speak. The expression on his face
was frankly one of trouble and perplexity.

“Well?”’ she asked.

He got up and towered above her, then sat down
again, moistening his lips with his tongue.

“I'll tell you one thing,” he finally said. ‘*“The fight
won't end in the sixteenth round.”

She did not speak, but her unconvinced and quiz-
zical smile hurt him.

“You wait and see, Miss Sangster, and you’ll see
that editor man is mistaken.”

“You mean the program is to be changed?” she
queried audaciously.

He quivered to the cut of her words.
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“IT am not accustomed to lying,” he said stiffly,
“even to women.”

“Neither have you to me, nor have you denied the
program is to be changed. Perhaps, Mr. Glendon, I
am stupid, but I fail to see the difference in what
number the final round occurs so long as it i1s pre-
determined and known.”

“I'll tell you that round, and not another soul
shall know.”

She shrugged her shoulders and smiled.

“It sounds to me very much like a racing tip. They
are always given that way, you know. Furthermore,
I am not quite stupid, and I know there is something
wrong here. Why were you made angry by my nam-
ing the round? Why were you angry with your man-
ager © Why did you send him from the room?”

For reply, Glendon walked over to the window,
as if to look out, where he changed his mind and
partly turned, and she knew, without seeing, that he
was studying her face. He came back and sat down.

“You've said I haven’t lied to you, Miss Sangster,
and you were right. I haven’t.” He paused, groping
painfully for a correct statement of the situation.
“Now do you think you can believe what I am going
to tell you? Will you take the word of a prize-
fighter ?”

She nodded gravely, looking him straight in the
eyes and certain that what he was about to tell was
the truth.

“I’'ve always fought straight and square. I've
never touched a piece of dirty money in my life, nor
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attempted a dirty trick. Now I can go on from that.
You've shaken me up pretty badly by what you told
me. I don’'t know what to make of it. I can't pass a
snap judgment on it. I don’t know. But it looks bad.
That's what troubles me. For see you, Stubener and
I have talked this fight over, and it was understood
between us that I would end the fight in the sixteenth
round. Now you bring the same word. How did that
editor know? Not from me. Stubener must have let
it out unless . He stopped to debate the
problem. “Unless that editor is a lucky guesser. I
can’'t make up my mind about it. I'll have to keep my
eyes open and wait and learn. Every word I've given
you is straight, and there’s my hand on it.”

Again he towered out of his chair and over to her.
Her small hand was gripped in his big one as she
arose to meet him, and after a fair, straight look
into the eyes between them, both glanced uncon-
sciously at the clasped hands. She felt that she had
never been more aware that she was a woman. The
sex emphasis of those two hands—the soft and frag-
ile feminine and the heavy, muscular masculine—was
startling. Glendon was the first to speak.

“You could be hurt so easily,” he said; and at the
same time she felt the firmness of his grip almost
caressingly relax.

She remembered the old Prussian king's love for
giants, and laughed at the incongruity of the
thought-association as she withdrew her hand.

“I am glad you came here to-day,” he said, then
hurried on awkwardly to make an explanation which
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the warm light of admiration in his eyes belied. “I
mean because maybe you have opened my eyes to the
crooked dealing that has been going on.”

“You have surprised me,” she urged. “‘It seemed
to me that it is so generally understood that prize-
fighting is full of crookedness, that I cannot under-
stand how you, one of its chief exponents, could be
ignorant of it. I thought as a matter of course that
you would know all about it, and now you have con-
vinced me that you never dreamed of it. You must
be difterent from other fighters.”

He nodded his head.

““That explains it, I guess. And that’s what comes
of keeping away from it—from the other fighters,
and promoters, and sports. It was easy to pull the
wool over my eyes. Yet it remains to be seen whether
it has really been pulled over or not. You see, I am
going to find out for myself.”

““And change it ?”’ she queried, rather breathlessly,
convinced somehow that he could do anything he set
out to accomplish.

“Noj quit it,” was his answer. “If it isn't straight
I won’t have anything more to do with it. And one
thing is certain: this coming fight with Nat Powers
won't end in the sixteenth round. If there is any
truth in that editor’s tip, they’ll all be fooled. In-
stead of putting him out in the sixteenth, I'll let the
fight run on into the twenties. You wait and see.”

“And I'm not to tell the editor?”

She was on her feet now, preparing to go.

“Certainly not. If he 1s only guessing, let him take
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his chances. And if there’s anything rotten about it
he deserves to lose all he bets. This is to be a little
secret between you and me. I'll tell you what I'll do.
I'll name the round to you. I won't run it into the
twenties. I'll stop Nat Powers in the eighteenth.”

““And I'll not whisper it,”’ she assured him.

