ONTH LY

GHOST

GLOVER \
Greal
Loxing Novel

%, JOE ARCHIBALD
-And Ofhers



PojRIcAIOIU] SpUTIG pavpUWS ‘LesT FUFILALD
jmou 11e3g "J93eM Uy 10 ‘urejd—
S[EOUI 210JAq INOY % INOGE dUO—
&qrep soypd £ Yeq *pooIq o Jo IN0
SIUBILLIL ULNS 9523 SuliBa[d Aq sojd
-wujd 3001100 sdPy ISER) S UUTW
-gostar jySnory) yearq sapdurgd
— IS 9ARISUDS ST} 9IEILLIf POOJq
2yl ur suosjod 9ISBA\ "OAIISUDS
-3940 5399 URS Y], "PAGINISIP
sf £poq 2Ipjue oy, "eduULdSI[OPE
30 11E38 oYy Iayje dopa
-op spuvld juvizodwy uppisAyd umouy|

-[]oM ‘297 '3 "y 1q sAPS ‘ST TdIId
AN39s370QY dnio3)d oy djay ||im LSVEA

009

o4

gavd

JONVAa

NFG3TIL

SAN3S NNYWHISIS
ang il cors rwmm
MLV | sosemn oo
 [SHIAM Y | 208050 e

¢

(*199013 [BOO] INOA s 10 sIodedsmou 948
‘epEuL)) Ul puUER ISAUS(T JO ISIAN £93E}s Ul A
-3USis JagIp yoog 2duB( Julmass Jo s|ie1aq)

(‘2861 '1g gsnSny
13Un PoOs SPOY 19O SIY,1,)
TA91D IO KX MON I\ uojgur
-USBAM TOL ‘ISE9X S, TURMD
-OSIA[ ] 0} SSAIPPB puU®
owreu JnoA I  Jurrewr
pue ‘odopAud ue ur sSun
-md 10 ‘Jaded Jo 399(s ®
uo m%:_ﬂ 1seak Ig o1y Sur
-gsed £q y00q Yy 393 TS
uBd NOA ‘5433018 1nol jp
m“L“_U NU-—EQ ou aup Uhmn\u \\N

|SINOA ST J0O(| 8dUERD AT
—Ur 9I PUag NOL 9ATS [IM
100043 Inod pae) Q0uR(
UUBWYISIAN 9Y) U0 9say)
81SRg |S[OqRT JSBa { UIenT
~UOSIOfd UJIAL ST 91 j08 0}
AVA ATNO 9UL HTIVS
YOI LON SI 300q SILL
“fispa dogs £13A0 9B SWTIF
-BIP " SaINIOLJ | PAOID INDA
UL J8dURBD )$A( o1} JI9SINOA
ORIy ‘sdajs MAU I} WILdT
ooq eoue(d AVUUIIN
HOAHLYV In0L 193 0]
HONVHO SI} sspur g, uoq

AV TINVA NNVIAHISIATA

J3Yd SIHL Y04 YII0UD UNOA MSY

SIHDING | |

HONONZ LON i
SOMLZHO 3NO-Ava

A3 OL 3SINOSd OL
3d,NOA aivs 43HLOW

ABANI S3IANVD
€ 173 1Snc NOA
STdWId dN V3D
OL 3NId S| LSV3A
SNNVYWHISIZS
o BASCALAL ‘ama

1008y Od NYD |
DNIHLANY 343HL
LNS|-VIN RS

DI ANV LND
OL LNVM QOA
di— S3IPDIDIH

139 OL 3AVH
=7,N0A ~aNg

=AY HLIM J

SSOHL =0 Ol | NMOQ G3INGNL ASYW AHM

MINA 1 HSIM 35NS

MO

JALIAYTdOd NIM | 132upq poon
unjg inoA dn ip3|) o4

OlANLS MYOA M3IN SAVYYNW HNHLYY LYV Sd3ILS ISIHL
NUv3T OL NOSS3IT ILVAIYd HOVI S$ AVd A.NOA

[EIEIE]

—Jlopnisu| bupup(
§s94pa16) spliop Y|~
AVEUNIIN YNHLYY

wouy sdajg dunQg
JSOMIN Y uIpaI]

i SIHL SSIN LNOG

D jjosinok

N 2SS



A MAN cannot conceal ability. And the  who looks ahead knows the importance
man who is determined to go some place  of training, and other men who have
ond is doing something about it cannot  looked chead and gone some place know
tonceal that either. His associates feel it  that I. C. S. offers the right kind of train<

and his superiors recognize it. The man  ing. Look ahead — mail this couponl

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

/i
| BOX 3337-C, SCRANTON, PENNA.
| * Without cost or obligation, please send me a copy of your booklet, “Who Wins and %
Why,” and full particulars about the subject before which I have marked X:
TECHNICAL AND IND USTRIAL COURSES

[ [ Architect [ Bheet Metal Worker O Pl um ing O Steam Fitting [J Bridge Engin

O Architectural Draftsman [ Boilermaker O Hi O Ventilation [J Bridge md B\uldmz Foreman
l O Building Estimating [ Telegraph Engineer a Alr Conditioning O Chemistry

O Contractor and Buﬂdnr [J Telephone Work O Radio [J Steam Engineer O Pharmacy
‘ O Btructural Draftam. O Mechanical Engineering O Bteam Electric Engineer 0 Coal M.
| O Btructural Enunoer L] Mechanical Draftsman O Marine Engineer (0 Mine Foreman [] Fire Bosses
i M; of In i O Machini [ Toolmak OR.R. L O Navigation
! [ Electrical Engineer ] Patternmaker O R. R. Seotion Foreman O Cotton M:.nuf:utunng
' 0 Electrio Lighting L[] Diesel Engines 0 Air Brakes [] R. R. Bi O Woolen N
! Welding, Ilectric and Gas [ Aviation Engines O ITighway Engineering O Agriculture

O Reading Shep OA bile Mechani [ Civil Enginesring O Fruit Growing

0O Heat Treatment of Metals O Refrigeration O Burveying and Mspping O Poultry Farming

BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES

[ Busi M: 3 o kel i O Bervice Station Saleamanship D QGrade School Subjecta

O Industrial M it O ial Work * O First Year College Subjecta [ High Bchool Bubjects

O Traffic Mansgement O Spanish [0 Business Correspondence O College Preparatory

CI Accountancy O French 0 Stenography and Typing a Illu-tutmg

[ Coat Accountant [J Balesmanship 0 Civil Service  [] Mail Carrier [ Car
O C. P, Accountant O Advertising 0 Railway Mail Clerk o Luttermg Bhow Cards [ Signs
DOMESTIC 8CIENCE GOURSES

[ Home Dresamaking [J Advanced Dressmaking O Millinery O Foods and Coockery

oP ional D ing and Designi [0 Tea Room and Cafeteria Management, Catering

Name Azge Address,

City 5 State. Present Position.
: Il you reside in Canada, zend thia coupon to the Imternational Uorrespondence Bchools COanadian, Limited, Monireal, CUonada
i

Please mention. AcE FICTION GROUP when answering advertisements



ACE SPORTS

A. A. WYN - HARRY WIDMER
Editor M O N T H LY Managing Editor

Vol. V ‘ May, 1937 No. 1

Every Story Complete—No Serials!

GHOST GLOVER (Great Boxing Novel) . . . . Joe Archibald 10

Packy Strange, middleweight contender, had made three promises. To his pal, he
had given his word to lose the title money, To his manager, he hud vowed to
win the title. And to himself, he had sworn to keep both bargains.

-BAG-RAT FRAMEUP (Golf Story) . . . . . . RossRussell 36

To save an obscure young pro from defeat, a bag-rat caddy determined to show
that a rat was best equipped to ferret out phony gutta percha

GRUDGE GRAPPLER’S MANHUNT (Wrestling Yarn) . Bob De Haven 46

Danny Lamb knew it would be asking for a broken neck to single out his enemy
among seven other gladiators in a titanic ring of wholesale mat murder.

SPORTFOLIO . . + & +« « « & + = w.» 2 » @« 36

Some illustrated freak facts about the sport game.

WHO’S WHO IN MOVIE PUGDOM . . . William J. McNulty | 58

How star battlers give the silver screen the right punch for top entertainment.

HURLER’S HERITAGE (Baseball Novelette) . . Robert S. Fenton 61

Vic Burney’s father had been a great ball player. But to make the Tanager team,
Burney had to prove that he was no son of his father.

THESE GAMES CALLED SPORT . . . . Charles Kenmore Ulrich 83

How sports have come to us through the centuries.

THE BANTAM SCAR.MOUCHE (Prizefight Story) . John Scott Dbuglas 85

Kindly Manager Grogan wanted to save Tommy Patrick, young bantamweight,
from an early ticket to slap-happy land. But Tommy had oo strong a flare for
fighting outside the ring,

NET MERCHANT (Tennis Yarn). . . . . ~.7 . Paul Chadwick 99

Marty Kernan had to make only one error to lose. But to win, he had to defeat
a thousand and one unofficial opponents.

Cover by Rafael M. de Soto

Published monthly by Magazine Publishers, Inc. Office of publication, 20 Worthington Street, Springfield,
Mass. A. A, Wyn, President. Editorial and executive o ces, 67 West 44th Street, New York, N. Y.
Entered as second-class matter October 8, 1985, at the Post Office at Springfield, Musachuaetﬁs under the
Act of March 8, 1879. Trade Mark Reg. U. S, Pat. Of, Copyright, 1036, by Magazine Publuheu. Inc.
Manuscripts will be handled with care, but this muxl.zina assumes no ruponslbihty for their safety. For
advertising rates, address Ace Fiction Group. 67 West 44th Street, New York, N. Y, Twelve Issues, $1.001
Single Copies, Ten Cents.

Read These Other “ACE” Mag‘lzinu CHAMPION SPORTS, WESTERN ACES, ROMANCE ROUND-UP,
SURE-FIRE WESTERN, GOLDEN WEST, RED SEAL WESTERN, TEN DETECTIVE ACES, SURE-FIRE
DETECTIVE, S8ECRET AGE-I;T % Ylﬂiglgg ACESRIE'I%VE FICTION MONTHLY,
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OWNS PART TIME
RADIO BUSINESS

{1 I am & locomotive eu-
gineer with tho B. &

month and have added to
that shout $100 in serv-

Ice work.”” FRANK
%(_)2 Elizabeth  5t.,

(
Mechﬂnicviue,'

PARTNER IN LARGE
RADIO SUPPLY HOUSE
““Qur concern has grewn

hy leam :\ind bounds uncil

branches at _ Portland,
Maine, _and _ Barre, V.

N.R.I Man tuveh the highway
io profits in Radio. REYNOLDS
SMITH, 1187-91 Elm Street,
Mnnchester, N. H.

DOUBLED SALARY

: “Shorﬂy uter I atnrted

1 N.R.I. Course I he-
gm teaching Radio classes
{ at the Bpartan School of
Aeronautics. After five
months I was given a
chance to join the Ameri-
can Airlines at a salary
double that which I received from
the &choo! T. BROTHERS, 25
Hill SL. Baum Monica, California.

Has Helped Hundreds of
Men Make More Money

FREE BOOK

Loec me Powe..

Figr s e
THAT 1 CAN TRAIN YOU
AT HOME FOR. A

§ Wil Send You :: ESampl- Lesson

Clip the coupon nnd mail it. I will prove to
you that I can train you at home, in your
spare time to be a RADIO EXI’ERT I will
send you my first lesson FREE, Examine it,
read it, see how clear and easy it is to un-
derstand—how pncticnl I make learning Radio
at home. Then you will know why men with-
out Radio or electrical experience have become
Radio KExperts and are earning more money
than ever as a result of my Training.

Many Radio erts Make
$30, $50, S?ESX,; Week

Radlo broadcasting stations pay engineers,
operators, station managers up to $5,000 a
year., Spare time Radio set servicing pays as
much as $200 to $500 a year-—full time serv-
icing work pays as much as $30, $50, 575 a
week. Many Radio FExperts own their

businesses, Manufacturers and jobbers Empluy
testers, inspactora, foremen. engineers, &erv-
icemen, paying up to $6,000 a year. Automo-
bile, police, aviation, commercial Radio, and
loud speaker systems are newer flelds offering
£ood opportunities now and for ths future.

Money Back Agreement Protects You
Save Money—Learn at Home
I am so sure that I can train you successfully that

I agrea in writing to refund every Dpenny you bay

e if you are not satisfied with my Lessons and
]nstruction Serviee when you finish, T'll_send you
2 coyy of this agreement with my Free Beok.

Get My Lesson and 64-Page Book

TaIevismn prumises many good jobs soon.
Men I have trained are_ holding zuod jubn in FREE. Malil Coupon
all theso branches of Radio. In ad&mnn whmyk S:mmnla Lensnm.dlé wiill sen((lii you
-page boo ewar n _Radio,””
Many Make $5, $10, $15 a Week FhES o nyone over 15 years old. book

3
Extr: describes Radio’s spare time and full time oppor-
a in Spare Time tunities and those coming in television; describes
While Learning my Training in Radlo and Television; shows you
actual letters from men I have trained, telling
St"ﬁ“‘ the day you enroll, I send you Paxira wnat they are doing and_earning; tells ahout my
%{f oney Job Shgets. They how Jou how 10 40 Money Back Agreement. MAIL TilR COUPON in
adio repair jobs tha cas
uickly—give you plans and ideas that Hage ‘L1 CATGIODS, DX DABLE Y O ik penny pateir

made good spare time money—from $200 to
3500 year—for hund.reds of fellows. I send
you Bndio equipment uct experiments
and give you practical Rndio experience,

J. E. SMITH, President
National Radio Institute

Dept. 7DA8 Washington, D. C.

G0OD FOR BOTH FREE

J. E. SMITH, President, Naﬂonul Radio Institute,
Dept, 7DA8, Washington, D. C.
Dear Mr. Smith:

Without obligation, send me the Sample Tesson and
your free book aboui thg spare Uhne and full time Ragdio
opportunities, and how I can train for them at home

64 PAGE BOOK
SAMPLE LESSON

spare time. (Please write plainly.)
BuE 5T e o Age cieciaeisn
RATLOER ooiaivs osibiinivs Shimins Siba aiviliainin nb Sehiem e SRR 5

State ...... ..2FR

CIY sucoiilinsntnsds i

Please mention Ace FICTION GROUP when answering advertiscments



HOW CORNS COME
BACK BIGGER, UGLIER

ROOT" AND ALL

® Thousands are praising this new, scientific
Blue-Jay method that ends a corn. Blue-Jay, the
tiny medicated l1;:1;:15:&1-, stops the pain instantly—
then in 3 days the entire corn lifts out Root and
All Blui}] ay is easyto use, Held snuglyin place by
Wet-Pruf adhesive. 25¢ for 6. Get Blue-Jay today.

BLUE-JAY

"2%Z« SCIENTIFIC CORN PLASTERS

.& BLACK

®A plug of dead cells root-like in form and position, If left may
serve as focal point for renewed development,

ORDER BY MAIL AT

MONEY SAVING PRICES

FHEE' Sanitary Wrapped

% Impression Material

SEND NO MONEY!

These Plates ars Held Firmly by

Vacuum Cup Suctlon. Restores Natural Volce and Faclal Expresslon.
Don't Dalay. Write Today. Send Name and Address for Information.

3
‘e'lpn':iﬁ{s o Dr. J. 6 LIPPERY

DEPT, 814D, 24 & VAN BUREN ST., CHICACO, N,

Fine for Kidney and
Bladder Weakness
STOP GETTING UP NIGHTS

Keep your kidneys free from waste matter.
poisons and acid, and put healthy activity into
kidneys and bladder and you'll live a healthier,
happier and longer life.

One most efficient and harmless way to do
this is to get from your druggist a 85-cent box
of Gold Medal Haarlem Oil Capsules and take
them as directed—the swift results will sur-
prise you.

. Besides getting u% niﬁhts, some symptoms of
kidney trouble are backache, moist palms, leg
cramps, and puﬂér eyes. If you want real results,
be sure to get GOLD MEDAL—the original
and genuine—a grand kidney stimulant and
diuretic—right from Haarlem in Holland. Give
your kidneys a good cleaning once in a while,

JUMBO
 WINNER

r I YHE companion magazine of ACE
SPORTS is a game-packed book of 160
pages called CHAMPION SPORTS. The
May issue of this jumbo “Ace” Magazine
ig filled with novels, novelettes, short stor-
ies, and special features. In its long lineup
of sports entertainment are a gripping
novel of the prize ring, “The Fighting
Prodigal,” by Robert 8. Fenton; a baseball
training-camp novelette, “Sermon for a
Slugger,” by Alexis Rossoff; an unusual
fact article, “Baseball Screwballs,” by Jack
Kofoed; and many other sports yarns by
such master writers as Sam Carson, Bennett
Wright, Bob De Haven, Ron Broom, Howard
J. Perry, Reynolds Phillips.
The “Ace” Magazine group stands for
tops in fiction entertainment. Here is a list
of this famous group:

TEN DETECTIVE ACES

The Variety Detective Magazine

SECRET AGENT X

and G-Man Action Yarns
WESTERN TRAILS

Salty Cowboy Action Stories

WESTERN ACES

Human Yarns of Range and Owl-Hoot

SURE-FIRE DETECTIVE

Powerful Detective Dramas

SURE-FIRE WESTERN

Fast-Action Cow Country Tales

RED SEAL WESTERN

Two Complete Novels—and Shorts

ROMANCE ROUND-UP

Tophand Romantic Western Stories

GOLDEN WEST

Romances of the Ranch and Range

SECRETS
Has a Vital Story for Everybody

FLYING ACES

Everything Absorbing in Aviation

TEN-STORY LOVE MAGAZINE

Stories of Gay Young Love

LOVE FICTION MONTHLY

The Tangles and Triangles of Romance

\Pimu mention Ack FicTioN GrROUP when answering advertisementa
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Now! You CAN UNFoLD THE

SECRET OF THE ROCKIES

SAVE CAR OWNERS 939% OF RING AND REBORE COSTS

If Your Motor Wastes 0il and Gas == If It Has
Lost That ‘“New Car”’ Power, Speed and Quiet,
Send Coupon Below for Free Sample of Miner’s

Amazing Mineral Discovery
Which When Heated Quickly
Expands Up to 30 Times

Nearly a quarter of a million car owners have
Ovrhauled their motors, saving the cost of
rebore and new rings with a scientific product,
containing the amazing mineral. It has been
awarded the Automotive Test Laboratories
Seal of Approval. Salesman and Distributors
are cleaning up.

SAVES OIL---SAVES GAS

Astounded users report oil savings up to 50% end in-
creased gas mileage up to 45%. This new patented mineral
plating process brings new power, pep, speed and quiet to
old motors at less than 5% of the cost of rebore and mew
rings., Nothing like it ever before discovered. Thoeroughly
tested and pruved in thousands of cars by certified Iabora-
tory tests and great Universities. The savings possible
through this miner’s discovery makes enthusiastic boosters
of the most skeptical. Wide awake distributors and sales-
men say it’s the richest money making opportunity in years.
Use the coupon and mail today!l

| OVERHAUL YOUR MOTOR IN 30 MINUTES |

At a cost less than spark plugs and in anly 30 minutes’ time. vou
oan plaee OVRHAUL in your cylinders and start reaping the bcneﬂts
of this amazing invention. No special tools needed—no car tie-up—no
danger of ruining your motor by reboring the cylinder walls.

MONEY MAKING TERRITORIES OPEN

FOR SALESMEN AND DISTRIBUTORS WHO ACT QUICK!

( TESTING LABORATORY HB’(!HI’\

We hereby certify that we
have tested QVRHAUL, UN.

Salesmen and Distributors are
ushmu in Big with Ovrhaul, It is
revolutionary—so positive in
Ih aetion—so0 new a.nd different
and saves the motorists so much

ER G
money—that representatives say TIONS—1928 Pontiac drlven
OVRHAUL s the quickest seller 72,000 miles, "“91; GATN

- mpression
oo oA P | Gt sl
0, nor gadget. Does not con- ]ior?s)..o‘\lr‘igﬂvﬂpdeogl N%"‘l:
%nnhm or harmful abrasives, Scratch, abrade or otherw!
|8 m Ilion car owners need Ovr- jure the motor. The ‘'pick-
I. No wonder salesmen and dis- IhE  porfed A e
ﬁ'lbutors report Ovrhaul “‘a sen- creased ENORMOUSLY. Car
sational selier.”” Just bring Owr- runs praciically as well as
haul to the attention of Auto . | When new.’

Industrlal Testing

Laboratory, Inc. J

SELF in what it saves. If you want in on this, send the eoupon
op?o: ite or a penny post card and let me help you.
bullt a salu organization that seld over a million automoblle tires
and tubes. | took untrained and trained men and taught them how to
nII nroﬂt:bly Ovrhaul in my Judgment has greater nosslbllmas than
I have seen in the past 10 years. loin hands with me—a
lplandl business with quick profits should be yours. Start today by
mailing the coupon for FREE SAMPLE.

Owners and show how It gives mo-
tors NEW LIFE, EiE’P and POW-

Solves a 25
Year O(a’/’/wﬂam.

Slnca motor cars were first invented—O0IL WASTE, LOW GAS
AGE, LOW COMPRESSION, LOST POWER and NOISY
TORS caused by worn rings and eylinders, have brought great
expense tG car owners. Before Ovrhaul, it was necessary to put in
new rln’ls and_rebore the cylinders, costing up_to $150.00. Now
—a gingle applieation of Ovrhaul gquickly checks oil waste—inereases
gas mileage and comproaion and adds new pwer, pep, speed and
quiet, all at a fraction
- of the cost of new rings
and reboring.

SAMPLE
FREE!

- If you would like to
try this amazing miner.
al discovery without risk,
use the coupon below or
send a I¢ POSTCARD
for free sample and full
datails of a real money-
making opportunity.

B. L. Mellinger, Pres.
AUL co.
D-922 ,Kansas City, Mo.

B. L. Mellinger, Pres,

Ovrhaul Co., D-922 Kansas City, Mo.

Without cost or obligation send me at once a
FREE SAMPLE. Also show me your big money-
making plan.

NOME w5 swensss us oL EEaT D9s S STTHRY D809 PEEHAPE
b1 R ——

(67, SR — o sripieimig e e A sn s rosminsvimswimerezye

Vion = o s

Please mention Ace FICTION GROUP when answering advertisements



ROSTATE

Gland Weakness

Nervous Debility, Frequent Night Rising, Leg Pains, Lame Back,
Lumbuo. Sexual Weakness, Kidney and Bladder Trouble, Chronid

D at Night are only some of
l.ha ailments, differing in lndivlduah. that can often bo ascribed to
leslon of the Prostate Glai

THOUSANDS AFFLICTED
Thousands of men in evety oommunity nuﬂ‘ar i’rom thua a!lmantl,
woaknesses and other
very freguently they ars cmued by proctahc hilure

MANY DOCTORS ENDORSE MASSAGE
Massaging for the alleviation of Prostate Trouble is as old as time,
and pome of the most outstanding suthorities in the madicn.l pro-
fession recommend massage as a safe effective
treatment. (Sees Reference Book of the Modical
Sciences Vol. VII, 3rd Edition.)

USE “PROSAGER”

—a new invention which enables any man to
ﬂ:"l:“ his Prostate Gland in the privacy of

It often brings rellef with the flrst treat-
ment and must help or it costs you nothing,
No Drugs or Electricity.

UNSOLICITED LETTERS
OF GRATITUDE

Each month we receive scores of unsolicited let-
ters of gratitude and appreciation from users of

i?R. W. D. SMITH
INVENTOR
the Prosager—having thousands of users we no doubt can refer

Prostate sufferers to someone In their own home town who is
enthusiastic in thelir praise of the remarkable benefits received.

The following are extracts taken from letters of a few of the satisfled
users of the ‘“Prosager.”” The complete letters with addresses will
be sont to anyone who is Interested in inquiring for them. Wa do
not publish any part of our users’ letters or names unless we have
their permission to do so.

Mr. Wm. Bergm states in his letter: Roeﬂv-d {‘uur Prosager a month
ago and it has done wonders for me. pencer, Waycross,
., writes: | still th-nk the Pranner o derful and worth many
tlme: the el ask Mr. Wm. Stevens, Flint, Mich., wri in
our Proux-r should be in every man's home
Prostate Trouble. Mr. bram Forster, Pocatelio, ldaho, states: | have
'lv.n your Prosager plenty of use and am perfectly satisfied wnth

FREE BOOKLET Explains Vital
Details and Our TRIAL OFFER

A one cent post card with your name and address plainly
written is all that is mecessary, address card to

MIDWEST PRODUCTS CO., B-3416_Kalamazoo, Mich.
FOLLOW THIS MAN

Eosroconme e tan )
Canﬂdmﬁcl yor‘
Free G fet
ular Mo

YOU can bacome  Finger Print |  yert et home
{ in your spare time, at small ite <
atsmall cost. 'rite for con=

tial 1 re etails.
%'E be sent m%o;yt- und‘-lr 17yen >fage.
INST ITU%M APFLIE.DAl INCE

Sunnysid
Dept. 74-648 Chicago, .

ADDRESS ENVELOPES AT HOME

Epatetlme ,Dsub!é:i!tul kweekly pay. Experience un-
ecessary. Digni work. Stamp brings details.
EMPLOYMENT MGE, bost. DR Box 555, b Tonn.

FALSE TEETH

60 pavs
\ TRIAL,

I have thousands
of satisfied cus-
tomers all over the
country who can-
not afford to pay
big prices. I have
been making dental
plates for many years, by mail. I guarantee you
satisfaction or they do not cost you one cent, and

‘I take your word. Teeth made especially for you

personally can be tried for sixty days. In one
Pennsylvania town alone, 91 people are wearing
teeth made by me. They are satisfied and have
saved money.

SEND NO MONEY

My plates are very beautiful fo look at and are com
structed to give life-long service and satisfaction. Yovu
can look younger at once. They are made with pearly
white genuine porcelain teeth. Well fitting and guar«
anteed unbreakable, Remember you do not send one cent
—just your name and address, and
we send free impression mraterial and
full detailed directions. Be sure to
write today for my
Don’t put this oﬂ. Do it today.

low prices and complete information,
DR. S. B. HEININGER, D. D. S.
440 W. Huron St., Dept. 465, Chicago, lllinols

MEN—SEND FOR BOOKLET

The way to virile vigor through tho use of hm'monu is uxphlml
in an interes copyrighted booklet written by registered

sician. A copy of this booklet will be mailed in lenlad envalope by
Zo-ak Co., Ine., 54 W. 45th 8t.,, N.Y.C. on recelpt of your name and

HISKEY HABIT

a guaranteed
treatment. Can be glv'en né‘é“retly in food or drmk to
anyone who drinks or craves Whiskey, r, Gin, Win

etc Ynur reo%um for Free Trial brings trial 5upply b ‘return mah
treatment which you may try under %
o antae st oo T ARLEL 50, " Tl Vhar fay fefund MD.

ILE DON’T BE Gll'l'

Until You Try This

Wonderful Treatmens
for pile suffering.

If you have piles in
any form write for a FREE sample of
Page's Pile Tablets and you will bless

the day that you read this. Write today. E. R.
Page Co.; 411-B7 Page Bldg.. Marshall, Mich.

e m—

ENRARGAS

100% Protection

A REAL SURE FIRE SELLER

Thugs and Thl.vu Bewarel—Here is a regular 6

p\.ur which dischar; o lmothn-! cloudl of Tear Gn An nmd
succession to unun ‘y s ‘_r Pa citate the most vicious
man or beast, safe an ef!tctiv- lllblt tuto for. dnngerou- fire-
. NO PER + Needed Stores, Banks, Autos and
Homes everywhere to protect Life and Property. Nu skill required.
1so Pencil G ectric Shells, Fountain Pen Guns, Police club

Guns. All :r-cillon-bunt NO TO Every demonstration means
o 8.00 sale, offering big profits. Handle our Tear G‘l
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HAGEN IMPORT COMPANY, Dept. P-368, St. Plul, Minn

BEWITCH OTHERS

Make them love you. Wield powsrful love control. Becurs clavat
woman's private methods (confidential). Get secret charm. Revealind
book, introducing you to nsw power, only 10¢ (sealed), GARDIN CO.,
Dept. 3458, Box 423, Madlson Square Station, New York City.

for MORE PAY learn From

RAFTING =

GET READY FOR PROSPERITY. Be ready for BIG
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THOUSANDS NOW PLAY

' who never thought they could!
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Learned Quickly at Home
I am delighted with the U. S. School
¢ of Music course of instruction for
i the pisno. It is clear and thorough.
I have made wonderful progress.
*L.M.C, N.Y.C

Makes xira Money v

I have completed your wonderful
method for Guitar. For the past
year I have been teaching and 1
have earned $200 thanks to the
. S. School of Music.

*C. C., New Jersey

Wouldn’t Take $1000 for Course
The lessons are so simple that any=
one can understand them. I have
learned to play by note in_ a little
more than a month. I wouldn’t take
a thousand dollars for my course.

E. A., Kansas City, Mo.

You, too, can play any instrument

By this EASY A-B-C Method

3
Surprised Friends

I want to say that my friends
are greatly surprised at the
different pieces I can already
g;ay. I am very happy to
ve chosen your method of

learning.
*B, F\,, Bronx, N. Y

Best Method by Far

Enclosed is my last examina.
tion sheet for my course in
Tenor Banjo. This completes
my course. I have taken les-
sons before under teachers,
but my instructions with you
were by far the best.
*#A. 0., Minn.

*Aotual pupily names on re-
guest. Pwtures by profes-
pional mod

OU think it’s difficult to learn

music? That’s what thousands of
others have thought! Just like you,
they longed to play some instrument
~—the piano, violin, guitar, saxophone
or other favorites. But they denied
themselves the pleasure — because
they thought it took months and
years of tedious study and practice
to learn.

And then they made an amazing
discovery!. They learned about a
wonderful way to learn music at
home—without a private teacher—
without tedious study—and in just a
fraction of the time required by old-
fashioned methods. They wrote to the
U. S. School of Music for the facts
about this remarkable short-cut meth-
od. And the facts opened their eyes!
To cap the climax, a free Demonstra-
tion lesson actually showed them
how easy it was to learn.

The result? Over 700,000 men and

women have studied music at home
this simple, A-B-C way. Now, all over
the world, enthusiastic musie-lovers
are emoymg the thrilling satlsfactlon
of creating their own music. They
have found the key to good times,
popularity and profit.

And that’s what you can do, right
now. Simply mail the coupon below.
Get the proof that you, too, can learn
to play your favorlte instrument—
quickly, easily, in spare time at home,
Never mind if you have no musical
knowledge, training or talent. Just
read the faseinating illustrated book-
let that answers all your questions—
examine the demonstration lesson.
Both will be mailed to you without
the slightest cost or obligation. Tear
out the coupon now, before you turn
the page. (Instruments supplied
when needed, cash or credit). U. S.
School of Music, 4844 Brunswick
Bldg., New York City.

FREEDEMONSTRATIONLESSON AND BOOKLET

--------------------_----------------------------
U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC
4344 Brunswick Bldg., New York City

‘Without cost or obligation to me, please send n'uJel your free illustrated booklet and demonstration
TROMBONE

FLUTE

PICCOLO

lesson. 1 am interested in the instrument checked

PIANO BANJO
VIOLIN MANDOLIN
GUITAR UKULELE
ACCORDION CORNET
SAXOPHONE TRUMPET

GELLO HARP
HAWAIIAN GUITAR CLARINET

Name ..

seerenassesse

Address

sesssssararsene
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BOOKS SENT FREE

un approval. Just mail the coupon and we’ll send yi

set of these remarkable auto books, just off the
Dress. TWhether you are a mechanic or helper, ex-
or apprentice, auto owner or driver, if

TON OFFER.

Nsuly 100 pages on DIESEL Engines
A petter job—in the gigantic auto in-

GAN YOU FIX IT? dustrty. BIGUER PAY—a chance to
These wonder books tell into business for yourseif and get a share
glep by step HOW to of the huge profits that are walting for any
fake out “play’ In it man who even half tries to improve himself.
shimmy in .u,m, —to Learn auto engineering with these wonder
8ot TIMING—ToW 10 put a new way—without studying or
finger Instantly mpmm-izing Slmnly use the JIFFY IN-
L pae g‘ﬁ'ﬁb‘: ‘;‘g DEX to p the answer to any auto
to FIR 1t . problem. Bullt by eleven of America’s

improvements mny cov- well known automobile engineers, and written
ered. Compares favor- in simple language $0 you can understand
ably with a complete ft Very newest cars, all covered.

trade course at less
SEND NOW 2nd, we_will io-

than a fourth the cust,
0 ll V U !S ra
Ioou-leaf vnlumo No. 7 with newest
and _also that

dition
1500 plgos. 2000 lllllxl

nd diagrams
ation, nEg vnlunb!- book "Auwmobile Service
ln'o' .Etnczln i:lcltgi\i:’x.z Shop. Mdnugem
on sMotors, Dissel en-  AMERICAN r:cumcm. SOCIETY
HES Drexel Avenue & 58th St., Dept. A940, Chicago, LIl

*old--tamp-d flex-
AMERICAN T!CHNIGAI. SOCIETY

Drexel Ave , Dept. A‘940, Chicage, IIL.
would lke t.o see the new 6-volume edltion of your Al
KS. l will ply the tew cents delivi rges unliy but if T
ehoose return expross collact. X after 3 days use
T prefu- to ku t.htm. I wm und you the balance at the
rate of only month, until $2.

80 ll plld Pleln lncludn
books as per your offer

consulting membunhlp and the two extra

r stating age. occupation and name and lddrell """"
at of at least one business man as reference.

GIANT ‘ FRUGS

Start Al Home ! Market Waiting!

_Un small pond to begin. Expand with
the increase. Easy to lhli’). WE BUY!
50

what oth
illustrated fi
AMERICAN FRQG ANNINB CDMFANY
Dept. (185-D) ew Orleans, La,

PROSTATE SUFFERERS

Prostate gland scute or chronie, rheumatism, kidney and
bladder sufferers, send for FREE trial package, amazing
results. Endorsed by docto:

PROSTEX COMPANY, Dept. 73, Miami, Oklahoma

BE A DETEGTIVE

Mako Secret Investigations
Earn Big Money. Work home or travel.
Fascinating work. Experience unnecessary.
DETECTIVE Particulars FREE, Write to

GEO.T.N. WAGNER, 2640 Broadway, N.Y.
FAGTORY SALE—BELOW GOST 3

25Cal. AUTOMATIC
Vest Pocket Size 35'95

Model 066-7 shot; fine blued lbwl nccurnta.
uletiy rm modnl. Length oVl 44", 15 os,

al §5.05 25 cal. 10 ihot—$7.95 3 oL 8 shet
»—‘ .85 10 lhot military m
Hclsttrs—()pm 'wp—75¢' Slmuldu-—SIJS' Cartridges:
25 cal.—85¢; 82 cal. 75¢ per box of 25.
$2 Deposit required on C.0.D.'s—send full and save
charges. None sold to minors. New 1987 Cataloa S&W Colts,
Rifles, Air Guns, Telescopes, Binoculars, etc. Send 3¢ stamp.
LEE SALES CO. (Dept. MP) 35 West 32nd 8t., N. Y. City

D 1)‘

World’s Lowest

TIRE PRICES
Tire users by the

Brand tires re
tioned wlt.hhigh e
materials and latest
methods
yomes experiance | il Uiehiisier
oEer txtes at lowest prices, with legal
Al greement to replace at 14 price any
S m-e thnt tn.lll to give 12 Mos. Service.

EVERY 'I' R! GUARANTEEDI

BALLOON TIRE! \RCORD TIRES
Sizo Rim Tires _Tuhes sum? sz'.'as i el i
B4 52 153085k1 2! 3ir4ld 3.45 116
29x4.60-20 2.3 8518224 B .85 3025 3,65 135
Mnib0al 229 Sebai & aa:s 3.78 148

H 90I325434 3.3 1 lﬁ 3625 3,95 1.5

5
VY DUTY TRUCK TIRES

igh Pressure)

e 118istze Til ros Ttibes|Size Tires Tubes
2xbarid 2:32 i n.zs 310503027 $10.95 8295
Bt :o it 333 513527 10.98 208
alx5.2531 3.2% L15j3xd 2 iu 3658 11.48 3.5

B.£0-17 3.38 115 9'93 13028 415
Py Rt LIPS RGCK BALLOON TTRES
20x5.50-19 o 1.15| Telbes

6.00-17 3.40 L15iSize Tires 1' E bes
B0:80018 3.40 L15[6.00-20 $3.73 $1.657.60-20 88.95 3.18
31x800-19 3:40 LIS|A#0.20 "4.38 "195|836-20 8,93 8198
580020 3.45 L3b1700-20 595 2.05[0:00-3010.98 £.05
e B Rt TS QR UEALERS WANTED

8.00-18
SEND ONI.Y '!.00

EPOSIT on each tire ordered.
each Truck Tire.) We ship | C. 0.

(£8.00 on balance D.
Deduct 8 per cent if cash unt in foll with order. To
ﬁll order rnmgﬂg ® ma: tute brands if neces-

E W—GUARANTEED—

PERRY-FIEI.D TIRE & RUBBER CO.
2328-30 S. Michigan Av., Dept. A.C.1, Chicago, Iil. |

LIQUOR HABIT

STOPPED by SCIENTIFIC TREATMENT
CAN BE GIVEN SECRETLY

Graves Home Treatment has succeeded in currecting all
desire for liquor after Institutional Treatments failed.
Write for FREE booklet, mailed in plain envelope.
GRAVES LABORATORIES, Inc., Dept. C-15, 68 W,
Jackson St., Chicago, Ill.

FISTULA

Anyone suffering from Fistula, Plles or any Rectal
to write for our FREE Book, describing the McClury Treatment

for these treacherous rectal troubles. The McCleary Treatment has
been lucceurul in thousands of cases. Lot us send you our ref-
erencs list of former patients living in ever in the Union.
The McCleary Clinie, 444 Elme Bivd., uhlnr 8prings, Mo.

ASTHMA

Treatment 0n Free Trial

Just your name and address will bring you all charges prepaid—a
full gize bottle of LANE'S FAMOUS REATMENT No matter how
long you hxve suffered or where you live—iry my treatment without
Emu. sed by thousands and this hom.a does not cost guu a
w;t unt you are completely satisfled—then send me only
rite today.

D. J. LANE. 268 Lane Bldg., St. Marys, Kansas

I'EA“"_‘°$E|. STOP boing

aFailure!
8 ing $4,000 to uomo a year
lan. Coming

now in £ 's Home Traini:

business boom bound to make good ulumen wanted averywham at top
salaries. Get into the BIG PAY of Master Sal

“ENOWING HOW.” Two books, ‘“The Key to Master Salesmanship”
and ‘‘Mistakes Commonly Made ln Belling”” sent FREE to men who
want to get ahead. Write for them today. NATIONAL SALESMEN’S
TRAINING ASSOCIATION, Dept, 129-D,21 W. Eim St., CHICAGO
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g YOURSgg) BOYS! © GIRLS!

GI"E ELECTRIC

NEW PREMIUM! Fully equipped [ 4
withalternating currentelectric
motor. FINISH: Baked erystal
enamel. Will accommodate 200 ,. S
feet film, eight minute show— (&
two 200 feet empty reels
furnished, Tilting de-
vice for angle pro-
jection. Reversere-
wind to top spool.
Framer, Reflector,
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trated filament bulb,
cord and plug, Size of
picture 20 inches by 26 inches
at e distance of ten feet !
from dt}e scﬁeen. Weight 8
ounds e;
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UTSIDE the ring a man is
young at twenty-six. Inside
the ropes he is old at that age,

especially when nine of his years have
been spent absorbing the bludgeoning
of padded red gloves. Marty Kayne
was fighting his two hundred and first
ring battle for the entertainment of
several hundred customers of the tank
town fight club, and he showed it.
One or two old timers remembered
when Marty first came into the pro-
fessional ring as fresh and unmarked
as the night he had won the Golden
Gloves in a big city arena. But Marty
was a Ghost Glover now. Unwise man-
agers and careless handlers had
tripped him up on the road to a
throne, His face was battle-scarred

and his ears were caulifiowered. A
clever man in his corner might have
saved those ears by lancing them at
the back when Marty got them. Man-
agers who had not been money hun-
gry could have side-stepped a lot of
useless fights and perhaps Marty
Kayne would have been looked upon
now as something other than a grin-
ning gargoyle.

Of course Marty Kayne might have
been a little at fault too. He was of
the old school of give-and-take fight-
ers. During his first few years in the
ring Marty had given more than he
had received, often joking that the
Good Book said that it is more blessed
to do that. In fact Marty Kayne had
brought a punch into the ring that
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By Foe Archibald

Author of “Fury on Ice,” “Outcast Basketeer,” ete.

The middleweight championship was at
stake, and contender Packy Strange had made
three promises. To his pal, he had given his word to

lose the title money. To his manager, he had vowed to win the title.
And to himself, he had sworn to keep both bargains.

electrified the fistic world, He would
swing for the jaw with his right and
at the same time bring forward the
right foot and right side of his body.
He would check the swing in mid-air,
however, and shoot a terrific left to
a man’s unguarded wind, It was a
right-hand type of blow, although
struck with the left and reinforced by
the erossing of his braced body.
Marty Kayne had upset a lot of
good men with that punch. Now his

timing was gone, His movements were
sluggish. Fighters were not afraid of
Marty Kayne’'s famous “Portside
Sleeper” any more, He telegraphed
it far ahead of time, and they would
dance away from it and laugh at him.

Marty Kayne was fighting a mar
who was on the way up. For a year
now he had met these eager-eyed glove
tossers as he trekked in the opposite
direction on the way to oblivion. For
a few dollars he had challenged their

1
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right to pass, only to go stumbling
along on the back-trail again with
fresher battle scars and even more
bewilderment in his brain. '

Nevertheless Marty Kayne still
pleased the crowd. He did not back up.
He kept sailing in, taunting the smart
youngsters, telling them to come on
in and not be afraid. The old battler
grinned when they would not, nod-
ding his approval, and then he would
go tearing in to bring that old famil-
iar roar from the crowd. Often of
late that roar had been drowned in
his ears when a solid punch rocked
him. Three times in a row, now, Marty
Kayne had gone out via the kayo
route, .

Steve McHugh, the up and coming
middleweight who faced Marty to-
night, looked as if he were going to
make it the fourth kayo, and it was
only the second round of an eight-
round fight. He worked carefully on
the fading Marty Kayne, mixing up
his punches, making the tired veteran
force the fighting, He knew the old-
timer had nothing left but the deter-
mination to please, to give the crowd
their money’s worth. A crowd will
cheer any man who gives them a sight
of blood, even if it has to come. out of
that man’s own body.

Marty Kayne weathered the second
round. He went back to his corner
and seemed oblivious to the listless at-
tention from his handlers. He was
thinking of a little flat in a big city
one hundred miles away. There was
a young woman there and a tiny year-
old baby. Marty had intended to quit
when he married Jo. He had had ten
thousand dollars in the bank then.
But the crash that was heard around
the world wiped those savings out
over night. Marty had tried a job
outside the ring but had found that
he could not make as much in six
months as he could in one night with
the leather gloves.

“Give me just two more years,” he
told Jo. “Then I'll hang up the gloves
for good. We'll have enough for that
little place in the country—"

ARTY KAYNE heard the buzzer

and he flinched a little. He want-

ed to go somewhere and rest his tired,

aching frame, There were six more

rounds to go. Eighteen more minutes
of punishment.

The bell. McHugh tore out of his
corner reeking with energy. He knew
he eould finish it any time now. Marty
Kayne knew it, too, but he would not
back up. The kid would have to stand
and slug if he wanted to beat Marty.
McHugh was willing. The crowd let
out a mad, whistling roar as the fight-
ers stood toe to toe in the middle of
the canvas and threw leather. The
thud of the sodden battering rams
reached to the far corners of the ring.
Marty Kayne’s knees began to cave
as the young middleweight’s gloves
sank deep into his meridian. A short
right uppercut snapped his head back.
He hung on while the crowd raved
at the ref to tear him loose.

Marty Kayne reeled at the break,
then bore in again to shoot a weak
right toward that blur that was danc-
ing in front of him. A hard punch
sent him toward the ropes, and he
bounded off them without knowing
how—or why. His senses were slip-
ping away with every punch that .
landed. Instinet held him up for an-
other few seconds. What was the mat-
ter with the bell? Why didn’t the
thing clang? Maybe they had forgot-
ten all about the bell. An hour must
have slipped by since last he had
heard it. A roar like a giant water-
fall was making his head swim.

The canvas had turned to a stretch
of deep thick mud. It sucked him in
deeper, deeper and he flung out a
heavily weighted hand to save him-
self. He was barely conscious of a ter-
rific jar that shook him all over. The
mud sucked him in swiftly until there
was nothing but blackness. But Marty
did not mind. It was a delicious sensa-
tion, this falling into a deep sleep that
blotted out everything in the world.

Marty Kayne’s seconds worked over
him for fully five minutes after Me-
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Hugh and his handlers had left the
ring. Marty wanted to know what had
happened and what he was doing in
the fight club.

One of the handlers clipped to an-
other: “He hit his head pretty hard
when he went down. Maybe we’d bet-
ter git a doc in here. How you feel,
kid?”

“All right, I guess,” Marty replied
woodenly, “I can’t — remember—
much, though.”

One of the seconds went out, a
smirk on his face, He had his five
bucks and that was all that mattered
to him, The other handler hurriedly
collected Marty Kayne’s clothes and
tossed them onto a low wooden bench.
“Take a couple of minutes, kid, ’til

you git your marbles back. Then ya'll.

be okay. Well, s'long. If ya fight
again, ya’re plain nuts!”

The man who ran the small town
fight club sat in his office later won-
dering why Marty Kayne had not
come in for his hundred dollars. At
last he sent a henchman out to investi-
gate. The man returned grinning.

“The guy’s gone. Think he was
punch drunk. Bet he don’t know his
own name if ya ask me.”

“Tough,” remarked the promoter,
shaking his head. “I remember when
they called him the next middleweight
champion, and that was only five
years ago. He didn’t get rid of that
manager of his soon enough, Wasn’t
going to let him fight here, but ue
looked as if he needed dough. Seemed
desperate, He's got a wife an’ a kid,
you know. Well, there goes another
good boy into the scrap heap. Give me
a drink, Bat, I got a bad taste in my
mouth.”

O KAYNE waited all that night for
Marty to come home. She waited

all the next day and the next night.
Then she went out to ask help of a
man who had been Marty Kayne’s
friend for a long time. White-haired
Andy Moore was still a good man to
have in a fighter’s corner. He had left
Marty Kayne five years ago when he

had disapproved of the manager the
fighter had tied up with. But he had
harbored no ill feelings for the bat-
tler, He had said: “I won’t string
along with any fighter who is handled
by Jaffre, kid, He’ll ruin you. I don’t
want it ever to be said that I had a
hand in ruining a fighter.”

* Andy Moore was emerging from
one of his favorite haunts in the big
mid-western city when Jo Kayne
touched him on the arm. The old man
turned, his eyes widening question-
ingly, “Ma’am, I—"

“I'm Jo Kayne, Mr, Moore,” the
young woman said, “You used to be
Marty’s friend. I didn’t know anyone
else to come to. Marty went away a
couple of days ago. He said he had a
fight but he didn’t say where. He—
didn’t come—Dback, Mr. Moore. Some~
thing’s wrong. I know it. Please help
me—please, He—"

0Old Andy Moore’s voice was husky
as he replied: “T’ll call the newspa-
pers, Mrs. Kayne. They’ll know where
he fought last. He’d have to use his
own name to get a fight, That’s all he
had.” He laid a kindly hand on the
distraught woman’s arm and said:
“Go home, Mrs, Kayne, and wait un-
til you hear from me.”

It did not take long for the old
trainer to find out where Marty Kayne
had fought his last fight. He prompt-~
ly followed up the lead by going to
the tank town where it had taken
place. At the promoter’s office he was
told how Kayne had walked out with-
out claiming his purse. When Andy
Moore explained the circumstances,
the promoter gave him the one hun-
dred dollars due the fighter to be de-
livered to Kayne's wife.

“Marty took one punch too many,”
the old-timer said, shaking his head.
“We've got to find him. Maybe he
don’t even remember his own name,
Some day maybe they’ll pass a law—""
Shoving the bills into his trousers
pocket, Andy Moore bit off further
speech and walked out of the shabby
fight club.
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Three months passed during which
Jo Kayne waited for word that Marty
had been found. There were a lot of
derelicts who had crawled away from
caulifiower alley to hide. All had been
pounded into men who bore great
similarity to one another. It was hard
to single out any of them and call
them by name. Cauliflower alley soon
forgot all about Marty Kayne.

His wife waited in an obscure place
to which she had moved so as to con-
serve her small resources, The time
came when they were depleted. The
fight to keep body and soul together
would not have been worth the effort
were it not for little Phil, Poor baby,
he looked pretty hungry to his moth-
er. If he had been properly nourished,
Jo Kayne felt that he would have
been walking by now. She felt a stab
of horror go through her when he
clenched his little fist. She pictured
him grown, stumbling along in the
dark like his father, Marty Kayne,
That was when she thought of turn-
ing on the gas.

Before she went to sleep that night
Jo Kayne had made up her mind. In
the morning she would leave the baby
where good people would find him
and take care of him. Only in that
way would he get the chance that she
could never give him. An icy misery
wrapped her heart—misery too deep
for tears,

O KAYNE kissed little Phil and
eased him from her lap to the
floor. One of his tiny feet was placed
firmly on a white sheet of wrapping
paper. Only for a moment, however,
because the little fellow could not
stand up very long by himself. In an
instant he plumped down on the floor
and whimpered a bit. His mother
picked up the paper on which the im-
print of the baby foot was stamped in
soot from the stove.

Jo Kayne knew that she would nev-
er part with that paper. That little
footprint was something that life
could never take from her. She fold-

ed the paper carefully and placed it _

in an envelope with an overdue light
bill. Next she turned to the loving and
final task of washing the baby and
preparing his scant wardrobe. When
he was asleep, she knelt down by his
cot and prayed for strength to do the
thing she had mapped out for her-
self.

Late the next day, Jo Kayne spent
part of her last funds for bus fare
to a fashionable suburb of the city.
With darkness heavy around her, she
quickly singled out a pretentious
dwelling and waited her chance.
When the street was clear, she
slipped through a gate, hurried up the
walk and placed the baby on the steps.
~ “Goodbye,” she whispered. “Some
day, little man, you’ll—make it—
worth while.” She left him then and
hurried away.

An hour later Jo Kayne climbed
the rickety stairs of the tenement
where she lived. When the door
opened and closed upon her, she felt
ag if the bare walls had closed in on
her to suffocate her. She had nothing
left but a small gold locket with
Marty’s picture in it, a picture taken
when Marty had been unmarked and
had looked with smiling eyes toward
the middleweight crown. Just a foot-
print of the child she had given
Marty—that was all. She would have
to go away far from this place associ-
ated with the baby. It was the thought
of that which finally broke the icy wall
that encased her, and she lay sobbing.
on the cot where she and the baby
had slept their last sleep together.

“Oh, God,” she prayed at last, “let
some one kind get my son and make
a man of him., God help me: to find
Marty—please.” A long time she lay
staring at the ceiling, her thoughts
engaged with the future. If little Phil
should be adopted, he would get a new
name. Without the name of Kayne he,
would never wonder whether or not
he would have made a fighter. The
horror that had overtaken his father
would never be his fate. For that
alone the sacrifice was worth while.

Out of swollen and glazed eyes Jo

.
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Kayne read the papers avidly the next
day. An item of news caught her eye
and left her cold and sick. The baby—
little Phil—had been found but the
people had turned him over to the
foundling’s home, Police were looking
for the mother,

Fear made her cast the paper aside
then and she began to pack her few
belongings in feverish haste. She
picked up the newspaper to wrap an
extra pair of shoes in. As she spread
it out she saw a name in a stick of
type. Marty Kayne! Riven with dread
she began to read and her thin body
became numb.

“The body of a man believed to be
that of Marty Kayne, a boxer, was
found in a ditch near this village early
this morning by a truckman, Kayne,
who used to be a ranking middle-
weight, evidently was the victim of a
hit and run driver. There were sev-
eral pennies in his pocket and an emp-
ty billfold bearing the initials M. K.
The body was removed to Cannell’s
Funeral Parlor in Grove City. Kayne
was known to have had a wife and
child somewhere in Chicago. Efforts
to commun—"

Jo Kayne covered her face with
her hands and moaned. She was stand-
ing like that when Andy Moore came
into the bare room.

“You've—heard, Mrs. Kayne?” he
said diffidently. “I—” ,

The young woman nodded and
dropped her hands. Her face looked
dead with no soul mirrored in the
eyes. In hollow tones she said: “I
can’t even give him—a decent—"

The old trainer was kindness itself.
“Let me handle everything for you,

Mrs. Kayne, You'd better not go there,

Let me take care of everything.”

“Y-you’re kind. I'll never forget
you,” she said after a moment’s si-
lence.

“Where’s the baby?” Andy asked.

“A—woman is keeping him—for
me,” Jo replied. “I’ll get him after-
wards and go—away.”

Andy Moore went out, the muscles
around his jaws working.

HE orphanage at Bell Haven was

not unlike other asylums scat-
tered all over the land. It was filled
with youngsters whose hearts held
but one hope, the hope that some one
would come and take them away. The
moss-covered bromide at Bell Haven
that never failed to curb a recalcitrant
inmate was: “Nobody will ever want
you if you are not a well-behaved
child. Every time you break the rules
here, it means that you will have to
stay longer.”

There were several orphans at Bel’
Haven who listened to that with
tongues in their cheeks. Two of them
stood in a corner of the big yard one-
afternoon looking up at the blue sky.
One was a little taller than his com-
panion. The people in authority at the
institution called him Tom Strange
and the kids called him Packy. Tc¢
them the nickname sounded tough
and Packy Strange wanted everybody
to think that he was tough.

He was only twelve years old but
there was a hardness in his eyes that
might have been seen in the orbs of
a man who had lived three times that
many years, There was a slight curl
to his lips and a recklessness in his
hazel eyes. Young as he was, Packy
Strange seemed bitter with his lot and
forever groping for the reason.

The boy with Packy was not look-
ing at the sky now. Instead, he was
looking at his companion as if Packy
Strange were the most important be-
ing in the universe. To small Vince
Darrell he probably was because
Vince was not as strong as most of
the kids in Bell Haven and he had to
take a lot of abuse when Packy was
not around.

“Tt must be great to live away from
here,” Vince said longingly. “I bet it’s
like being in another world.”

“Maybe we'll find out,” Packy bit
out. “I know a way we can get out of
here. Want to go?”

Vince Darrell looked scared. “You
wouldn’t dare, would you, Packy?”

“Sure I would. What'’s there to be
afraid of?” Packy retorted. “A guy
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can’t be afraid of nothin’ if he wants
to get along. You think I’'m goin’ to
wait until somebody comes along an’
adopts me? Hah, what do they always
take? Some curly-headed little lamb
with big blue eyes like that Sampson
kid was! You got to be pretty a_.n’ not
even say ‘darn.”’ Me—I'm goin’ to be
tough, Vince. On the out51de, you got
to be tough, See?”’

“But how you goin’ to get out?’
Vince asked, still scared.

“Through the laundry,” Packy said.
“In the big baskets of towels an’ nap-
kins an’ things we have to pack up
on Wednesdays. What do you say?
Want to come?”

“I—1I dor’t think so, Packy,” Vince
replied. “I’d be scared. What would
you do when you got out?”’

“T'll do somethin’. T’ll find some
place to go—any place but here. I'll
take care of you, Vinee, if you come
with me.”

“I dunno,” Vince whispered, voice
fading at the enormity of the scheme
suggested to him.

“Well, I guess you was born scairt,”
Packy Strange said, not critically.
“But maybe ’tain’t your fault. Well,
I'm goin’.”

Vince Darrell felt a little sick. He
did not want to go, but if he stayed
there would be no Packy Strange to
keep the other kids from tormenting
him. He turned and saw a couple of
small boys coming toward them. His
face paled and he said: “There’s
Whitey Malone, Packy, He’s the guy
who give me that kick yesterday.”

Packy said: “Yeah?” He walked
fast toward the pair of kids who were
cutting across the yard. “Whitey,” he
called out, “come ’ere.”

The tow-headed orphan stopped,
eyes wary. “What d’ya want?”

“You kicked Vinee yesterday No-
body touches him when—

“Naw? Well, whatta you want to do
about it?”

The fight was short-lived. Packy
Strange hit Whitey Malone twice and
that was all there was to it. Whitey
gsped toward the Super’s office with

blood running down the front of his
shirt.

Packy busied himself about his
chore of policing up the yard. “That’s
what Dempsey said to do—hit ’em in
the belly, then hit ’em on the chin!”
In ten minutes the victor in the battle
was getting his punishment, but he
did not mind. He was not going fo be
around long.

T was the next day that Packy
Strange and Vince Darrell were
raking up dirt and leaves just inside
one of the big iron gates. Vince sud-
denly dropped his rake and pawed
through a heap of soggy, hard-packed
foliage. He came up with something
in his hand and Packy took it and
rubbed the dirt from it. It was a small,
round, flat object, a gold locket. Packy
had a hard time getting it open. When
the lid snapped apart, both kids
looked closely at the picture revealed.
“Gee, lookit,” said Vince. “A fight-
er!”

“Yeah,” agreed Packy. “You kin
see part of his boxin’ glove. Wonder
who lost it?”

“Maybe some lady that looked in
here sometime. Lots of ladies do that,”
Vince went on in a puzzled voice.
“They dlways look like they was try-
in’ to find somebody that belonged to
’em. Maybe our mothers— huh,
Packy ?”’

“Maybe,” agreed Packy Strange,
studying the picture. “I’d like to meet
him when I grow up. I'd knock his
block off. Leavin’ a kid in a place like
this ain’t right.” He scowled at the
face looking up at him.

Little Vince seemed hypnotized by
the picture in the locket. In a sort
of awesome voice he murmured:
“Wouldn't it be swell, Packy, if—
if—he was my dad, huh? Guess I'll
make believe it is. That’s what—TI'll
tell everybody it is. Then maybe they
won’t keep raggin’ me.”

“Aw, you ain’t no fighter, Vinee,”
Packy said. “Let me have it.”

. For the first time in their friend-
ship Vince Darrell opposed Packy
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Strange. Somehow he did not want to
lose the locket. Everybody had a fa-
ther—somewhere. And this one was
going to be his with the locket to
prove it. His eyes were stormy when
he turned to ask Packy for the thing
he had found.

“Finders keepers, Packy,” he plead-
ed. “Give it to me.”

“Listen,” Packy insisted, “it don’t
mean nothin’. When we get out, we
can maybe sell it somewhere, It's
made of gold, Vince—"

The smaller boy checked a sudden
burst of tears and nodded. “Awright,
Packy.”

“We’'ll run away—the way I said,
Vince,” Packy went on, “How ’bout
it?”

“QOkay,” little Vince Darrell agreed
in a whisper.

HREE nights later, in the back

of a big laundry truck, Packy
Strange and a white-faced Vince
Darrell crawled out of two big ham-
pers and groped for each other.
“C'mon,” whispered Packy. ‘“We'll
drop out the back.”

The driver of the truck kept his
eyes glued to the road ahead. A thick
mist obscured his vision and the head-
lights barely cut through it for fifty
feet All his attention was needed to
keep from going into the ditch even
though he drove very slowly. Under
‘cover of the white blanket of mist and
the noise of the toiling truck engine,
Packy Strange and his little pal
slipped off the truck unobserved and
darted into the woods that bordered
one side of the widening road.

For a long time they crouched there
in the dark. Finally they trudged two
miles along the road toward a filling
station and refreshment stand. While
the authorities around the countryside
were being notified to keep on the
lookout for the runaways, the young
fugitives were rumbling eastward in
a big moving van. Covered with the
paddings which had been used to pack
the furniture evidently carried by the

van on its westward journey, the boys
fell asleep at last. ‘ i

Twelve hours passed before Packy
Strange and Vince Darrell scram-
bled out of their conveyance. They
found themselves in the seething
warehouse district of an eastern city. -
Bewilderment filled their eyes as they
looked around at this new world, Even
sturdy Packy Strange was a little
scared, “Did you ever think there was
a place this big, Vince?’ he asked in
an awed voice.

His companion shook his head.
Vince was very hungry, but he was

-anxious to keep up with the estimate

Packy had of- him so he remained
bravely silent. When Packy paused
before the window of a cheap lunch-
room where four red squares of
chopped meat were sizzling on a grid-
dle, his eyes widened and involuntari-
Iy he slid his tongue along his lips.

“Maybe we kin steal somethin’ to
eat,” Packy suggested. “Off a push-
cart. I saw one filled up with candy
an’ fruit an’ stuff.”

“If a policeman catches us, we'll git
sent back to the orphanage,” Vince
said, hunger forgotten at that chill-
ing thought.

Packy was desperate, however. He
ducked inside a group of people stand-
ing around a pushcart and as quickly
wormed out again. “Run,” he called

"~ to Vince. “I got me some peanuts.”

The pushcart vendor set up a cry.
The orphans ran as fast as their legs
could carry them and soon eluded pur-
suit. They crawled into a blind alley
and hid behind a packing case where
they lay trembling for awhile.

“Here, Vince,” Packy said at last.
‘“Eat some salted peanuts. They fill
you up.”

“I wisht I hadn’t’'ve run—away,”
Vinee whispered in a squeaky voice.
“They’ll sure find us, Packy, an’ may-
be it will be reform—"

“Don’t be yeller,” Packy snapped.
“You got to be tough.” He munched
peanuts hungrily, and both boys re-
mained silent for a long while. Then
Packy said: “It’s gittin’ dark, Vince.
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Maybe we could crawl into the case
an’ sleep, We—"

A man’s voice cut through the
quietness of the alley. He reached
down suddenly and lifted a paralyzed
Vince Darrell to his feet. “What're ya
doin’ here?” he growled.

“R-run, Packy,” Vinece choked out.
l(I—"

But Packy Strange did not run.
“Huh? I got you out of that orphan-
age, Vince, and I stick with ya,” the
hazel-eyed boy said. -

The man freed Vince. He was a
beefy, small-eyed individual with
heavy jowls. His skin was swarthy so
that when he suddenly grinned, his
white teeth flashed by contrast.

“Runaways, huh?’ he slurred.
“Maybe I ought to call the cops. But
maybe I won’t. I need a coupla kids
that ain’t afraid of the dark. How’d ya
like to work fer me?”

Vinee Darrell yearned to run as
fast as his legs would carry him, but
Packy Strange stood still. “Sure we
would,” he said.

“You sell papers enough an’ I’ll see
yva git grub,” the dark-skinned stran-
ger promised them.

“It ought t’be easy sellin’ papers,”
said Packy bravely. He would not for
the world have revealed his inner
feelings.

“Some places, yeah,” the man said,

scraping his heavy beard with a.

thumb nail. “But you got to be able
to take a lot to sell ’em around here.
A lot of guys think they own the cor-
ners.” He gestured toward a door-
‘way. “Foller me. I’ll show ya where
you kin sleep. Any cops come around,
you're my kids. Get it?”

Packy Strange nodded, then whis-
pered to Vince: “Ya see? We're all
. set. We’re gonna work an’ when we
git enough money, we’ll git out and
g0 some place else. Ya ain’t scairt any
more now, are ya, Vince?”

HE orphans slept in a small sky-
light room that night. In the
morning they ate some bread and but-
ter and drank some muddy looking

coffee that the man brought them. He
told them his name was Tony Perelli
and that he ran the newspaper busi-
ness in the district.

That day Packy Strange found out
that a kid had to be able to take it to
sell papers in that part of the city.
Three times he had to use his fists
that morning and by noon the word
went around to all the newsboys that
a new kid was on deck and that he
was a tartar who could handle him-
self. But when Packy returned to
Tony Perelli’s place he found Vince
Darrell sitting in a corner with his
face battle-scarred and gory. _

“He ain’t no good for me,” the beefy
man said to Packy. “He got chased
right off the street. I don’t want him.”

“Okay,” said Packy, hiding his dis-
appointment, “we’ll git out then. I
don’t stay if Vince don’t. ’Tain’t
everybody who kin use his fists, May-
be he wa’n’t meant to for some rea-
son.”

Tony Perelli laughed. “All right,
kid, T keep him around. Maybe in
some other way I'll find things for
him to do. Sure, both of ya stay.” He
looked Packy over with friendly eyes.
“Say, you got a punch, kid. You
knocked tough little Squint Moriarty
down twice this morning they tell me.
Maybe you don’t sell papers all the
time. I got a friend that runs the West
End Boys’ Club. Sometimes they give
out good prizes fer kids that fight
good. How’d ya like to put on the
gloves, huh?”

Packy hesitated. “I never fought
with gloves. But I bet it don’t hurt
your hands so much.”

The cops trailed Packy to Tony
Perelli’s place a few days after that
because the newsboy had been the cen-
ter of a hot fist fight on a disputed
busy corner. Vince was not around
when the cop followed the boy in. The
bluecoat asked a lot of questions and
smirked at the answers.

“Your boy, huh?” he said unbeliev-
ingly. “He don’t look as if he would
be. Well, one more fight, Perelli, and
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I run the kid in. Don’t forget that.
He’s a trouble-maker.”

“He tries to sell papers,” said Tony,
“gn’ they won’t let him. He’s gotta
fight. That ain’t wrong.”

The cop shrugged and went out.

Tony turned to Packy Strange, “To-
night we go to the club, kid. I got a
guy for you to fight. You get a watch
if ya win. Maybe five bucks, Packy.
You kin lick the Greek. He ain’t so
much. How’d ya like that?”

“Awright,” replied Packy. “I want
to be a fighter, There ain’t much mon-
ey in sellin’ papers.”

Vince came in later and Tony said
to him: “Tell me about it later, kid.
Me an’ Packy are talkin’ about the
fight business. Maybe some day you
manage him with me, huh, Vince?
It’s good you run into me instead of
somebody that would turned ya over
to the bulls. I hope ya don’t forgit
what I done for ya.”

HE West End Club was a doubt-

ful recreation center. It was
more like a meeting place for young
toughs and older human wolves who
could make use of them in countless
nefarious ways. Tony Perelli led his
young charge into an ill-smelling room
where half a dozen other kids were
peeling off their clothes and donning
trunks and soft shoes. A tall, thin,
ratty-faced man was there chewing
on a cigar.

““Lo, Tony,” he said out of the cor-
ner of his mouth. “This the kid you
was tellin’ me about? He don’t look
8o hot.”

“No,” Tony clipped. “Well, he’ll kill
Pete Poulos. Four rounds they fight,
huh? What does the winner git,
d’Arcy?”

“I dunno. Mebbe five bucks an’ a
watch like I said. Aceordin’ to how
many tickets we sell here tonight. Ya
8ee any fly cops around, Tony?”

“Naw. But maybe ya better tell the
boys to soft pedal on the noise, Duke.
Too much noise makes the cops wise
an’ they come up an’ run us out.”

Packy Strange grinned at a kid
who had a gap in his front teeth. A
few hours before the kid had tried
to drive him away from a good news-
paper selling spot. Another kid, quite
swarthy, looked at Packy from a cor-
ner. He was a head taller than the
orphan boy and a lot older. Tony Per-
elli followed Packy’s glance.

“He looks big, Packy,” he said of
the swarthy kid, “but ya know what
they say about ’em fallin’ harder, see?
You do good now. I got to go and see
about somethin’. Me an’ Vince have
to make a call.”

“I got to have a man with me, ain’t
1?” Packy asked. “A second ?”’

“Duke’ll give ya one. Now you
knock him out, Packy. I see you later
at the house.” Tony Perelli waved a
pudgy soiled hand and headed out of
the club.

D’Arey said: “What you git tonight
all around—we split, huh Tony?”

“Like always,” responded Tony.

Packy Strange went on for the sec-
ond fight. There was no bell. D’Arey
told the boys when to go and when to
stop. The four rounds lasted more
than twelve minutes. The Greek was
tough and had been inside the ropes
before. Packy took a stiff right hand
that dropped him in the second round
and drew blood from his lips. He got
up with the fires of rage burning
through him and tore into Pete Poulos
with both fists swinging. A right
caught the bigger kid on the jaw and
drove him to the -canvas that was
spread on the floor. There was no pad-
ding under it.

D’Arcy called the end of the round
while the Greek was trying to get to
his feet. Packy Strange knew he was
being ganged while his second dabbed
at his face with a damp towel. His
eyes were stinging when he went out
to meet the Greek kid again. He could

hardly see. He had to grope his way
in close to feel the swarthy battler
against him before he swung his fists.
He dropped the Greek again and stag-
gered back to the ropes, pawing at
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his eyes. D’Arey’s fighter got up and
came in at him. Packy brought up
his gloved right a little too late. A
blow caught him high on the cheek
bone and numbed it.

Just before the last round Packy
Strange shoved his handler away and
kept his eyes shut, He heard the Greek
laugh, When he went out again, Packy
knew he had to knock the dark kid
out or he would never get anything
for his pains. Tony Perelli would get
sore and kick him around.

D’Arcy husked to the Greek, “Mur-
der him, Pete,” and pushed him out
on the canvas, Packy Strange fought
like a maniac, driving the bigger kid
against the ropes where the Greek
hung, bleeding and half conscious.
Poulos finally got free of the strands
and charged the orphan boy. Packy
measured him and let him have every-
thing that was in his right fist, Poulos
went down to stay.

Packy strode up to d’Arcy and said:
“You give me what Perelli promised
I'd get or I go out and tell the cops.”

“Sure, kid,” Duke d’Arcy said easi-
ly. “I treat ya right. What d’ya say
you sign up with me? I'll make you
a champ. Tony don’t have the pull I
gOt.”

“I want to get out of here,” Packy
rejoined. “I don’t want to sign for
anythin’.” He went into the dressing
room and began to rip off his gloves.
Where had Tony Perelli gone with
Vince? Funny Tony would not want
to see his first fight. The boy was
troubled.

D’Arey grinned crookedly when
Packy hurried out with a five-dollar
bill and a gold watch. He laughed to
himself and walked into his cubby-
hole of an office. Tony would get the
watch and the dough from the kid.
They would split even. The customers
would come back again to see the kids
hammer each other’s brains out. The
next time Duke d’Arcy would bet on
the new kid. He had to get Packy
Strange somehow, He was looking
far ahead to a gravy train that would

roll from town to town, d’Arcy riding
on velvet with a two-fisted cash reg-
ister in tow.

ACKY STRANGE felt pangs of

uneasiness as he ran up the steps
to the room where Tony lived. He
was there ten minutes before the
beefy man came in with Vince. The
small boy looked pale and he licked
his lips nervously.

The Italian forced a disagreeable
laugh. “You win, hey kid?”

“Where you been, Vince?’ Packy
asked, ignoring Perelli. “You been
doin’ — something wrong. Listen,
Tony—"

“Naw-w-w-w!” denied the beefy
man, “Me an’ Vince—we just pay a
call. We go out—" He plumped down
on the bed and a big hand hidden
from Packy dug into the bedclothes.
“You gimme the watch, Packy, an’
the five bucks you get—"

“They’re mine,” Packy protested,
eyes boiling. “I nearly got killed
gittin’ them.” ‘o

“Yeah? Git tough with me, huh?
Ya little squirt, I'll hand ya over to
the cops. This time ya go where ya
can’t run away. Ha, you give me—"
Tony Perelli jumped up from the bed.
Boots were banging against the
squeaky boards of the stairway be-
low, “You keep your trap shut or I’ll
kill ya,” Perelli ripped out at Vince
in a hoarse whisper.

Suspicion dug deep imto Packy’s
consciousness and made him feel sick.
The kid who had been his pal for a
long time had done something very
wrong, He was sure of it. Tony
Perelli had driven poor Vince to it.
Packy sidled up to his friend just
before the door was banged open by
a policeman who was backed up by
two more. Fumbling in his pocket, he
pulled out the locket Vince had found
at the orphanage. He dropped it into
the smaller boy’s pocket,

“Search the place!” a burly cop
said. Packy recognized him as the
one who had tailed him to Perelli’s not
so long ago.
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“You got no right in here,” Perelli
flared. “We been here all night.
'We_”
~ “Qh yeah? There was a jewelry
store robbed a little while ago. The
robbers got in through a little win-
dow that only a kid as small as that
one could wriggle through, Tony.”
The cop pointed to Vince who was
white and trembling. ‘“Then he un-
locks the door so you could go in an’
lift a lot of watches and rings. I been
watching you, Perelli. You’re a louse !”

“Here’s the stuff, Murph’,” one of
the searchers called out. “Take ’em
in.”

Packy spoke up then: “My pal
wasn’t in on it. It was me that helped
Tony. I got this cut lip gittin’ through
the window, Vinece—he’s a good kid.
He wouldn’t do nothin’ wrong.”

“This kid’s a delinquent,” the cop
said, pointing at Packy. “He’s got to
go somewhere, too. Come clean, kids.
Who are ya?”’

Packy made it easy for Vince and
tough for himself, He said: “That’s
how it was. We run away from the
orphan asylum, Vince has got a locket
with his father’s pitcher in it. May-
be you kin find him for Vince. He
ain’t done nothin’, honest. He’s too
yeller. Anyways, I'm glad to git rid
of him, Always snivelin’. Can’t take
it. Me, T'll git along better without
him.” The boy swallowed hard and
kept on acting. He could not look at
Vince Darrell. “I been kicked around
a lot and now I'll git a little more in
a reform school, but they won’t break
me. When I git out, I'll tear things
apart. Sure, I’'m tough, and I'll keep
on takin’ what I want—"

“Packy,” pleaded Vinece, “listen.
You can’t—"

“Shut up, sissy,” Packy snapped.
“Don’t talk to me. I don’t wanna see
ya no more.” His last words were
thick and forced.

HE cops hustled the three out.
On the way to the station house
Packy said: “Don’t lose the locket,
Vince. They’ll find your old man for

va. He was a fighter, Maybe some-
body who is on a newspaper will re-
member who he is.” He laughed
aloud and for the benefit of adult lis-
teners said derisively: “Your old man
a fighter!”

In Juvenile court little time was
wasted on Packy Strange. The judge
said he was a tough kid who needed
a few years in reform school. With-
out further ado, the boy was turned
over to the authorities who would con-
duct him to the reformatory. As he
was being led out, he looked toward
Vince and grinned broadly.

Vince Darrell’s case was weighed
with more thought. Considering the
company he had been in, the judge
thought that Vince would do with a
stretch in an industrial school also.
But the matter of the locket intrigued
him. After court had been dismissed
he called the newspaper boys into his
chambers and told them to get busy
with the photo. An enlargement might
stir the memory of the old-timers in
the fight racket.

Vince sat on a bench with tears
blurring his sight and a stray one or
two coursing down his cheeks. He
wished he could have been tough like
Packy Strange and have stood up on
his two feet to tell them all that Packy
had lied. But Vince Darrel had been
lacking in courage and had welcomed
the presence of the locket in his pocket
as a way out. The vision of a barred
reformatory window had drained his
heart dry. And Packy was gone with-
out even a thank-you for what he had
done. i

When Packy Strange was turned
over to the head of the upstate re-
formatory, his record card was not
very good. One of the men who had
accompanied him to the place offered
the comment that the boy was tough.

“%“Qh, I don’t know,” the gray-haired
superintendent said, looking up over
the top of his glasses. “Tommy doesn’t
look so tough to me. Listen, son, we’ll
give you all the chance in the world to
find yourself up here. We won’t be
hard on you if you obey the rules. It
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isn’t hé,rd at Green Gables. You have
work to do, of course, but there’s play,
too, if you do the work right.”

The boy pawed at his eyes. “I'm
used to takin’ it. You’ll find out. I'll
get away with anythin’ if I see a
chance.”

“All right, Tommy, we understand
each other then., I won’t expect much
of you.”

Packy Strange found out that a guy
had to be pretty low, however, to
work against a man like Mr. Hanley.
He forgot all about being a tough guy
and worked hard. Obeying the rules
meant that a fellow’s time would be
cut shorter. One of the reasons why
Packy Strange changed was a man in
charge of recreation. His name was
Spike Jordan, and he knew a great
deal about boxing. Spike never talked
about the past. People at Green Gables
had told Packy that. Maybe, they
said, he was a little ashamed of it. But
the boy kept asking him if he had ever
been a champ, and at last the gray-
haired, husky man smiled and shook
his head.

“Nope,” he said. “But I guess I
could’ve been if T hadn’t liked a good
time better. I got in a lot of trouble,
son. That’s why I like it here. I can
tell the kids that being tough gets ’em
nowhere.”

The old boxer taught Packy Strange
all he knew about fighting. Late one
autumn afternoon they were talking
in a friendly fashion.

“What’re you going to do when you
get out of here, son?”

“I want to be a fighter, Spike,” the
boy replied. “I guess that’s all I ever
wanted to do.”

“Well, don’t be one unless you're a
good one, Packy,” Jordan advised. He
brushed the palm of his hand across
his forehead. “Sometimes I wonder
how good I might have been.” He
seemed lost in thought.

“I bet you were a good fighter,” de-
clared young Strange. “And anyway,
even if you weren't, you sure know a
lot.”