“I'd like to ask you a favor,” he said tentatively.
“Maybe it's a big favor.”

She showed her acquiescence in her face, as if it
were already granted, and he went on:

“Of course, I know you won’t use this faking in
the interview. But I want more than that. I don’t
want you to publish anything at all.”

She gave him a quick look with her searching gray
eyes, then surprised herself by her answer.

“Certainly,” she said. “It will not be published. I
won't write a line of it.”

“I knew it,”" he said simply.

For the moment she was disappointed by the lack
of thanks, and the next moment she was glad that
he had not thanked her. She sensed the different
foundation he was building under this meeting of an

hour with her, and she became daringly explorative.
“How did you know 1t?”" she asked.

“I don’t know.” He shook his head. “I can’t ex-
plain it. I knew it as a matter of course. Somehow it
seems to me I know a lot about you and me.”

“But why not publish the interview ? As your man-
ager says, it i1s good advertising.”

“I know 1t,” he answered slowly. “‘But I don't
want to know you that way. I think it would hurt if
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you should publish it. I don’t want to think that I
knew you professionally. I'd like to remember our
talk here as a talk between a man and a woman. I
don’t know whether you understand what I'm driv-
ing at. But it’s the way I feel. I want to remember
this just as a man and a woman.”

As he spoke, in his eyes was all the expression
with which a man looks at a woman. She felt the
force and beat of him, and she felt strangely tongue-
tied and awkward before this man who had been
reputed tongue-tied and awkward. He could cer-
tainly talk straighter to the point and more convinc-
ingly than most men, and what struck her most
forcibly was her own inborn certainty that it was
mere naive and simple frankness on his part and not
a practised artfulness.

He saw her into her machine, and gave her an-
other thrill when he said good-by. Once again their
hands were clasped as he said: “Some day I'll see you
again. I want to see you again. Somehow I have a
feeling that the last word has not been said be-
tween us.”’

And as the machine rolled away she was aware of
a similar feeling. She had not seen the last of this
very disquieting Pat Glendon, king of the bruisers
and abysmal brute.

Back 1n the training quarters, Glendon encoun-
tered his perturbed manager.

“What did you fire me out for?” Stubener de-
manded. “We’re finished. A hell of a mess you've
made. You've never stood for meeting a reporter
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alone before, and now you’ll see when that interview
comes out.”’

Glendon, who had been regarding him with cool
amusement, made as if to turn and pass on, and then
changed his mind.

“It won't come out,” he said.

Stubener looked up sharply.

“I asked her not to,” Glendon explained.

Then Stubener exploded.

“As if she'd kill a juicy thing like that.”

Glendon became very cold and his voice was
harsh and grating.

“It won't be published. She told me so. And to
doubt it is to call her a liar.”

The Irish flame was in his eyes, and by that, and
by the unconscious clenching of his passion-wrought
hands, Stubener, who knew the strength of them,
and of the man he faced, no longer dared to doubt.

VII

It did not take Stubener long to find out that
Glendon intended extending the distance of the
fight, though try as he would he could get no hint of
the number of the round. He wasted no time, how-
ever, and privately clinched certain arrangements
with Nat Powers and Nat Powers’ manager. Powers
had a faithful following of bettors, and the betting
syndicate was not to be denied its harvest.

On the night of the fight, Maud Sangster was
guilty of a more daring unconventionality than any
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she had yet committed, though no whisper of it
leaked out to shock society. Under the protection of
the editor, she occupied a ringside seat. Her hair
and most of her face were hidden under a slouch
hat, while she wore a man’s long overcoat that fell
to her heels. Entering in the thick of the crowd, she
was not noticed; nor did the newspaper men, in the
press seats against the ring directly in front of her,
recognize her.

As was the growing custom, there were no pre-
liminary bouts, and she had barely gained her seat
when roars of applause announced the arrival of
Nat Powers. He came down the aisle in the midst
of his seconds, and she was almost frightened by
the formidable bulk of him. Yet he leaped the ropes
as lightly as a man half his weight, and grinned
acknowledgment to the tumultuous greeting that
arose from all the house. He was not pretty. Two
cauliflower ears attested his profession and its at-
tendant brutality, while his broken nose had been
so often spread over his face as to defy the sur-
geon’s art to reconstruct it.

Another uproar heralded the arrival of Glendon,
and she watched him eagerly as he went through the
ropes to his corner. But it was not until the tedious
time of announcements, introductions, and chal-
lenges was over, that the two men threw oft their
wraps and faced each other in ring costume. Con-
centrated upon them from overhead was the white
glare of many electric lights—this for the benefit of
the moving picture cameras; and she felt, as she
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looked at the two sharply contrasted men, that it
was in Glendon that she saw the thoroughbred and
in Powers the abysmal brute. Both looked their
parts—Glendon, clean cut in face and form, softly
and massively beautiful, Powers almost asymmetri-
cally rugged and heavily matted with hair.