ATER that day Packy opened the

straw suitcase to which he had
fallen heir a little while back. He
came upon some old mnewspapers.
Packy liked to read about Vince Dar-
rell and look at the picture of the
mother his old friend had found. A
picture of the locket Vince had found
back at Bell Haven was in the papers,
too. Vince Darrell’s name had be-
come Phil Kayne now, son of Marty
Kayne whom everybody believed to
be dead. Packy never tired reading
the story -that he had helped bring
about. It had been a wild stab, that
locket. A dozen or more kids at the
orphanage might have been the son
of Mrs. Marty Kayne. But it had been

Vince who had found it and Vince had

said: “Finders keepers.” Yes, it had
been a lucky break for the kid. The
woman who was Vince’s mother was
quoted by the papers as saying:

“Why would my own son have
found the locket I lost at the orphan-
age gate if God had not had a hand
in it? Things like that don’t just hap-
pen, It was the locket that brought
him back to me. And I knew it was
Phil the minute I saw the little mole
on his right cheek. But for that locket
my boy would have been sent away
to a house of correction. The disgrace
of that would have scarred his life.”

Tommy Strange’s lips tightened.
He thought of what the more hard-
bitten kids at the place often said:
“This joint’s the first step to the big
house. You won’t ever get a job no-
where if anybody finds out a guy was
here.” Well, that was one reason why
Tommy was determined to be a box-
fighter. References were not required
when a fellow could knock out a guy
with a punch. Spike Jordan had told
him that hitters were scarce; that
there was only one boxer in ninety
and only one fighter in twelve who
could hit.

“It is a rare and valuable gift to
any man,” Spike always said. “You’ve
got it, Packy. I'd bet my life on it,
Why you’re only seventeen and you
have hurt me more than once with
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that right of yours. You’re perfect
with that shift too, Packy.”

The boy went on reading. He read
the pert about Mrs. Kayne being
thankful that her son was not in the
ring. Strangely enough, one reporter
had written, the widow of Marty
Kayne ran a boarding house near one
of New York’s biggest gymnasiums,
and a good many of her lodgers were
connected with the ring. Packy sat
looking into space. His thoughts went
back to the days at Bell Haven when
he had teased Vince about that mole
on the boy’s cheek.

“If you had any folks that came
lookin’ for you, Vince,” he could hear
himself again, ‘“they’d know you right
away by that mole. When they give
you your name here when they found
you, they should’ve called you Vince
Moley or somethin’,”

Packy Strange was not quite eight-
een years old when he was dismissed
from Green Gables. In the office he
was given a brand new suit of clothes
and fifty dollars. The money had been
contributed by Spike Jordan, but the
old boxer did not want the kid to
know. When he told Packy goodbye,
he found it hard to say what was in
his mind.

“P’ll miss you, kid,” he said hesitat-

ingly. “Will you promise me one
thing, Packy ?”

The young fellow nodded, and the
best friend he had had at Green
Gables went on: “Don’t ever get in-
to trouble again. Don’t ever take the
rap for some one else, Packy.”

Tom Strange looked startled. “How
did you—"

“Oh, I could tell,” Spike Jordan re-
plied. “Youw’re not a crook, Packy.
Goodbye, young feller, and don’t for-
get what I’ve showed you.” The white-
haired man walked away with that
slow, easy gait of his and his young
pupil felt a sense of great loss when
the door closed behind him.

EXT day Packy Strange was in
: the big town. The old twist had
gone from his lips, and his eyes had

lost their unnatural hardness. His
strong face was wide-jawed and
bronzed from work in the fields up-
state. Five feet ten inches of compact
frame attracted many a second glance
from those who passed him by. There
was an open expression in his hazel
eyes, and a litheness about his walk
that made him a promising bit of man
material. :

Packy sought out that part of the
humming metropolis where his mon-
ey would Iast the longest. After eat-
ing a hearty meal in a small lunch-
room, he kept on walking northward.
At the doorway of a brick building
over which a sign announced KELL-
MAN’S GYMNASIUM, he paused.
There was a stairway leading to the
upper regions of the building and he
looked up uncertainly. About to turn
away, he felt some one catch him by
the arm. Turning, he looked into a
friendly face.

“Lookin’ for work, kid? You look
pretty husky. There’s some upstairs
if you want it. We’'ve got a coming
champ up there who needs a sparring
partner. You’ve boxed, haven’t you?”’

Packy replied guardedly: “A little.
You made a wild guess, didn’t you?”

“Boxing’s my business, kid. Some-
how I ean spot a man who can use his
hands even if he doesn’t have a mark
on him. My name’s Al Poole. What’s
yours?”’

“Tom Strange—mostly I'm called
Packy. Guess I'd like to have a try.”

“That’s the stuff " The man named
Poole led the way up the long flight
of stairs and into a big gym where a
number of fighters were going
through training routine. He went up
to a wiry, rangy fighter who was put-
ting dents in a heavy bag. “Eddie,’”” he
said, “this boy can use a little dough.
Go easy on him now. Packy, this is
Eddie Raines, the next light-heavy
champ. How much do you weigh,
kid? Around one sixty, I'll bet. Eddie
needs a light opponent, a boy who can
make him step.”

“I'll try my best,” Packy Strange
assured Poole. His pulse quickened as
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he looked around. He had walked right
into the game. The feeling was good.

Raines said: “Smokey, here, will
show you around. Be ready in ten min-
utes, kid, We’ll go three rounds. Right,
Al ?”.

“That’ll be plenty,” responded
Poole, “Follow Smokey, kid.”

The big colored man eyed young
Strange with interest as the boy
stripped for action. He watched
Packy pull on a pair of trunks and
lace some battered boxing shoes. His
eyes rolled with approval as the new-
comer walked lightly toward a ring
where Eddie Raines was doing some
shadow boxing.

A couple of newspaper men edged
toward Al Poole., “Who’s the kid?”
one asked. “He’s built like a real fight-
er.”

“Just a sparrin’ partner,” Poole
said laconically,

Five minutes later the reporter
~grinned at Al Poole and called to him:
“What was it you called him ?”

Poole shook his head. “I’'m dream-
in’,” he said in a dazed fashion.
“There never was a prettier worker
in this gym.” He winced as Packy shot
in a hard left to Raines’ ribs. The
heavier battler’s eyes bugged out as
he danced out of range of the un-
known’s educated red gloves. Slight-

—

ly angry, the light-heavy drove in to
pin the kid’s ears back; but his right
missed, and he caught a short left jab
on the chin,

URING two more rounds the
hangers-on in the gym forgot
everything else that was going on.
Fighters, managers, trainers, and low-
ly pug swipes crowded around the
ring to watch the middleweight
match Eddie Raines’ every ring trick.
When the bell clanged to end the
nine-minute workout, Eddie asked:
“How many fights you had, kid?”
“None in a real place,” Packy an-
swered, hardly needing to draw a
deep breath. Al Poole’s glance clashed
with that of the light-heavy. Poole
nodded and took Packy Strange by the

Carm.

“Come with me, kid. You and I have
got to talk things over.” To the big
colored man, he cracked: “I want this
boy fixed up after his shower. You're
handling a middleweight champion,
Smokey. Handle him like he was
blown glass, Packy, when you get
through, come into Kellman’s office.”

Twenty minutes after Smokey had
gotten through with young Strange
that morning, the prospect’s name
was signed to a contract with Al
Poole.

AGE 32—SALARY $20,000.00

The depression’s over! Again this is
the Land of Opportunity. Every day you
see alert young men being sky-rocketed
to the top. Haven’t you wondered what
the secret is? Well, many things go to
make up success. But one thing is abso-
lutely mecessary. Good health!

And constipation is contrary to per- -

fect health. It can rob you of looks,
energy, ambition! You're likely to pass
up opportunities, liable to miss the boat.

So if you want to step up your energy,
if you want a quick mind and a healthy
body, remember this one thing—see that
your bowels move regularly!

But the way you move your bowels is
important. Instead of taking a laxative
that disturbs your system and upsets
your stomach, take gentle Ex-Lax.

Ex-Lax limits its action entirely to the
intestines, where the actual constipa-
tion exists, It gives the intestines a
gentle nudge, emptying the bowels thor-
oughly—but easily and comfortably.
Ex-Lax works in such a simple, com-
mon-sense way. And it is such a
pleasure to take, Ex-Lax tastes just
like delicious chocolate. At all drug
stores—10¢ and 25c. (In Canada—I15¢
and 35¢.)
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“You've tied to a swell guy, kid,”
Eddie Raines told him, “It’s a break
that no sharpshooter saw you first.”

“How old are you, kid?’ Al Poole
asked.

Packy thought fast. “Twenty,” he
said promptly.

Boxing writers gave the unknown
middleweight a send-off in the morn-
ing editions, The gymnasium was
packed to capacity for a few days as
Packy Strange went through prelim-
inary training, However, Al Poole
would not allow the restless kid in
the ring for six months. When he fig-
ured Packy was ripe for it, the boxer
got a spot on a card at the St. Christo-
pher Club uptown. Packy’s opponent
was Bat Lasking a man who had been
around a lot in the caulifliower mark-
et. Poole knew that he would be able
to find any chinks in Packy’s armor
if there were any to be found. Lask-
ing had a way of doing that. The
newspaper reporters came principally
to look Packy Strange over, The main
event interested them only mildly.

In the dressing room Al Poole said:
“Watch him, kid. He’s got a fair right
and he’s murder in close. Don’t be too
anxious, This fight don’t mean much.”

Packy Strange planned his battle
before the bell. The man across from
him looked somewhat sluggish. Fast
footwork would make his bellows a
little flat. When the signal came,
Packy thought of Spike Jordan and
leaped away from his stool. Lasking
was a mixer and he wasted no time in
feeling the kid out. He shot two
punches for the tyro’s head and
missed with both. He caught a pretty
right on the chin that spun him half-
way around and stirred a roar from
the erowd. For three minutes stunned
ficht-wise customers watched the
youngster box Lasking into a state
of ludicrous bewilderment. Poole shot
a remark at Smokey that was full of
conviction. :

“The guy who taught the kid to box
must've been a wow. He boxes like
Corbett and hits like Fitz.”

“Yassuh, boss. Laskin’ sho is havin’
fitz right now,” hollered Smckey en-
thusiastically.

The fight was to go but four rounds.
Bat Lasking gasped to his handlers:
“He’s got everything. I'm goin’ to stay
the limit—that’s all.”” But Lasking
was wrong. In the third, he covered
himself for a whistling right that did
not land. Instead, a left sank deep in-
to his stomach and paralyzed him. He
was counted out, sitting on the can-
vas, his brain as clear as a bell. -

“I can’t believe it,” a toughened
boxing writer said to Al Poole, “That
guy’s a perfect fighter right now. He
could be champ in a year.”

“QOh yeah? Well, some mugs would
try that, but I'm givin’ the kid plenty
of time. All the time he wants. We'll
work through the crop of good mid-
dleweights one by one, Bill. Maybe a
light heavy or two.”

HE boxing world began to talk of
- nobody but Packy Strange. The
middleweight champion felt the sealp
under his diadem lift a bit every time
Al Poole’s natural walked another
step up the stairs of the division.

Packy did not get a top spot on a
card until eight months after Al Poole
had first touched him on the arm in
front of Kellman’s Gym. When he did
come out for the main event with a
rugged veteran by the name of Young
Jack O’Brien, the big Brooklyn crowd
let out a howl that could be heard clear”
to Gotham’s famous, brightly lit stem.
Boxing writers knew that this was
the acid test for Poole’s phenom and
they bent industriously over their
-typewriters to pound out a resumé of
the preliminaries.

Ten rows back from them sat two
tense-faced men. One had an ear
scrambled out of shape, and there was
a dent on the bridge of his nose big
enough to have been left by a crow-
bar. His companion was about Packy
Strange’s age. There was a mole on
his right cheek. His hat was tilted
back on his head, and the patch of
dark hair that was revealed seemed
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polished. Staring at Packy, his eyes
flickered with an old light that had
not burned there for several years.

The light faded swiftly, however,
when the man with him said: “He
looks like the real McCoy, Kayne. The
title don’t look so close any more.”

Phil Kayne, once Vince Darrell,
foundling, grinned mirthlessly, With
the smile a lot of the weakness of his
early character became apparent
around his mouth. “No? Don’t forget
he’s an old pal of mine.”

The bell clanged. O’Brien came out

- cautiously, sparred a few moments
with Strange and then drove in. His
left stabbed at the air. His right
arched over and thudded against
Packy Strange’s shoulder as the
younger fighter drew away.

Then Packy was in, sending that
hard left home to O’Brien’s mid-sec-
tion three times in close. The ring-
siders could hear Young Jack’s pain-
ful grunts as he fought to tie the kid
up. The ref tore them loose from a
clinch near the ropes, and O’Brien
stepped back, striving to figure the
hard-smashing youngster’s style. He
thought he had it just before the bell.

Fifteen seconds later when he was

being revived in his corner he knew
he was wrong.

Boxing writers hammered away
furiously at their machines. They
wrote of that murderous left which
had paralyzed Young Jack O’Brien.
Of the right that had sent him into
dreamland before the first stanza was
over, Phil Kayne’s face was pale when
he rose to follow the crowd toward the
ring. His fighter, the leading middle-
weight contender, one Georgie Yarov,
made a husky comment,

“He’s a hitter, Kayne. We’ll never
git past him.”

“I knew he’d be a beaut if he ever
went into the ring,” Kayne replied,
“but he’s a tough guy, Georgie. He’s
sour at the world. He’s no Sir Gala-
had, I think I'll go down and mitt
him. I might as well break the ice
now.”

HIL KAYNE shouldered his way

among the writers in Packy’s
dressing room to where the crack
middleweight was sitting on a rub-
bing table. The one-time Vince Dar-
rell’s nostrils twitched at the stale
odors of liniment and sweat as he
went up to his old friend.

“Hello, Packy,” he said, holding out
his hand.

Al Poole’s fighter slid off the table,
his eyes boring into the stranger’s
face. The features shrunk away, the
years evaporated, and Packy Strange
saw only the face of Vince Darrell.

“Vince,” he exclaimed, “it’s sure
good to see you. I heard you were in
the fight racket. Have a share of
Georgie Yarov, haven’t you? You're
looking swell, Vince.”

“Phil Kayne is the name, Packy.”
Something appeared in the speaker’s
eyes that bothered young Strange.
The timbre of that voice was not
pleasant to his ears.

Al Poole’s fighter hastened to apolo-
gize. “Sorry. I forgot.”

“I’d like to have a talk with you,
Packy,” Kayne said then. “I’d like
to have you meet my mother.”

“T’d like to,” responded Packy. He
felt a twisting sensation deep down
inside of him, however, when the
young man who had been his pal,
walked away.

When Poole and he were alone, Al
said: “I’ve heard the story, Packy.
When a kid grows up to be a man, he
changes a lot. Don’t forget to watch
his hands, kid. Don’t forget to duck

when you see him.”

“Oh, he was always a little scary,”
Packy sald “That was all, Al. I'don’t
think Vince ever had any real harm
in him.”

“Well, just watch your step, that’s
all, Packy,” Al advised him. “I hear
you’ve got a heart as big as all out-
doors. Sometimes it ain’t good for a
guy. Remember—when you fight Yar-
ov it might mean the middleweight
1<;:rown. The Champ’s liable to quit any
ime.”



GHOST

GLOVER 27

It was a week later that Packy
Strange was introduced to Mrs.
Kayne by her son, Phil. The woman
was prematurely gray and there were
lines of sorrow on her face. At sight
of the woman whom all her boarders
called “Ma Kayne,” Packy felt a hun-
ger inside of him. He thought that
hers was one of the sweetest, kindest
faces he had ever seen. In a wordless
silence, he stared at her foolishly,
clasping her small, work-hardened
hand in his big right mauler. She
smiled up at him understandingly.

Packy finally found courage to say:
“You're twice as nice as I thought you
were, Ma’am. Vince — Phil — was
lucky to find you.”

Mrs., Marty Kayne seemed to blink
a shadow away as it swept across her
face. “Phil has told me about you,
Tom. Tom Strange—that’s if, isn’t
i Pl

The fighter nodded. “A foundling
has to take any name he gets. Vince
~—DPhil—and I used to be jealous of
the orphans who had their own names

and knew about their families. He was

certainly lucky to find his.”

Mrs. Kayne smiled and looked to-
ward her son fondly. Before she could
speak again a girl came into the
room. Phil put his arm around her
possessively, but there was an air of
withdrawal about her that she cov-
ered with effort when Mrs. Kayne
looked at her.

Phil introduced the girl. “This is
Midge, Packy—Mildred Terrill. She’s
one of the family already and don’t
say she’s not an eyeful! Look out for
him, Midge. He’s a tough guy., Just
out of reform—"’

“Phil I”” Mrs, Kayne reproached her
son.

MOMENTARY blaze flared in
Packy Strange’s eyes, but he
forced a laugh. The girl tried to tell
him with her eyes that it was all right
with her, and the brief tenseness
about Packy relaxed. He realized then
that Phil had had a nip too much.
“Come on, Packy,” Phil said then,

drawing away from Midge Terrill,
“we have a lot to talk about—old times
and all.” ‘

As the two young men climbed the
stairs to an upper story of Ma Kayne’s
boarding house, the white-haired
woman followed them with her eyes
until they were gone. When Midge
spoke to her in a hollow voice, she
looked around with worried lines fur-
rowing her forehead.

“Phil shouldn’t have said that, Ma
Kayne. It hurt the poor fellow terri-
bly. He’s real nice, too—not tough at
all.”

“He's a fighter,” Ma Kayne said in
a voice that was vibrant with a vague
terror. “Marty—my husband—was
like him once. Fresh and clean and un-
marked—handsome—until—"

The girl walked over and laid a
comforting hand on the older woman’s
arm, “Please, Ma, try to forget. What
is done can’t be undone, you know.”

“No-no,” Ma Kayne admitted re-
luctantly. “Sometimes I wonder what
it was all for.” She left the room
then, her step a little unsteady.

Upstairs Phil Kayne was asking
Packy to have a drink. The fighter
shook his head. “No thanks. Better
keep off it, too, Vince.”

“Quit calling me that,” young
Kayne said testily. “That’s old.”

“Yeah, I keep forgetting. Sorry.
What’s on your mind, Phil 7’ He could
gather that his old friend did not want
to discuss their past and he wondered
what else they had to talk about be-
fore their renewed friendship found
a region of common interest. As Phil
floundered around in search of con-
versation, Packy became more puzzled.
But a bad taste began to develop in
his mouth when Phil finally came to
the point.

“J—I—er—I don’t know how to say
it, Packy, but I guess I want you to
kind of help me out again, It’s about
Yarov. I’ve been planning a lot on his
shot at the crown. I figured he would
have to fight Leo Norris for the shot
at Duster Eagan, but it'll have to be
you now. The fight fans will yell for
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you to battle Yarov, and I've got a
big piece of him.”

“Go on,” Packy gritted.

“It’s not for me, Packy,” Phil
Kayne hastened on. “It’s for Ma, I've
got to have five grand bad, and I don’t
get it unless Yarov takes the winner’s
purse. I was thinkin’ maybe you'd—
for old time’s sake—"

“I get it,” Packy snarled. “you want
me to cross Al Poole. Well, I’'m not
that kind, Vince Darrell. I went to
bat for you a long time ago—more
than once. I put you where you are
today and took a rap—that rap you
mentioned to that girl downstairs.
And, by the way, that was pretty rot-
ten of you, Vince,”

““Oh, now listen, Packy, I let it out
before I thought,” Phil said easily.
“Ma’s in a jam. They’re going to toss
her out of here if I can’t raise—"

Packy’s anger cooled a little., “You
haven’t finished, Vince.”

“Don’t call me that, Packy!”

“Maybe you’re the reason why she’s
broke, spending all her dough to keep
you out of the fight racket, because
it smells to heaven as far as she’s con-
cerned.”

“But I wanted to make real dough,
Packy. It’s in the fight business, not
in college.”

Packy nodded and grimaced.

“You could drop a decision to Yar-
ov,” young Kayne pointed out, “then
you’d get another crack at him and
beat him. It wouldn’'t set you back a
lot, Packy.”

“I wouldn’t do it for you, Phil. I
don’t like what I see in you. I wonder
if it was worth my taking the rap for
the job you and Perelli pulled. I don’t
think I did that fine woman down-
stairs much of a favor when I sent
you to her, For her sake I’ll think it
over, Phil.”

“T knew you'd go to bat for me,
Packy,” Kayne said eagerly. “It’s the
last thing I'll ever ask of you. It'll
mean a lot to Midge, too. She and
I___,,

Packy Strange did not wait for the
sentence to be finished. He was think-

ing of what he had missed in the
world as he walked slowly downstairs,
Mildred Terrill stood up to show him
to the door and Packy said: “It’s been
a pleasure to meet you, Miss Terril’,
Please tell Ma Kayne she needn’t wor-
ry.n

“No?” queried the girl. “So he’s in
another jam! What has he done now,
Mr. Strange""

“Another jam?’ Packy repeated “1
don’t understand.”

“Yes, another,” she said bitterly.
“He’s been in dozens of them. He's
breaking the poor woman’s heart. He
won’t work. Drinks a lot. I wish—I'd
never come to this place!” Tears filled
the girl’s eyes.

“Look as if I'm—kind of responsi-
ble—for things,” Packy said slowly.
“I'll—try to square things with Ma
Kayne. I sent him back to her. I used
to love that kid! Vince Darrell was
so timid.” He shook his head and went
out.

ILDRED TERRILL stood in the

doorway looking after him. Her
heart was a dead weight inside of her,
and she wondered why Ma Kayne's
son could not have been a real man .
like Packy Strange. Yet poor Ma had
such a hatred of fighting, she never
would have wanted her son to be a
boxer. The girl shook her head and
turned to climb the stairs.

An hour later, Phil Kayne was
called to the telephone. Packy’s voice
greeted him, “I've thought it over,
Vince. You can count on the winner’s
end if I fight Georgie Yarov. That'll
fix everything all right.”

“That’s great, Packy,” exclaimed
Phil, “Ma’ll never stop thanking you.”
He hung up the receiver, face split .
with a grin. “And he was going to be
a tough guy! Hah, he’ll do anythin’
for me.”

In the store from where he had
called the Kayne home, Packy Strangé
sat staring absently at the bare wall,
He thought back over the years and
the memories hurt him. Spike Jordan
had said once: “When you start out
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to do somethin’, kid, finish it. You've
got to see things straight through.”
Well, Packy Strange had started some-
thing in a juvenile court many years
ago. It had caught up with him again,
and he had found it unfinished.

He wished he could think of Phil
Kayne as a man instead of Vince Dar-
rell, the scared little orphan boy. And
another pair of eyes was going to
haunt him for a long time. Packy re-
eretted that he had caught a glimpse
of life beyond the ropes of the prize
ring. He never would have known
what he was missing if that had not
happened.

A week later Packy Strange signed
to meet Georgie Yarov in the New
York Garden, Three days after Packy
had started training for the battle,
Duster Eagan, the middleweight
champ, quit his throne. Eagan told
the boxing writers that it was almost
impossible to keep the weight limit
any longer. His plans were indefinite
and he was not worrying. He had a
sizable lump of ring earnings left.
The newspapers and the billboards
came out with the announcement that
the Strange-Yarov fight would be for
the middleweight championship of the
world.

A week before the big go Packy
Strange met Mildred Terrill coming
out of a theatre on Broadway. He
waited to see if she would speak to
him. The girl not only spoke but
smiled with a degree of friendliness
that made Packy’s heart bang against
his ribs.

“Hello, Mr. Strange,” she said.
“Why haven’t we seen you around Ma
Kayne’s 7’ . =

“Somehow I—I couldn’t,” the fight-
er said shyly and, as was his habit
when a trifle embarrassed, he dug his
finger into his collar which was far
from being tight. “Somehow I keep
thinking how she feels about prize
fighters and—well, you know,” he end-
ed lamely.

“A fighter can be a gentleman,
too,” the girl said gently. “He should

be a really good fighter or give up
fighting. Now you look like anything
but a man who earns his living with
boxing gloves, I hope you will always
look that way.”

“T-thanks,” faltered the young
boxer. “How’s Phil?’ he asked then,
to hide his confusion.

“He hasn’t been home very much
since you were there,” she replied, her
brows drawing together. “I’'m so sor-
ry for Ma Kayne—she expected so
much of her son. Too much, I guess.”

“She had a right to,” Packy gritted.
“His father was quite a man, I—I'm
sorry. I thought you and Phil—?”

The girl colored, and her red lips
firmed. She said: “Things—change.”

The fighter thought of the Dboy,
Vince Darrell, who had grown up into
the man, Phil Kayne. He guessed that
some things do not change, but he
didn’t contradict Midge Terrill.

“I'm on my way to the hotel,” he
explained. “Al Poole sent for me in
a hurry. Something must be on his
mind.”

“Good luck,” the girl said cheer-
fully and went on her way.

L POOLE’S face was a little

drawn when Packy walked into

the small apartment they shared. The

manager dropped a newspaper he

had been reading. There were three
glasses on a tray near his elbow.
“Had visitors?’ queried Packy.

“Yeah. I don’t like what they told
me. They get around a lot, kid. I don’t
like what the papers say either.”

“What do they say, Al?”

“That heavy dough is coming into
town, and the boys who carry it are
not very dumb, Packy. They don’t
gamble with that kind of sugar unless
they’re sure of something. They're
trying to get it covered with Strange
currency. Does that mean anything
to you?”’ :

Packy tried to keep his glance
steady but he had never had a poker
face. “Looks like they figure Yarov
will take me,” he replied,
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“Yeah, but maybe there’s another
reason, Packy,” Poole said seriously.
“Phil Kayne has a slice of Yarov. The
guy is a fast stepper and he always
needs dough. Have you been talkin’
with Kayne?”

“Some,” Packy admitted, biting his
lip. “We’ve known each other from
years back.”

“I know the story,” the manager
nodded. “It’s quite a heart throb and
all that, kid. Maybe I understand a
lot about kids who spent a lot of time
together in an orphan asylum. I'm not
going to tell you that I brought you
to where you are and you owe me
your life, You don’t. That guy Spike
Jordan that you told me about taught
you all you know. You were born with
the tools of your trade in your arms.
All T want to say to you is that I be-
lieve you're square, kid, and I’d hate
like hell to be wrong about it. That’s
all, Packy. The title don’t mean as
much as my faith in you.”

Packy banged a clenched fist into
the palm of his other hand and looked
at the floor. “I talked with Kayne, Al.
He wants part of the winner’s purse
on that title go. He said T could lose
a decision and get another crack at
his fighter later. I won’t tell you any
more, I'll let the fight speak for it-
self.” He was silent awhile. “Funny
how you get soft about a kid who's
decad, isn’t it, Al?”

The manager said: ‘“Yeah, Packy,
we'll see.”

The odds dropped from four-to-one
to five-to-three on Packy Strange the
night of the fight. At the weighing in,
the boxing experts looked with jaun-
diced eyes at young Strange when he
stepped onto the scales. He had a big
patch of adhesive over his left eye
that had caused Al Poole to suck in
his breath sharply half an hour be-
fore. He could not remember any
sparring partner breaking the skin on
his middleweight’s face.

“What’s the answer, Al?’ a fight
authority tossed at Packy’s manager
when he went out. “There’s a lot of
ugly rumors around.”

“What do you expect to hear in
an alley—Grand Opera?”’ the pilot
clipped. He pressed through the
crowds outside the building where the
fighters had weighed in.

Twenty-four thousand customers
had banged through the turnstiles by
eight-thirty, They suffered through
four preliminary fights and cast their
eyes on their watches frequently., The
main attraction was due to start at
NINE: FORTY-FIVE., With the semi-final
still in full swing, fans outside the
doors were fighting to buy or steal
standing room. Geared high for the
big go, Packy Strange was shaking
hands with Phil Kayne in the dressing
room. The young man’s hand felt a
little clammy to the middleweight, but
there was an exultant gleam in
Kayne’s eyes that did not escape
Packy’s notice.
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“Tell Ma Kayne that we bring
home the bacon,” he said, studying
Phil’s expression keenly.

“May the best man win, Packy,” re-
plied Phil. He hurried out to where
Yarov was having trouble with his
bandages.

“I didn’t like the crack you made,”
Al Poole said then,

“Keep your shirt on, AL” young
Strange grinned. “A lot of guys could
clean up tonight, couldn’t they, Al?”

“That’s what I mean!”

Smokey placed Packy’s robes around
him and took a last look at the fight-
er’'s hands. “Reckon yo'all is set,
champ,” he beamed, revealing a set of
ivories like piano keys. “Ain’ nuffin’
lef’ ’cept countin’ our chickens.”

HE full-throated roar that wel-

comed Packy Strange to the
arena broke and ran along the
rafters to the exits where it burst
forth to the ears of the crowd out in
the Avenue. As he got near to the
ring and reached up to grab a rope
a heavy-set, white-haired ringsider
eyed him appraisingly. Al Poole, just
behind Packy, saw the observer and
let loose an ejaculation of surprise.

“Andy, you old fox,” he cried.
“Haven’t seen you in years, you old
son-of-a-gun. Who do you like?”

‘“Your boy,” replied the old time
manager and trainer. “Who wouldn’t,
Al? T've come halfway around the
world to be here so I could look at
him., Once I had a battler who looked
like Strange. It’s like old times to
see the kid work.”

Al mnodded appreciatively and
climbed after Packy into the ring.
Cameramen and handlers were crowd-
ing each other. The announcer waved
his arms imperatively in an effort to
quiet the throngs of fans., Time
dragged for Packy Strange during the
introduction of boxing Iluminaries,
past and present.

His thoughts flitted for a moment
to Midge Terrill. Would she listen in?
Three rows back from the press row
he discerned Phil Kayne. He evaded

the young man’s eyes. Three or four
men were in Phil’s party, flashy
gentry whose complexions betrayed
unfamiliarity with the sun.

At last the ring was clear save for
the referee- and the leather-lunged
announcer. “I wish they’d step on it,”
Packy thought,

A boxing writer ducked his head to
a fellow scribe’s ear. “It won't be long
before we find out now. If he doesn’t
take Yarov—"

“Al would be the first to turn him
up if he’s a phony,” was the reply.

The warning buzzer brought com-
parative quiet to the howling gallery.
The ref called Packy Strange out to
shake hands with Yarov and to re-
ceive instructions. That over, the
spectators tightened their fists and
waited. The arc lights seemed to blaze
more brightly with only the ref stand-
ing under them waiting for the bell.

It sounded.

Packy Strange glided across the
canvas, a set smile on his handsome
features. Yarov grinned knowingly
and shot a light left in. Packy flicked
it aside and smashed a stinging right
hand against Georgie’s nose. Snarl-
ing, the Pole backstepped and ground
out something that his adversary
could not quite hear. He circled, red
gloves pawing restlessly, then leaped
in, grazing Packy’s cheek with a
right. Young Strange drove forward
and shot that terrible left of his inte
Yarov’s stemach. The Polish fighter
winced, had no time to get his dropped
guard back up before a right shook
his brain and sent him toward the
ropes.

The fans went crazy when blood
trickled from Yarov’s chin, The Pole’s
manager was becoming pasty white,
and his eyes held a beseeching Iook
of interrogation.

Thirty seconds before the bell,
Packy Strange dropped Yarov to one
knee, and the ref’s arm went up. In
the midst of the bedlam the Polish boy
got up and tore into a clineh. The bell
rang, ending the round.
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Al Poole said excitedly to his fight-
er: “I'm sorry for what I’ve been
thinkin’, kid, That was pretty work
out there. Smokey, look after him
right.”

“Lak a baby, Mistuh Poole, lak a
baby, yassuh!”’

EORGIE YAROV was no set-up.

He had what the ring wiseacres
label “moxie.” He could take plenty
and dish it out. For two rounds he
kept crowding Packy in close, getting
in a lot of hard smashes. Once his
right staggered Al Poole’s flash and
put him aboard a bicycle until the
ringing had gone out of his ears,

" But Packy Strange was thinking
far ahead of the more sluggish-
brained Yarov. The Pole was aiming
high, trying to knock that adhesive
tape loose, He thought that there was
a cut under it. Spike Jordan had
known a lot of tricks, Yarov was set-

ting a fast pace for a fifteen-round -

fight, and he would have to put him-
self under wraps before long to keep
his wind for that distance.

At the end of the fourth, Packy said
to his handler: “He hit me hard,

Smokey. I never was hit harder, but

- he hasn’t got quite enough. I'll take
him before long.”

Phil Kayne was sitting back in his
seat, feeling a little easier in mind
during the sixth round. Yarov was
getting in a lot of punches that would
count on the judge’s scorecards, Per-
haps Packy was making things look
good to cover everything up. Un-
marked, Packy Strange was moving
around the ring nimbly, his non-
chalance reminding the customers of
Jack Delaney, the Canuck, who used
to go ten heats without disturbing a
hair.

The fans were yelling for the action
that had marked the first two rounds,
and Yarov suddenly decided to give
them g little, He sneaked in under
Packy’s guard and brought up a right
uppercut that missed by half an inch.
Packy leaped to life and cracked a
left to the Pole’s nose. Another left.

A right. Another hard right. Yarov
gave ground, and his knees were rub-
bery at the bell.

The spectators went wild during
the rest period. Yarov looked toward
Phil Kayne after the handlers had -
washed the gore from half a dozen
cuts on his face. The Pole’s teeth were
bared as he came out of his corner at
the bell. He ripped at Strange: “Dir-
ty double-crosser!”

Packy stalked him around the ring,
and the men at the ringside would
have given a lot to hear what he was
saying to Yarov. They could see his
lips form words. There was killer
light in Packy Strange’s eyes now.
What he was saying to Yarov was:
“This is the round, Yarov. - There
ain’t any double-cross. Not at all.”

With half a round to go Yarov,
realizing that he was being battered
down slowly, rushed in to try for a
lucky lethal punch. Ringsiders groaned
when young Strange straightened to
meet the onslaught. Al Poole groaned,
too, holding his breath the next min-
ute, What was happening up there?
Packy had not only straightened. His
right was swinging savagely for
Yarov’s jaw. In the front row, the
white-haired man, whom Poole had
called “Andy,” rose up in his seat,
and the years tumbled away from
him. He remembered another day—

Yarov's guard went up to block the
blow, the blow that left Packy wide
open. The Pole grinned as he blocked
with his left and sent a murderous
right to Strange’s jaw. But the jaw
was not there to meet the sodden
glove, Andy Moore was yelling as
loud as his old lungs would allow. He
seemed to know what was going to
happen.

Working with precision, Packy
Strange swung for Yarov’s jaw with
his own right. At the same time he
brought his right foot and the right
side of his body forward. In mid-
flight he ¢hecked his swinging right
and shot a terrific left across to
Yarov’s unguarded mid-section. Re-
enforced by his braced body, the left
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drove into the Pole with the force of
three good right hands. The solar
plexus punch that Fitz had made fa-
mous, a paralyzing punch that left
the recipient stricken—open-eyed.

ACKY walked away from the Pole

to a neutral corner. The crowd
was straining its vocal chords by yell-
ing until the building trembled. Yarov
twisted and writhed and rolled on the
canvas, paralyzed from. the terrific
body blow that had mon.entarily de-
stroyed communication botween his
brain and his muscles.
 Phil Kayne stood up in his seat, lips
quivering, fear and red rage fighting
for “mastery in his eyes. A man
shoved him back into his seat and
snarled: “Yeah, you knew how t’ fix
things—yal”

White-haired Andy Moore was one

of the first to climb into the ring to
get near Packy Strange, the new mid-
dleweight champ. It was hard to
make himself heard above the massed
yells of joy that were going up from
Al Poole, Smokey, and the other han-
dlers, Finally, Andy took him by the
arm and seized Packy with the other.
© “This is Andy Moore, kid,” Poole
shouted joyously. “He used to handle
champs. He wants to ask you some-
thing.”
. “Yeah,” the old timer forced out,
“there’s only one other man who ever
fought like you—who could work that
punch so fast. His name was Marty
Kayne. I used to handle him. You
must’ve been born with the savvy for
that punch, kid. Who taught you
that—that ‘portside sleeper? Who
did, kid?”

Packy and his retinue had a hard.

time ploughing through the hysterical
mobs to the dressing room. Andy
Moore, fighting the mob, got close to
Packy. He tugged at his arm. “Kid,
I asked you—"

Packy said: “Oh yeah! His name
was—Spike Jordan. Up at the re-
formatory at—” Andy Moore was
swallowed up in the singing mob. All
during his massage and shower and

while climbing into his clothes, Packy
kept thinking about what the white-
haired man had shouted so wildly.
The last newspaper man was gone
when Phil Kayne came into the
champ’s dressing room. His eyes were
red-rimmed. Smokey was on the point
of throwing him out when Packy, ful-
ly dressed, intervened.

“Let him alone, Smokey. Al, you
watch the door and don't let anybody
i

“Pulled a fast one, didn't you?”
Phil sneered nervously.

“Hold on,” Packy said evenly, “I
agreed that Ma Kayne would get a
cut of the winner’s purse, didn’t I?
Well, I'm the winner and I'm going
to put five thousand in her hands. Is
that a double-cross?”’

Kayne’s jaw dropped. “No, n-no,
Packy,” he said huskily, “Sure, give
it to me, Packy, an’ I'll take it right
out to her, I—I was all wrong. I
didn’t think of it that way.”

“No, Vince,” Packy said quietly.
“I'm going to give it to her myself.
T’ll be seein’ you there tomorrow.”

“Listen, Packy,” Phil Kayne plead-
ed, his face losing the last vestige of
color, “I got to give it to her. She’s
my mother. I said I'd get it for her.
She wouldn’t take it from anybody
else. She—"

Young Strange smiled significant-
ly. He was sure now of something.
He had to fight with himself to keep
from delivering a right to Kayne's
jaw, “Beat it,” he snapped. “I need
some rest, Beat it!”

Kayne looked at him dully for a
moment, then reeled out. Al Poole
laid a hand on Packy’s shoulder, “Kid,
I’ve got to hand it to you. You’'re aces
all around. You ought to hang one on
my chin.”

HE papers next morning were

interesting reading to Packy
Strange. He read aloud to Al Poole:
“Never, according to old-time boxing
writers, did a fighter execute that
deadly solar plexus blow with swifter
or more deadly precision. Only two
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other fighters, Fitz and Marty Kayne,
ever—"’ Packy stopped reading, brows
knitted as he looked at his manager.
“But Spike Jordan taught me that.
He said I caught on easy—"

“I don’t get it, kid,” his pilot re-
plied. “It’s all over my head.”

The phone rang then, and they
learned that newspaper men were
downstairs. Al instructed the front
office to tell them that the champ
needed another hour of rest. After
that they could come up. But before
the hour was over a telegram came
that changed the tenor of things for
- that day. As Poole read it, he turned
a little white., Packy asked what had
happened.

“Take a deep breath, kid, and get
set for a stiff punch,” the fight pilot
replied. He read aloud: “Spike Jor-
dan is Marty Kayne. Stop. Am wiring
your mother. Stop. Advise you bring
her Warrensburg Hospital. Andy
Moore.”