As théy made their preliminary pose for the
cameras, confronting each other in fighting attitudes,
it chanced that Glendon’s gaze dropped down
through the ropes and rested on her face. Though
he gave no sign, she knew, with a swift leap of the
heart, that he had recognized her. The next moment
the gong sounded, the announcer cried “Let her go!”
and the battle was on.

It was a good fight. There was no blood, no mar-
ring, and both were clever. Half of the first round
was spent in feeling each other out, but Maud
Sangster found the play and feint and tap of the
gloves sufhciently exciting. During some of the
fiercer rallies in later stages of the fight, the editor
was compelled to touch her arm to remind her who
she was and where she was.

Powers fought easily and cleanly, as became the
hero of half a hundred ring battles, and an admir-
ing claque applauded his every cleverness. Yet he
did not unduly exert himself save in occasional
strenuous rallies that brought the audience yelling
to its feet in the mistaken notion that he was getting
his man.

It was at such a moment, when her unpractised
eye could not inform her that Glendon was escap-
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ing serious damage, that the editor leaned to her
and said:

“Young Pat will win all right. He’s a comer, and
they can’t stop him. But he’ll win in the sixteenth
and not before.”

“Or after?” she asked.

She almost laughed at the certitude of her com-
panion’s negative. She knew better.

Powers was noted for hunting his man from
moment to moment and round to round, and Glen-
don was content to accede to this program. His de-
fense was admirable, and he threw in just enough
of offense to whet the edge of the audience’s inter-
est. Though he knew he was scheduled to lose,
Powers had had too long a ring experience to hesi-
tate from knocking his man out if the opportunity
oftered. He had had the double cross worked too
often on him to be chary in working it on others. If
he got his chance he was prepared to knock his man
out and let the syndicate go hang. Thanks to clever
press publicity, the idea was prevalent that at last
Young Glendon had met his master. In his heart,
Powers, however, knew that it was himself who had
encountered the better man. More than once, 1n the
faster in-fighting, he received the weight of punches
that he knew had been deliberately made no heavier.

On Glendon's part, there were times and times
when a slip or error of judgment could have exposed
him to one of his antagonist’s sledge-hammer blows
and lost him the fight. Yet his was that almost
miraculous power of accurate timing and distancing,
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and his confidence was not shaken by the several
close shaves he experienced. He had never lost a
fight, never been knocked down, and he had always
been so thoroughly the master of the man he faced,
that such a possibility was unthinkable.

At the end of the fifteenth round, both men were
in good condition, though Powers was breathing a
trifle heavily and there were men in the ringside
seats offering odds that he would ‘“blow up.”

It was just before the gong for the sixteenth
round struck that Stubener, leaning over Glendon
from behind in his corner, whispered:

“Are you going to get him now "

Glendon, with a back toss of his head, shook it
and laughed mockingly up into his manager’s
anxious face.

With the stroke of the gong for the sixteenth
round, Glendon was surprised to see Powers cut
loose. From the first second it was a tornado of
fighting, and Glendon was hard put to escape serious
damage. He blocked, clinched, ducked, sidestepped,
was rushed backward against the ropes and was met
by fresh rushes when he surged out to center. Sev-
eral times Powers left inviting openings, but Glen-
don refused to loose the lightning-bolt of a blow that
would drop his man. He was reserving that blow for
two rounds later. Not in the whole fight had he ever
exerted his full strength, nor struck with the force
that was in him.

For two minutes, without the shghtest let-up,
Powers went at him hammer and tongs. In another
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minute the round would be over and the betting
syndicate hard hit. But that minute was not to be.
They had just come together in the center of the
ring. It was as ordinary a clinch as any in the hght,
save that Powers was struggling and roughing it
every instant. Glendon whipped his left over in a
crisp but easy jolt to the side of the face. It was like
any of a score of similar jolts he had already de-
livered in the course of the fight. To his amaze-
ment he felt Powers go limp in his arms and begin
sinking to the floor on sagging, spraddling legs that
refused to bear his weight. He struck the floor with
a thump, rolled half over on his side, and lay with
closed eyes and motionless. The referee, bending
above him, was shouting the count.

At the cry of “Nine!” Powers quivered as if mak-
ing a vain eftort to rise.

“Tenl—and out!” cried the referee.

He caught Glendon’s hand and raised it aloft to
the roaring audience in token that he was the win-
ner.