“Gee, Al,” Packy said in a choked
voice., “I can’t believe it. Spike my
—and I never knew. Wonder what
happened? And Ma Kayne my moth-
er? But Vince—the other Phil. Al,
I’ve got to get out of here. Stall the
newspaper boys. Hurry and help me
pack a couple of things, I'Il make it
out the back way.”

“Sure, kid, sure,” Al gasped. “And
they say miracles don’t—"

Packy Strange slipped out of the
hotel unseen and took a taxi to Ma
Kayne’s boarding house. At the door,
Mildred Terrill looked at him with
her eyes as big as saucers.

“Where is she, Midge?” Packy
asked eagerly.

“Upstairs getting ready, Packy.
Oh, isn’t it wonderful? Somehow she
thought the other day that you—”

“Vince? I mean Phil—where is
he?”?

“Ma sent him away last night,
Packy. I guess he was glad to go.
There were a couple of tough-looking
customers looking for him. I threat-
ened to call the police if they didn’t
leave—they said something about a

double-cross. Ma called me from the
office awhile ago. She says it was
meant to be—her losing that locket.
She knew all the time that Phil—
Vinece~-—wasn’t her son, but she says
he looked so desperate that time when
they were about to take him away that
she took pity on him, She thought of
the son she had to desert and decided
that maybe she could square things by
being kind to some one else’s boy.”

“So that was it? Midge, tell her
I'm here, will you? I can hardly
wait,” Packy said anxiously, breath-
lessly. “Somehow when I looked at
her the other day I felt kind of fun-
ny, Midge. I've got the money for
her—Vince said she needed it badly
to save this place. She’ll never need
anything any more.”

“She didn’t need money,” the girl
said. ““She was making out all right
—Dbreaking even, anyway. Phil needed
it for himself, I guess.”

There was a hesitant step on the
stairway. Packy looked up and saw
his mother and he ran up to meet
her. “My boy,” she murmured hap-
pily. “Everything’s all right, Phil. I
thought—some day—you’d come back.
And to think you—found Marty—
your father; Phil! That locket—the
sacrifice you made for some one you
loved—it led you straight to us.”
Packy hugged her to him and walked
down the stairs with his arm around
her.

“Ma, you’ll miss your train,” Midge
said quietly., The girl’s eyes were.
swimming as she helped the fragile
little woman into her coat and hat.
“TI'm—so glad for both of you, Ma.”

On the way out Packy said: “We'll
be seein’ you, Midge!” ,

OUR days later Marty Kayne

awoke from fthe shadows. A bone
had been pressing against his brain
for many years—ever since the night
when his head had hit the canvas of
the tank town ring. When he opened
his eyes on a new world, he mumbled :
“Seconds run out on me. Yeah—a
has-been. Well, I'll get that hundred
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bucks, Got to get back to Jo—my legs
—1 can’t—" Marty Kayne stared
wildly around him, looking from one
teary face to another. Then his eyes
rested on the person nearest to him.
“Jo?’ he mumbled. “You look like Jo
—but she didn’t have white hair.
* Where—am—I? In bed? Who—"

“It’s all right, Marty,” Jo Kayne
said gently, nestling her cheek against
his. “We’ve grown old—Dboth of us.
You’ve been away a long time, Marty,
but you’ve come back. Here’s Phil,
your son, Marty. The middleweight
champion of the world!” There was a
proud ring to her voice.

A tired smile bisected the old fight-
er’s face. He drew his family close.
For a while, noone spoke. Then Marty
broke the silence. “Seems to me I re-
member that you didn’t want little
Phil to grow up to be a fighter, Jo?”

“The fight game took you and Phil
from me, Marty,” Ma Kayne said
gently, “but it gave you both back
to me. That evens things up, doesn’t
it, Marty ?”

“Guess it does, Jo. He’d have to be
our son, Jo—there couldn’t be a mis-
take?”

“No,” the white-haired woman
smiled. “I’'ve got a footprint of Phil
when he was a baby. They’re just like
fingerprints, Marty—no two alike,
they say. If we need any more proof,
dear, well—”

Andy Moore said stoutly: “I don’t
need any!” He touched Phil on the
arm. “We’ll be goin’ back to town.

Your Ma can stay until Marty’s able
to come home with her.”

Packy Kayne gripped his father’s
arm. “Be seein’ you, Dad. I'm going
to look up a house in the country that
has a big flower garden with it. May-
be I'll look up a couple of ’em. I'll let
you know when you come home.
G’bye, Ma.”

Back in the big town, the young
fighter walked up the steps of Ma
Kayne’s boarding house with his heart
beating wildly. He went in without
ringing and called out: “Midge!”

The girl, wearing a party dress that
made the young man’s head swim,
came hurrying down the stairs.
“Packy,” she exclaimed, “is every-
thing all—”

The champ nodded. “Perfect.
They’re together now. He’ll be home
soon.” Then he got set to deliver a
punch, the blood pounding through
his veins. “Midge—we—we haven’t
known each other long. But the way
things have happened, it doesn’t mat-
ter much how long people know—er
—that is, I want you to marry me.”

Midge Terrill kayoed the champ

then. She said: “All right, Packy.
I’d like that.”
*  There was a silence in the hall for
a few moments. Only when the warn-
ing buzzer sounded at the door did
Packy let go of the girl. Then he
laughed. “I’ve got to go out for a
minute. Going to send a wire. Got
to tell Ma and Pa that I'm buying
two houses!”
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By Ross Russell

Author of “Four Cylinder Suicide.”

Branded a bag-rat boomer, the

Weasel was fired by his caddy-

master. And to save an obscure

young pro from a framed defeat,

Weasel determined to show that

a rat was best equipped to ferret
out phony gutta percha.
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H UCK was with the Weasel. The
obscure assistant pro he had
drawn in the scramble for bags

at the start of the Florida Match Play

Open was going great guns. The

name, which no one had ever heard

of, was Johnny Mayhew ; and the guy
was really shooting the eyes out of
them.
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This Mayhew was assistant to the
head pro on the home course, which
to some was sufficient explanation
of his sensational play. But the
Weasel doubted that. You can’t sweep
through six big-shot professionals
and into the semis of a major-links
tourney on knowledge of terrain
alone.

In any case the Weasel was thor-
oughly sold on his partlcular horse
and was pulling very hard though

chiefly for mercenary reasons. It was

nearly the end of the Florida season,
and he was yet without a stake to
head north. Every round meant an-
other trey spot to line his ragged and
empty pockets, and Johnny Mayhew
had promised him a double-sawbuck
bonus if they reached the finals.

Crook-backed under the burden of
Mayhew’s campaign trunk, the
Weasel shooed goggling gallerites
away from the ball and spread the
clubs out fanwise for Mayhew’s se-
lection. Across the fairway their
opponent was about to shoot the 17th.

That opponent was mnone other
than the celebrated Wally Hogan, the
greatest player since Vardon—maybe
greater. Hogan had held every title
that golfdom offered: P.G.A., Cana-
dian Open, U. S. Open, the Western,
the Met, the North-South, the British
—every major title except the Florida
Match Play—and the story was that
he was out to add that to his string
this year.

“Well,” said the Weasel to him-
self, “this Hogan better get busy.
He’s barely square with us, and if he
misses this green, he’s a dead pigeon.”

The Hoge was waggling a wood
now. Weasel watched the swing and
then squinted intensely into the dip-
ping sun.

“There goes Hogan’s spoon now,”
he murmured to Johnny Mayhew.
“It’s gonna hook sure, Mr. Mayhew.
Look at ’er bend. It’s way wide.” The
Weasel almost shouted: “It’s in the
soup!”’

Johnny Mayhew’s lean, brown hand
hesitated on the wooden cleek. His

face was pinched from the strain of
the week-long tournament. He
scowled at the island of shaved bent
surrounded by a lagoon of canvas-
colored pools. There was a 200 yard
carry left,

The Weasgel pleaded: “Please don't
play it safe, Mr. Mayhew. You'll
tighten up, sure thing. Take the deuce
iron, and gun it!”

The young assistant pro answered
in a voice that was tight with emo-
tion, “I guess you're right, Weasel,”
and reached for the club. He already
had his stance. It was a shot he
wanted to get over—the big pressure
was on. Human nerves stand just
8o much.

AYHEW’S fingers trembled as
he grasped the leather. He was
pale underneath his Florida sun tan.
But the Weasel’s respect dwindled not
a whit. He had seen far greater
names than the unhallowed Mayhew’s
crack when the big pressure went on.
Mayhew had his grip and. his line
now.  The mid-iron blade slung back
lazily, cocked fast and tight, came
down at the ball in a glittering arc.
Then, with the dynamic unleash of
power, the gutta percha blurred off
the spongy turf and soared up in an
immense parabola towards the green.
The Weasel shaded his eyes against
the sun, peering for any tell-tale trace
of hook or fade. Up, out—straight as
a string—on! Hogan would have to
conjure up a miracle to stay even.
Ags the great internationalist waded
into the sand, the Weasel crossed his
fingers. Hogan was famous for
miracles. The Weasel had been there
that day when Hogan broke Leo
Diegel’s heart by calling a forty-five
foot down-hill putt.

Hogan swung with a wedge. -There
was an explosion that flung up a wide
fan. of sand out of which materialized
a white pellet that trickled towards
the pin the Weasel held. Short—short
by a dozen feet.

Hogan tried to ram it; but the
Weasel’s fingers weren't crossed for
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nothing. It broke off dizzily at the
last. And Mayhew played out for a
perfect par.

One up, one to go ... . Hold
Hogan on the long 18th, and they
were in the finals.

It was Hogan’s weathered face that
looked drawn now. The veteran shook
it off with an easy smile. After all,
the Florida Match Play Open was just
another tournament to Hoge. But
the sports writers had hoped Hogan
would reach the finals.

For the other finalist, established
that morning, was Joe Miata, May-
hew’s boss. Joe Miata, in his six
years as head pro at Sandy Point, had
never once been defeated on his own
course; and he had met and beaten
gome of the best in the business.
Hogan, if anyone, was the man who
might bring to an end .that incredible
record of invincibility.

There was a delay at the 18th tee
while stewards battled with the fren-
zied gallery that swarmed over the
fairway. It was a delay that boded
no good for raw nerves., The Weasel
wiped Mayhew’s driver with a tat-
tered sleeve, glanced about nervously.

Across the links he made out a
foursome approaching the adjacent
8th green. Swaggering into a sand
trap was a bulky form—Joe Miata.

The invincible champion of Sandy
Point, his semifinal match long since
won, was loosening up for the finals
—and getting paid handsomely for his
trouble. In his foursome were a trio
of vacationing suckers who considered
it big stuff to get themselves fleeced
by a famous pro.

The Weasel watched Miata play
from the trap, take two putts for a
five, and then saunter towards them.
He was not a pleasant-appearing gen-
tleman. He was dark as a thunder
cloud, and he had a baleful eye.

Disregarding his assistant com-
pletely, he said to Wally Hogan in a
voice that could not be called confi-
dential: “Win this one, Wally, and
he’ll split wide open. Tough luck you
lost the last hole.”

Hogan was obviously embarrassed.
“Not a bit,” he answered Miata. “I
played a dub shot, and Mayhew had a
good one. To tell you the truth, Joe,
I ought to be all washed up before
now. That lad’s a sweet shot-maker.”

“Put the pressure on him here and
find out,” suggested Miata and re-
turned to his suckers with a, “See you
in the finals tomorrow morning,
Hogan.”

“He’ll see us in the finals, tomor-
row, that’s what!” muttered the
Weasel under his breath as he wiped
Mayhew’s driver again. The Weasel
knew that things like this were no
good for the nerves. “Right down the
middle, Mr. Mayhew.”

ALLY HOGAN shook all of his

tricks out of the bag on that
long, last hole. He played a magnifi-
cent third, a full cut shot that chewed
turf from the very lip of the cup, to
cinch a birdie four.

But Johnny Mayhew’s tremendous
hitting power managed, in spite of the
jittery mnerves that controlled the
muscles, to cope with the veteran’s
skill. He slammed home with two
rifling woods to birdie the easy, two-
putt way, and the victory was in
the bag, one up. Hogan’s congratu-
lations were warm and genuine.

“That fellow Miata,” he told May-
hew, “seems to have it all his own
way on this golf course. I had sort
of hoped to make a try at his record
myself, But, Mayhew, you were too
tough. I only hope you don’t ease to-
morrow, even if Joe Miata is your
boss.”

Mayhew smiled and thanked the
veteran and handed Weasel his put-
ter. It was a wan smile, and the
Weasel noticed that Mayhew’s hand
still trembled. He thought to himself:
“Gee, it’s all over now. He oughta be
rid of the jitters. He’s in the finals.
That’s plenty, for an unknown. And
I get my double-sawbuck bonus!”

He sheathed the putter in the bag
and stood about hopefully. Pros
habitually paid off after the tourna-
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ment—and Weasel was broke, He
needed a couple of bucks for hotel and
eat money. 7

But well-wishers and newshawks
crowded in, so the Weasel decided not
to intrude his own miserable troubles
upon his hero’s moment of triumph.
He put the bag away and went down
to thumb a ride into town. Maybe the
hotel keeper and the Greek would
trust him for another day.

In the parking lot the Weasel
spotted a sunny blonde in a smart
tan roadster he had been told be-
longed to Judy Tuttle, daughter of
Sandy Point’s chairman of the greens
committee. He thought that he
wouldn’t mind riding in a ecar like
that, or, for that matter, with a
femme like that. But women never
gave rides.

The blonde honked, and apparently
at Weasel. He Walted discreetly un-
til she honked again. Then he went
over.

“Are you Weasel?’ she asked.

He told her he was.

“Then, you caddied for Johnny,
Mr. Mayhew, today?’

“Yes, Migs—Tuttle.”

“I'm afraid to ask you how the
match finished. I was even afraid to
watch, afraid Johnny might get
nervous and lose.”

“Gee, he was pretty nervous all
right, but you sure missed something.
We, I mean Mr. Mayhew, knocked
old Wally Hogan in, one up, and we're
in the finals tomorrow.”

“Oh, Weasel, that’s grand. Weasel,
do you think Johnny has a chance
—think he could possibly win to-
morrow?”

“Well, they say Joe Miata has
never lost on Sandy Point, Miss Tut-
tle. But, gosh, there isn’t a guy alive
that can win all the time in this game.
Maybe you won’t believe me, but I
picked Goodman that day we beat
Bobby Jones at Pebble Beach.”

“Weasel, you don’t know what it

would mean. You see— Well, it’s
hardly important to you, I know,
but my father made a rash bargain

once. He said Johnny and I could
get married when Johnny won his

first professional tournament, Which

meant never, because, Weasel, Dad
didn’t think Johnny had it in him.”

“By gosh, anybody that can knock
Hogan in has got what it takes—I
don’t care if it was your old man that
said so!”

“Weasel, why am I telling you all
this ?’

“I don’t know, Miss Tuttle, but
T'll ’fess up, too! I been pulling for
Johnny because every round means
more dough for a getaway stake. But
now, so help me, I’'m pulling harder
than' I ever pulled for a horse in my
life—just so’s your old man will have
to keep his bargain. I don’t know just
how we’re gonna bust Joe Miata's
jinx tomorrow, but we’re gonna,
that’s all!”’

“That’s wonderful of you Weasel.
I'm sure you will be good luck for
Johnny. Here, you need some money.
Take this and tell Johnny I'm wait-
ing for him.”

The Weasel clenched his hands in
empty pockets and protested that he
did not need the proffered five spot.
It was against his principles to ac-
cept money from women under any
cireumstances. He said good night
hastily and ran off towards the club-
house. '

FTER the Weasel had found
Johnny Mayhew and told him
that his light of love waited in the tan
roadster, he went down towards the
shop. He didn’t know what he was
going to find out or how, but he did
know that something bore investi-
gation.

As he swung around the corner
near the golf shop, he nearly bumped
into two men comparing score cards.
One was big Joe Miata; the other, a
pompous, middleaged man in tweeds.

‘The Weasel circled past them and
heard Joe Miata say to the other:
“Well, Tuttle, that brings us to the
eighth hole. We're all square so far.
You get a stroke there.”
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“Correct. I had a five. I see your
score isn’t entered as yet. What did
you take on the eighth, Joe?”

The Weasel listened hard at that.
He remembered seeing Miata play
the eighth.

Miata’s reply came without hesi-
tation or tremor. “Birdie three, Tut-
tle. Sorry. And I win the ninth, so I
guess that beats you again.”

“Hang it all, Joe, I thought I had
you sure this time. You're too good,
way too good, Joe. But, I guess that’s
why we pay you five thousand a year
to stay at Sandy Point. Oh well, some
days you can’t lay by a dollar—"

The Weasel didn’t know what pos-
sessed him to butt in. Perhaps it was
the sight of Joe Miata greedily accept-
ing the one hundred dollars in twen-
ties that Tuttle extracted from a
plump wallet. Anyway, he found
himself wheeling on Miata, saying:

“Wait a minute! I saw Joe Miata
play the eighth this afternoon. He
didn’t have any three, either. He had
a five, that’s what!”

“Eh?” asked Tuttle,

“Mr. Tuttle, I saw Joe Miata play
that hole. I was packing Johnny
Mayhew and we were on the next
fairway over. Joe Miata had a great
big bogey five, and if you got a stroke,
you won the hole and the bet.”

“Joe, what is this lad talking
about?”’

“A. C.,” replied Miata sleepily, “if
you had rather accept the word of a
roving caddy over my own, well—
He laughed and made a gesture to
return Tuttle’s money.

“No, no, of course, not. Only —”

“A, C., since there’s a doubt in
your mind, I insist we settle this
little matter to your satisfaction.”
The big pro called into the shop:
“Whitey!” In a moment the caddy-
master, who had carried for Miata
that day, shambled out. Miata moved
forward to intercept him.

“Whitey,” he said quickly. “We are
having a little disagreement here, and
we would like to have you verify
something. You were along when I

played the eighth hole this afternoon.
What did I take on the eighth? Re-
member now !”

OOSE-JAWED, Whitey studied

the ground. “The eighth,” he
parrotted. “The eighth? Oh, yeah, I
remember now, Joe.”

“That’s fine,” prompted Miata.
“Tell -Mr. Tuttle, please.”

“Sure, Mr. Tuttle, Joe made a boid
on the eighth—a boid three. I re-
member I tole him the putt broke
off a little to the right and—"

“That’s all, Whitey, much obliged.
A. C,, is there anything else I can do
to clear up this unpleasant little
matter ?”’

“Joe, sorry I ever doubted your
word. Who is this kid anyhow?”

The Weasel felt the wrath of Tut-
tle’s downward gaze, and he felt
sorrier for Johnny Mayhew than he
did for himself. He heard Miata say:
~ “One of the boomer caddies that
floats into Florida every winter.
Whitey gave him a chance to pack
because we were short. He’s one of
the roving, shiftless herd of bag rats
that follows the big tournaments,
wolfing bags, stealing balls, and
chiseling eat money.”

“Indeed! We can quite do without
his ilk at Sandy Point. Have him
shown summarily from the premises.”

“Whitey, kick this bag rat off the
property Be careful who you hire
in the future, hear ?”

“You can’t do that,” yelled the
Weasel. “I'm packing tomorra"’

“Dat’s wat youse tink !”” interrupted
Whitey, seizing the Weasel in long
arms.

“1 tell ya—"

Whitey’s grimy hand clapped over
the Weasel’s mouth. Whitey’s long
arms clamped the Weasel’s shoulders.
Joe Miata supplied forward impetus
down the driveway with a kick from a
cleated boot. The Weasel struggled,
but Whitey was too large. His feet
only dug futilely at the gravel sur-
face. As he fought a losing battle,
he heard Miata saying:



BAG-RAT FRAMEUP 41

“A. C., I do feel bad about trim-
ming you so often. But you can get
that dough back tomorrow easy. Just
because this assistant of mine
trimmed Wally Hogan, they’ll play
him up big. The odds should be rea-
sonable. Find a few suckers and plank
your dough down on me, see?”’

“Joe, you must admit Johnny May-
hew is playing mighty sensational
golf. For personal reasons, I should
be somewhat put out if he won to-
morrow. Do you think you can beat
him all right?”

“A., C,, ever see me lose at Sandy
Point ?”

“No."

“I can’t. I have the Indian sign
on this golf course, A. C.”

That was the last the Weasel heard,
but it was quite enough.

FTER the Weasel had been “sum-
marily shown from the prem-
ises” of the Sandy Point Golf and
Country Club, he made only a show
of starting down the highway. Once
out of the caddymaster’s sight, he
cut into the brush and back-tracked
towards the clubhouse. Off to the
right a rut road led towards the
barn and the Weasel made out a large
blot moving through the darkness.
The rolling, swaggering gait made it
Joe Miata.

The Weasel approached the barn as
Miata entered. He found himself a
window and peered through spider
webs to the interior. What he saw
caused him to arch his sun-bleached
eyebrows.

Within were three men: Miata, and
two others who looked like fishermen.
They wore rubber coats and rubber
hip-boots, but they were familiar
figures to the Weasel—night water-
men. ~

Joe Miata lit a lantern. Then he
took two sheets of paper from a
pocket and spread them on the work
bench. Miata talked, and the water-
men listened. When Miata finished
each took one of the papers. Then
all three left, Miata for the club-

house, and the watermen, with their
burdens of hose and sprinklers, for
the fairways.

The Weasel knew that some skul-
duggery was afoot, but he did not
comprehend the details as yet. He
had been around golf courses for
most of his life, but he couldn’t figure
Miata’s scheme. All he knew was
that he had to get hold of those mys-
terious sheets of paper.

To get hold of the first, required
a long time—five hours perhaps. Five
hours of stealthy shadowing among
the patterns of pale light and somber
black that laced the moon-soaked
links.

Then there remained the second
mysterious sheet; and that seemed
even harder to obtain. It was al-
ready growing light in the east when
the Weasel reached for the second
sheet.

He seized it eagerly—too eagerly,
he realized in a flash of intuition as
the light in the east suddenly went
out—with the black weight that
dropped on his head from behind.

ONSCIOUSNESS was a long
time returning to the Weasel,
and when it did, it brought the dia-
mond-hard light of day stinging the
Weasel’s incredibly leaden eyelids,
flooding his foggy brain, Daylight—
and of the day that Johnny Mayhew
met the unbeatable one, Joe Miata,
louse and caddy kicker, The Weasel
thought he had the secret of that in-
vincibility now.

He fought the weariness and dull,
throbbing pain, got his eyes open—
and started. For the position of the
Florida midwinter sun told such an
experienced sleeper-outer as the
Weasel. Yes, no doubt it was past
one! And the 36-hole final was to

“have started at 9 A. M,

Then a golden haze as dazzling as
the sun itself blotted that body from
view, and the Weasel discovered that
Judy Tuttle was trying to rouse him.
In fact, that explained why he had
come to at all.
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Her eyes were very wide and blue
and tearfully anxious. She took a
very small lace handkerchief from
the pocket of a tailored gray suit and
dabbed at Weasel’s head. She wanted
to know how badly he was hurt and
whatever had happened.

“I’ve been looking for you for al-

most an hour,” she told him. “You .

didn’t show up this morning. Then
you weren’t there at mnoon -either.
We've got to get you to a hospital,
Weasel.”

The Weasel sat bolt upright and
hastily pulled off one shoe. He ex-
tracted therefrom a crumpled square
of paper and exclaimed, “Yeh!” Then
he asked: “How many holes is John-
ny down, Miss Judy?”’

“Five holes, Weasel. How did you
know? But, the hospital—"

“Five! But it could ’a been worse.
We gotta hurry!”

The tan roadster was mnear-by.

N apathetic gallery ‘meandering
up the fourth fairway marked
the match. The Weasel lost no time
in assuming the burden of Johnny
Mayhew’s bag. There was no time for
explanations, either from the Weasel
as to why he had failed to show up
that morning, or from the man who
had shot a miserable 81 to get him-
self five down. Only a protest from
Miata delayed the match briefly, and
this was soon over-ruled, the referee
opining that any competitor might
choose whomever he wished as a
caddy.

Johnny Mayhew was still five holes
in the red. He was somehow even par
for the afternoon and had lost no
further ground—yet. But, even so,
there were but fifteen holes left to
play, and Joe Miata wasn’t missing
many.

“T’ll tell you where to shoot and
give you the clubs,” the Weasel told
Mayhew soberly. “You swing ’em.”

Mayhew was in the state of the
average duffer, ready to try anything.
The advice sounded sometimes foolish,
but the results were as often start-

ling. Or perhaps it was that the
obscure young assistant pro had a
grooved swing.

In any case they carded three holes
of a stroke better than par before
reaching the end of the first nine.
They played it in thirty-two blows,
three under, to tie the existing course
record.

But if they expected Joe Miata to
do the accordion act, they were badly
mistaken. Miata could play golf with
the best of them in that business, and
his reputation as a front runner was
notorious. Their 82 won them back
just two holes.

So they turned for home with nine
to go, still three behind. The Weasel,
pale and gimlet-eyed, hustling the
sticks as he had never hustled before,
was as nervous as a molting hen. He
saw the holes slipping by and Miata’s
lead looming larger. i

A birdie four on the long twelfth,

a product of the Weasel’s . skillful
jockeying, helped some. But they
had to birdie 13 to halve—tough
ball in any league.

On 14 they got a break. After both
players had played wide of the island
green, Miata failed to pitch close
enough for a par. With the help of a
jittery ten-footer, they got another
one back. One down. . . .

But Miata wasn’t through yet. Still
in front, he was dangerous. He
kicked a long iron so close to the 15th
that a birdie was a mere formality.
That one hurt. Two down and four to
go. Running out of holes. . . .

The Weasel was tight-lipped, and
paler. He studied the wind sluicing
up the 16th fairway, refused Johnny
Mayhew his high-powered driver,
counseled accuracy—and it paid off.

Miata, striving for extra distance,
found nesty Bermuda and failed to
get home. Johnny was on with a
spoon, second to card a winning par.

One down, two to go . . .. They
approached the 17th with its big,
double-level green. The Weasel
studied the cross wind and the green,
and consulted his crumpled sheet of
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paper. Mayhew wanted to use a five
iron. The Weasel shook his head
sternly.

“Take a seven and play short,” he"

ordered.
Mayhew swung, and the . ball
reached the Weagel’'s target. The

Weasel smiled and said:
“Now watch Miata’s shot.”

IATA’S iron climbed into the

cross wind, passed over the pin,
dropped to the back level of the 17th.
Then it took one big hop and was
gone in the woods beyond. Miata
swore aloud and tommy-hawked the
club into the turf.

“Funny,” commented Mayhew. “I
played to the lower level this morn-
ing, and mine did the same thing.”

It didn’t seem funny to Miata. He
wore a forbidding scowl as he waded
into the underbrush. He scowled for
quite a while and finally chopped at
the ball with a heavy wedge. The
ball barely trickled out of the long
grass. Miata wrapped the wedge
around the handiest tree.

He had an impossible chip left
down to the lower level. His ball slid
yards past the cup, and another of
Miata’s matched irons was reduced
to twisted metal. He did well to salv-
age a six. Mayhew’s bogey won with
ease. The match was square. The
gallery that raced for the 18th tee
could hardly be described apathetic.

Mayhew had the honor. Fatigue
had gone from his face. He studied
the hazard-splotched home-fairway
that elbowed around an ocean inlet.
The wind was behind now.

“Well, Weasel,” he asked, “guess
you want me to play it safe again,
eh?’

“Not much! We held back off the
last tee. Now let’s see you gun one.
Right over those trees.” He un-
sheathed Mayhew’s heavy, deep-faced
driver,

Johnny Mayhew teed high and took
a wide stance. His hips swiveled in a
lazy pivot that slung the heavy
bludgeon over his shoulder in an in-

mense arc. Then his weight shifted,
and his hips whipped the club head
against the ball with terrific mo-
mentum. There was a clean, deep im-
pact of persimmon and gutta percha.

Up and out went the ball, climbing
into the upper air, rolling with over-
spin. It reached out over the lagoon,
looped over the bordering fringe of
palms at the turn of the fairway, and
finally fell slowly from sight.

Miata scowled and broke out a new
“Sweepstakes” ball. He lashed out
furiously with his 200 pounds of beef,
but he had not dared negotiate the
carry over the water hazard and his
ball wound up nearly 50 yards be-
hind Mayhew. That left him with a
250 yard second to the par-five green,
a shot made more difficult by the
deep, weedy ravine that cut across
the fairway directly in front of the
hole.

Miata measured the distance with a
baleful eye. At last he decided on a
brassie, sent Whitey ahead, and
swung desperately. The shot soared
off the fairway and arched towards
the pin. Weasel, watching from ahead,
crossed fingers tightly. He murmured
as he watched:

“He’s straight for it, but it's too
low. He should ’a used a spoon. He'll
never make it. It’s dying. It’s short.
It’s in the barranca!”

The Weasel thrust the midiron at
Mayhew. “All we gotta do is hit the
green and pick up the marbles. It's
big as a house. You can’t miss!”

Johnny Mayhew didn’t. He drilled
a tremendous right to left iron that
was still looping upwards as it passed
over the barranca, that dropped lazily
on the front edge of the mown bent,
kicked thrice pinwards.

The Weasel wanted to cheer out '
loud with the gallery, but out of the
corner of his eye he caught a tail of
movement, and the cheer died in his
throat. Two hundred yards down
the fairway he saw Whitey shambling
into the barranca on the double quick.
And the Weasel knew what that
meant. He handed Johnny the putt-
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er, elbowed through the stamping
gallery, and lit out in Whitey’s wake,
the bag jolting on his back.

ASEL found Whitey examin-

ing the weedy slope of the haz-

ard feverishly, all the time working

over towards the right where the ra-

vine flattened out into fairway again.

The Weasel had lined the ball up, and

he went to work to locate it. But he

had hardly commenced his search
when Whitey sang out:

“Here ya are, Mr. Miata—right be-

hind this tree. Must a kicked over,
huh?”’

Weasel knew better. No ball could
have kicked out of that soft ground.
But there, sitting cleanly on the open
turf, in line for a pitch and run to
the cup, was a glistening new “Sweep-
stakes” ball.

It was too new. The Weasel knew
quite well where that ball had come
from—Whitey’s pocket.

But Joe Miata was inspecting the
lie, simulating surprise, then satis-
faction. Now there was a mashie nib-
lic in his hand for a pitch and run—
the best shot in Joe Miata’s bag. The
ball squirted to the green, hobbled
towards the cup, and stopped not a
dozen inches away—a cinch four.

The Weasel yelled: “You can’t get
away with that! Whitey planted that
ball!”

“And,” returned the caddy master,
“I’ll plant this in your pan in a min-
nit!”’

The Weasel was ready for it there.
He threw down the bag and blocked
- Whitey’s pawing hands with small,
hard fists. A. C. Tuttle stepped be-
tween them. The Weasel appealed to
the chairman of the greens commit-
tee, but Tuttle gestured silence and
pointed to the green.

Johnny Mayhew was measuring
the thirty feet of slippery surface
between his ball and the cup. The
Weasel stopped breathing. If Johnny
three-putted, it meant holt, match,
and tournament.

Then he saw the obscure assistant

pro’s hands move in a gentle liquid
motion. The ball rippled off the putt-
er blade, came smoothly over the
brushed velvet.

But Johnny Mayhew was putting
for something more than a hole, a golf
match, or even a golf tournament.
Over the last few yards, final few
feet, struggling against the break, it
came—wheeled to the lip, dived,
rattled, and stayed down! An eagle
three to beat Joe Miata’s phony
birdie.

The Weasel felt Judy Tuttle hug-
ging him.

ON the clubhouse veranda flash
guns exploded. There was a
presentation speech and a gizable
check for Johnny Mayhew; and a
runner-up prize for Joe Miata, who
had just lost his first home match in
six years as professional at Sandy
Point.

As quickly as possible Miata
sidled from the distasteful limelight.
The loser’s role was hardly in his
line. As he neared the clubhouse exit,
A. C. Tuttle intercepted him, with-
drew from one pocket a mud-flecked
but virtually new ‘“Sweepstakes”
ball.

“Believe you forgot something,
Joe,” Tuttle said.

Joe Miata looked very, very dumb.

“This,” continued Tuttle ruthless-
ly, “strikingly resembles the ball you
drove from the eighteenth tee. I dis-
covered it in the bank of the barranca,
ground well into the scil by some
one’s foot—no doubt Whitey’s.”

“No wonder,” interjected the
Weasel, “I couldn’t find it!”

Tuttle seemed to notice the Wea-
sel for the first time, and he said
in a voice that was more kindly:
“Young man, this little incident con-
vinces me that you were telling the
truth last night. I believe I owe you
an apology.”

“Thanks, Mr. Tuttle, you’re regu-
lar. But, that ain’t the half of it. Get
a load of this!” He thrust upon the
chairman of the green committee the
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crumpled sheet of paper he had sal-
vaged from the escapade of the pre-
vious evening.

Tuttle stared in bewilderment at a
hodge-podge of rectangles, kidney-
shaped enclosures, and light-and-
dark-shaded areas. “What on earth is
this?” he demanded.

Mumbling, “nothing of importance,
A. C.,” Miata reached for the paper.

“Nothing of importance! Miata,
this is in your handwriting. And I
recognize the ground plan of our see-
ond nine. But what in the devil are
the light and dark shadings?”’

“T’ll tell ya, Mr. Tuttle,” put in the
Weasel. “That right there is the rea-
son Joe Miata never lost a match at
Sandy Point in his life. Whenever he
has an important game on he gives
this to the greensmen the night be-
fore. It’s his watering map.

“He has the whole golf course
watered according to his instructions.
Some greens are so hard that they
won’t hold any kind of a shot, even
a niblic. Others are soaked down so
the ball won’t run. And all the time
Joe Miata knows where to play while
the other guy is playing blind and fig-
uring he isn’t hitting his shots.”

Tuttle tongued his lips. “Just a
minute now. I begin to see the light.
Miata, I remember this morning on
the seventeenth you played deliber-
ately to the back level, knowing that
you were practically certain to three-
putt, which you did. And yet you won

the hole with ease—because Johnny
Mayhew played correctly to the lower
level, but had the strange misfortune
to bounce clear over into the woods
and finish with a six.”

“Right!” exclaimed the Weasel.
“But, this afternoon, Joe Miata fell
into his own trap. The wind had dried
the green out so that it wouldn’t hold
on either level, So we played short
for a chip and won with a bogey.”

“] don’t think there’s much more
to be said. Weasel, get me Johnny
Mayhew, if you please. Miata, this of
course finishes you up at Sandy Point.
You may call for your check in the
morning.”

HEN the Weasel returned with

Johnny Mayhew and Judy,
Tuttle said: “Johnny, your superior
has just—er, resigned. Will you
accept the apologies of a short-sight-
ed and short-tempered old man if I
offer you the professional job at the
club at the usual salary?”’

“I will,” returned Mayhew, ‘“on one
condition—that you fire the present
caddymaster and give that job to
Weasel.”

Tuttle studied the Weasel sternly
and said; “Weasel, do you think you
could stop—er, ‘booming’ long enough
to settle down here at Sandy Point?”

“I sure could Mr. Tuttle, just so
long as I get to pack double for Mr.
and Mrs, Johnny Mayhew once in a
while.” ’
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Grudge Grappler’s
| Manhunt

By Bob De Haven

Author of “Tennis Misfit,” ete.

I was in a wholesale grappler’s murderous fracas that Danny Lamb
found the man who had stolen his sister’s inheritance. And lo
single out his enemy among seven other gladiators in the
ring, would be asking for a broken neck.

HE young man’s body was taut

as he scanned once more the

wrestling pictures on the wall.
Those cold, clear eyes moved from the
wall to a snapshot he cupped in his
hands. Danny Lamb was on a man-
hunt.

His physique had been too perfectly
constructed in eight years of amateur

_ wrestling to sag visibly after four days

46

of walking and hitch-hiking from
Oklahoma to Illinois City. Two hours
of waiting in Paul Golden’s outer office
were dull, bitter hours, but when the
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secretary had asked him to leave and
come back the next day, Lamb stayed
on.
He was hungry and broke, He could
wrestle, and Paul Golden was a wres-
tling promoter—Danny Lamb had to
see him. A mateh in Illinois City to
earn a little grub money, and Lamb
would continue his seareh for Monte
Burke. With Burke he could settle a
lopsided score for his own sister,
Lolita.

A fat, tall man emerged from the
office and called instruction to the girl.
His voice was almost a shout.

“Heller got his head cracked in Tol-
edo last night and waited until now to
notify me. See if you can get another
wrestler for—"

“Let me do that,” Danny inter-
rupted. :

Golden whirled. Through the thick
lenses of his glasses, Golden’s eyes
looked like specimens from a deep-sea
diver’s collection.

“Let you do what ?”’ Golden asked ir-
ritatedly.

“Wrestle,” Lamb answered prompt-
ly.
Golden’s lips tightened aecross his
uneven teeth.

“If all the young punks who wanted
to wrestle got in the ring, there
wouldn’t be any room for profes-
sionals. What’s your name ?”’

“Danny Lamb.”

“Never heard of you. Take off your
coat.”

Lamb displayed two square, hard-

muscled shoulders. His heart pounded
as Golden speculated silently. The pro-
moter finally snapped his fingers.
"~ “All right. Report tomorrow night
at seven o’clock. I'll let you in the
Wrestle Royale, not because I'm a good
promoter but because I'm a lazy one.
Lucky for you that you were here at
the right minute. There’s fifteen bucks
in it for you.”

The first smile in four days bright-
ened Danny’s face, a smile warm and
appealing that nobody could resist.

" “Gee, thanks.”

“Maybe you won’t thank me after
tomorrow night.”

Paul Golden turned to go, never
once relaxing that sheet-iron tough-
ness that characterized his business
dealings.

Danny Lamb sat down again and
fumbled with the torn lining of his
coat. Relief at landing an engagement
etched a satisfied look on his worn face.

Golden stopped, looked back, and
spoke: “When did you eat last?”

- Lamb looked up, surprized. “Why-—
why this noon.”

“You're a liar,” Golden returned
gruffly. “Miss Larkin, advance this
man five dollars.”

HE next night at seven o’cloek,

Danny Lamb was putting on see-
ond-hand wrestling togs purchased
with part of the five dollars. A man of
about forty, bearing old battle sears,
came in and sat down beside him.

“In the Wrestle Royale ?” the stran-
ger asked.

“Yep.”_

“So am I. Name’s Jim Delaney.
You’re new, aren’t you?”

“Right. My name’s Lamb. Tonight’s
my first time in the ring—for money.”

Delaney nodded silently as if a guess
had been correct. ‘“That’s too bad,” he
said at last.

“Why ”

“This mob of cut throats will make
minee meat out of you.” Delaney spoke
in a metallic voice. i

“Maybe not. Who do I fight ?” asked
Lamb.