For the first time in the ring, Glendon was dazed.
It had not been a knock-out blow. He could stake his
life on that. It had not been to the jaw but to the
side of the face, and he knew it had gone there and
nowhere else. Yet the man was out, had been
counted out, and he had faked it beautifully. That
final thump on the floor had been a convincing mas-
terpiece. To the audience it was indubitably a knock-
out, and the moving picture machines would per-
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petuate the lie. The editor had called the turn after
all, and a crooked turn it was.

Glendon shot a swift glance through the ropes to
the face of Maud Sangster. She was looking straight
at him, but her eyes were bleak and hard, and there
was neither recognition nor expression in them.
Even as he looked, she turned away unconcernedly
and said something to the man beside her.

Powers’ seconds were carrying him to his corner,
a seeming limp wreck of a man. Glendon’s seconds
were advancing upon him to congratulate him and
to remove his gloves. But Stubener was ahead of
them. His face was beaming as he caught Glendon'’s
right glove in both his hands and cried:

“Good boy, Pat. | knew you’d do 1t.”

Glendon pulled his glove away. And for the first
time in the years they had been together, his man-
ager heard him swear.

“You go to hell,” he said, and turned to hold out
his hands for his seconds to pull oft the gloves.

VIII

That night, after receiving the editor’s final dic-
tum that there was not a square fighter in the game,
Maud Sangster cried quietly for a moment on the
edge of her bed, grew angry, and went to sleep
hugely disgusted with herself, prize-hghters, and
the world in general.

The next afternoon she began work on an inter-
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view with Henry Addison that was destined never
to be finished. It was in the private room that was
accorded her at the Courier-Journal office that the
thing happened. She had paused in her writing to
glance at a headline in the afternoon paper announc-
ing that Glendon was matched with Tom Cannam,
when one of the door-boys brought in a card. It was
Glendon’s.

“T'ell him I can’t be seen,” she told the boy.

In a minute he was back.

“He says he’s coming in anyway, but he’d rather
have your permission.”

“Did you tell him I was busy?” she asked.

“Yes'm, but he said he was coming just the same.”

She made no answer, and the boy, his eyes shin-
ing with admiration for the importunate visitor,
rattled on.

“I know'm. He’s a awful big guy. If he started
rough-housing he could clean the whole office out.
He’s young Glendon, who won the fight last night.”

“Very well, then. Bring him in. We don’t want
the office cleaned out, you know.”

No greetings were exchanged when Glendon en-
tered. She was as cold and inhospitable as a gray
day, and neither invited him to a chair nor recog-
nized him with her eyes, sitting half turned away
from him at her desk and waiting for him to state
his business. He gave no sign of how this cavalier
treatment aftected him, but plunged directly into his
subject.

“l want to talk to you,” he said shortly. “That
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fight. It did end in that round.” She shrugged her
shoulders.

“I knew it would.”

““You didn’t,”” he retorted. “You didn’t. I didn’t.”

She turned and looked at him with quiet affecta-
tion of boredom.

“What is the use?” she asked. ‘‘Prize-fighting is
prize-fighting, and we all know what it means. The
fight did end 1n the round I told you it would.”

“It did,” he agreed. “But you didn't know it
would. In all the world you and I were at least two
that knew Powers wouldn’t be knocked out in the
sixteenth.”’

She remained silent.

“I say you knew he wouldn’t.” He spoke peremp-
torily, and, when she still declined to speak, stepped
nearer to her.

“Answer me,” he commanded.

She nodded her head.

“But he was,” she insisted.

“He wasn’t. He wasn’t knocked out at all. Do
you get that? I am going to tell you about it, and
you are going to listen. I didn’t lie to you. Do you
get that? I didn’t lie to you. I was a fool, and they
fooled me, and you along with me. You thought you
saw him knocked out. Yet the blow I struck was not
heavy enough. It didn’t hit him in the right place
either. He made believe it did. He faked that
knock-out.”

He paused and looked at her expectantly. And
somehow, with a leap and thrill, she knew that she
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believed him, and she felt pervaded by a warm hap-
piness at the reinstatement of this man who meant
nothing to her and whom she had seen but twice in
her life.

“Well?” he demanded, and she thrilled anew at
the compellingness of him.

She stood up, and her hand went out to his.

“I believe you,” she said. “‘And I am glad, most
glad.”

It was a longer grip than she had anticipated. He
looked at her with eyes that burned and to which
her own unconsciously answered back. Never was
there such a man, was her thought. Her eyes
dropped first, and his followed, so that, as before,
both gazed at the clasped hands. He made a move-
ment of his whole body toward her, impulsive and
involuntary, as if to gather her to him, then checked
himself abruptly, with an unmistakable effort. She
saw it, and felt the pull of his hand as it started to
draw her to him. And to her amazement she felt
the desire to yield, the desire almost overwhelm-
ingly to be drawn into the strong circle of those
arms. And had he compelled, she knew that she
would not have refrained. She was almost dizzy,
when he checked himself and with a closing of his
fingers that half crushed hers, dropped her hand,
almost flung it from him.

“God!” he breathed. “You were made for me."”

He turned partly away from her, sweeping his

hand to his forehead. She knew she would hate him
forever if he dared one stammered word of apology
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or explanation. But he seemed to have the way al-
ways of doing the right thing where she was con-
cerned. She sank into her chair, and he into another,
first drawing it around so as to face her across the
corner of the desk.

“I spent last night in a Turkish bath,” he said.
“I sent for an old broken-down bruiser. He was a
friend of my father in the old days. I knew there
couldn’t be a thing about the ring he didn’t know
and I made him talk. The funny thing was that it
was all I could do to convince him that I didn’t
know the things I asked him about. He called me
the babe in the woods. I guess he was right. I was
raised in the woods, and woods 1s about all I know.

“Well, I received an education from that old man
last night. The ring 1s rottener than you told me. It
seems everybody connected with it 1s crooked. The
very supervisors that grant the hght permits graft
off of the promoters; and the promoters, managers
and fighters graft off of each other and off the pub-
lic. It's down to a system, in one way, and on the
other hand they're always—do you know what the
double cross is?” (She nodded.) “Well, they don’t
seem to miss a chance to give each other the double
Cross.

“The stuft that eld man told me took my breath
away. And here I've been in the thick of it for sev-
eral years and knew nothing of it. I was a real babe
in the woods. And yet I can see how I've been
fooled. I was so made that nobody could stop me. I
was bound to win, and, thanks to Stubener, every-
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thing crooked was kept away from me. This morn-
ing [ cornered Spider Walsh and made him talk. He
was my first trainer, you know, and he followed
Stubener’s instructions. They kept me in ignorance.
Besides, I didn’t herd with the sporting crowd. I
spent my time hunting and fishing and monkeying
with cameras and such things. Do you know what
Walsh and Stubener called me between themselves?
—the Virgin. 1 only learned it this morning from
Walsh, and it was like pulling teeth. And they were
right. I was a little innocent lamb.

““And Stubener was using me for crookedness,
too, only I didn’t know it. I can look back now and
see how it was worked. But you see, I wasn’t inter-
ested enough in the game to be suspicious. I was
born with a good body and a cool head, I was raised
in the open, and I was taught by my father, who
knew more about fighting than any man living or
dead. It was too easy. The ring didn’t absorb me.
There was never any doubt of the outcome. But I'm
done with it now.”

She pointed to the headline announcing his match
with Tom Cannam.

““T'hat’s Stubener’s work,” he explained. “It was
programed months ago. But I don’t care. I'm head-
ing for the mountains. I've quit.”

She glanced at the unfinished interview on the
desk and sighed.

“How lordly men are,” she said. ‘“‘Masters of
destiny. They do as they please—"

“From what I've-heard,” he interrupted, “you’ve
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done pretty much as you please. It's one of the
things I like about you. And what has struck me
hard from the first was the way you and I under-
stand each other.”

He broke off and looked at her with burning eyes.

“Well, the ring did one thing for me,” he went
on. ‘It made me acquainted with you. And when you
find the one woman, there’s just one thing to do.
Take her in your two hands and don't let go. Come
on, let us start for the mountains.”

It had come with the suddenness of a thunder-
clap, and yet she felt that she had been expecting it.
Her heart was beating up and almost choking her
in a strangely delicious way. Here at last was the
primitive and the simple with a vengeance. Then,
too, it seemed a dream. Such things did not take
place in modern newspaper offices. Love could not
be made in such fashion; it only so occurred on the
stage and in novels.

He had arisen, and was holding out both hands
to her.

“T don’t dare,” she said in a whisper, half to her-
self. ‘I don’t dare.”

And thereat she was stung by the quick contémpt
that flashed in his eyes but that swiftly changed to
open incredulity.

“You'd dare anything you wanted,” he was say-
ing. ‘I know that. It's not a case of dare, but of
want. Do you want "

She had arisen, and was now swaying as if in a
dream. It flashed into her mind to wonder if it were
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hypnotism. She wanted to glance about her at the
familiar objects of the room in order to identify
herself with reality, but she could not take her eyes
from his. Nor did she speak.

He had stepped beside her. His hand was on her
arm, and she leaned toward him involuntarily. It
was all part of the dream, and it was no longer hers
to question anything. It was the great dare. He was
right. She could dare what she wanted, and she did
want. He was helping her into her jacket. She was
thrusting the hat-pins through her hair. And even
as she realized it, she found herself walking beside
him through the opened door. The “Flight of the
Duchess”” and ‘“The Statue and the Bust,”” darted
through her mind. Then she remembered “War-
ing.”’