“Just eight other guys. It’s a lot of
fun—if you live. This dizzy.idea has
sent more than one greenhorn home
walkin’ on his heels.”

“I don’t get it, Delaney. I know I'm
dumb, but—"

“Well, they throw nine muggs into
the ring and they all wrestle each
other. The first man out—which will
probably be you—is just out. The next
two who are pinned wrestle each other
in the first two-man bout, then the
next two and the next two and so on.
The last two remaining at the end fight



48 ACE SPORTS

the windup. So far it sounds simple,
I know, but the Bouncer is in this
Royale tonight, and he’s murder. Look
out for him.”

Danny Lamb laughed artificially.
“They can’t scare me.”

“You’re lucky,” was the flat an-
swer.

They completed dressing in silence.
Delaney was likable. Without ap-
pearing to pry or be fatherly, he had
tipped Danny off to what was in store
for him. Lamb appreciated that. With-
out looking at Danny Lamb, Delaney
started to talk again with the indif-
ference that shielded a deeper feeling.

“Just go in there, make a lot of
motions, keep your eyes open, and
don’t step in front of any flying feet.
Think of yourself, not the othe guy.
You’ll be the only one who is looking
out for Lamb.”

Paul Golden entered, obscured
slightly by his own cigar smoke.

“Hello, Delaney, and—what’s your
name?” Danny told him. “Boys, I'll
make it brief. Lamb, you’re the first
one out of the ring. After about five
minutes, take the dive and quit. De-
laney, you're next out. Remember, I
don’t want any of my stars knocked
off early. This Wrestle Royale is doing
all right as an audience-puller, and we
don’t want to make any mistakes.

“And to avoid any errors, Stratigos,
Dubail and the Bouncer are stars.
Let’s have plenty of action. The fans
paid to get in.”

Seven thousand blood-hungry wres-
tling fans proved Golden’s statement
that the Wrestle Royale was doing all
right as an audience-puller. The great
crowd eyed the nine wrestlers as they
stood waiting to jump into the ring
when introduced by the announcer.

“That’s him—the Bouncer,” De-
laney said, nodding to a short, bull-
backed man whose oily hair was
combed over his eyes, gorillalike,
whose stumpy legs were strapped
with adhesive. Danny gazed at the
Bouncer, but could not get a square
look at the face under the hair and
shaggy eyebrows.

Then Danny Lamb’s name was
called. A few scattered handclops
greeted the unknown’s jump into the
ring. Delaney hopped in and got a big-
ger round of applause. Dubail was
next—the bright, clean-looking type,
good for feminine appeal. A wrestler
whose name Danny didn’t catch fol-
lowed. Then the Greek, Stratigos, and
the Bouncer, announced as Bouncer
Burke from San Francisco.

With a smug smile of arrogance, the
Bouncer hopped over the three ropes,
amused by the mixed booing and
cheering; he loved both, After a low
bow to the four sides of the ring, the
Bouncer eyed the other occupants of
the ring disdainfully. He looked
squarely at Danny Lamb.’

Something froze inside the amateur
grappler. The Bouncer resembled the
picture of Monte Burke. Maybe the
long hunt was a short hunt after all.
Maybe the account could be settled
right now. Lamb walked across the
ring to the snarling Burke.

“What’s your first name, Burke?”
Danny asked evenly, his blue eyes
blazing hate.

The crowd followed Lamb’s move-
ment, and the Bouncer sensed that all
eyes were on him. Here was a chance
for a hippodrome stunt.

“Why it’s Monte, and I’'m tough like
this.”

Without warning, a paralyzing slap
resounded on Danny Lamb’s cheek.
The surprised crowd sucked in air.
Lamb fell to one knee, regained his
senses quickly. A maddening anger
possessed him.

From the kneeling position, he
butted straight forward into the mid-
dle of Monte Burke. Together they
jack-knifed through the ropes onto the
hard floor, The spectators jumped to
their feet; the startled referee slipped
down to the floor, and with the help
of three bluecoats, separated the two
and put them back in the ring.

The crowd was all but panicked.
They had suffered Monte Burke’s out-
rages for weeks, swore never to come
back, and then laid their money on the
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line when the mean-tempered grappler
was slated for an appearance.

Delaney’s look at Lamb was a repri-
mand, But the infuriated kid paid no
attention. He stomped in his corner,
anxious for the match to start so he
could have at the Bouncer again.

The announcer tried to introduce
the one remaining fighter, but the
crowd wouldn’t listen. They hooted:
- “Let ’em wrestle; let em wrestle.”

With their backs together in the
center of the ring, the referee yelled,
“Wrestle,” and the riot started. Knots
of two and three gladiators broke off
from the mass in the middle. Fists,
elbows and knees were legal weapons
in the rough and tumble battle.

ANNY LAMB looked briefly for
the squat, wide form of Bouncer
Burke, He was slammed to the mat
before he could recognize a person in
the ring. The stunning blow sent
dancing, exploding lights before his
eyes. A punishing weight settled in
the middle of his back. Some one
picked him up in a full nelson and
beld him in a slanting position, stom-
ach up and feet dragging on the floor.
Bouncer Burke coiled for the at-
tack, but instead of applying a hold
and pinning his helpless opponent, he
flew into the air and socked down
with his full weight on the limp stom-
ach of Lamb, The act of the Bouncer.
The kid didn’t know it, but Jim De-
laney rushed in and rolled the Bouncer
out of the ring. Danny staggered to
his feet, out but not down.

The brawl battered on, plunging,
tearing, kicking, biting. The crowd
yipped with sheer joy at the carnage.
Once all the grapplers piled in the
middle of the mat. The referee tore
them apart to find no man pinned, and
the half-naked scrappers went at it
again. ~

Young Lamb’s head aleared, but it
cleared to no pleasant thought. It told
him that he had been wrong. He knew
how to wrestle, but he didn’t know
anything about the profegsional ring,
the tactics of the pro matmen, and

the cruelty of its villains. But another
thought pierced his clouded conscious-
ness. He had promised Lolita that he
would find Monte Burke, and now he
was in the same wréstling ring with
the man. That was gratifying.

Danny Lamb stumbled around a
mountain of tangled wrestlers to find
Jim Delaney wilting under some elbow
kicks of Bouncer Burke. Danny spun
Burke around and dove at his legs.
Before the contact, Bouncer was off
the mat like a kangaroo. In the air, he
withdrew into a ball and descended
with a terrific impact on the prostrate
Danny Lamb. The kid got to his feet,
and Bouncer let him have one on the
button. Danny folded and fell out of
the ring into the press row.

He had the sensation of being
helped through the crowd and of people
yelling encouragement. He had lain
for some time on the floor of the dress-
ing room when the promoter shook
him to consciousness.

“Lamb, you went in like a lion. You
did all right.” Golden spoke as if giv-
ing a compliment made him uncom-
fortable.

“I got licked.”

“That’s what you were supposed to
do,” Golden assured him. “What’s be-
tween you and Burke? Why did you
go for him like a wildman?”

Danny sat up and failed to stifle a
moan that a pain in his back evinced.

“That’s private business,” Danny
Lamb answered.

“Okay.”

“What about next week, Golden 7’

“If you want to try it again, all
right, but don’t tell your folks that I
forced it on you.”

“Burke will be in it?” Lamb asked
hopefully.

“Sure 2”2

“Then I’'m in it.”

Golden handed the kid a new ten dol-
lar bill.

Slowly Danny dressed himself, One
arm would not work at all. Struggling
to keep his head clear until he found
a bed, he walked out of the Coliseum
still gorged with yowling humanity.



- 50 _ ACE SPORTS

Western Union carried a wire that
night to Distriet Attorney Hoffer in
Oklahoma.

Under a sign labelled “BEDS 10¢,”
Lamb opened a dingy door to sleep off
the soreness of the worst physical
beating he had ever taken.

HE next morning the stiffness of
his bones and muscles made him
wince when he turned over on the hard
bed. After dressing and taking a short
walk to limber up, he bought a bowl
of soup in a beanery. His steps then
took him toward the Coliseum. Jim
Delaney walked up. .
“Hello, kid. How do you feel ?”
“Sore, but I'm all right.”
“Found a place to get your chuck
yet 7
“No.”

“Follow me. I'll show you where 1
room and board. Best place in town for
wrestlers.”

They walked for fifteen minutes and
arrived at a boarding house with a
respectable front. Jim introduced
Lamb and paid his bill through the
first week. Then the two went to
Clancy’s Gym and took a stiff workout
that lasted three hours.

Delaney was a friendly soul, and
in the daily workouts in which they
engaged that week, the old-timer
wised up Danny to more than one
trick of the professional trade. He
demonstrated the principal punishing
holds and the various escapes. He
lamented the fickleness of the Illinois
City fans. Once they boosted a wres-
tler to stardom, that wrestler could
not lose. He had to win—every time.
One bad mateh, and out—oblivion as
far as that town was concerned.

He discussed the individual wres-
tlers that were current favorites with
the Illinois City fans. When he came
to Bouncer Burke, his voice levelled to
a tone of quiet anger.

“Burke carries the rough stuff too
far,” Delaney said. “Golden should
run him out of town.”

“That wouldn’t be anything new to

Burke,” Danny put in fiercely, Delaney
looked straight at Lamb.

“l thought you knew something
about that hombre. Do you mind giv-
ing me the details? I hate his guts,
and I know he’s tough. The best thing
for you to do may be to go back home
and forget all about it.”

Danny Lamb’s face set. “Sure I'll
tell you, but I won’t go home. My sis-
ter sent me to college. How she did it
on a stenographer’s eighteen-dollar-a-
week salary, I don’t know. It was tough
sledding for us both. I never came
home at Christmas time, too expen-
sive, and I could make a little money
working in the post office in the college
town. So I didn’t know about Burke
until too late. ;

“Last fall Lolita started to write me
about a man she had met. Deseribed
him as a gentleman who was working
for a company leasing oil wells, Pretty
soon I figured that she was growing
very fond of him. I was pleased—
Lolita deserved a break.

“Then she wrote that through this
friend she was investing our three
thousand dollars, left us by our father,
and that she was going to marry him
in June.,” Lamb’s face tightened into
ugly lines hewn by the oath of revenge.
Then he continued:

“Well, she never saw him again
after she handed over the money. His
disappearance broke her heart, and
she feels worse than ever because half
the money was mine. She wanted to
pay my share back to me—five dollars
at a time.

“Lolita would not tell me who the
man was. She felt she had let herself
in for it and she would take her medi-
cine. But I'm not made that way. I
swore I’d find the guy and tear him to
pieces. I laid the whole thing before
the district attorney, and he said they
couldn’t chase every swindler who
cleaned up and left the state. So I
turned D. A. myself.

“I found this snapshot in a drawer
at home. A close friend of Lolita’s
broke a promise when she told me it
was Burke, the man who had made
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Lolita fall for him. And she told me
the man was a wrestler. I left home
the same night.

“So, Delaney, you can see I'm glad
I ran aeross Bouncer Burke, I'm going
to get a confession out of him.”

HEN the grapplers were dress-

ing for the Wrestle Royale, one
man’s hame was buzzing among them.
It was Tony Zotos. This startling
Greek had swept a swath of victories
through the United States and was
undefeated to date in this country.
Paul Golden had signed Zotos for the
following week. Zotos would break
erowd records in Illinois City.

The excitement did not penetrate
Danny Lamb. He was thinking of an
oily-haired ruffian who strutted elabo-
rately in the ring and delighted him-
self and the fans by double-crossing
his opponents and inflicting any kind
of torture or abuse.

Golden came in and roared instruc-
tions. Lamb was again to be the first
man ouft of the Wrestle Royale. Si-
lently he nodded his head when Golden
asked if he understood.

A howling mob greeted the nine
wrestlers as they were introduced,

and Danny Lamb was heartened by

the round of applause that greeted his
entrance. The fans recalled his game-
ness of the week before.

Monte Burke fawned before the
crowd, started an argument with the
referee, and made himself generally
obnoxious while hogging the spotlight.

Danny La nb had always been a boy
to learn quickly. One Wrestle Royale,
and he had learned which of the other
eight men it was wise to mix with. He
sparred with Jim Delaney briefly ; then
he switched to Pat Milburn, another
youngster. Monte Burke was being
ganged in the center of the ring. Soon
all nine men were in the punishing
brawl.

A pair of clenched fists slapped
Danny on the back of the neck, and
he found himself at the bottom of a
pile with his head jammed against

Burke’s. The Bouncer spluttered a
sentence punctuated with grunts:

“You’re supposed to dive out first,
punk. Better get goin’.” Lamb’s an-
swer was a jerk of his head that
crashed against Burke’s nose. Blood
spurted onte the dirty mat, The crowd
howled at the sight of Burke in dis-
tress. Enraged, Bouncer lashed across
the ring to mix it with Lamb, and the
crowd took up the cause of the under-
dog, and, which was more important,
so did the other wrestlers.

Another mélée formed, with Burke

and Lamb tearing and scratching at
the bottom of the heap, The referece
pulled them off, warning each man to
mix it because the Royale was six
minutes old and no man had been
pinned.
- Delaney said to Lamb in a tangle:
“Better go ahead and roll over and
play dead, Danny. If you discbey
Golden, he’ll wash you up.”

Danny managed a smile and fought
on. He wasn’t leaving that ring yet.
In fact, he became instrumental in
pinning Pat Milburn with a body scis-
sors and an arm leck. The crowd
cheered Danny’s suecess. With one
man over the dam, more followed : De-
laney, Jasper, a newcomer named Hol-
land, Stratigos, and Ford.

Danny Lamb had defied orders and
risked his professional future. Three
wrestlers were left. Kelleher, Burke,
and Lamb. The first of these three to
be pinned would meet Ford in the
semi-windup, and the last two would
wrestle the feature match of the
evening.

ANNY LAMB, his head throb-
bing from the unmerciful beat-
ing he was suffering, reeled in the
ring, supported only by his bulldog
courage and the realization that only
Kelleher stood between him and the
match he wanted more than anything
else in the world. Then Bouncer Burke
was on him.
An elbow slap floored Danny Lamb,
and Kelleher clamped a half nelson on
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- the college man that seemed to tear
out the roots of his shoulder muscles.
They fell to the side on the mat. A
devastating weight crushed them
hard into the mat. Bouncer Burke was
annihilating them as they fought each
other. The crowd screeched with ex-
citement,

Lamb knew it was-coming. If his
head would only clear, he could fight
him off. He got his legs free, then his
head and shoulders; but he remained
erouched on the mat. Maybe he could—
he had to—against Monte Burke. . ..

The pounding feet of the Bouncer,
running for his leap, gave the warn-
ing. Danny’s wrestling sense did not
fail him. Just before the crash he
moved out of range of the big gun.
Burke’s body struck Kelleher and col-
lapsed the body as if it were a nickel
balloon.

Danny Lamb accepted his oppor-
tunity; he exploded into Kelleher, al-
ready willing to toss in the towel, and
crumpled him to the mat with a short
arm-scissors. The referee patted

_Lamb’s back. He jumped to his feet
and started for Monte Burke, The ref-
eree pried them apart. That mix was
to be saved for the feature match. A
pandemonium of deafening sound
greeted the finish of the Royale. The
outcome pleased the customers.

Delaney was waiting to help Danny
Lamb to the shower room. The bat-
tered, exhausted kid threw an arm
over the veteran’s back, They pushed
through the crowd. When they were
alone, Lamb collapsed on the floor.

Delaney stretched him on a rubbing’

table and worked over the bruised,
battered muscles. He rubbed the legs
with aleohol and kneaded the knotty
muscles in the back.

“You did all right, Danny,” Delaney
said when the kid stirred. “Lie right
where you are. Don’t move a muscle,
You're going to wrestle some more
tonight.” -

A freckle faced youngster opened
the door and called to Jim Delaney,

“Ready for you in the ring.”

Delaney spoke to Lamb: “Stay still,
rest—get some of that sap back. T'll
see that nobody bothers you.”

Qutside the door, Jim collared the
boy. “Take this key. Don't let anybody
in that room—Golden’s orders.”

The kid stuttered in his excitement:
“But there's Golden now.”

The promoter was storming to the
room where his windup wrestler lay
exhausted on the training table.

“Let me in there,” he seethed. “T'll
teach a rassle-bum when to follow my
instructions.”

“Wait a minute,” Delaney warned,
and something in his voice halted
Golden. “That kid is wrestling for
something more than money tonight.
If I were you, I'd let him alone right
now. The fans like him all right.”

Golden was not accustomed to that
kind of talk.

“What if I don’t?”’ he demanded.

“You might get your head tore off —
by him,” Delaney said, and marched
off to the ring.

Danny Lamb slept for an hour of
the next seventy-five minutes; then
Delaney roused him and stood him in
a cold shower.

After Ford had pinned Kelleher,
the crowd chanted a demand for Lamb
and Burke,

AMB appeared, fresh, hair combed, -
looking fit. He backed against the
ropes in his corner. He had fought in
countless high-school and  college
matches, but never had he wanted so
much to win, Whatever he had learned
physically and mentally about the
ancient game would have to serve him
now.

Boos greeted Bouncer Burke, who
shook twin fists at Lamb, as the an-
nouncer began: “And now for the
windup match between the co-winners
of the Wrestle Royale, On my right,
Bouncer Burke, weighing one hundred
ninety pounds from San Francisco,
California,” The man at the mike
strode on through the chorus of cat-
calls and boos: “And on my left is
Danny Lamb.” But Danny had waved
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a disapproving hand. The announcer
stopped; Lamb leaned down to say
something to him.

“Pardon me, ladies and gentlemen,
I had the man’s name wrong.” Danny
looked at Monte Burke, “It is Danny
Gillis, weighing two hundred pounds,
from Delker, Oklahoma.”

At that name Monte Burke’s face
contracted into a worried scowl. Dart-
ing swiftly, his small eyes scanned
Lamb’s face. The name Gillis had
taken him by surprise. He thought the
Lolita Gillis affair was a dead issue.

Lamb saw District Attorney Hop-
per sliv into an unoccupied ringside
seat.

The referee called the gladiators to
the center of the mat. : ‘

“Didn’t expect to meet me here, did
you Burke?”

“T'll kill you,” eame Burke’s answer,

The referee’s instructions were
brief. Paul Golden was waiting in
Danny’s corner. :

“Are you Danny Gillis, the A.A.U.
champion and Olympic champion ?’

“Certainly.”

“Why didn’t you tell me?” Golden
asked excitedly.

“That’s my business.”

Had he used his right name, Lamb
knew-Monte Burke would not be leer-
ing in the opposite corner.

Paul Golden hopped to the center of
the ring.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” he began,
scorning the booming microphone’s
help. “We have the unexpected pleas-
ure of offering in his first professional
mateh, Danny Gillis of Oklahoma,
National A.A.U. heavyweight cham-
pion and 1936 Olympic heavyweight
champion.”

A thundering roar drowned out
Golden’s first two attempts at the first
words of his mext sentence. “Next
week Monte Burke will appear in the
windup against the newest sensation
in America—Tony Zotos. Tickets
now on sale.”

The match started.

It was evident from the first clash
of the two men in the center of the

mat, that neither intended to lose the
argument. Bouncer Burke was making
good money by being the most hated
man in Illinois City. One defeat, and
the fickle followers of grunt and groan
would toss him aside for some other
sadistic thrill.

Bouncer knew that others had gone
before him. And then, too, he hated
Danny Lamb, the college boy, pulling
the hero act on account of his sister.
Lolita was a sucker from the begin-
ning. The brother had no business
messing things up after she had parted
willingly from her money.

They smacked onto the mat, Lamb
falling into a headlock. He didn’t wait.
That lock hurt, and he wanted to get
free. With mule kicks that packed
tremendous drive he fought for free-
dom. On the last kick, Burke’s arm
slipped over the crown of his head,
tearing the hair, and his body shot
out toward the ropes. Burke was up
and over him before he could regain
his feet.

Three vicious kicks about the head
and shoulders, and Danny Lamb was
standing bewildered outside the ring.
To Lamb it was inhuman; to the
crowd, it was entertainment. Fortu-
nately, Danny Lamb saved himself
from going completely into a rage.
The punishment added coals to his
white-hot anger.

He listened to the referee count to
fifteen then he climbed back into the
ring. Burke rushed in with a Kangaroo
Kick that shot Lamb hard at right
angles of the taped ropes. Then a fly--
ing tackle pressed him through the
laces onto the floor again.

HE crowd was silent, as a great
crowd can be. The fight was ending
too quickly. Their hopes for the fresh,
honest-looking youth had been pre-
posterous, impossible hopes. It would
soon be over. ;
For Danny Lamb it was only the be-
ginning. He reasoned that he was a
fool to fight at long range. He would
have to get down on the mat and stay
there where he could tie up those
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lethal heels of Monte Burke. Wrestling
was his game, and he would force
Burke to wrestle—then force some-
thing else out of him too.

Applause broke out for the smile

that cracked across the pained face of
Danny Gillis. The kid seemed anxious
to get back in the ring to face his own
slaughter, This time he dropped to the
mat to meet the Bouncer’s attack.

Burke grabbed Lamb’s head and
shot his wrist under the kid’s chin.
The frenzied spectators screamed at
the referee, The official did pry the
wrist loose, but when he started to
circle the matmen, the wrist slipped
back.

Danny Lamb’s head felt as if it
would pop open, but he struggled to
his feet and dragged Bouncer with
him. Reaching way back, he hooked
Burke’s head and executed a terrific
body slam that sent a thud detonating
through the Coliseum.

.Lamb  leaped on his adversary,
lifted him and administered another.
But this time Burke slipped out of the
ring and took twenty seconds to col-
lect his scattered wits. Then back and
forth the advantage changed—bitter,
cruel wrestling, neither man suc-
cumbing to any of the furious holds.

An hour later the two were still
wrestling as if their lives depended
on it. Burke’s rich wrestling life in
Illinois City did depend on it. He must
have been mulling over that fact when
he tossed Lamb over the ropes onto
the concrete floor. That crude measure
had finished many a hardened profes-
sional; an amateur couldn’t possibly
stand up after kissing the pavement.

But Danny stood up, although his
right side felt paralyzed. Jim Delaney
was helping him walk among the ring-
- side chairs to see that his legs and
arms worked all right. They did. A
spark of life came back to them.

At the fifteen count, Lamb climbed
back into the ring and stood up—wait-
ing. The crowd pleaded with him to
beware of Burke, but Danny stood—
waiting. The Bouncer grinned, rushed
at the dazed boy. Six feet away he

leaped into the air with his feet cocked
for the Kangaroo Kick. This would
surely gouge the Olympic champion
into professional oblivion. The feet
whipped forward, two hard clubs of
torture. :

Danny Gillis looked foggier than
he actually was, for this Kangaroo
Kick was what he had hoped for. Jim
Delaney had explained a defense for it.
With a quick movement, he side-
stepped the attack—then dropped
hard on Burke when he plopped to the
canvas.

Danny Lamb rolled Burke over and
into a step-over toe hold. With his own
leg on the back of Bouncer’s knee
joint, and Burke’s toe pressed forward
toward the small of his back, the hold
was as painful and punishing as any
in the book.

OUNCER slammed his palms on

the mat, ran his finger through
his hair in all the antics of a suffering
wrestler. It was particularly amusing
to Danny Gillis because he knew that
Burke was really suffering, That toe
was levered plenty far down.

The crowd screamed, hooted,
cheered. The gameness of the college
youth was amazing. His unawareness
of professional tricks was pitiful, but
he was game. No sport crowd ever
ignored that quality in an athlete.

Burke clawed for the ropes. This
dumb amateur was not going to let
him escape the toe hold. The ropes
were his only hope. Inch by inch he
made progress toward freedom from
the vise that was grinding the mus-
cles and bone of his left leg.

The crowd implored Danny to stop
him. Danny let the attempt endure as
long as possible; then, when Burke
was several inches from the lower
strand, he snapped the reaching arm
and whipped the flattened body of
Burke back into the middle of the mat.
The toe hold stuck.

Golden looked on popeyed. The man
named Hopper was in and out of his
seat. Jim Delaney was the only on-
looker who was not excited. He had



GRUDGE GRAPPLER’S MANHUNT 55

worked out for a week with Gillis. He
knew what Danny could do.

The referee asked Burke if he had
had enough. The shaggy head shook
a negative answer. The pressure in-
creased, and another howl split the
“air. The referee stooped again. Burke’s
head shook. The pressure increased.

A flailing arm attracted Lamb’s at-
tention. It waved desperately in a half
cirele. Danny waited for the man to
come back; then he kicked hard. The
flat of his shoe caught the wrist and
bent it up and out, then socked it hard
into Burke’s back. It was a hammer-
loek applied with the foot.

Burke writhed, secure in two of
wrestling’s most punishing holds. It
was now only a matter of how long
Burke could last. And Burke could not
afford to lose.

Danny Lamb kicked forward as he
leaned forward. Burke groaned an ap-
peal for mercy. Then Danny spoke to
him: :

“Did you sell Lolita Gillis that
worthless stock 7’

The ringsiders, including Hopper,
could hear his question.

No answer. Lamb kicked on the
hammerlock and leaned on the toe
hold.

“Spit it out or I'll kill you.”

Burke grunted and dropped his
head on the mat. He could endure no
more. Painfully he gasped: “Yes.”

“That’s all I want to know,” Danny
said and stood up, releasing the arm
and leg.

* The erowd reacted strangely. They
applauded the gesture, knowing that
Burke had not forfeited the match.
They made a hero of the kid. The hurt
grappler rolled over while Lamb stood
off. Burke shock his leg and arm as
he paced the square.

Then he faced Danny, a murderous
light in his eyes. His fists eame up
under Danny Gillis’ chin; the kid’s
teeth crushed together. His body,
worn by the desperate struggle, hur-
tled backward and collapsed on the

mat. With split-second swiftness, the
tide turned.

Then the Bouncer started bouncing.
Six feet into the air, then down, full
foree, with all his weight, once, twice
—and Lamb was rolling on the mat,
helpless to rise and helpless to escape
the thunderous pounding.

But Danny Lamb’s diseiplined mind
was alert. There was a ridiculously fat
Turk at Berlin who had turned the
heavyweight quarter-finals into a slap-
stick show with that erude bouncing.
But Sig McGill, the Canadian, had
trimmed the Turk and broken fhree
of hig ribg in the bargain. And Danny
knew how McGill had done it.

URKE was in the air, Lamh gath-
ered himself for a last effort. The
strength that lies hidden in great
athletes responded. Danny jerked to a
stooping position, back horizental;
added force was obtained by twin el-
bows that strained upward. The down-
rushing forece met the uprising force.
The bodies smashed together.

Monte Burke’s back cracked over
Danny’s shoulders. The Bouncer
flopped through the ropes and lay un-
conscious. Danny stood unsteadily and
watched while the referee counted.
Then he raised Danny Lamb’s hand.

Danny Lamb remembered two im-
portant things that happened in the
next half hour. He remembered Hop-
per’s promise that he’d fight to the
last ditch for Monte Burke whose guilt
was a certainty. And Lamb remem-
bered telling Paul Golden something.
Paul had asked him if he would meet
Tony Zatos next week for a share of
the receipts and a guarantee of three
hundred and fifty dollars. The smoke
from Golden’s ecigar made Danny
eough, but he answered: “Yes.”

Jim Delaney put Danny Gillis to
bed that night, and the kid sailed into
a fitful but happy slumber. Scores
were even, For Burke was in the hands
of District Attorney Hopper, waiting
extradition,
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in Movie Pugdom

By William J. McNulty

Star battlers and former champions of the ring give many silver-screen
dramas the life, action, punch, atmosphere and realism necessary
for top entertainment,

OLLYWOOD has attracted

# many knights of the daze, not

only temporarily, while they

were active in the ring, but as a per-

manent ‘place of residence. This, aft-
er warbling the fistic swan song.

Bing Conley, who was fist fling-
ing a dozen years ago out of Lewis-
ton, Me.,, as a middle and light-
heavyweight, has been located in Hol-
lywood .the past seven years as a
stand-in and bodyguard for Gregory
Ratoff, screen comedian, and supplier
of mug types for the studios. He has
often appeared before the camera as
one of the mug types, with and with-
out a few speaking words. In the
course of his ring career, Conley
blocked hundreds of blows with his
map, with the aforesaid map show-
ing the results.

Larry Williamg, who was at his
best during the post-war period as a
light-heavyweight, and later as a
heavy, doing his slamming out of
Philadelphia, Shamokin, Penn., and
Bridgeport, Conn., has been living in
Hollywood the past decade. Williams
has been providing human atmos-
phere for screen stories of fistiana
and the underworld and in night life
scenes, :

Al Kaufman, hailed from San Fran-
cisco as a heavyweight a quarter cen-
tury ago. He went into movie pro-
duction 15 years ago as a studio work-
er and became a technician and was
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attached for varying periods to sev-
eral of the plants in the Hollywood
zone, At times, he has appeared be-
fore the camera in minor roles in fight
stories.

Joe Benjamin, who was active as a
lightweight a dozen years ago, and
at one time was considered of cham-
pionship timber, has been appearing
before the camera at intervals during
the past decade, in minor roles. Ben-
jamin, who hailed from San Franecis-
co as a ringster, married Marian
Nixon, featured on the screen, but the
couple were divorced two years ago.

Maxie Rosenbloom, former light-
heavyweight champion whose train-
ing procedure for a ring battle con-

sists of a bath and a massage, has

been spending most of his time, dur-
ing the past two years, in Hollywood.
The Harlem Harlequin has been in
the casts of several films, and with a
featured position in the billing be-
stowed on him. Rosy has not officially
announced his retirement from biff-
dom, but he has cut down greatly on
the volume of his ring engagements
since going Hollywood. ‘

Jack Herick, who was prominent as
a middleweight 20 years ago, while
representing Chicago and Indianapo-
lis, has been living in Hollywood for
12 years. He has been in numerous
non-speaking and atmospherical roles
in screen plays, and hag also torn off
a few lines in some productions.



WHO'S WHO IN MOVIE PUGDOM 59

Al McCoy, who elaimed the middle-
weight title 20 years ago, while mak-
ing his home in Brooklyn, and proved
to be a punch absorber extraordinary,
although nothing to rave about on the
offensive, has been located in Holly-
wood the past ten years. In addition
to operating a public gymnasium, he
is another atmospherical type for the
studios. His family name is Al Ru-
dolph,

“Broken Nose” Murphy, who was
on the fistic battlefront out of Chicago
30 years ago, has been a Hollywood
screen type the past 14 years. Mur-
phy’s severely battered phiz is his
fortune, or rather, his livelihood. He
provides a sharp contrast with the
hero as the aide-de-scamp of the men-
ace,

Sailor Sharkey, a middleweight 25
years ago, and hailing from San Fran-
cisco, has been playing atmospherical

roles in the Hollywood studios the
past 15 years. Once he considered him-
self a smaller edition of Tom Sharkey,
of New York City, who threw a seare
into Heavyweight Champ Jim Jeffries
in a memorable 25 rounder.

Gunboat Smith, a knocker-outer as
a white-hope heavyweight when Jack
Johnson was at the top of the heavy
heap, and who hailed from New York
City, and Philadelphia, was a minor-
roler in the Hollywood studios for
some years, then returning east and
dittoing at the Long Island studios. A
veteran referee in boxing and rass-
ling, some of Smith’s work before the
camers, calls for him to serve as the
third man in the ring in both sports.

Jim Jeffries, the Los Angeles and
Burbank, California slugger, who won
the heavyweight title from Bob Fitz-
simmons and retired undefeated, only

to make a comeback and be flattened

by Jack Johnson, has been on the Hol-
lywood studio employment list the
past 20 years. He has appeared before
the camera many times as a referee
and second and also as a manager of
fighters. He has also helped the diree-
tors in arranging atmosphere for
ring stories. In addition to his studio

work, Jeff does some instructing and
coaching in boxing for the screen
players and their children.

Bill Papke, former middleweight
champion, whose tragic death oc-
curred by his own hand recently, was
an extra at the Hollywood studios for
a dozen years. Papke hailed from
Spring Valley, and Kewanee, both in
Illinois, when in the ring. He had the
distinetion of giving the late Stanley
Ketchel three hard battles.

Tammany Young, who was a light-
weight 85 years ago, as a Gothamite,
afterward distinguished himself as a
gate-crashing contemporary of One
Eyed Connolly, the chiselling champ,
moved to Hollywood 12 years ago. He
had appeared before the camera many
times and had some speaking roles as
well as being used for atmosphere, He
died in 1936, at Hollywoed. -

Charlie Eyton, was a ladler of leath-
er out of San Francisco as a welter-
weight 40 years ago, and later became
a widely known referee in Pacific
Coast championship bouts. He affiliat-
ed himself with the movie industry 22
years ago, at 'Frisco, later transfer-
ring to Hollyweed. Starting before
the camera, he shifted to behind the
seenes, eventually beecoming a studio
manager. Eyton, whose wife was
Kathlyn Williams, for many years
featured on the silent screen, died in
1936.

ACK RENAULT, veteran Montreal
heavyweight and onee eonsidered
for a title bout with Champ Jack
Dempsey, has been in and out of pic-
ture production as an actor during
the past deeade. Jess Willard, the
Kansag Man Mountain, whom Demp-
sey dethroned at Toledo in 1919, has
appeared in a serial and several fea-
tures, later establishing a food store
in Hollywood, which flopped. Willard
iz now fronting for a Pittsburgh
night club.
The late Jim Corbett, cleverest of
all heavyweight ehampions, and & na-
tive of "Friseo, was featured in 2 num-

ber of movies. Jack Dempsey, the
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Manassa Mauler, who was ousted by
Gene Tunney, was starred and fea-
tured in a number of features, while
a resident of Los Angeles. Gene Tun-
ney, most aesthetic of heavy champs,
and product of Greenwich Village,
starred in a serial while runner-up to
Dempsey, and in a film drama while
heading the list.

Georges Carpentier, former Eu-
ropean heavyweight champion, and
ex-world’s light-heavy title holder,
has appeared in several Hollywood
productions, and in recent years hasg
divided his time between night-club
dancing and the movie studios of
Paris, as a dancing actor.

Max Baer, the Livermore Larruper,
who lost the heavy leadership to
Jeems Braddock, of Joisey, was fea-
tured in two Hollywood productions
and announced he would become a
permanent resident of the movie capi-
tal, but this announcement was made
without taking the producers into his
confidence, so the Baer fact was, the
welcome sign. was taken off the Hol-
Iywood doormat for him,

Benny Leonard, the New Yorker
who was one of the best of all lightie
champions, starred in several serials
while topping the roll, and was also in
several cinema drammers produced at
Hollywood and Long Island. Since
quitting the ring, he has been an at-
mogphere assistant in film production
as well as doing some radio broad-
casting. ‘ ;

Ted Kid Lewis, London White-
chapeler who held the welter title and
was later a middleweight and light-
heavy, and who, with Jack Britton, of
New York and Chicago, participated
in a 24 chapter ring-serial in real not
reel life, has been an extra at English
studios, in addition to managing glove
gyrators and serving as a referee, His
right label is Gaston Mendeloff.

Dixie Kid, Memphis, Tenn. colored
warrior, who was welterweight

champ, and later a middleweight, and
who died during 1936, in California
had been an extra in pictures off and

-on for a decade. In reality, he was

Aaron Brown. Kid Herman, of Chi-
cago, who made an unsuccessful bid
for the lightweight title when the late
Joe Gans, Baltimore Negro, was cham~
pion, attached himself to Hollywood
studios 20 years ago, as a staff work-
er.

Primo Carnera, gigantic Italian,
who replaced Jack Sharkey, of Bos-
ton, as king of the heavies, and who

was ousted by Max Baer, was fea-

tured in two Hollywood produetions
while champion or runner-up, and
was also in a film serial.

Fidel LaBarba, of San Francisco, a
former flyweight champion and late-
ly battling as a featherweight, has
been in minor roles in several Holly-
wood productions, between fistic book-
ings.

Mickey Walker, former welter and
middle champ, forsook Rumson, N.
J., for Hollywood, and was in minor
roles in a number of pictures, during
his four years as a citizen of the mo-
vie capital. He returned to Rumson
in 1935, his movie future behind him.

Leo Houck, of Lancaster, Penn.,
one of the leading middleweights of
20 years ago, went to Hollywood a dec-
ade ago, and was in minor rdles in
several pictures, before returning to
Pennsylvania, to become trainer of
Penn State athletic teams.

Jack Johnson, first colored man to
win the heavyweight title in padded-
glove pugilism, made several appear-
ances before the camera while cham-
pion and subsequently. ’

Tommy Loughran, of Philadelphia,
former light-heavyweight champion,
and veteran campaigner among the
heavies since relinquishing the eruiser

~title, was starred in a serial at Holly-

wood, and was- also in two film
dramas,

CRSTEY
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By Robert S. Fenton

Autkor of “Thunder on the Turf,” etec.

APOLEON must have felt
mighty big and important at
the battle of Austerlitz, When

Vic Burney’s father had
been a great ball player.

q But to make the Tanager
team, Burney had to
prove that he was no son

of his father.,

Charles Martel routed the Saracens at
the battle of Tours, he felt that the
world was his oyster. But it is doubt-
ful if either of those great warriors
felt as proud as did young Vic Burney
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when he first donned the spangles of

a big league ball elub one winter down
in Orlando.

The suit had not been made for
him. One of the Tanager veterans had
donated the soiled shirt which had
long since been unworthy of even a
brief visit to a laundry. Another Tan-
ager had kicked in with a pair of old
road pants that he had been using to
polish the barrel of his skeet gun for
about two years. Vic Burney’s big
chest threatened to burst the cloth of
the shirt at any moment, and his legs
looked a lot longer than they actually

were, because the trousers ended.

abruptly just below the knees. But
across the front of the ancient shirt
were big red letters that spelled out
a name: TANAGERS—and that was
all Vic Burney cared about.

It was the year of the big drought
in pitching talent. The preceding
year, the crop of good catchers had
been pretty slim. Every year there is
a shortage of ivory of some kind de-
spite the frantic peregrinations of
hustling scouts, ;

Vic Burney, six feet two of corn-
fed stature with a raw-boned though
good-looking physiognomy, had ar-
rived at the Tanagers’ camp with a
straw suitecase containing little more
than an extra pair of shorts, an oil-
soaked pitcher’s glove, and a pair of
spiked shoes. One hour after he had
parked the suitcase at the hotel where
the Tanagers were quartered, he was
on his way to the ball park. He
-walked into the little clubhouse, car-
rying his spiked shoes and leather
glove, and asked for Charlie Moran,
the manager of the Tanagers.

A bulky, bronze-faced man, with
crows’ feet around his eyes and small
patches of gray at the temples, looked
up from where he was sitting and said
to the rookie: “Moran’s in town hav-
ing a bad tooth fixed up. He won’t be
out for a while. You a ball player?”’

“I'm Viec Burney,” the rookie re-
plied. “I got a letter to come down
here. Mr. Harmon—he’s a scout—"

“Yeah,” the Tanager coach inter-

rupted. “Burney, huh? You're a pitch-
er.” He paused while the other play-
ers wiped the grins off their faces.
The name suddenly meant something
to them. “There was another Burney
one time. Was he—your father?”

It had come. Vic Burney had been
waiting for it. A cold finger poked
through the walls of his heart and
jelled his blood a bit. He moistened
his lips and nodded. He read the
thoughts behind this old baseball wiz-
ard’s keen, searching eyes, and a flare
of defiance suddenly appeared in his
own eyes.

“He was a mighty good pitcher,
Rube Burney was,” the rookie
snapped. “No matter what other fail-
ings he had.”

The seasoned coach held out his
hard, calloused hand: “Sure, kid,” he
said,

Vie Burney took the hand and wait-
ed for the man to speak again,

“My name’s Rip Whitman,” the
coach went on. Then he turned to the
players and barked: “Get out there
and start limberin’ up. You squeak
like a lot of rusty door hinges. Beat
it

SHORT while later Rip Whitman

said: “Burney, maybe it’s none

of my business, but just how much
hard stuff do you take?”

Young Vic flushed scarlet, and hot
words welled to his lips. The curse of
the Burneys was dogging him just
as his mother had forecasted. She had
urged her son to change his name be-
fore he left for Orlando, but the
young man had been stubborn.

“I’'m proud of the name,” he had
declared. “If I can’t get along with it,
T’1l keep out of the game.”

Whitman noted the storm clouds
and hagtily clipped: “That’s all right,
kid. Don’t answer if you don’t want
to. T was just thinkin’ of Moran, He
won’t keep a guy on this club five
minutes if he ever sees him really un-
der the weather.” He stared at the
young rookie, wondering at the dis-
coloration on Burney’s right cheek.
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There was a deep scar over the would-
be pitcher’s eye. Whitman looked back
over the years and saw a good-na-
tured, swashbuckling type of baseball
player with eyes the same color as
this kid’s. He and Rip Whitman had
roomed together, and many a night
the Rube had come in after the stroke
of twelve, bearing the battle scars of
a grog-shop brawl.

Vie said, explaining the scars: “I
had an accident on the way here. I
never touched a drop of the stuff in
my life.”

The coach smiled. “Okay, Burney.
Now let’s go out and see what you've
got in that arm of yours. It looks like
a long piece of whalebone with a
glingshot attached to it. We need an-
other good pitcher to help the old
heavers. We think we've got one, Bur-
ney, but if you can show more
stuff—"

“That’s what I'm here for,” the
rookie replied, grinming now. He had
donned the garments raked up by the
coach and was ready to show.

The Tanagers had finished fourth
the previous year, owing to the fact
that they had mnot had sufficient
strength in the box. They were a fine
looking club, thought the rookie. His
wide eyes picked out faces that he had
seen in the sporting sheets. There was
Mike Coleman, the big catcher. The
huge, bull-necked man in the batting
cage looked like Moran’s heaviest
sticker, Pete Metosky. Over in front
of the wooden stands, an array of
mound workers were getting the
kinks out their soupbones.

There was a tingling sensation run-
ning along Vie Burney’s spine now.
His tall, loose frame was aglow with
a warm flood of pride as he followed
the coach aeross the hard-packed dia-
mond. He was in the big leaguesg! He
would always be able to say that,
whether he made the grade or not.
But he was determined to make the
grade. He was sure he had the stuff,

The gods of chance had to be
thanked for sending the Tanager
scout to the small town where he had

pitched for a factory team in a twi-
light league. That night he had been
at top form and had breezed through
the game with a one-hit performance.
Afterward, Harmon, the scout, had
loocked him up and promised him a
chance to twirl for the big show. The
only hitch had been when Harmon
had asked him if he was the son of
Rube Burney. He had had to admit
that he was, whereupon the scout had
looked a little dubious. Nevertheless,
here he was,

Rip Whitman took the rookie over
to a tall, angular veteran of baseball
who was watching the heavers with
deadly interest, “Here’s the rookie
that Joe Harmon sent down. Look
him over, Lefty.”

“Okay,” the coach of Moran’s
pitchers said crisply. He called to a
man on the beneh. Rip Whitman
walked away, looking back once doubt-
fully. There had been no evidence of
drink about Rube Burney’s son, Whit-
man had to admit, but he would have
liked the kid to explain the bruises
on hig face. He twisted an old bromide
in his mind. “That which is bred in
the soupbone can’t be beaten out in
the flesh.”

URNEY took a new ball, rubbed
it in his glove and got set to
pitch. He wound up and blazed one
down at his receiver, and the impact
of the ball in the big mitt could be
heard all over the empty park. The
pitching coach called out sharply:
“Want to throw that arm out the first
day? Take it easy, feller, and don’t
be anxious. We've got a long time -
down here.” ;
Vic nodded and eased up. For five
minutes, he exercised that arm of his;
and when Rip Whitman came over to
the pitching mentor, there was a
gleam in his eye such as must appear
in the eye of a prospector who finds
gold in his pan.
“He don’t look bad, does he ?” quer-
ied Whitman.
Lefty Toler knew a pitcher when he
saw one. He had worked for Charlie
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Moran for eight years and had helped
him to win a pair of pennants. Under
his breath he said: “He’s got every-
thing his old man had, Rip.”

“Yeah? I hope not—not every-
thing.”

Lefty looked at the old Tanager
coach and bit down hard on a match
stick. “I forgot that,” he admitted.
“Well, we’ll see, Rip. But Moran will
get one good pitcher, you can depend
on that. Either this boy or the one
from Wichita will make the grade.”
He called to Vie Burney then and told
him to take a rest, He would want
Vie to pitch to the Tanager macers
in a few minutes.

- Vie Burney wiped sweat from his

face and walked to the bench. Another.

man sat down beside him a few mo-
ments later and said: “You're new
here, too, huh? I'm Chick Rudd. I
pitched for Wichita last year and the
year before that. Looks like you've
got what it takes.” He laughed wryly.
“Up to now I figured I was set here,.
The rest of the new pitchers they
brought down aren’t worth a dime a
dozen.”

Vic grinned. “I sure want to stick
here,” he said, “Maybe they’ll need a
couple before they know it. Some-
body’s arm might go bad.” He turned
his head away from Rudd at the crack
of a Tanager slugger’s bat. The ball
sailed far out . into center to bank
against the fence.

Rudd said: “That’s the kind of guy
we have to piteh to in this league.
That was Pete Metosky, He hit .387
last year.”

The rookie felt his hopes dwmdle
as he watched Moran’s heavy artillery
dig in and murder the horsehide that
was served up to them. Absently he
let his fingers stray over the cut on
his face. His mind wandered back to
the trip down from the hinterlands. A
lot of things had happened to break
the monotony of the journey. In a
small Carolina town, the big bus
had stopped to give the passengers a
twenty-minute respite to stretch their
legs and get something to eat. Vie

Burney did not like the looks of the
eating place, so he wandered a couple
of blocks down the street to find a
drugstore. There he had a sandwich
and a glass of milk.

Just as he was leaving the store a
youngster came running across the
street right in the path of a truck. A
woman’s scream sounding above the
roar of the truck galvanized Vic Bur-
ney into action, He lunged. toward the
kid and threw him free of the wheels
as brakes squealed, The truck wasg
still rolling when it hit him. It sent
him sprawling into the gutter. His
head hit the curb, A crowd gathered
and a couple of men helped him into
the drugstore where his cut was
dressed. During the ministrations, a
young woman stood by with the
scared little boy in her arms and
thanked him tearfully many times,
The ball player had refused to give
his name before hurrying away to the
bus stop. To his dismay, he had found
the bus gone.

Whitman touched Vic Burney on
the shoulder, and the rookie came out
of his reverie. “Go out there and start
warming up again, Burney, We're go-
ing to have the first real session to-
day. Rudd, you start for the Yanni-
gans.” The coach walked out onto the
diamond waving the players in from
the outfield.

HE Tanagers had been waiting
for real action and they milled
around on the diamond, indulging in
horseplay like a lot of high school kids.
Two or three baseball writers came
over and looked at Vie Burney with
interest. They chatted with Whitman
and the rookie felt his ears burn. He
prayed that he would not get siage
fright, in the event that he should be
called in to pitch for an inning or two.
Somehow he knew what the base-
ball writers were thinking and a wave
of heaviness crept over him, Like fath-
er, like son. Those writers would be
wondering about that. Would they
never forget Rube Burney? Forget
the dead past? Why didn’t they talk
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about the good things that his father
had done? Like that strike-out rec-
ord he had hung up or those three
years when he had helped the old
Giants win the flag in the Senior
Loop. No, they preferred to tell of

Rube Burney’s escapades and how he

had left his family destitute through
a predilection for strong drink.

The Yannigans were taking the
field. Al Rudd, the rookie, was out
there on the hill, waiting to blaze the
ball past Moran’s best hitters—if he
could, The atmosphere of pennant
chase was heavy in the air. Veterans
were hopping around like youngsters.
A smattering of local residents was
trickling into the wooden stands to
get a look at the first practice gession.

Vie Burney thought: “Sure, I
could’ve told ’em how I got my face
banged up. But they wouldn’t believe
it. It’d sound like an alibi, and, any-
way, how could I prove it? Well, I
don’t want to. They think I've been
drmkmg——suspect TI'm a chip off the
old block. Let ’em think so0.”

After a first scoreless inning, Al
Rudd began to bear down a little, He
had four to go, and Pete Metosky was
standing up there ready to take his
cut. The Wichita rookie took his time
and tried to make himself look good
by whiffing the big macer. Rookies be-
fore him had held that same hope in
their hearts. They had all gone back
to the bushes with the terrific crack
of Metosky’s bat ringing in their ears.

. Rip Whitman sat down on the bench
and grinned when Rudd got Metosky
into a hole. Two strikes and only one
ball, Rudd, exuding confidence now,
gent one in that was just above the big
Pole’s knees. Metosky swung. The ball
went into deep left for three sacks.
The Regulars began to punch at
Rudd’s offerings for the remainder of
the inning, Three runs were across
before the side was retired. The Yan-
nigans were set down again by a Tan-
ager veteran twirler and they went
out to try to hold the score down.
Rudd, a little shaky, allowed a hit and

two bases on balls after one was out, -

“Go on in, kid,” Rip Whitman said
to Vic Burney.

“Me?” clipped the tackily dressed
rookie.

“Who else?”

Vic got up from the bench, took his
glove from his hip pocket, and
strolled across the diamond. Rudd
slammed down his glove and left the
hill. Passing his replacement, he
ground out: “Let’s see you stop 'em,
big boy.” Rudd’s tone was anything
but friendly.

“Just tough luck,” Vie tossed after
the Wichita rookie. “Next time you’ll
—" Rudd did not look up, so Vie
shrugged and went on to the hill, It
seemed a dream for him to be there.
For a few moments, he just stood
and glared at the batter up there at
the plate. A big leaguer in a big
league training camp! Moran's regu-
lar second sacker, Bart Lamont, was
waiting for Vie Burney to pitch to
him. Stage fright came and gripped
the novice pitcher. He pulled himself
together and gripped the ball fiercely.
The bags were filled. A hit here would
not look good

“Get going, Burney!” Whitman
yelled. “Get going there.”

MAN walked across the outfield
ags Vic Burney wound up. He
stopped momentarily when Bart La-
mont swung all the way around to
miss the piteh by a mile, The Yanni-
gan receiver, a veteran of three years
with Moran, grinned and tossed the
ball back to the rookie.

To the batter he said: “Better blow
the smoke away before you swing
again, Bart.”

Charlie Moran, Tanager pilot, re-
sumed his walk to the bench. His jaw
was set grimly, and the Yannigan
fielders sensed that if anything went
wrong this afternoon a few of them
would be packing their grips to head
back to the tall timbers. Going up to
Rip Whitman, Moran threw out his
jaw pugnaciously and said: “Who's
the big palooks in there pitchin’?”
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“That’s Burney, Charlie, Harmon’s
find. Blew in this afternoon.”

“Yeah? Did he have a bottle on his
hip?” Moran cracked. He swung his
head around just in time to see La-
mont cut savagely at a third pitch
that eluded his big stick by the width
of a barn door. He bit out at the sec-
ond sacker: “What were you doin’
with your peepers this winter, Bart?
You must’ve strained them doin’ fan-
¢y work.”

“Yeah? You've got a pitcher out
there if youw’ll just look him over
good,” Lamont retorted and banged
his bat against a heap of other maces.

Al Rudd bit his teeth hard together
and dug his spikes into the turf, Char-
lie Moran took a seat and leaned far
forward. He watched Vie Burney
closely. Once he nodded his head and
said: “The kid’s got a lot of the Rube
in him.”

Out on the mound Vie Burney was
beginning to get aceclimated. He
worked slowly on the next Regular
hitter and forced him to lift a lofty
foul to the first baseman. Two were
gone. The next man looked like a
horsehide murderer to the rookie, He
took the veteran eatcher’s advice and
kept them on the -outside. But his
third pitch came whistling back at
him and he dropped flat to the dirt.
Getting up, Vic saw the hitter throw
his bat away with a fine display of
Irish temper. The Yannigan second
sacker had speared the drive, and the
inning was over.

Vic Burney walked in to the bench,
He hesitated when he saw the heavy-
set man with Rip Whitman, Those
square jaws and the blue growth of
beard were familiar, Moran’s eyes
were famous, too—deseribed by base-
ball writers as pieces of flint set in
chunks of gray slate. Moran’s eap was
tilted back on his head, revealing the
sandy-colored hair that grew abund-
antly on his massive head.

“Burney ?”’ Moran shot at the twirl-
€er.

“Yes—yessir.”

“You were lucky out there,” the
manager said. “Don’t let it go to your
head.”

Vie Burney’s face flamed, and he
shook his head as he sat down., Al
Rudd grinned. “I want to talk to you
after we're through, Burney,” Moran
said next. “Be in my room at seven
o’clock.”

The rookie knew what was on Char-
lie Moran’s mind. The same thing
that was on everyone’s mind. Resent-
ment began to cut a swath through
him. He was hardly aware of the Yan-
nigan out there at the saucer trying
to get a hit. His thoughts were on his
mother a long distance away. She had
forgiven Rube Burney for everything
that had happened, and she had more
reason to remember those things than
anyone else,

Vie looked back over the years. He
could see her by the window of their
shabby flat working on lamp shades
or aprons or anything that her thin
fingers could fashion so as to keep a
roof over her boy’s head. Years of it
had dimmed her eyes and had made
her old before her time. But she want-
ed only one thing in payment from
her son—a promise that he would nev-
er touch a drop of liquor. Vic Burney
remembered the night when he had
promised her with his hand on the
family Bible. Her voice was clear to
him ag he sat on the bench in the Or-
lando ball park.

“Son, it’s all I ask of you. If I ever
smell a drop of whiskey on your
breath, I'll want to die. It’s a curse,
son, that you've got to fight. You've
got to fight more than just that. Those
who knew your father, Vie—they’ll
never be quite sure of you, Promise
me, son, that you'll never—"

ND so Vic Burney had promised
and he would always keep that
promise, Before he had left for the
south, his mother had told him many
things.
“I remember when Henry went
away, Vietor, I was very young and



HURLER’S HERITAGE 67

very happy, then, son. Your father
became famous—his name was always
in the papers, and I was awfully
proud. I've since wished that he had
failed and had come back to me—the
way he went away. But he didn’t be-
long to me alone, A sporting idol be-
longs to the public. They worship him
and a man has to be strong to keep
a level head. Remember that, son.”

Then Vie’s mother had given him a
picture to take with him, one of Rube
Burney. “It’s one I've always liked,
son,” she had said. “You picked it out
of a box of candy one day when you
were a little fellow, For a while you
wouldn’t believe it was your father.
It’s one of the best pictures of him I
ever had—so young and smiling, Take
it, son, and look at it often. It may
help you—somehow—"

Charlie Moran’s voice boomed and
scattered the rookie’s thoughts.
“Wake up, Burney, ’Tain’t bedtime
yet. Get out there and pitch!”’

“Yessir.” Vie drew on his glove and
sauntered to the hill.

Behind his back Moran said: “Just
like the Rube, After a tough night.
T’'ll never forget the day he went to
sleep right out there in the box. We
were playin’ the Cubs—" 1

“Maybe if guys wouldn’t keep re-
mindin’ the kid of those things,”
Whitman said testily, “he might turn
out to be a good man around here. The
kid can’t help what his old man was,
Charlie.” ;

The manager of the Tanagers spat
into the dirt. Then he grinned. “Nope,
you’re right, Rip. We'll see. Kind of
wish he had a lot of color like the
Rube had. He’d pack in the customers
if we could build him up. The writ-
ers—"

“They don’t need any pushing,”
said Whitman. “They’ll refresh every-
body’s memory without any help. It'll
be tough on the kid.”

Vie Burney set the Regulars down
without another hit. In two innings
he had struck out two batters, had
walked none and allowed no hits. A

good start for a rookie. Al Rudd
looked a little disgruntled when Vic
Burney ambled along beside him aft-
er the work-out was halted.

“Don’t be sure of yourself, kid,”
said Rudd. “I started out like that,
too. Those heavy hitters will start fig-
uring you out the next time. They’'ll
begin to murder your stuff.”

The rookie nodded. “I feel that way,
too, Al,” he grinned, “You don’t fool
big leaguers every time. But I'm warn-
ing you—I'm going to try and get that
pitchin’ job. I need a job that pays me
better than working in a factory. Doc-
tor’s bills come high.”

“Yeah?” Al Rudd wondered if the
rookie was going to pull a sob story
on Charlie Moran. Maybe he had a
crippled brother or a sick wife. The
thought brought a dry laugh to his
throat. Charlie Moran had listened to
rookies pull the sympathy angle often.
“Married?” Al queried.

“No. How about you?”’

“I got a wife and a kid,” the other
pitcher replied. “They come down
with me and spent a few days before
they went back home. I'd sure like to
make the grade for them. They think
I’m the best pitcher in the world.”

Rube Burney’s son said: “Why
shouldn’t they?”

IC BURNEY was assigned fo a

room with a utility shortstop,
Speck Toth by name. The player was
a tight-lipped man who said very lit-
tle while the two were washing up for
dinner. Vic was glad of the compara-
tive silence, however. He was sick of
answering certain questions. His face,
reflected in the mirror as he shaved,
still looked a little bad. When he was
cleaned up, he told Toth that he was
going out for a walk. He had twenty
minutes before the dining room would
be open.

Orlando was seething with the in-
flux of tourists. Approaching dusk
was wiping out a lot of the excessive
heat of the day. Viec Burney thought
of what it would mean to his mother
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if he could stick with a big-league
club. She could come down next year
with him, could stop working her fin-
gers to the bone, could recapture
some of the happiness she had lost.
_He could buy her a little place down
here where it was warm all the year
round and where oranges would grow
ripe outside her door. Strolling along,
he built up his air castle to mammoth
proportions,

On a busy corner he stopped to look
in the window of an expensive shop.

Feasting his eyes on a black silk -

dress, he said to himself ; “She’ll have
one of those, too—silk, with lace
around the neck, like she’s always
wanted.”

The mnext minute, Vlc Burney felt
a heavy hand on his shoulder and he
was spun halfway around. Instinetive-
ly, he brought up his guard, and his
eyes bored into the tall, flashily
dressed stranger who had ripped his
day dreams to shreds. The face was
vaguely familiar,

“So, wise guy,” the man ground out
“we meet again, huh? I ought to blow
your lights out!” His face seemed liv-
id in contrast to the white linen suit
and yellow shirt and tie that he wore.
Shifty eyes flickered all over Vie’s
face but did not meet the ball player’s
steady gaze. The lips below a closely
clipped mustache were the color of
gray stone,

Vic Burney recognized the man
then. He had met him on the train
which he had hopped in High Point
in the Carolinas after the bus had left
him flat. The rookie had been watch-
ing a poker game in a club car, and
this stranger had been winning most
of the money. Of course, it had been
none of his business, he knew, when
the man in the linen suit had palmed
an ace from the bottom of the pack.
But somehow it had appeared to Vie
Burney that the men who were losmg
could ill-afford to do so.

An unpleasant scene had followed
when the baseball player had told the
men what he had seen, The train con-

ductor had suggested in no uncertain
terms that the light-fingered gentle-
man detrain at the next stop. The men
who had been inveigled into the game
did more than suggest it. They took
their money back and invited Vic Bur-
ney to have a drink with them. The
ball player had hurried out of the club
car with the hawk-faced man’s threats
of reprisal ringing in his ears.

“You’d be liable to carry a gun,”
he gaid now to the card sharp, “but
you wouldn’t use it here. Keep mov-
ing. I don’t want any trouble with
you.”

“Let me tell you something, kid.
Keep your trap closed about me here,”
the man ground out, “or I'll come
lookin’ for you. Get that?”

“T've forgotten you ever lived,” Vie
Burney retorted and pushed the man’s
hand off his arm. “I'm a ball player
and that’s why I’'m down here, What
you do is your own business—even
if it isn’t on the level.”

The card sharp grinned as the big
pitcher walked hurriedly away. “A
ball player, huh?”’ he slurred. “Well,
what do you know about that?”

IC BURNEY had never eaten in

a hotel dining room before. The
quality of food, the names of the en-
trees on the menu, the pretty wait-
resses in starched dresses all com-
bined to make his brain spin. When
one of the waitresses smiled under-
standingly at his hesitation and told
him what to order, he was more than
grateful. The strands of golden hair
that brushed his cheek as she bent
over the menu in front of him felt
as though they “were charged with
electricity,

He gazed after her in rapt atten-
tion until she disappeared through the
swinging doors in one corner of the
big dining room. He had had a girl
back home once, but she had married
someone else, After she had told him
that she was not the kind to wait for
a man to make a lot of money, Vie
Burney had put the opposite sex out
of his mind entirely.
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After dinner, the rookie pitcher
walked up to Charlie Moran’s room.
His knees felt a little wobbly, and he
kept rehearsing in his mind what he
would say to the fiery pilot. But when
he found himself in Moran’s presence,
his tongue clove to the roof of his
mouth, and he was speechless.

“Hello, Burney,” said the manager,
not unkindly. “You showed me some
stuff out there today. Where did you
get those bruises on your pan, kid?
Walk into a door?’ He laughed.

“] had an accident,” the pitcher
said stubbornly. “Tripped over a curb.
I s’pose you think I was drunk. Every-
body seems to want to believe that,
because my father—"’

“Aw, now, take it easy, kid,” Moran
cut in. “I knew your father, He was
one of the greatest pitchers who ever
lived. I’'m going to tell you something.
Rube Burney never took a drink un-
til you came along, he told me. For
years, he’d fought against the thirst
~ for the stuff. He worried all the time
that you might be born with the crav-
ing, He knew what a terrific battle it
was to keep away from the stuff. He
used to say to me: ‘Charlie, I almost
2o crazy sometimes thinkin’ about my
kid. If he will only be strong enough
to fight the thing that has been a
curse to my father and his father be-
fore him.””

“And then one night, kid, he got a
taste of it. He'd pitched a no-hit game.
We celebrated, and it was a lively
crowd. The Rube took a drink, and it
started him off on the rip-snorting ca-
reer that all old baseball fans remem-
ber. Burney, I tell my men to drink if
they want to—but not to let me catch
them at it, I'm telling you the same.
I hope you’ll keep away from the
stuff, Burney.” He was looking at the
bruised face in front of him as he
spoke. Why was the rookie loath to
talk about it?

“I've got to make good,” the big
busher told Moran., “I’'m going to give
you the best I’ve got in me. If that
isn’t good enough, I'll go home and

start getting ready for next year.”
“Okay,” said the manager. “That’s
all, then, kid.”

Vie Burney went to his room. He
was glad to find that Toth had gone
out, He wanted to be left alone for a
while. He reached into his pocket for
the little leather folder in which he
kept that tiny time-worn picture of
his famous father. Then he remem-
bered that he had put it in the pocket
of the vest that he had discarded when
he had hit the torrid belt. The vest
wasg in the closet, but his exploring
fingers failed to find the talisman. It
must be lost, he thought—and with
the thought, a feeling of misgiving
assailed him. Like most ball players,
Vie Burney had a superstitious bent
and he wondered if the loss of the lit-
tle picture would prove to be a bad
omen,

A hunt through his straw suitcase
failed to uncover it. He talked to him-
self, saying that it should make mno
difference. How could the image of a
man help him in any way? It had not
helped to ease his mother’s burden.
Years of struggle had made a half-
blind little old lady out of her, scarred
her fingers with needle pricks and
bent her back so that she never stood
up quite straight any more. No, Rube
Burney could not help anybody any
more.

HE Detroit Tanagers began to

round into mid-season form at
the end of the third week in training
camp, Charlie Moran told the baseball
writers that he had about made up his
mind as to what the starting team
would be on opening day. He needed
one more good pitcher and he was
pretty sure he had him. He would not
say whether it was Al Rudd or Vic
Burney until time came for Weedlng‘
out the chaff,

On paper, both rookie pitchers
looked promising. The son of Rube
Burney seemed to have more control,
and that was a big factor in his fa-
vor., Moran told the scribes that he
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would start Vic Burney against the
Boston Blue Sox when their Citrus
League series opened on the following
Saturday.

The baseball writers, memories
jogged by the presence of Vic Burney,
began to fill their columns with anec-
dotes pertaining to the new rookie’s
famous sire. They gave the avid fans
many a laugh with accounts of the
escapades of the old Rube when he
was in his bibulous prime. The stuff
was gall and wormwood to the rookie
twirler, and one night he read a cer-
tain expert’s stint with wrath. The
fellow had spread it on a little too
thickly.

Aware of the rage that boiled in
Burney’s eyes, Speck Toth said : “For-
get it, kid! That guy ean write what
he wants and get away with it. Steve
Wood’s stuff is the baseball world’s
Bible.”

Vic smothered his anger for a while,
but when he reread Wood’s stuff later,
it seemed even more caustic and slur-
ring. The writer had hinted that
Charlie Moran was gambling not
with a rookie twirler but with John
Barleyeorn. He had twisted the old
bromide about blood being thicker
than water, and no reader had any
doubt about what he meant.

Toth had gone out, so he could not
hold Vie back now. Vie thought of
what his mother would say if she
were to read that stuff. He knew it
would almost kill her. Maybe Wood
had never known what it was to work
long hours for little pay and then turn
almost all of it over to a doetor or
. druggist. If Wood’s mother were sick,
he would not have to worry about the
expense of doctors and medicine, He
was g well-paid columnist. Had Wood
any right to sit in judgment on a man’s
father? To hold him up for ridicule
before the world after he was dead?
To speculate on whether the taste for
strong brew had been passed on to
that man’s son? Anger and bitterness
goading him, Vie Burney left his ho-
tel room and went down into the lob-

by. It wag about the time, he remem-
bered, when the baseball writers gath-
ered in the tap room for their night-
ly confab, :

The man whose column was syndi-
cated countrywide was standing at
the bar when Vic Burney walked into
the tap room. The smell of liquor
seeped into the player’s nostrils and
made him feel sick. A scribe laughed.
Steve Wood was the first to speak.

“It's young Rube Burney,” he
smirked. “Don’t tell us the old devil’s
got you, kid?”

“Cut that, Wood!” Burney cracked.
“I eame down here to tell you to cut
writing that stuff about a man who is
dead. My father, you understand. I
don’t care for myself—I can fight
back. But the wife of that man is
still alive, Wood. Or doesn’t a news-
paperman have any sense of de-
cency?”’

Wood’'s face was ludicrous with
stunned surprise. He swung away
from the bar and then laughed in the
rookie pitcher’s face. “Listen, guy,”
he said, “we write what we want.
Your old man was good copy. He still
is. Get wise, Burney. We can make
you or break you. We're building you
up, chump. Giving you a lot of eolor.”

Vie Burney ground out: “Well, I
don’t want if, Wood., You baseball
writers can stand around and drink
all night, every night of your lives and
that’s okay, huh ? They drank with my
Dad, too, and they ruined him. Then
they stepped on him. Lay off him,
Wood, or I'll beat you within an inch
of your life.”

TEVE WOOD had had just enough

to give him a flare of courage. He
stepped up to the big roakie and plant-
ed the palm of his hand agairst Vie
Burney’s shoulder., He pushed hard,
and the ball player took two backward
steps and collided with 2 man who was
coming in. Anger boiled up in Vie
Burney, and he started a punch at
Wood’s head—but it never landed.
Charlie Moran had hold of his rookie



HURLER’S HERITAGE 71

pitcher’s arm, His voice shook the
roof.

“Beat it, Burney! Get out of here.
Can’t keep away from the stuff, huh ?”

“I never touched the stuff,” the
twirler ripped out. “I came down here
to tell Wood—"

The columnist’s face was deadly.
“Yeah? You won’t tell anybody, Bur-
ney. You’'ll find out you can’t get tough
.with the newspaper boys. They can
run you out of the Citrus League be-
fore you get started.” He paused and
grinned mockingly. “You’d better do
some pitching against the Boston
Club when they get here.”

Burney stalked out of the place
with mocking laughter following him
into the street. A girl came out of a
drugstore a few yards away, and he
almost trampled her in his blind rage.
He started to mumble an apology,
then stopped.

“Oh, h-hello—you’re—"

“Yes—I'm the girl who waits on
your table, Mr. Burney.”

The ball player’s eyes became larg-
er and larger as he stared at her. She
looked exactly like all the smartly
clad women who sojourned in Orlando
during the winter season. In her white
linen suit and blouse, she looked small-
er, and her hair seemed even more
golden. :

In a humble voice he said: “I’d like

-to buy you some ice cream, Miss—
er—"’ \

“I'm Nancy Ryder, Mr. Burney.
I’d like to have some ice cream,”

Instantly, the ball player wished he
had not spoken. He became sicken-
ingly aware of his wrinkled suit which
was much too heavy for the southern
climate. It was not a very new suit,
either, but he could not afford another
right now. He was on trial at Orlando,
working out with the Tanagers for
board and room. What little money he
had would have to be conserved to get
him back home,

But the trim young girl did not
seem to mind because she said: “I

know a place where it is not very
crowded, and we can talk as long as
we like.” Vic Burney allowed her to
lead the way.

An hour later the ball player felt
as though he had known Nancy Ry-
der for a long time. She had told him
about herself, how she was working
during the winter so that she could
finish a course she had started in a
northern college. Vie Burney found
himself reciprocating with the tale of
his own struggles. While he was falk-
ing, the girl kept her eyes on his sun-
burned face, and there was an expres-
sion of approval in their depths.

When he returned to the hotel that
night, the rookie pitcher from the tall
timbers felt that his world had started
to change a lot. He felt as if he would
not have to fight it out alone now.
Lowered voices from a group in g far
corner of the lobby failed to register
with him,

A man said: “There’s the big hick
who told Steve Wood where to get
off.”

‘“Yeah. The big sucker! He'll be
packin’ his bag in a couple of days.”

HE Boston Blue Sox drew a siz-

able crowd to the Tanagers’ park
for the opening game of-the Citrus
League. In the improvised press coop
sat Steve Wood watching Vic Burney
warm up. A thin smile grew on his -
face as he leaned sidewise and tossed
at another correspondent:

“The hick looks good. Maybe he’ll
have the last laugh.”

“Yeah? These Blue Sox are hitters,
Steve. The busher’s going up against
‘Dutch’ Branner and they say the big
southpaw is going to have his best
year.”

“That rube’s got a lot to learn,”
Wood bit out. “A whole lot.”

On the Tanager bench, Charlie
Moran was eyeing Burney with a

‘stony expression. The incident of the

previous evening was bothering him.
He kept remembering how he used to
have to make the rounds of the hot
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spots to find that kid’s father on the
eve of an important series. Shaking
his head doubtfully, he glanced to-
ward Al Rudd.

'The game got under way. The Blue
Sox lead-off man strode up to the
platter and took a long look at the
towering pitcher out there on the hill.
Vic Burney realized that he was on a
spot as he rubbed the ball in his glove.
He felt Steve Wood’s eyes boring into
him. And Charlie Moran’s fixed gaze
was -becoming a tangible thing that
drove flat against him like a strong
wind.

He fought off his nervousness and
wound up. The ball left his hand,
blazed by the Boston batter for a
strike. On the next one, Rube Bur-
ney’s son put a hop that bugged the
batter’s eyes out. The fans began to
find voice when Vie struck out the
Blue Sox lead-off man with three
pitched balls. On his way to the bench,
the veteran looked back at Moran’s
rookie.

He said: “There’s a pitcher, Mick.”

The second Boston batter reached
first on an error. It was an easy roller
that went through the shortstop’s
legs.

Charlie Moran growled: “We'll see
if he’s got a heart now. The two heav-
iest sluggers are going to try an’ bang
that run across.”

Viec Burney took his time, His jaw
muscles bulging a little, he got ready
to pitch. He could not wind up now
with a fast runner on the first sack.
The Boston batter worked him to a

‘two and two count. Burney took the
backstop’s signal and shot one in, high
and inside. Crack! The pitcher threw
up his glove and the blazing horsehide
stuck to the palm, He whirled and
threw to first, doubling up the base
runner who had headed for second.

The customers howled their delight.
Al Rudd’s smile vanished from his
face when Charlie Moran ground out:
“A fielding pitcher, Rip. They’'re nice
to have around, too.”

The Boston Blue Sox clean-up man

tried to drive Vie Burney’s offerings
out of the park. His best effort was a
weak pop-up to the Detroit third base-
man, and the inning was over. Steve
Wood said “Humph !’ and jotted down
the highlight of the inning, that pretty
double killing.

Dutch Branner was in mid-season
form. The Tanagers could do nothing
with his delivery in their half. Vie
Burney went out onto the mound
again, The sun beat down layer upon
layer of enervating heat. Six more
innings to go. Eighteen Boston slug-
gers to set down before the abbreviat-
ed training camp tussle would be over.

He wound up and threw the first one
down the alley for a ball. There was
a drop to his next pitch that broke
fast, and the umpire called it right.
The Blue Sox batter got set, his eyes
showing bewilderment at the rookie’s
speed. He cut at the next one and
fouled it for the second strike. Again
Vic Burney tried for the outside cor-
ner, and the batter just managed to
graze the horsehide. The catcher
clung to the foul tip and the Hub swat-
ter was out.

“Working pretty,” gritted Steve
Wood. “But he’s still got a long way
to'go.”?

A single greeted Vie Burney on the
next pitch. Charlie Moran kept chew-
ing on his ever-present cud, the ex-
pression on his face unchanged. Vie
took a hiteh at his belt, dug his toe
into the dirt, and consulted the rosin
bag. Then he bore down and struck out
the third Boston macer to face him.
Again the crowd gave him a great
hand, and Al Rudd began wonder-
ing if he would be pitching for Wichi-
ta again when the Western circuit
gtarted things going.

HE Blue Sox base runner went

down on the rookie’s second offer-
ing. Moran’s veteran catcher nipped
the stealer a foot off the keystone
sack, and the Boston team was fin-
ished for that frame. Coming in to the
bench, Vic Burney did not look at the
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manager of the Tanagers. Charlie
Moran spoke to him,

“Nice work, kid. The heat bother
you?”

The rookie pitcher shook his head.

He was thinking of Steve Wood. The

sun could not put half the heat on him
that Wood could.

The game, for a Citrus League con-
test, became surprisingly tight. By the
end of the fourth, Branner had giv-
en but two hits. Vic Burney was amaz-
ing the experts with a one-hit per-
formance. The crowd was beginning
to howl for some fireworks. It was not
a partisan crowd. They did not care
who started the heavy artillery roll-
ing,

With one gone in the first of the
fifth, the breaks came to the Blue Sox,
A rookie outfielder lost a towering fly
in the sun and Vic Burney gritted his
teeth and looked over 'the Blue Sox
clean-up man. He seemed like a giant
up there, wielding the trunk of a tree.
The Tanager catcher gave Vie his gig-
nal. The Detroit infield began to chat-
ter encouragement, Steve Wood wait-
ed, face inscrutable. Al Rudd leaned
farther forward on the bench and dug
his nails into the cloth at his knees.

The Boston slugger was not to be
fooled every time he toed the saucer.
He caught Vic Burney’s fast ball and
drove it just inside the first sack for
two bases. The throw-in was fast and
prevented the man who was on first
from scoring, But there were two on
now and only one down. There was
a money hitter at the plate, the little
Boston hot-corner guardian.

Charlie Moran said to Rip Whit-
man: “We'll see if he’s got any guts
now. Rudd, go out and warm up.”

The son of Rube Burney looked
toward the press coop and smiled thin-
1y before he toed the rubber, He took
his time until the crowd became a
trifle impatient. The rookie put ev-
erything he had in his powerful right
arm and blazed a strike by the batter,
a straight fast ball that seemed to
smoke as it banged into the catcher’s

big mitt. Before the batter recovered,
Burney blazed another straight on by.

The Blue Sox slugger was in a hole.
Vic Burney threw two bad ones. An-
other one that was not quite so bad,
and the overanxious Blue Sox batter
swung at it and lifted a foul that the
Tanager backstop gathered in. The
crowd yelled for the rookie now.

One more to get. A single would
score two runs, Vie Burney looked to-
ward the bench and got his signal, He
nodded and threw four balls to the
Boston macer to fill the sacks. A weak
hitter was coming up. The Blue Sox
manager sent in a pinch hitter to cross
the Detroit pilot. An old veteran who
had been a great hitter in his time.

The baseball writers sensed the
drama down there on the sun-baked
diamond, A rookie fighting to make
the grade, An old-timer trying to
hang on as a pinch hitter. The veter-
an’s eyes were not what they had been.
The Tanager rookie’s blinding speed
sent him back to the bench as a strike-
out vietim, and the Orlando park
rocked with the ovation of the few
hundred spectators.

Moran said nothing, Al Rudd’s lips
were pressed tightly together as he
threw warm-up pitches to a receiv-
er, In the press coop, Steve Wood
shook his head and began to think up
a lot of things about Burney to tell the
fans. They would have to be good as
far as he could make out.

"TYHE Detroit Club started their

half with the head of the batting
order out there taking his cut. He
worked Branner for a pass. Speck
Toth, batting in second spot, tried to
beat out a bunt toward third but was
caught by a step. But it was a neat
sacrifice, and a potential score was
waiting to be driven home by the two
Tanager sluggers, Chalmers and Me-
tosky. Chalmers sent a booming fly to
deep center that the fast Blue Sox out-
er gardener grabbed after a short run,
It left things up to big Pete Metosky,
who had yet to get a hit for the aft-
ernoon.
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The heat seemed to be getting
Dutch Branner. He tried to blaze a
called first strike across the heart of
the plate. The Pole swung at it, drove
it against the right field fence, and
tore around to third standing up. The
Detroit team was in the lead. The
Tanager first baseman caught the hit-
ting fever and laced a single through
the box to score Metosky. Branner
was finished for the afternoon. The
relief twirler forced the next Tana-
ger batter to pop up to short, and the
Tanagers went out to the field with a
two-run lead.