“*What’s become of Waring?’' " she murmured.

“‘Land travel or sea-faring?’” he murmured
back.

And to her this kindred sufficient note was a vin-
dication of her madness.

At the entrance of the building he raised his hand
to call a taxi, but was stopped by her touch on his
arm.

“Where are we going?”’ she breathed.

“To the Ferry. We've just time to catch that
Sacramento train.”

“But I can’t go this way,” she protested. *‘I
I haven’t even a change of handkerchiefs.”

He held up his hand again before replying.

“You can shop in Sacramento. We'll get married
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there and catch the night overland north. I'll ar-
range everything by telegraph from the train.”

As the cab drew to the curb, she looked quickly
about her at the familiar street and the familiar
throng, then, with almost a flurry of alarm, into
Glendon’s face.

“I don’t know a thing about you,” she said.

“We know everything about each other,” was his
answer.

She felt the support and urge of his arms, and
lifted her foot to the step. The next moment the
door had closed, he was beside her, and the cab was
heading down Market Street. He passed his arm
around her, drew her close, and kissed her. When
next she glimpsed his face she was certain that it
was dyed with a faint blush.

“1 ['ve heard there was an art in kissing,”
he stammered. “‘I don’t know anything about it my-
self, but I'll learn. You see, you're the first woman
I ever kissed.”

IX

Where a jagged peak of rock thrust above the
vast virgin forest, reclined a man and a woman. Be-
neath them, on the edge of the trees, were tethered
two horses. Behind each saddle were a pair of small
saddle-bags. The trees were monotonously huge.
Towering hundreds of feet into the air, they ran
from eight to ten and twelve feet in diameter. Many
were much larger. All morning they had toiled up
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the divide through this unbroken forest, and this
peak of rock had been the first spot where they
could get out of the forest in order to see the forest.

Beneath them and away, far as they could see, lay
range upon range of haze-empurpled mountains.
There was no end to these ranges. They rose one
behind another to the dim, distant skyline, where
they faded away with a vague promise of unending
extension beyond. There were no clearings in the
forest; north, south, east and west, untouched, un-
broken, it covered the land with its mighty growth.

They lay, feasting their eyes on the sight, her
hand clasped in one of his; for this was their honey-
moon, and these were the redwoods of Mendocino.
Across from Shasta they had come, with horses and
saddle-bags, and down through the wilds of the
coast counties, and they had no plan except to con-
tinue until some other plan entered their heads. They
were roughly dressed, she in travel-stained khaki,
he in overalls and woolen shirt. The latter was open
at the sunburned neck, and in his hugeness he seemed
a fit dweller among the forest giants, while for her,
as a dweller with him, there were no signs of aught
else but happiness.

“Well, Big Man,” she said, propping herself up
on an elbow to gaze at him, ‘it is more wonderful
than you promised. And we are going through it to-
gether.”

“And there’s a lot of the rest of the world we'll
go through together,” he answered, shifting his po-
sition so as to get her hand in both of his.
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“But not till we've finished with this,” she urged.
“I seem never to grow tired of the big woods
and of you.”

He slid effortlessly into a sitting posture and
gathered her into his arms.

““Oh, you lover,” she whispered. ““And I had given
up hope of finding such a one.”

““And I never hoped at all. I must just have known
all the time that I was going to find you. Glad?”

Her answer was a soft pressure where her hand
rested on his neck, and for long minutes they looked
out over the great woods and dreamed.

“You remember I told you how I ran away from
the red-haired school teacher? That was the first
time I saw this country. I was on foot, but forty or
fiftty miles a day was play for me. I was a regular
Indian. I wasn’t thinking about you then. Game was
pretty scarce in the redwoods, but there was plenty
of fine trout. That was when I camped on these
rocks. I didn’t dream that some day I'd be back with
you, you !”

““And be a champion of the ring, too,” she sug-
gested.

“No; I didn’t think about that at all. Dad had
always told me I was going to be, and I took it for
granted. You see, he was very wise. He was a great
man.”’

“But he didn’t see you leaving the ring.”

“I don’t know. He was so careful in hiding its
crookedness from me, that I think he feared it. I've
told you about the contract with Stubener. Dad put
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in that clause about crookedness. The first crooked
thing my manager did was to break the contract.”

“And yet you are going to fight this Tom Cannam.
Is it worth while?”

He looked at her quickly.

“Don’t you want me to?”’

“Dear lover, I want you to do whatever you
want.’”’