Charlie Moran called out: “That’s
enough for the day, Burney.” He
waved for Rudd to come on in and take
the hill.

Al Rudd grinned and strode in from
the bull pen. Two innings to go, that
wag all. His arm felt good, felt satu-
rated with plenty of stuff. He was not
with Wichita yet, not by a long shot.

The Boston Blue Sox came in for
their cut with fire in their eyes. Ex-
perts had been stinging them for
weeks, had been calling them a sure
second division club.

Al Rudd, confident, went to work on
the first man up there, a man who
batted in eighth position, a weak hit-
ter. After one bad ball, Rudd blazed
two strikes across, and then tried to
fool the little batter with a change of
pace. The weak spot in the Blue Sox
lineup became a stick of dynamite
to Al Rudd. He drove the slow
offering past short for a hit, and
the crowd began to yell for a Boston
uprising.

Al Rudd looked over the Boston re-
lief pitcher and figured that he would
be the first one to go down swinging.
But Rudd figured wrong again. The
tall batsman laid a perfect bunt down
the first base line that Rudd chased
after and juggled, Two were on and
nobody out, and the head of the Blue
Sox batting array up there with a
wicked grin on his face. Rudd wiped
sweat from his face, but there was a
chill deep inside of him. He pitched

his head off to get the man to fly out to
the first sacker. One gone. Rudd
breathed more easily.

Vic Burney sat on the bench hop-
ing that the Wichita kid would get out
of the hole. But a Boston bat made a
resounding crack that could be heard
over in Daytona, and the ball was cut-
ting grass between right and center
for a pretty single. A run came in, and
there were men on first and third.
Rudd, working desperately, got a dan-
gerous Boston hitter on a called third
strike that brought a howl from the
entire Blue Sox Club. Al Rudd had
only the murderous Boston fourth po-
sition slugger to get by now. He looked
at Charlie Moran and nodded thank-

- fully. He passed the slugger and filled

the sacks.

Vic Burney was working as hard
with each pitch as was Rudd. Three
and two went the count with the
crowd tense. Then it happened., A
wicked smash that went high and far
over the fence in left for a home rumn.
Four runs trickled across the plate.
Charlie Moran signaled to Rudd, and
the Wichita kid threw his glove across
the grass savagely and trudged to the
bench. He did not look at Vic Burney.
He did not want him to see the brine
that was in his eyes,

Steve Wood mumbled: “Well, it's
a safe bet who stays with the Tana-
gers now.”

HE Boston Club went off the field

with a five-to-two win. Vic Bur-
ney said to Al Rudd later, when the
Tanagers were heading for their ho-
tel: “Forget it, Al. That can happen to
anybody. Youw'll go out there tomor-
row gnd stand ’em on their heads.”

“Yeah? Maybe—" -

The wires became hot that night
with horsehide news for starved base-
ball fans in the frozen north. Morning
papers would tell about Vic Burney’s
pitching against the Blue Sox. Steve
Wood pounded out his stint at the ho-
tel and took it to the telegraph office.
The flash was;
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The ghost walked here this afternoon in
the Tanager Park. The ghost of old Rube
Burney, the pitching wizard of another day.
Vic Burney, chip off the old block as far
as pitehing talent is concerned, set the Bos-
ton Blue Sox down with a single hit in five
innings. Burney, showing an amazing fire
ball and an assortment of curves, left the
hill with a two-to-nothing lead in his pock-
et. The rookie’s control was practically per-
fect, and it is doubtful if a Boston marker
would have crossed the pan if the two teams
had played until the stars eame out. Burney
looks like the answer to Charlie Moran’s
prayer. Their pitching problem solved, the
Tanagers look ripe for a rating high at the

top when it comes to pennant prognostica- -

tions.

Al Rudd, Wichita twirler, who showed
plenty of promise at the start of the train-
ing grind, looked like just another pitcher
after the Blue Sox had shelled him from
the hill.

That night the baseball writers cor-
nered Charlie Moran in the hotel and
asked him straight from the shoulder
when the axe was to fall on the over-
stuffed Tanager roster.

The Detroit pilot was still noncom-
mittal. “Inside of three days, youll
know the Tanager payroll for this
year, I haven’t decided yet who's go-
ing to go.”

Vie Burney went out to a movie
with Nancy that night. The girl told
him how happy she was about the
game he had pitched that afternoon.
Vic saw very little of the double at-
traction he cared about. As time
passed, the two moved closer together,
and at the clinch that climaxed the
love film, they were holding hands.
The rookie took her back to the hotel
afterward when, in response to his ap-

peal, she explained that she was too -

tired to go for a little walk.

“I have to get up early, Vie,” she
said. “Some other night, though—
soon, I'm a working girl, you know,
and ball players eat a big breakfast.”

Orlando’s main street looked like
the Garden of Eden to Viec Burney
when he walked aimlessly on through
a thinning crowd. He marveled that
the world could change so suddenly.

It looked as if he were set with the .

Detroit Club. He was almost sure

about Nancy Ryder, So engrossed was
he in his thoughts of the girl that he
did not see a hawk-faced man standing
on a corner, a man clad in a white
linen suit. The stranger’s snaky fin-
gers were toying with a purple tie. His
eyes never left Vie Burney’s broad
back. Hate was written all over his
face.

The baseball pitcher kept on walk-
ing until he found himself at the edge
of town where the houses were set far
apart. There was a gentle wind rus-
tling the leaves of orange trees, and
Vie Burney visualized a little place
where his mother— At a slight noise
in the bushes near the sidewalk, he
half turned. Then something struck
him heavily on the side of the head,
and he remembered nothing for a long
time.

IC BURNEY began to hear voices

that seemed to be coming from
far away. He opened his eyes and
stared wildly around him. There was
a nauseating smell creeping through
his nostrils and into his brain. With
a tremendous effort, he raised him-
self. His hands dug into something
soft that he realized was a bed, as his
brain gradually became clear. The
faces around the bed began to take
shape, and he recognized Charlie Mo-
ran—and Steve Wood, the sport col-
umnist, Speck Toth was there also,
eyeing him with a twist to his lips.

“Comin’ around, huh?’ Moran
rasped. “You sure went to town on
that hard stuff. Celebrating, eh, Bur-
ney? Yeah, sitting against a fence
with a bottle in your lap—an empty
bottle! You reeked so of whiskey that
we could trace you by it.”

Vic Burney was amazed: “L-look
here, Mr. Moran—what're you say-
ing? I—I"” He saw a bottle on the
table near his bed. “Take that away
—the smell makes me—sick.” He shut
his eyes momentarily as a wave of
nausea swept over him. “Listen, Mr.
Moran. Tell me—"

“You were drunk, Burney,” Charlie
Moran growled. “Sickens you, does
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it? I don’t wonder. You killed almost
a quart of the stuff. Passed out and
banged your head against the fence.
Well, sober up, Burney, and then get
ready to pack.”

Steve Wood laughed. “Another
Rube Burney, eh? The papers’ll eat
this up. Yeah, and you can’t expect
them to give you a break.”

Cold fingers were winding them-
selves around the rookie’s heart and
squeezing it dry. Through his bewil-
derment raced thoughts of what a lit-
tle, gray-haired woman would think
when she read— The ball player
struggled out of bed and staggered to-
ward Steve Wood. His voice shook
violently as he spoke.

“Listen—I don’t know—how this
happened, honest to heaven, I don’t.
I was walking along when—please,
Wood, don’t put it in the paper. It’ll
kill her, do you hear? Listen, will
you?”

“You asked for all youw're goin’ to
get, Burney,” the baseball writer
clipped. “You made your bed—"

Vic Burney fell into a chair and
held his head in his hand. A whirl-
pool of scattered thoughts spun
around inside his aching head. He saw
a hawk-faced man in a linen suit, and
suspicion came to life. Looking up in-
to Charlie Moran’s face, he told about
the incident in the train when he had
shown up the card sharp and of the
man’s later threat. The manager of
the Tanagers still harbored doubt in
his eyes, and his face twitched a little
with an expression of disbelief. Speck
Toth coughed nervously and picked up
the bottle. He looked at it and smiled
significantly as he tossed it into a
waste basket.

Vic Burney saw then that nobody
believed him. Desperation wrung hot
tears out of his eyes. He got up and
faced Steve Wood. “I don’t care what
you do to me—whether you think I'm
a liar or not. I’'m only thinkin’ of my
mother. She’ll die when she hears of
this. She’ll just—want to die—do you
hear? Can’t you understand? Can’t
you see what I'm telling you? I'll take

what’s handed out to me here and say
nothing, I’ll pack up and go and let
you think what you want to think.
But she won’t be able to stand it.”” He
whirled on Charlie Moran and tears
glistened in his eyes.

“Give me a break, please, Mr. Mo-
ran,” he pleaded. “Tell them to keep
it out of the papers. Until I can find
the skunk who did this.” He reeled and
fell onto the bed, gagging. The fumes
of the whiskey were turning his in-
sides around.

Moran looked at Steve Wood. “I
wish you’d try to hush this up, Steve,”
he said, “You've got a lot of influence
with the boys. It won’t do anybody any
good to know why the kid was let
out.”

Steve Wood hesitated. He could not
look at Vie Burney, but he said:
“Okay, Charlie, but I can’t vouch for
the tabloids. They live on this kind of
stuff. Their readers demand it. They
love to dish it out to them, I’ll do my
best, though.”

Vic Burney got to his feet again.
“Thanks, Wood. Thanks. I wish I
could tell you how much that means
to— Please get out, will you? Every-
body. I want to think, In the morning
T’ll go, Mr. Moran, But tonight, I'm
sick—sick all over. I don’t know why
—this should happen to me just
when—" Nancy Ryder’s face swam
before the ball player’s tortured eyes,

* and the sickness inside of him became

harder to bear.

HEN Vic Burney was alone, he

tried to assemble his thoughts.
The hawk-faced man, he was sure,
had made good his threat.

He got up and walked unsteadily
across the room. He wanted to get
near the window and suck in the
sweet night air. Sitting at the window,
Vic Burney felt the nausea gradually
leave him.

He wondered where he would go
now, wondered how anyone could help
him. He felt his father near him and
wished he had never lost that little
picture of the man who had been fa-
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mous in baseball several years ago.
Somehow that picture had meant a
lot to him. His mother had hoped that
it might help him somehow. The
rookie laughed bitterly and dropped
his head onto his arms.

Early in the morning, Vic Burney
left the hotel without breakfast, The
only player he saw was Al Rudd, who
happened to be at the desk asking for
mail, The pitcher from Wichita
called out some sort of good-bye, but
Burney kept on going. A bus would
be leaving at nine o’clock. He was go-
ing home.

Outside the hotel, a man said: “Kid,
I want to talk with you.” It was
Steve Wood. Vie Burney told him to
get whatever was on his mind out into
the open in a hurry.

“There’'s a spot for you up in
Gaynesboro if you want to light on
it,” Wood said, “A semi-pro outfit that
would pay you pretty good dough to
pitch for them. If you’re interested,
go and see Jack Pyle there.”

Rube Burney’s son thought a while,
checked hot words that were on his
tongue. Then: “Thanks. Maybe. I
will.”” He walked away, and Steve
Wood shook his head slowly, and mut-
tered : “What a heaver. It would have
to be that way.” :

Vic Burney did not go home, He
needed a job. He could smell the fae-

- tory in which he had toiled up north,
and the aroma was not good. Baseball
fever had its way with him; and a
few minutes later, after counting his
money, he hopped a bus for Gaynes-
boro, Alabama,

The Gaynesboro Wildeats were a
motley group of bhall tossers. There
was no age-limit to the team, If a
man’s legs could hold up, he could
stick with the semi-pro outfit till he
passed the half-century milestone,
and there were a couple of kids on
the club whose beards would not feel
the bite of a razor for two or three
more years.

Vie Burney walked into a little hotel
in the torrid town and asked for Jack
Pyle. He found him in an upstairs

room playing poker with several of
his players. Pyle looked up when Vie

Burney opened the door. He growled:

“What’s on your mind?” He paused,
his eyes biting deep into Burney’s
tanned face. “Say! You're that rookie
twirler from—"

Rube Burney’s son grinned coldly
and nodded. He said : “I’'m looking for
a pitching job. Steve Wood said you
needed a pitcher.”

Jack Pyle’s face split 1nto a pleased
grin. “Do 1? Heard about that binge
you went on down at Orlando. The
papers kind of softened it up, but we
could all get what they meant. I don’t
care how much of the stuff you take
as long as you’re sober on the days
that you work for me.”

“No?” Vic Burney’s tone was acid.
There were words that boiled up in
his throat that he fought to keep from
pouring out through his tightly-set
mouth, “Okay,” he bit out, “if that’s
the way you feel about it. What kind
of money will I get?”

“Twenty-five bucks a game, kid,”
Pyle grinned, “Sometimes we play
two a week. Sound all right?”

“It has to,” Vie Burney said, “When
do I start?”

“Be out there tomorrow,” Pyle said,
“You need a few bucks?”’

The Tanager exile laughed jerkily.
“Maybe. But I don’t want any dough
yvet. I might spend it in a saloon.” He
strode out with the laughter of the
men in the room driving against his
broad back.

The next day found Vic Burney toe-
ing the rubber of the hilltop for the
Gaynesboro Wildcats, It was a bumpy
diamond. Rickety wooden = stands
flanked the right-field foul line. An old
wire backstop swayed drunkenly far
back of the wooden platter.

Pyle’s infield brought & wry grin fo
Vie Burney’s face. A man would have
to pitch against any opposition to
keep the score down. Rube Burney’s
gson got down to business and began
blazing the horsehide past Pyle’s best
hitters. At the end of twenty minutes,
Pyle called the big right-hander in.
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“That’s enough, kid,” he said. “Why
did Charlie Moran ever let you out?
Even if you stayed boiled half the
time, you’d earn your keep in any
man’s ballyard.”

A Wildeat macer, tired from swing-
ing at a ball that he could not see, said :
“Jack, you've got a drawing card
here. When we finish our schedule
this year, you’ll have to raise our pay.
We shouldn’t lose any game if that
bird pitches.”

Back at Orlando, Charlie Moran
was having his troubles. Two of his
veteran heavers were finding it hard
to get into condition, A bonesetter
thumbed one of them down for three
months, and the Tanager pilot began
to curse the man who discovered
strong brew, Al Rudd, he noticed, was
losing a lot of the stuff he had brought
to the training camp with him. The
Wichita rookie went around as if
something was weighing heavy on his
mind. But Rudd was the only young
pitcher that he had who possessed
anything approaching big league cal-
iber.

After a disastrous spring training
game with the St. Louis Brownies,
Charlie Moran said to big Pete Me-
tosky: “I ought to cancel that game
with the Gaynesboro Wildeats on the
way up north, That Burney guy will
work against us, and I'm trying to
forget him.”

A knock came on the door of the
Tanager pilot’s room. Moran yelled:
“Come on in. Don’t break the door
down.” Al Rudd came in. He said: “I
want to see you, Mr. Moran.”

“Yeah?’ Moran barked, “Make it
fast, Rudd! Maybe you can tell me
what’s bogging you down.”

C BURNEY sat in a little fur-

v nished room the night before the
game with Charlie Moran’s Tanagers,
a persistent fear gnawing at his
heart. The news had traveled swift-
ly, that news about Rube Burney’s
gon. If it had found its way into that
little room up in that northern town,

a little gray-haired woman would be
gripped in a despair blacker than any
night.

The dread publicity was still hound-
ing Rube Burney’s son, The local bal-
Iyhooers had spread it on thick, Three
thousands fans would ring the little
playing field on the morrow. For
what? To see a banished player try
to square accounts with a team that
had cast him out? To watch Charlie
Moran’s heavy sluggers blast the
prize rookie out of the box and prove
that he had been just a flash in the
pan?

With that mis-matched infield be-
hind him, Vie Burney knew that he
would have to bear down with every
pitch. To save a passably decent job
in sandlot ball, he would have to fire
every one over the platter with smoke
on it. The Tanagers had kicked him
out of big time., They could kick him
further back along the horsehide road.
Vic Burney gripped the brass bed rail
with both hands and stared at a blank
wall, He tried to read his future there,
and when a vision did become mani-
fest, it looked pretty bleak. He stopped
thinking after a while, stopped look-
ing ahead. Looking backward was bad
enough.

The Gaynesboro ball park was
packed with rabid fans. They came
by every means of locomotion known
to man. They came from the back-
woods in old dilapidated carts. They
came riding on mules. They came in
out-moded cars and in shiny stream-
lined modern gas buggies to see Jack
Pyle’s new phenom steam them past
the big-league sluggers. He had done
it before. They wanted to see him do
it again,

While the semi-pro outfit went
through a practice session, Charlie
Moran sat with his big timers on a
long, rickety bench and stared at the
big right-hander who wore a uniform
of the Wildecats. A few minutes be-
fore he had passed close to Vic Burney
and had said: “Hello kid. Good luck.”
‘The son of old Rube Burney had not
answered him, and Charlie Moran had
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kept on going with a dry smile play-
ing on his face.

Vic Burney was burning them in.
The big-league outfit laughed when the
Wildecat catcher asked for a replace-
ment. They watched him take off his
mitt and rub the palm of his left hand.
Metosky said: “The big boy’s hot.
He'll try out there today.”

Charlie Moran spat into the dirt.
“Yeah? What’s he got to gain? You
won’t see any kind of pitching that
you saw in Orlando. For twenty bucks
or so a game, why should he pitch his
arm off ?”” He looked at Al Rudd, gri-
maced and said: “I might use you to-
day.”

The Wichita rookie nodded. “T’'ll be
ready.”

- The sandlot crowd clamored for aec-
tion. They hurled good-natured gibes
at the big-league players and yelled
for Jack Pyle’s new heaver to make
monkeys out of them.

GREAT roar welled up from the

rickety stands when the big
leaguers got set to start the game off.
The Detroit lead-off man came up to
the saucer and grinned as he looked
down the alley at Vic Burney. The big
rookie looked grim and did not return
the smile. He looked over at Charlie
Moran briefly, then got set to toss the
first one in. The Tanager pilot forgot
to chew on his cud of weed when Vie
Burney blazed the first one across for
a strike. A ripple of wonderment
soughed from the lips of the crowd.
Steve Wood, in an improvised press
box, said: “That was speed with a
capital S.”

The Tanager lead-off man fouled
the next two piteches, then swung hard
at a third strike. He trudged to the
bench, a look of bewilderment on his
face. The next batter lifted a high
foul to the Wildeat first sacker, and
two were gone. Charlie Moran’s heavy
macers were coming up now.

Vie Burney, pitching with every
1ast ounce of strength in his big frame
finally got the batter to bite at a wide
sweeping curve. The ball hit the end

of his bat and trickled toward short.
Jack Pyle’s ancient shortfield man
came in for it and stumbled. The ball
rolled out into short left, and the big
leaguer reached first with plenty of
time to spare.

“Some support,” Charlie Moran
clipped. “He’d better have a heart.”

Big Pete Metosky faced Vic Burney,
his big black bat making menacing
passes at the air. The young pitcher
wiped his brow with his sleeve and
stepped off the mound. Charlie Moran
did not like what he saw. It seemed as
if Vic Burney cared little what Me-
tosky would do. Then the big rookie
was back there on the mound looking
the mighty Pole over. He pitched with-
out a wind-up, rifled a bullet-ball past
Charlie Moran’s clean-up man for a
called strike. Metosky blinked and
looked at the Wildcat catcher. He
said: “How do you hold ’em?”

Moran was leaning forward now,
every nerve twanging like plucked
banjo strings.

Vie Burney’s second pitch went
crashing against the wooden stands
for a foul. Metosky took a toe hold on
the next one and fouled it to the same
territory. He had to swing at all of
them, Viec Burney was blazing them
in and cutting the corners of the plat-
ter. The mighty Polish macer dug his
spikes into the dirt and waited. Vie
Burney burned the ball down the alley
and Metosky swung. Too late, A great
gleeful roar came from the crowd
when Vie Burney tossed his glove
aside and came on in to the Wildeat
bench.

For four innings, the game was as
tight as a big time pennant contest.
Only three hits had crashed off the
bats of the Wildcats against the De-
troit veteran’s pitching. Vic Burney,
getting ragged support from the semi-
-pro infield, had been in trouble every
inning, With his heart and soul, he
had pitched himself out of them at the
cost of only one run, The Detroit play-
ers themselves seemed to be rooting
for the young pitcher, even though
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they went out there to try to blast
him off the rubber.
In the first of the fifth, Speck Toth,

batting in sixth position for the Tana--

gers, drove a grass-burner at the Wild-
cat second sacker. It looked like an
easy out. A massed groan from the
fans told everyone outside the park
that it was not. The horsehide trickled
past the keystone guardian and went
out into center field. Speck Toth went
into second in a cloud of dust.

Vic Burney turned and looked out
toward second. Calmly, he swung
around again to look over the next
Moran clouter. Charlie Moran, on the
bench, began to chew slowly on his
cud of tobacco. His eyes were smiling,
although his lips were firmly set.
He was looking at pitching the like
of which he had not seen for years.
Not since Rube Burney had been
around.

The big right-hander struck out the
next batter., There were only two
more to face. Both weak hitters. But
weak hitters sometime upset the dope.
A line-smash came back at Vic Bur-
ney and he leaped high into the air
and felt the ball sting against the
palm of his hand. Speck Toth was al-
most down to third. He wheeled and
headed back to second as though his
very life depended on his getting
there, Viec Burney’s throw nailed him
by a yard, and the side was retired.

S Viec Burney walked slowly away
from the hilltop, Charlie Moran
said: “What a man.”
Rip Whitman shook his head and
groaned. “I don’t see why you let him
g0, Charlie. Even if he—"

The Tanager pilot said nothing as
he watched the Wildeats poke at the
offerings of his veteran heaver., The
semi-pros got a man on in their half.
The base-runner reached second on a
passed ball. Vic Burney went up to
the plate and waved a big mace at the
Detroit twirler. He waited until he
had worked the tiring veteran into a
three and two hole, then he caught a
grooved ball on his hickory war club

and smashed it against the rickety
wooden fence out in left field. The
score wasg tied, The sandlot crowd was
plunged into wild delirium now. They
pressed forward until their toes were
close to the baselines. The ump called
the game until they were chased back.

Charlie Moran pulled his veteran
pitcher and sent in a top-notch hurler,
The canny boxman retired the Wild-
cats without further damage.

Al Rudd stared at Viec Burney when
the big pitcher strolled out to start the
gixth. Rudd’s face was drawn., Hig
fingers absently toyed with the let-
ters on the front of his shirt as if he
were afraid they would vanish. Ever
since the game had started, he had
been doing that.

The Wildcat infield managed to
work through the inning without an
error, Vic Burney got Pete Metosky
on strikes again, and the howl from
the customers told him that he could
own the town of Gaynesboro if he
would only ask for it. Steve Wood sat
in the press coop bemoaning the fact
that the big right-hander would not be
in the big baseball wars up north. He
was copy—something to write about.

The seventh and the eighth went
by with Viec Burney out there in the
broiling sun, pitching his heart out.
The score was still knotted, and the
Gaynesboro crowd was begging for a
Wildeat rally that would send the De-
troit team off the diamond, But Char-
lie Moran’s pitcher was in mid-season
form, and Pyle’s semi-pro macers had
been going up to the plate and back
again with monotonous regularity
since the fifth.

The ninth, Vic Burney, out there on
the hill, felt a yearning inside of him
that cut like a knife. He would still
be in the little town when the hectic
battle was over. He would get twenty-
five dollars a game, Maybe he would
never see Rip Whitman or Lefty Toler
again, Speck Toth was going to stick,
he knew that. He would have liked to
have a lot of friends like Speck, Vic
Burney pawed the sweat from his
eyes, but still his vision was blurred.
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. Vie Burney wound up and fooled
Moran’s first sacker with a ball that
cut the outside corner. His arm was a
little tired, and the sun had beat down
upon him until his head throbbed sick-

eningly. But his speed had to be main-

tained. Let down a little, and Moran’s
macers would wreck the good work
he had done, His heart was in every
pitch, a heart that was heavy with
bitterness and despair. Vie Burney

had nothing to gain by setting the ter- .

rific pace. The curse of the Burneys
had dropped him by the roadside.
~Up in the stands, Nan Ryder sat
with a little prayer on her lips. She
prayed that those Tanager batters
would not start a barrage of base hits.
But if they did, it would not matter
to her. She had come up to tell Vic

Burney that he would never have to

go on.alone. ,

" Charlie Moran could not look out
at Vie Burney anymore, His eyes were
on the lowering sun and they were a
little misty. That strange smile gtill
played on his face. The mighty rdar
of the crowd boiled out of the stands,
and Moran looked to see one of his
sluggers coming back to the bench
mouthing hot words about the bat that
had failed him,

IC BURNEY took no more

chances on the ragged infield.
Every ball that came up to the plat-
ter was but a momentary blur as it
rifled past the Tanager batsman, The
sandlot mob was keeping up a steady
roar when Vie Burney forced Mo-
ran’s slugging right fielder to pop
weakly to the box. Two gone. Only
three scratch hits off the son of Rube
Burney. Al Rudd knew he would not
work that day. He left the bench and
walked toward the little board struc-
ture that served as a clubhouse for
Pyle’s motley crew.

" Charlie Moran sent in a pinch hit-
ter. A money hitter who had been
around for a long time. Vie Burney
knew a long hit would beat him and
he wound up slowiy so that he could
put every ounce of speed behind each

pitch, The pinch hitter fouled two off,
looked at two bad ones while the
crowd yelled for Vie Burney to set
him down. The big right-hander took
a deep breath, wiped more sweat from
his face, and toed the rubber. He let
loose a deliver that hit the catcher’s
mitt two seconds before Moran’s slug-
ger swung, The backstop went back
on his haunches, sat down hard, but
he held onto the ball. The game was
over. Steve Wood, out in the press
coop, said: “If Burney had had any
support, the Tanagers would never
have scored.”

Vie Burney walked slowly into the
little clubhouse. Moran’s men poured
into it, The Tanager manager said:
“Burney, you showed the world that
you had a heart today. A heart as big
as a hogshead. Nobody could work
like that against those heavy hitters
unless their heart was in the game.
Take off that shirt, kid. You're going
back to Orlando. You're going to sign
with the Tanagers and you’ll go up
north with the team. Rudd here
wants to talk to you.”

Vic Burney said: “Don’t say that—
unless you mean it, Mr, Moran.” .

“Tell him, Rudd,” Moran said.

Rube Burney’s son wondered why.
Al Rudd swallowed so hard before he
spoke. Players crowded around those
two players. Steve Wood shouldered
his way through the sweaty, half-
dressed players and pounded Vic Bur-
ney on the back, “Listen to Rudd, kid.
You’ll like what he’s got to say.”

Al Rudd held something out to Vic
Burney. The right hander took it, and
his mouth snapped open. It was the
little colored picture of his father that
he had taken out of a box of cheap
candy years before,

“Yeah,” Rudd said, “I got you run
out of the game, Burney. I framed
you. It was me who slugged you that
night and planted the bettle on you.
I wanted to stick. I—well, until T got
that letter from my wife. She found
that picture in the pocket of my kid’s
coat. The kid you snatched from in
front of a truck.” Rudd’s voice broke
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a little. “She wrote that it was you

- who ‘did that, Burney. She recog-
nized your picture in the papers. She
reads Wood’s stuff. He wrote about
you that time you reported with your
face bruised and cut. She remem-
bered—"

Vic Burney felt like leaping toward
the roof and yelling his head off. At
the same time he felt pretty sorry for
Rudd. Animosity for the man fled
from him. Rudd went on: “I was a
rotten skunk but not so rotten that
I couldn’t make things right for the
guy who saved my kid, I'm glad you're
staying with the team. I wish you
would shake hands before I clear
out, Vic. I guess I must have been
nuts—"

Vie Burney could not have held mal-
ice for anyone at that moment. His
heart was singing when he took
Rudd’s hand and gripped it hard.

“I guess you wanted to stay pretty

bad, Al,” he said, “I’m holding noth-
ing against you. Maybe you’ll come
back in a couple of years—"

Al Rudd said no more. He hurried
to get into his clothes. He wanted to
get away from there as soon as he
could. He knew what was in the minds
of those big-league players, He could
read it in their eyes.

Charlie Moran said, excitedly:
“There’s a story for you Steve. A dead
man—old Rube Burney—comes back
to save his kid. Write it.” He turned
to the happy Vic Burney. “You want

to sign, Burney ? Six grand. Five hun-
dred dollar bonus for every game you
win over fifteen,” :

“I—I'd work for you guys—for
nothin’,” Vic Burney forced out, “I've
got to get dressed. I want to get back
to Orlando to see somebody—"

Charlie Moran said: ‘“She’s out-
side, kid. She followed us up here, and
you’d better have some answer ready.
Running out on her—"

“Huh? She—is?” Viec Burney said,
“Let me get dressed here, please. I've
got to hurry. Let me have room here.”

Vic Burney found Nan Ryder stand-
ing near a gate a little way from the
clubhouse, There was only one answer
that he had to have ready. There was
no storm brewing in the girl’s dark
eyes, They were soft with a promise
that the road ahead was going to be
a happy one for Rube Burney’s son.
When he walked slowly toward her,
she said softly: “You were foolish,
Vie. To think you could run away
from me. I would have followed you
wherever you went, You had—two
strikes on me the moment—you first
looked at me.”

Vic Burney took her in his arms,
kissed her. He said fearfully : “And to
think I almost passed you up, Nan.
Well, for the rest of my life, I'm go-
ing to look at you—over the home
plate.” And Vie Burney grinned and
wondered if he did not hear some one
laugh softly. His mother used to tell
him how old Rube Burney laughed.

Dlvxeum, Brooklyn, N. Y.

'To solve the mystery of good shaves, get
on the trail of Star Blades., Made since
1880 by the inventors of the original
safety razor, Star Single-edge Blades are
keen, long-lasting, uniform. Star Blade




These Games Called Sport

Strange and unique are the sources from which come our many forms
of sport that have been almost unvarying through many centuries.

By Charles Kenmore Ulrich

WHERE THE DICE FIRST ROLLED

ICING was known to the Greeks
as far back as 1300 B.C., although

it is believed by scholars that the
cubes were invented by Psalmedes a cen-
tury later. Dicing was employed by dis-
honest adventurers for many years in
fleecing the unwary, by loading the cubes
with lead so that the largest numbers
invariably showed.

The Romans and Greeks ordinarily
used three dice when gambling. The high
—three sixes—were called by the Greeks
“Aphrodite”, while the low—three aces
—were known as ‘“The Dog”. The high
was known to the Romans as “Venus”,
Claudius, emperor of the Romans, was a
dice addict, and he wrote a book on the
gport. In later years, a law was enacted
in Rome preventing any person in whose
house dicing was practiced, from filing
8 suit at law to recover lost funds, even
though dishonest practices were em-
ployed by the accused.

Dicing was generally played in the
European courts. In Germany, after a
gambler had lost all of his money and
valuables by making bad throws fo the
dice, he was permitted by law to retrieve
his lost fortune, if possible, by staking
his personal liberty for a term of years.
If he won the cast, his valuables were
restored to him, but if he lost, he vir-
tually became a slave to the victor for
a period of from one to ten years.

How the American Indians learned of
dicing is a mystery, but a European
traveler in America in the early seven-
teenth century, wrote that he saw Indians
in Virginia casting dice with English
soldiers. Unable to procure numbered
dice, many of the Indians used unnum-
bered cubes which they east upon pieces
of bark, upon which certain numbers
from one to seven, had been painted.

The dice in common use today are iden-

tical with those found in the ruins of
Thebes in Egypt, in Greeece and Italy. In
America, the game of “shooting eraps”
because of its speedy action, is quite
popular in gambling circles, because the
danger of being despoiled by loaded dice
has been reduced to a minimum,

CROQUET, SOCIETY GAME, NOW
SELDOM PLAYED

HE first game which afforded women
of Europe and America the oppor-
tunity to engage in outdoor sports with
men on an equal footing, was croquet.
The game, as far as iz known, was first
played by men and women patients at a
sanitarium in France, about 1828. So
popular was it that English visitors in-
troduced it in England in the early 1830°s,
and for many years it was the favorite
pastime of Vietorian society everywhere.
Introduced into the United States in
the middle 1850’8, it became one of the
most popular of society games and held
its vogue for many years. Clubs were
formed both in England and Ameriea,
and national tournaments resulted. The
first English tournament was held in
1868, and in 1882 the National Croquet
Asgsociation was formed in New York and’
held its first national tournament at Nor-
wich, €onn,, in the same year.

Under the rules then in vogue, eroquet
was a game which required far more skill
and accuracy than it can lay claim te
today. In the middle 1890°s, the National
Roque Association was formed.

For two decades following 1860, cro-
guet was known in goeiety as “the court-
ing game”, beecause it offered so many
opportunities to loving couples to do their
wooing unobserved. In recent years, how-
ever, popular interest in the game has
lapsed. The pastime is only oeccasionally
indulged in, being considered rather too
tame to suit the popular faney.—C.K.U.
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'KING SOLOMON GAVE SHEBA
FIRST AIRPLANE

F anybody believes that the first air-

plane or glider was flown in this coun-
try when the Wright Brothers made their
initial flight at Kittyhawk, N. C., on De-
cember 17, 1903, he has another guess
coming.

BALANCE ON THE BRINY

HE natives of the Hawaiian Islands
originated the thrilling sport of

.aquaplaning, which was introduced in

It has been definitely established that

when the Queen of Sheba visited the
court of King Solomon, one summer’s
day a thousand years before the birth
of Christ, he presented her with a flying
machine, “a device that could traverse
the air.” How far this flying machine
flew or whatever became of it, history
fails to record. It probably didn’t amount
to much, and in any event, the story might
have been a pipe dream. ~
But aerial navigation was dreamed of
by many inventive minds in the inter-
vening centuries. The celebrated Italian
painter, Leonardo da Vinei, was perhaps

the first European to give the subject

any thought, and, after studying the
flight of pigeons in Milan and Florence,
he made the drawing of an airplane with
heavy wings like those of a bird which
is now on view in the library at Milan.
It was deemed a beautiful visionary idea
which never could be realized by mortal
man. Human nature was the same in the
fifteenth century that it is today, and
that’'s why many brilliant ideas, too ad-
vanced to be fully appreciated, have been
wasted in the last thousand years.

the United States in 1912. A few years
later, aquaplaning became popular at
seaside resorts, more especially in
Florida and California, so that it is now
an adjunct of motor-boating,

By hitching the aquaplane to a motor
boat, all the thrills of surf riding on
inland waters are obtained. It then be-
comes merely a matter of balance for
those indulging in the sport. The sport
is recommended only to good swimmers
who are able to protect themselves in the
event of an unlucky spill. The most skilful
votaries of the sport are the natives of
the Hawaiian Islands, who ride the
rollers from three to five miles while
traveling at a speed of forty miles an
hour.

WINGED SPORT

IGEON shooting was first mentioned
in an English publication in 1793,
Live birds were invariably used for
years, but the shortage of birds and the
humane efforts of the authorities finally

‘brought the practice to an end. In 1886,

" Aviation enlisted the support of many

capable men, such as Colonel Charles A.
Lindbergh, Glen H. Curtiss, John B.
Moisant, Lieut. Alford J. Williams,
U.S.N., and scores of others of lesser
note, including many women. The first
James Gordon Bennett balloon trophy
was won by Lieut. Lahm, U. S, A,, in
1906. In recent years, so many successful
plane flights across the Atlantic have
been accomplished, that popular interest
in the achievements of aviators in this
field, has been steadily waning.
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Charleg Portlock, of Boston, invented the
first trap and introduced glags balls for
targets.

The first National Trap-shooting
Tournament was held at New Orleans,
La., in February, 1885. The first trap-
shooting in the United States of which
there is any record, was in 1831 at the
Sportsman’s Club in Cincinnati, O. The
famous Long Island Club was organized
about 1840, Captain H. Bogardus, of
Elkhart, Tll., was champion wing shot of
America for twenty-five years. The Clay
target championship of 1984 was won by
Walter Beaver, of Berwyn, Pa., with the
amazing record of 199 targets out of 200.
An international meet is held every win-
ter at Monte Carlo.

[



"The Bantam Scaramouche

Patrickk must have been
dazed. He stayed doun
Jor too many counts.

By Jokn Scort Douglzzy

a game little bantam matched as a watch for the tenth time in 'ﬁ{n
show against fighters much over feVerisﬁOS;éilgi‘hi? tﬁ‘é fg&?’;ﬁgﬁn s
his weight. And kindly Manager o v L
Grogan wanted to save him from nowvz,e lfe“ghtovt;; edbe i b s
slap-happy land via legitimate ban- " gr i

: S over to that picture show
tamweightroute to the crown. But 4 loogl? agsin” - said p“BuH” Hol-

fiery Tommy was showing 100 ein Rogan’s barrel-shaped trainer.
strong a ﬂm’_e for fighting __Ol{tslde “What’s the use? We been there
ther ing. : twice. Tommy ain’t there.”
85

Attwenty-one, Tommy Patrick was BIG Jim Rogan glanced at his
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Rogan whirled as the door opened.
Tommy Patrick stood there, his head
down, and his gray felt pulled low
over one eye,

“Where’'ve you been?’ Rogan
roared. “I let you take in a picture
show to keep you from getting the
heebie-jecbies, and you come back
four hours later. Do you realize you
got to fight in just forty-five min-
_ utes?”

“Let’s go, then,” said Tommy,
without raising his head.

A sudden suspicion leapt into Ro-
gan’s mind. Tommy usually carried
his head up and his hat back on his
tousled, fiery-red head. Rogan strode
across the room, jerked off his fight-
er’s hat.

Young Patrick’s left eye was
swollen and discolored. His upper
lip was cut and bore the stain of
mercurochrome. He had a cut over
" his right eye and a black-and-blue
spot at one side of his jaw. The air
whistled sharply through Rogan’s
teeth,

“I spent nearly every cent I got
getting you in shape, and the first
time we got a chance to get some of
it back, we got to default.”

“Tha.t Mex won’t bother me none,
after the guy I just fought,” Tommy
said earnestly. “He must of weighed
two-twenty-five, anyway.”

“That settles it!” Rogan snorted,
striding to the ’phone. “I got to
call—”

Tommy Patrick flew across the
room, snatching the instrument.

“Don’t call it off Jim. Honest, I
feel swell!”

“You’d be disqualified,
turned up looking—"

“They’ll just think I’ve been spar-
ring with Bull, and he got tough.
You know I'm a peaceable kid, Jim.
But I dropped in at a lunch wagon
after the show, and this guy said the
fights at the Coliseum weren’t on the
up-and-up. What could I do but sock
him?”

“And then he gave you that shiner?
Give me that ’phone, before—"’

if you

“I was going swell until he landed
a haymaker on my jaw. Honest, Jim,
I can take that Mex. He's a setup.”