So she said, and to herself, her words still ring-
ing in her ears, she marveled that she, not least
among the stubbornly independent of the breed of
Sangster, should utter them. Yet she knew they were
true, and she was glad.

“It will be fun,” he said.

“But I don’t understand all the gleeful details?”

“I haven't worked them out yet. You might help
me. In the first place I'm going to double cross
Stubener and the betting syndicate. It will be part
of the joke. I am going to put Cannam out in the
hirst round. For the first time I shall be really angry
when I fight. Poor Tom Cannam, who's as crooked
as the rest, will be the chief sacrifice. You see, I in-
tend to make a speech in the ring. It’s unusual, but
it will be a success, for I am going to tell the audi-
ence all the inside workings of the game. It’s a good
game, too, but they're running it on business
principles, and that’s what spoils it. But there,
I'm giving the speech to you instead of at the
ring.”’

“I wish I could be there to hear,” she said.

He looked at her and debated.
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“I’d like to have you. But it’s sure to be a rough
time. There 1s no telling what may happen when I
start my program. But I'll come straight to you as
soon as it's over. And it will be the last appearance
of Young Glendon in the ring, in any ring.”

“But, dear, you've never made a speech in your
life,”” she objected. “You might fail.”

He shook his head positively.

“I’m Irish,” he announced, ‘‘and what Irishman
was there who couldn’t speak ?”’ He paused to laugh
merrily. “‘Stubener thinks I'm crazy. Says a man
can’t train on matrimony. A lot he knows about
matrimony, or me, or you, or anything except real
estate and fixed fights. But I'll show him that night,
and poor Tom, too. I really feel sorry for Tom.”

““My dear abysmal brute is going to behave most
abysmally and brutally, I fear,” she murmured.

He laughed.

“I'm going to make a noble attempt at it. Posi-
tively my last appearance, you know. And then it
will be you, you! But if you don’t want that last
appearance, say the word.”

“Of course I want 1t, Big Man. I want my Big
Man for himself, and to be himself he must be him-
self. If you want this, I want it for you, and for my-
self, too. Suppose I said I wanted to go on the stage,
or to the South Seas or the North Pole?”

He answered slowly, almost solemnly.

““Then I'd say go ahead. Because you are you and
must be yourself and do whatever you want. I love
you because you are you.”
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“And we're both a silly pair of lovers,” she said,
when his embrace had relaxed.

“Isn’t it great!” he cried.

He stood up, measured the sun with his eye, and
extended his hand out over the big woods that cov-
ered the serried, purple ranges.

“We've got to sleep out there somewhere. It’s
thirty miles to the nearest camp.”

X

Who, of all the sports present, will ever forget
the memorable night at the Golden Gate Arena,
when Young Glendon put Tom Cannam to sleep and
an even greater one than Tom Cannam, kept the
great audience on the ragged edge of riot for an hour,
caused the subsequent graft investigation of the
supervisors and the indictments of the contractors
and the building commissioners, and pretty generally
disrupted the whole fight game. It was a complete
surprise. Not even Stubener had the slightest appre-
hension of what was coming. It was true that his
man had been insubordinate after the Nat Powers
affair, and had run off and got married; but all that
was over. Young Pat had done the expected, swal-
lowed the inevitable crookedness of the ring, and
come back into it again.

The Golden Gate Arena was new. This was its
first fight, and it was the biggest building of the kind
San Francisco had ever erected. It seated twenty-
five thousand, and every seat was occupied. Sports
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had traveled from all over the world to be present,
and they had paid fifty dollars for their ringside
seats. The cheapest seat in the house had sold for five
dollars.

The old familiar roar of applause went up when
Billy Morgan, the veteran announcer, climbed
through the ropes and bared his gray head. As he
opened his mouth to speak, a heavy crash came from
a near section where several tiers of low seats had
collapsed. The crowd broke into loud laughter and
shouted jocular regrets and advice to the victims,
none of whom had been hurt. The crash of the seats
and the hilarious uproar caused the captain of police
in charge to look at one of his lieutenants and lift
his brows in token that they would have their hands
full and a lively night.

One by one, welcomed by uproarious applause,
seven doughty old ring heroes climbed through the
ropes to be introduced. They were all ex-heavy-
weight champions of the world. Billy Morgan ac-
companied each presentation to the audience with an
appropriate phrase. One was hailed as ‘‘Honest
John’ and **Old Reliable,” another was “the squarest
two-fisted fighter the ring ever saw.” And of others:
“the hero of a hundred battles and never threw one
and never lay down'’; ‘‘the gamest of the old guard’’;
“the only one who ever came back”; “the greatest
warrior of them all”’; and ‘“‘the hardest nut in the
ring to crack.”

All this took time. A speech was insisted on from
each of them, and they mumbled and muttered in
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reply with proud blushes and awkward shamblings.
The longest speech was from ‘“‘Old Reliable” and
lasted nearly a minute. Then they had to be photo-
graphed. The ring filled up with celebrities, with
champion wrestlers, famous conditioners, and vet-
eran time-keepers and referees. Lightweights and
middle-weights swarmed. Everybody seemed to be
challenging everybody. Nat Powers was there, de-
manding a return match from Young Glendon, and
so were all the other shining lights whom Glendon
had snuffed out. Also, they all challenged Jim Han-
ford, who, in turn, had to make his statement, which
was to the effect that he would accord the next fight
to the winner of the one that was about to take
place. The audience immediately proceeded to name
the winner, half of it wildly crying ‘“‘Glendon,” and
the other half ““Cannam.” In the midst of the pande-
monium another tier of seats went down, and half
a dozen rows were on between cheated ticket hold-
ers and the stewards who had been reaping a fat
harvest. The captain despatched a message to head-
quarters for additional police details.

The crowd was feeling good. When Cannam and
Glendon made their ring entrances, the Arena re-
sembled a national political convention. Each was
cheered for a solid five minutes. The ring was now
cleared. Glendon sat in his corner surrounded by his
seconds. As usual, Stubener was at his back. Cannam
was introduced first, and after he had scraped and
ducked his head, he was compelled to respond to the
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cries for a speech. He stammered and halted, but
managed to grind out several ideas.

“I'm proud to be here to-night,”” he said, and
found space to capture another thought while the
applause was thundering. “I've fought square. I've
fought square all my life. Nobody can deny that.
And I'm going to do my best to-night.”

There were loud cries of : *“That’s right, Tom!”
“We know that!” “Good boy, Tom!"” “You're the
boy to fetch the bacon home!”

Then came Glendon’s turn. From him, likewise, a
speech was demanded, though for principals to give
speeches was an unprecedented thing in the prize
ring. Billy Morgan held up his hand for silence, and
in a clear, powerful voice Glendon began :

“FEverybody has told you they were proud to be
here to-night,” he said. ‘I am not.” The audience
was startled, and he paused long enough to let it
sink home. “I am not proud of my company. You
wanted a speech. I'll give you a real one. This is
'my last fight. After to-night I leave the ring for
good. Why? I have already told you. I don’t like my
company. The prize ring is so crooked that no man
engaged in it can hide behind a corkscrew. It is rot-
ten to the core, from the little professional clubs
right up to this aftair to-night.”

The low rumble of astonishment that had been
rising at this point burst into a roar. There were
loud boos and hisses, and many began crying: “Go

on with the fight!” “We want the fight!” “Why
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don’t you fight?” Glendon, waiting, noted that the
principal disturbers near the ring were promoters
and managers and fighters. In vain did he strive to
make himself heard. The audience was divided, half
crying out, “Fight!” and the other half, “Speech!
Speech!”

Ten minutes of hopeless madness prevailed.
Stubener, the referee, the owner of the Arena, and
the promoter of the fight, pleaded with Glendon to
go on with the fight. When he refused, the referee
declared that he would award the fight in forfeit to
Cannam if Glendon did not fight.

“You can’t do it,” the latter retorted. *‘I'll sue you
in all the courts if you try that on, and I'll not promise
you that you'll survive this crowd if you cheat it out of
the fight. Besides, I'm going to fight. But before I do
I'm going to finish my speech.”

“But it's against the rules,” protested the referee.

“It’s nothing of the sort. There’s not a word in
the rules against ringside speeches. Every big fighter
here to-night has made a speech.”

“Only a few words,” shouted the promoter in
Glendon’s ear. “But you're giving a lecture.”

“There’s nothing in the rules against lectures,”
Glendon answered. ““And now you fellows get out of
the ring or I'll throw you out.”

The promoter, apoplectic and struggling, was
dropped over the ropes by his coat-collar. He was a
large man, but so easily had Glendon done it with
one hand that the audience went wild with delight.



THE ABYSMAL BRUTE 227

The cries for a speech increased in volume. Stubener
and the owner beat a wise retreat. Glendon held up
his hands to be heard, whereupon those that shouted
for the fight redoubled their efforts. Two or three
tiers of seats crashed down, and numbers who had
thus lost their places added to the turmoil by mak-
ing a concerted rush to squeeze in on the still intact
seats, while those behind, blocked from sight of the
ring, yelled and raved for them to sit down.

Glendon walked to the ropes and spoke to the
police captain. He was compelled to bend over and
shout in his ear.

“If I don't give this speech,” he said, “this crowd
will wreck the place. If they break loose you can
never hold them, you know that. Now you’ve got to
help. You keep the ring clear and I'll s<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>