Jim Rogan hesitated. “Come on,
then,” he said gruffly. “If we didn’t
need that money so bad, I wouldn’t
chance your being decisioned the first
time I put you in the ring. But we
got to risk it.”

In gloomy silence, Rogan settled
back in the seat of the cab. This was
what he got, he concluded bitterly,
for taking on a bantamweight. No
one would pay real money, anyway,
for flea-sized fighters. Tommy Pat-
rick, despite his gameness, would
probably bé sent into a prompt nose-
dive by that tough, fast little Mexi-
can bantam, Pablo Fuerte. Rogan
prided himself on being hard-boiled,
and then every so often he did some-
thing like buying Tommy’s contract
—which proved to the world he was
the worst kind of a sentimental
softie.

OMMY’S contract had been held

by Mike Callahan, a former
partner of Rogan’s. Callahan didn’t
understand fighters. He had made a
gide-show attraction of Tommy Pat-
rick because he was game as they
come. Matched him with broken-
down featherweights and light-
weights. The fans had eaten it up. A
little fellow stepping out of his own
class to fight bigger fighters held
drama. But at twenty, Patrick was
already becoming a punch-drunk
stumblebum., Something in the
youngster’s infectious smile and
clear-blue eyes had tugged at Ro-
gan’s heart.

He might have guessed from Cal-
lahan’s eagerness to dispose of his
contract, that there was something
wrong somewhere. Callahan hadn’t
been going out of his way to do
favors for Rogan since their part-
nership had broken up in a fist fight
because Callahan was trying to ruin
a good light-heavyweight, according
to Rogan’s viewpoint. And it hadn’t
softened Callahan’s feelings any when
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Rogan had made a title contender of
that same light-heavy, using his own
methods.

Rogan had gone to the Coliseum to
watch a light-heavy who showed
promise. The curtain-raiser made Ro-
gan boil. After a bloody battering,
Tommy Patrick had, by sheer game-
ness, fought a draw with a light-
weight twenty pounds heavier.

While Rogan was still seething, the
dicker had been made. He took Pat-
rick up to his farm up the Hudson,
where for six months Rogan had kept
him in fresh air, permitting only
light workouts. Patrick lost that
punch-drunk look. His eye once more
had sparkle. His footwork was faster,
surer,

To Rogan’s relief, Patrick was al-
lowed to go in the ring. His condition
caused some grumbling. But, after
all, Tommy was rated as simply an-
other ham-and-egger-game, yet with-
out much class. Rogan thought he
saw possibilities in Tommy no one
else had seen. He visioned a cham-
pion; otherwise his investment was
Tost oy

There was little ballyhoo for a
curtain-raiser. A brief announcement
before the stolid, Indian-looking
Mexican and Tommy Patrick shook
hands and returned to their cormers.
Almost immediately the warning
gong ; then the elang that lifted both
bantamweights to their feet.

Patrick clashed with the mahog-
any-colored fighter in the center of
the ring. They peppered each other.
Patrick’s boxing was improved since
his last appearance. He was blocking
most -of the blows on elbows and
wrists. He grazed Pablo Fuerte's
head with several lefts.

Patrick bore in. He smashed a left
through to Fuerte’s body, blocked a
stinging left with his right glove,
and jabbed again. The Mexican
danced out. Patrick followed up,
sparring.

The Mexican was eautious, baek-
ing away from the fighter with the
tousled, maroon hair., Patrick kept

coming in, slightly crouched, his head
well tucked in. =

Fuerte blocked a left feint, and
Patrick charged in, his right ham-
mering in over the Mexican’s heart
like the thud of a basketball to the
backboard. His left grazed Fuerte's
head as the Mexican tried to eover
up, and Patrick ducked under a right
as he came in.

His fists pistoned—a left, a right,
another  left. Fuerte was knocked
back on his heels. Patrick raged in,
only to ram his already tender jaw
on a wild right. He was staggered,
knocked backward. Fuerte tore in,
ripping through Tommy’s guard. A
blow on that swollen left eye!

Tommy Patrick winced, trying to
block the barrage of lefts and rights.
He was slammed back six steps when

" his opponent Firpoed a wild one

through to his short-ribs. It straight-
ened Patrick up, left him pawing at
the air as he tried to catech his bal-
ance. .
Fuerte rushed in, black eyes gleam-~
ing. Patrick split-seconded his escape,
sidestepping and nailing the Mexican
with a blistering right to the head.
They were both rubber-legged as
Tommy Patrick smashed in his left
to Fuerte’s stomach.

The Mexican clinehed. The referee
separated them. Tommy came in
swinging. Fuerte sidestepped a left
feint, but Tommy was slowed up by
that one to his short ribs a few seec-
onds before. He telegraphed his
right. Fuerte ducked, and it only
jarred him slightly. He tied up Pat-
rick’s hands. The referee pushed
them apart.

Patrick bore in, carrying the fight
to his opponent. But his punches
packed less and less steam. He was
telegraphing badly. ;

Jim Rogan watched, frowning.
Just what he had expected. That kayo
in the lunech wagon hadn’t done Pat-
rick any good. On endurance alone,
the Mexican would beat Tommy.
That would mean the short end of
the purse on the next fight, and a
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bantam didn’t bring much, anyway,
unless he could reach the top
brackets,

Patrick continued carrying the
fight to Fuerte until the closing sec-
onds of the first round. Then Fuerte
launched a terrific offensive, slammed
in hot-headedly, raked Tommy Pat-
rick’s ribs with two sizzling lefts, and
had him backwatering at the end
when the gong rang.

ULL HOLSTEIN came through

the ropes with his equipment.
Tommy Patrick sank onto the stool.
Rogan leaned over him.

“How you feel?”

“Swell” Patrick sucked air into
his lungs, grinning faintly. “Soon as
I get my second wind—everything
jake.” ;

“Don’t talk. Think you have a
slight edge on this round. Lean back
—relax.”

Bull was working on Patrick’s
lean, glistening body. It was black-
and-blue in several places Fuerte
hadn’t touched. Apparently the big
fellow in the lunch wagon had done
more damage than Patrick had men-
tionad,

Patrick sprang to his feet at the
second bell, and Bull whipped away
the stool. The redheaded bantam met
Fuerte more than halfway across the
ring, With no preliminaries at all,

he ripped through the surprised -

Mexican’s guard with a left to the
head.

It rocked Fuerte. He shook his
head, stepping back as Patrick came
in. Another left was blocked, and
Fuerte sneaked in two lefts to Pat-
rick’s short-ribs. It slowed Tommy
Patrick momentarily, but he lashed

in again, hammering—hammering— -

hammering. . . .

Fuerte was blocking most of them.
A left to the eye was like lighting
the fuse to a charge of gunpowder.
The fiery little Mexican stepped in-
side a looping left, taking it on his
shoulder.

He drove in a left, a right, another

left to the body—forcing Patrick to
give ground. But Fuerte was on top
of him, Indian stoicism gone, Spanish
fire blazing in angry eyes.

He pounded in a steaming right to
Patrick’s heart. Tommy's face
twitched with pain, and his lips tight-
ened in a hard, white line. He an-
swered with two terrific jolts to the
body, but the Mexican was tough as
rawhide, Mahogany body glistening,
he swept in, his arms blurring as he
poured in blow after blow. Patrick
was blocking, backwatering.

The crowd was on its feet, yelling,
expecting the finish,

Fuerte smashed through Patrick’s
guard, exploding a right on his chin,
The redhead went spinning.

The referee put himself between
the excited Mexican and the fallen
man, and started counting. Tommy
Patrick shook his head. With his cut
and bleeding mouth, he tried to form
a smile—that smile which had tugged
at Rogan’s heart when he had seen
Callahan making. a stumblebum of
the kid. Slowly, he raised his bruised
and battered body from the floor. At
the count of nine, he straightened
with an effort.

The referee stepped aside. Fuerte
rushed in to finish up.

The bell rang,

- Patrick staggered toward the
wrong corner, but the referee turned
him about. Rogan leaned over him
anxiously, as Bull went to work with
a towel and smelling salts,

“Want me to throw in the sponge,
Tommy ?”’

“What for?’ he asked, with a
flicker of spirit. “Right when I got
that Mex going! That’'d sure be
silly I”

Rogan looked dubious, but decided
to give Tommy another round. If it
got no better, he wouldn’t let his boy
be mangled—not after he'd already
been in one scrap with bare knucks
that day....":

Driven by that same valiant spirit,
Patrick rushed out when the gong
announced the third. But this time
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Fuerte was equally eager. He knew
it would take only a little more.
Knockouts by bantams were com-
paratively rare, and it would give
Pablo Fuerte a reputation in pugil-
istic circles.

Patrick met the rush, and the clash
of fists knocked them both back.
Furte less tired, recovered first. He
took a right, which carried mor-
phine with it, over his shoulder. The
force behind the blow carried Patrick
forward onto body blows that pound-
ed mercilessly in, rocking him. He
slammed his right into Fuerte’s eyes
as the Mexican danced out.

Fuerte shook his head, looking
puzzled. He had given Patrick
enough to send any other bantam he
had ever fought writhing to the
floor. But Patrick was still on his
feet, though his legs looked wabbly.

Fuerte dived in again. But this
time Tommy ecrossed a right to the
head, blocking with his left., Stag-
gered, the Mexican made the mistake
of trying to clinch. Patrick avoided
the arms trying to tie him up, crossed
another right to the head. Then his
left sank into Fuerte’s stomach,

The Mexican caught Tommy with
a wild right which half-spun him
around, but he was right back, cross-
ing again to the head, rocking
Fuerte’s head on his shoulders.

As the Mexican’s hands went up to
block the next one, he discovered that
the right cross was but a feint. The
real blow was a left to his stomach.
Too late, his hands moved down.
Quick as a flash, Tommy was back,
rifling another cross to the head.

His uppercut caught Fuerte with
a broken guard. The Mexican’s head
snapped back, and he went spinning
from the force behind the blow.

The crowd roared. A bantam with
a kayo punch!

OMMY PATRICK was in bad
shape, nevertheless, and Bull Hol-
stein had to help him to his dressing
room. He lay back with closed eyes,
while Bull worked over him, and the

doctor patched his lip and applied
iodine to other cuts. Afterwards, Ro-
gan let him rest a while.

When the three of them went to
dinner, Tommy Patrick seemed fully
recovered in spirits, though he looked
like a war-scarred veteran, Still deep
in thought, Rogan didn’t realize he'd
tendered the cab driver a five-dollar
bill and received change for one, un-
til Patrick exploded:

“Get out of there, you big palooka!
You can’t short-change my boss and
get away with it. Get out—before I
pull you out!”

The tough-looking driver complied.
He looked like a thug, and he prob-
ably had an hundred pound advant-
age of weight. But that meant noth-
ing to Tommy Patrick. He sprang to-
ward the driver, his fists clenched—
and Rogan caught his arm, swinging
him out of the way just in time. The
driver made the mistake of trying to
land one on the side of Patrick’s jaw
while he was being held helpless.

Bull Holstein doubled him up with
a pile-driver right to the stomach.
The breath was pounded out of the
driver’s body, and he sat down sud-
denly, :

“You ought to be ashamed, a big
guy like you,” said Bull. -

“Come on,” Rogan snapped. “The
rest of my change, and make it
snappy.”

“Sure,” said the driver, sullenly,
as he counted out four more bills.

Rogan steered Tommy Patrick into
a booth in the rear of the restaurant,
and dropped into the opposite seat.
“Bull, sit beside Tommy. It will keep
him from tearing out to start another
fight.”

Patrick looked injured. “I never
started a fight in my life, Jim. But
that driver short-changed you. What
could I do but sock him?”

“Listen,” growled Rogan, “you
can’t go around socking all the guys
in this world who need it. Why,” he
asked suspiciously, ‘“was Callahan so
anxious to sell your contract to me?”’

“T guess he thought I was washed
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up. That was his real reason, though
he claimed it was because I was a
trouble-maker. You know that isn’t
true, Jim. I'm a peaceable kid—you
know that. Some big guy is always
starting something, like that fellow
in the lunch wagon today, who prac-
tically called me a crook. What could
I do but sock him ?”

Jim Rogan groaned. “Always big
euys?”’

“Well, usually., They take advan-
tage of the fact ’'m small and peace-
able. Callahan had no right to say I
was a trouble-maker when it’s always
the other fellow who starts the
trouble. But I admit I do have the
worst luck that way.”

“What'll it be?”’ asked the waiter.

“Nothing for me,” said Rogan. “I
lost my appetite.” And under his
breath, he muttered: “That crook,
Callahan!”

“What’d Callahan do?”’
Patrick.

The next morning Bull Holstein
came in with a paper as Rogan and
Patrick were about to leave their
"room for breakfast.

“Say anything about Patrick?”

“Sure,” said Bull. “Swell notice.”

Rogan took the paper, but another
story caught his eye first. Mike Cal-
lahan had bought an interest in
Monty Flagg, the bantamweight
champion—probably with some of
the same money he’d paid for Tom-
my Patrick.

Rogan felt sick. Mike had certainly
put it over on him this time. Rogan
liked Patrick personally more than
any fighter he had ever known. But
as an investment, he was likely to be
in the same class with a buggy manu-
facturing company.

Beneath the description of the
main event was a cheering little squib
which Rogan read aloud:

asked

“Although he went tnto the ring suffering

from training injuries, Tommy Patrick has
made tremendous strides since falling into
the capable hands of Jim Rogan. For the
ﬂlo:f time, the Golden Bamtam showed real
class.” :

Young Patrick uttered a strangled
sound, picked up his hat, slammed it
on his head, and strode furiously to-
ward the door. '

“Hey,” Rogan snapped, “where are
you going ?”’

Patrick turned, his eyes blazing.
“To find that reporter!” he exploded.
“You see what I mean? Some one’s
always starting trouble, when all I
want is to be good natured and peace-
ful. What can I do but sock a guy
who calls me a piece of corn?”’

“Who called you a piece of corn?
He meant you're a golden, or red-
haired, bantamweight. You're get-
ting places when a reporter will take
the time to dope out a nickname for
you.”

Patrick looked dubious. “Well, if
you're sure he wasn’t taking a crack
at me, I'll let it go this time. But 1
still think I ought to take a sock at a
guy who calls me a Golden Rantam.”

N the strength of Tommy Pat-

rick’s showing against Fuerte,
Rogan was able to sign up his fighter
to meet the best bantam he had ever
battled. The little Filipino, Jose To-
rio, had class, and he had decisively
whipped the last six bantams he had
met. The fight, moreover, was not
a curtain-raiser; it was scheduled
right before the main bout at Madi-
son Square Garden. Jose Torio was
the reason for this, of course, not -
Tommy Patrick.

Rogan had no- illusions about the
Filipino. Torio was good. Patrick had
gotten the fight merely because To-
rio’s manager was anxious to have
his fighter pile up an impressive
series of victories, so that Monty
Flagg would be forced to give the
Filipino a chance at the bantam-
weight championship. Torio was not
at the top, yet, but he was going
there.

Rogan knew it was a big gamble.
Either it would put Patrick immedi-
ately up among the headline contend-
ers; or it would give him a set-back
from which he might mnot recover.
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It was a tribute to Rogan’s belief in
Tommy Patrick that he was willing
to sign for the fight.

Patrick had fought so many punch-

drunk ham-and-eggers in heavier
. classes, while under Callahan’s man-
agement, that he already had a ter-
rific punch. What he needed most
was speed, faster footwork, more
training in boxing. And Rogan spared
no pains. He had Patrick work out
against the fastest bantam sparring
partners he could find. Patrick im-
proved daily. .

But there was Patrick’s natural in-
clination to fight anywhere and
everywhere that had to be guarded
against. Either Rogan or Bull Hol-
stein was with him constantly. Sev-
eral times they prevented fights with
big men—fights which would have
kept Patrick from meeting Jose
Torio.

It was a constant strain. Rogan
could never tell just when Patrick
would get the idea that some one
needed to be socked. It was with vast
relief that the day of the fight ar-
rived, and Patrick had been’ kept out
of brawls. But Rogan’s vigilance did
not relax even then. He sent Patrick
to the Garden, well in advance of the
fight, so that his fighter would avoid
crowds—and trouble. And he cau-
tioned Bull Holstein to stay with
Tommy every minute.

Thus temporarily relieved of re-
sponsibility, Rogan settled down to a
leisurely dinner at the hotel. He had
reached dessert when Bull Holstein
¢harged into the dining room, his red
face now almost purple.

“Good gosh!” Rogan exclaimed, “I
- told you—"’

“I heard you, boss!” Holstein mut-
tered. “But the police took Tommy
away from me. He’s down at the sta-
tion now.”

Rogan tossed down a bill as he.

rushed out to hail a cruising cab.
“Make it snappy!” Rogan growled to

the driver; then he asked Holstein

tersely, “Well, what were you doing

that you allowed him to get into
trouble?”

“Nothing,” said Holstein. “It hap-
pened too fast. There was an aecci-
dent on Broadway, and the cop told
our driver to turn east toward Sixth.
The driver tried to tell the cop he
was taking Tommy to the Garden;
that east was the wrong way. The
cop got tough. Then, before I could
stop him, Tommy hops out of the
cab and asks the cop what's the big
idea. The cop shoves his stick into
Tommy’s stomach and tells him to
get back in his cab. Then Tommy goes
into action, knocking down the cop.
Everything happened at once after
that. It took three cops to quiet him
with their night-sticks.”

Rogan groaned. “Then he’s all bat-
tered up again?”’

“That doesn’t half deseribe it,
boss !’ Holstein looked glum.

“His big chance—gone!”’” Rogan
leaned forward, his face grim. “Driv-
er, stop! ... Hop out, Bull, and hur-
ry back to the Garden. Tell ’em Tom-
my won’t be fighting tonight—or ever
again, for me—"

“But, boss, Tommy didn’t mean—"

“He never does!” Rogan clipped
out.

OGAN found Patrick in the hos-

pital ward of the city jail. His
head was heavily bandaged, but his
smile was bright when he saw his
manager.

“I knew you’d get me out, Jim. I
told ’em I had to fight tonight, but
they wouldn’t listen.”

“You've done enough fighting to-
night,” Rogan scowled. “What’s more,
I’'d have to be the governor te get
you out., You're charged with dis-
orderly conduct, resisting an offieer,
assault and battery, using a dan-
gerous weapon.”

“The big liars! I only—"

“Fists are legally a dangerous
weapon, when you're a professional
pugilist, TIl try to get you out. Then
we're washed up.”
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Patrick’s clear-blue eyes brimmed.
“Jim, I didn’t mean to give you all
this trouble. But when a fellow
punches you in the stomach with a
night-stick, what can you do but sock
him?”

“That’s your problem, not mine.
You’ll always be socking some one, . .”

“No, I won’t, Jim. I’'m as peaceable
as they come, only—"

“Your peaceableness has just about
broke me, trying to give you your
chance, Tommy. It’s lucky I still have
my farm up-river to go to.”

“Listen, Jim, I don’t feel right hav-
ing let you carry me all this time and
not paying you back. You arrange
some fights, and you can have all we
make—except my board.”

Rogan snorted. “There wouldn’t be
anything except board in any fights
I could arrange for you now! After
taking a runout powder on Torio—"

“I never ran out on any fight in my
life!” Patrick exclaimed hotly,

T was characteristic of Rogan,
however, that when every hand
was turned against Tommy Patrick,
he couldn’t throw him over. And that
was just where Patrick stood when
Rogan had spent the last of his money
paying Patrick’s fine. Rumor had it
that Patrick had gotten cold feet; that
his fight with a cop was his way of
ducking a battle he knew he couldn’t
win—his weakness for the underdog
made Rogan stick by.

At 21, almost in his prime, Tommy
Patrick was a has-been. All Rogan
could get for his fighter were cur-
tain-raisers in ‘the smaller clubs.
Patrick won; but what prestige was
there in beating worn-out bantams in
ham-and-egg fights? Sometimes these
fights would not pay what the three
of them owed at their cheap hotel.
At other times they had to live on
Rogan’s farm up-river, because there
weren’t even ham-and-egg fights to
be had.

But all the time, Patrick was learn-
ing ring strategy, hardening, quick-
ening his boxing and footwork., No

one could seem to appreciate this but
Rogan. When he tried to get better
fights, it was always thrown in his
face that Patrick had ducked Torio.

As Rogan’s star set, Callahan’s
rose. Monty Flagg was a fighting
champion., He would fight as often as
he could get bouts, and he won by
such wide margins that he was be-
ginning to exhaust the available ma-
terial. The bantams of promise were
avoiding Flagg because it was a quick
way to end their ring career. There
was such a thing as being too good.

One day Rogan was emerging from
a cheap lunch counter when he
bumped into Callahan. His former
partner was wearing a diamond stick-
pin, and the glare would have blinded
a bat. -

“How can you eat in such places?”
Callahan asked, with a sniff of dis-
gust.

“Don’t pull that Mrs., Astor stuff
on-me,” Rogan growled. “I knew you
when you were lucky to have five
cents for a cup of java.”

Callahan pulled his long nose. “It
isn’t where you're from' but where
you go that counts. Do you still have
that third-rate bantam I unloaded on
you.”

“First-rate,” said Rogan, half-
heartedly. “Why? Monty Flagg look-
ing for some one who isn’t afraid to
stand up to him?”

“That’s what I always liked about
you, Jim —your sense of humor.
Imagine Monty fighting a stumble-

"bum who ducked a fight with Torio.”

Rogan saw slightly red as Calla-
han went off chuckling.

“The stuck-up mick!” he muttered.
“T’ll pin back his ears yet!”

There was a call at the desk when
Rogan reached his hotel, still seeth-
ing. He rang the number—a number
which had set his pulses pounding.
It was Duke Merrill’s number, and
Merrill wag promoter of the fight that
night at the Coliseum. Rogan heard
Merrill’s deep, husky voice:

“Rogan? Say, Jimmy Garrett tore
a ligament in his arm, training and he
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was fighting Jose Torio tonight. I
gotta have a substitute. Is Patrick
in any sort of shape so he could put
up at least a halfway convincing ex-
hibition against Torio?”

- “Well,” said Rogan, keeping the
elation out of his voice, “it all de-
pends. I'll come over and talk terms.”

“You can come over,” snapped Mer-
rill, “but not to talk terms. You're
lucky to get a fight for that has-been,
and you know it. I'm doing you a
favor, not asking one.”

Rogan swallowed his pride with an
effort and didn’t say what was in his
mind to say. After all, he was lucky.
And when he saw Duke Merrill, he
had no complaint about terms,

Rogan and Bull Holstein almost
handcuffed themselves to Tommy Pat-
rick until they got him into the ring
that night.

NDER the fierce glare of the arc

lights, Patrick looked hard and
fit. Strong muscles rippled under
skin tanned during rest periods on
Rogan’s farm. Frequent fights had
toughened him. But the brown little
Filipino looked equally tough, and he
had not been fighting in small, smoke-
filled clubs.

The little brown man came out at
the bell with the assurance of a fighter
going in against an inferior sparring
partner. Patrick rushed out to meet
him, He flicked Torio’s head with a
left, sidestepped a fast return, and
smashed one in with his right. Torio
blocked as he stepped out.

Patrick bore in, crouching. He
kept jabbing with his left, blocking
Torio’s blows with his right.

Torio sailed in, his gloves flying.
He took a smashing left on his glove,
ripped a blazing right to Patrick’s
ribs. Patrick fought back as leather
was poured at him. He caught them
on arms and wrists, and jabbed with
his left when he got the chance.

The Filipino seemed anxious to get
the fight over quickly. He seemed to
fully believe that Patrick had once

ducked a fight with him. Therefore
Patrick must be afraid of him,

Torio broke through Patrick’s
guard with a left to the side of the
jaw. Patrick was jarred. He shook
his head, and tried to nail Torio with
a right. But the little brown man
danced out, only to dance back again,
pouring in the leather. Again he
looped a left to the side of the jaw,
rocking Patrick,

Dark eyes narrowed, Torio rushed
in to take advantage of Patrick’s ap-
parently dazed condition. As mad as
he was dazed, Patrick met the rush
with a left that was like the kick of
a mule. His glove glanced off Torio’s
incoming blow, and smashed the
Filipino’s nose so hard that blood
spurted,

Torio forgot to box. His left raked
Patrick’s head. In close, Patrick
pounded the Filipino’s ribs with siz-
zling lefts and rights. Torio coun-
tered with a pile-driver right, which
Patrick just sidestepped and no more.

The crowd rose, shrieking, as the
two bantams hammered and pounded
each other in the center of the ring.
Toe to toe, they stood slugging. Both
were taking terrific punishment.

Then Patrick exploded a left to
Torio’s jaw when the infuriated Fili-
pino left himself wide open. Torio’s
head snapped back. His guard came
up—just in time to leave another
opening for Patrick as he raged in,
pounding in two savage blows to the
stomach. Torio rocked Patrick with
a wild one which made Tommy grunt.

But Patrick was back, rifling a
cross to Torio’s head, another right
to the Filipino’s stomach. His next
right hurled Torio against the ropes.
The referece pushed Patrick back as
Torio struck the floor. He started the
count. At “six,” the gong sounded.

. Torio’s seconds jumped through the
ropes, carrying the unconscious Fili-
pino to his corner. They revived him -
after several seconds, but his eyes
were still glazed and blank.

The referee walked to Patrick’s cor-
ner. Patrick rose. The referee held
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up his hand in sign of victory. The
crowd roared its approval of the de-
cision, a technical kayo.

Rogan saw Callahan several rows
back, and rushed over to him,

“What do you think of Patrick
now?’ he exulted. “One-round kayo
over the only bantam of any promise
Flagg hasn’t beaten!”

Callahan looked sour. “A flake
puneh!” he snorted. “You’ll have to
show me more than that before I'll
talk terms.”

HAT Callahan really meant was

that he didn’t want to talk
terms at all. On the strength of that
vietory, Tommy Patrick was once
more spoken of by sports writers as
“The Golden Bantam.” More and
more space was devoted to him as he
won his next three fights in impres-
sive style, two on clear-cut decisions,
and one more on a knockout. After
each, Rogan tentatively broached the
subject of a fight with Monty
Flagg.

But Flagg’s backers could always
see one more logical contender ahead
of Patrick. After the third fight,
Rogan knew he was being given the

run-around when Callahan suggested

that Flagg couldn’t meet Patrick un-
til he had beaten Fuerte.

“But he blasted him on the can-
vas once!” Rogan shouted.

“Some time ago,” Callahan said.
“But he’s improved since then, Any-
how, we won’t talk about a fight be-
tween Patrick and Flagg until Patrick
has disposed of Fuerte.”

Rogan knew Flagg wasn’t afraid to
meet anyone in his class. It was
simply that those who owned a share
of him had had a taste of big money
and weren’t going to risk their in-
vestment. Monty Flagg was bringing
in real money for testimonials, exhi-
bitions, and radio appearances.

Rogan knew how to handle that.
He called in all his reporter friends
and had a heart-to-heart talk. He was,
he told them, thinking of retiring
Patrick because there was only one

man in his class he hadn’t beaten, and
the champ was afraid to-meet Patrick.
The reporters laughed, admitted they
didn’t believe a word of it, but said
it would make good copy.

It made headlines. And it brought
a call from Callahan two hours after
the papers had hit the streets. '

“Listen, you ape,” Callahan yelled,
“when was Monty Flagg afraid to
meet any bantam at any time? He's
demanding a fight.”

“I thought he might,” said Rogan.
“T'll be right over.”

After the papers had been signed,
Rogan moved up to his farm with
Holstein, Patrick, and three good
sparring partners. It was easier to
keep Patrick out of trouble in the
country; though Rogan was almost
convinced that Patrick had cooled
down. Only twice since the Torio fight
had Patrick offered to sock anyone,
and in both incidents Rogan had been
able to prevent hostilities.

OR the first time, Patrick was on
a headline event. The papers had
given the fight a tremendous build-
up, unusual for a bantamweight
scrap. 8ut both fighters had color.
Patrick had eaten early and was
resting, back in the city, when the
’phone rang. Rogan answered and
said: “All right, come up. But you
can’t stay more than a minute.” He
turned to Tommy Patrick, “It’s Tay-
lor, of the Star.”
Patrick sat up, and when there was
a knock, answered the door. The man
standing there could have almost
filled the doorway. He grinned.

“Say, Fiji Islander, where’s that
little palooka my slave driver wants
me to interview?”

Tommy Patrick blew no trumpets
before he went into battle; he just
went. Before Rogan could even rise,
Patrick’s fist had smacked the big
man in the eye. The big man, his grin
gone as fast ag if cold water had been
poured down his neck, lifted Patrick
with a right that packed dynamite.
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The Golden Bantam crashed against

a chair, splintering it.

Rogan and Holstein were rushmg
toward the door, saying nothing.

“I was only ribbing him,” the big
man said, “But when he socked me
without warning, I did just what I
would have-done when I was in-
ter-collegiate heavyweight boxing
champ.”

Rogan and Holstein still said noth-
ing, though their clenched fists were
eloquent, The big man dived toward
the stairs as Rogan and Holstein tried
-to rush through the doorway, but
found it wasn’t big enougl. for both
of them.

“Let him go!” Rogan exploded. “I
knew this good luck couldn’t last. And
Tommy has to fight in just two
hours.”

“Tt’s a frameup!” roared Holstein,
“That guy wasn't no reporter. They
can’t punch like that.”
~ Rogan said nothing as he stooped
over Tommy Patrick’s limp figure.
Gently, he lifted him to the bed. Then
he called a doctor,

ATRICK looked somewhat the

worse for wear as he climbed
through the ropes; but the crowd, not
noticing, gave him a big hand.

In contrast, Monty Flagg, when he
appeared, seemed to be.in the pink
of condition. There was a spring to
the step of the eurly, black-haired
bantam,

Breen, the referee, made his an-

nouncements to the accompaniment of
a roar from fans anxious for the
battle of the bantams to begin. The
Golden Bantam and the champion
shook hands, went to their cormers.
The warning bell sounded, then the
gong, ‘
. Both bantams sprang up with a
rush that carried them to the center
of the ring. Patrick took the offen-
sive as Rogan had ordered him to do.
It was his only chance—a quick
knockout. He was going in too badly
handicapped to match anyone as fast
as Monty Flagg for fifteen rounds,

Patrick led with a left which flicked
Flagg’s head. Flagg had sidestepped
right into the path of a sizzling right.
Leather caught the blow, but the
force behind it knocked the champion
back a step. The crowd cheered as
Patrick charged in, hammering
Flagg’s body with two quick, hard
lefts.

Flagg jabbed, fanning alr as Pat-
rick danced out. Then he was back,
probing for an opening in Flagg’s ar-
mored defense. Time after time, Pat-
rick flailed away with his left, trying
to open a hole for his right.

Then he nailed the champion with
& hard one in the stomach—another.
As Flagg’s wild swing missed Pat-
rick’s darting body, the Golden Ban-
tam nailed the champion with a cross
to the head.

Flagg caught the next right on his
glove, but not the steaming left which
blurred through to his short-ribs.
Patrick was hammered baek by a jolt-
ing right which jarred him to his toes.
But he stormed in, his streaking
gloves battering down Flagg 8 de-
fense.

A left, a right cross to the head, an-
other left to the stomach. .. .

"Flagg grazed Patrick’s head, but
Patrick kept boring in, crouched,
weaving, that wicked left streaking
in again to the short-ribs. Flagg
wineced, blocked the right to his head,
only to have Tommy Patrick’s left
catch him just above his trunks,

Patrick’s right was just above the
heart, with tremendous power behind
it. Flagg tried to cover up, only to
be blasted from his feet by a savage
left cross to the head.

The crowd eame to its feet as the
champion went sprawling. Breen
pushed Patrick back, but for a mo-
ment he didn’t understand, and took a
swing at the referee. Off in a neutral
corner, the count began.

Flagg didn’t look hurt, but he had
a bulldog’s scowl, under-jaw jutting
out. He took time to recover. At the
count of nine, he was on hig feet.
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‘Patrick crossed the ring with a
rush, took three on wrists and elbows,
and crossed to the head with a left
that only grazed. Flagg slammed in,
knocking Patrick back with a barrage
of lefts and rights.

Patrick ended the charge, hammer-
ing a short one in to the champion’s
stomach, and thudded a right to the
ribs before Flagg could touch him.
Bulldog face red, Flagg swung a wild
right, but Patrick took it over his
shoulder, hammering the champion’s
stomach with two quick, hard lefts.

Flagg pounded Patrick back, catch-
ing him twice on the ribs, but
the Golden Bantam was not to be de-
nied. Sailing in, he nailed Flagg with
another left in the stomach; and, as
Flagg’s guard momentarily dropped
to stop the torment, he crossed swift-
ly to the head with a right to the jaw.

Flagg went spinning, He struck
the canvas hard, shook his head.
Again he took time for his head to
clear. Again he was up at the count
of nine, The crowd shrilled as Tommy
Patrick charged, ,

He was knocked back on his heels
by a left which exploded on his chin,
but was not accurately timed. He
stopped the next one, retaliating with
a cross which Flagg took on his glove.
The two toy bulldogs were pouring
leather at each other when the gong
sounded, .

Tommy Patrick seemed to be in the
worse shape as he walked to his cor-
ner., That knockout had drained him,
and his attempt to follow Rogan’s ad-
vice in the opening rounds had sapped
all his reserves.

- He lay back limply while his see-
onds worked over him.

“Go after him,” Rogan snapped.
“You had him on the carpet twice.
This time you ought to deliver the

. kayo.”

RIT alone enabled Tommy Pat-
rick to go sailing out with the
fury he displayed at the second gong.
He was like a winged thing as he
ripped into Flagg, his blows coming

so fast that Rogan, in a ringside seat,
couldn’t always follow the punch.

He was spending everything he had
in that round. He knew, as well as
Rogan, that he couldn’t go many more
rounds,

He nailed Flagg with a right to the
head, slammed his sweat-damp gloves
into the champion’s stomach until it~
seemed as if Flagg couldn’t stand the
punishment much longer. Rogan knew
better. Something in force was miss-
ing from those apparently destructive
blows of his battler. The fighting will
was there, the blows were well-timed,
but there wasn’t quite enough steam

“when they landed. Patrick was fight-

ing a losing battle against sapped
strength,

Still, a left to the stomach, and an-
other sizzling right cross to Flagg’s
head, sent the champion down for the
third time, If Flagg had not been a
champion, it is doubtful if Breen
would have permitted what looked like
a one-sided contest to continue. But
the crowd would have torn the place
to pieces if Flagg had lost his title
while still willing to fight.

He took the count, red-faced but
still apparently unhurt. Then he came
up swinging, only to ram his head
into a pile-driver right that almost
curled him up again.

. Flagg clinched, Breen separated
the two bantams, Patrick came rag-
ing in, only to have his hands tied up
again as Flagg stalled to recover his
senses. The champion swished one in
to Patrick’s ribs as the referee pushed
them apart. Breen warned Flagg,

Patrick stormed back to pursue his
advantage. He rocked Flagg with a
barrage of blows, which Flage was
able to partially block. Then the cham-
pion slipped through Patrick’s guard,
snapping his head back with a left
loaded with T.N.T.

Patrick’s feet were lifted out from
under him, and he sat on the canvas,
looking blank. The same blow from
a little heavier man would have been
a kayo, but it was still plenty for a
man who had gone into the ring in
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bad shape. Rogan, trying to raise his
voice above the bellowing of the
crowd, advised Tommy Patrick to
take a nine count.

Patrick did not seem to have a clear
idea of what he was doing as he stag-
gered to his feet at the count of seven.
Flagg was on top of him before he
had fully straightened.

He had just time to block a right

with his glove. Instinct drove him in

punching. He hammered in a left, a
right, another left. Flagg rocked him
again with short jabs to the ribs, But
Patrick’s fury-charged attack foreced
Flagg to take the defensive as the
challenger’s fast-fisted blows rained
on his stomach.

Patrick kept boring in, streaming
leather at the champion, taking them
on arms, elbows and shoulders, but
never stopping. At the bell, he looked
as if he were standing on rubber legs
—ag if he had been taking the punish-
ment, not Flagg. But the champion
hod taken a terrific battermg* He was
bloody and bruised.

OGAN'’S heart sagged as his two

men worked over Tommy Pat-
rick, His boy had done his best to
obey orders; but he just hadn’t had
enough strengfh left to put Flagg
away. Tommy Patrick had won the
first two rounds by wide margins. But
with thirteen rounds to go, the fight
was going to swing very quickly in
the champion’s direction,

With his championship at stake,
Flage put on the heat in the next
round—and the tide began to turn.
Patrick fought back every inch of the
way, but he was telegraphing his
punches, showing the effects of that
kayo before the fight. Only his game
refusal to acknowledge defeat held
the round even.

Flagg won the next three rounds
by as wide margins as Patrick had
won the first two. He drove Patrick
back, raining blows from all angles.
. Twice he had the challenger on the
floor, but each time Patrick came
back, fighting desperately against

Flagg’s smentlﬁcally admnustered
punishment,

After the sixth, Patnck lay back as
limp as a rag agamst the post. Not
even the feverish work of his seconds
seemed to give him any life,

Abruptly, however, Patrick stifi-
ened, his listless eyes becoming alert
again. With a strangled sound, he
sprang to his feet, heading toward
the ropes in the direction of the press
row. A big man with a shiner rose
to his feet as Patrick started to climb
through the ropes. Bull Holstein
caught him just in time; and it was
all both seconds could do to drag the
struggling bantam back to his stool.

Rogan had climbed to the corner.
“Do you want to be disqualified ?” he
bellowed. :

“I got to sock that reporter!” Pat-
rick blazed back, “Make these two
guys let me go, Jim!”

“What do you mean—reporter?”
Rogan yelled, “Do you mean Calla-
han’s new partner?”’ -

He had no time to say more. Even
in the wild excitement which had
sprung up, the timekeeper remem-
bered the gong. At the second clang,
Patrick went out of his corner as if
he were on springs.

Flagg was there to meet him. He
met the attack on his gloves, crossed
to Patrick’s head, Knocked back, Pat-
rick stormed in, uttering a choked
sound. He nailed Flagg with a loop-
ing left, took a blow on his elbow, A
left to the stomach, a right which
streaked through Flagg’s guard to his
jaw, another left to the stomach which
almost doubled up the champion. .

Flagg lashed out wildly with his
right, catching Patrick on the side of
the jaw. The referee tried to push
him back. Patrick didn’t wait even
for the count to begin. With a sob of
fury, he was on his feet again, and
Flagg had been slowed down too
much to take advantage of the knock-
down.

Patrick ducked a left and ham-

~mered in a left to the stomach that

sent the breath whistling throuch
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Flagg’s teeth. The champion struck
out desperately, catching Patrick in
the eye.

But it only seemed to infuriate the
challenger. Another left to the stom-
ach, with all the power of Patrick’s
fury-driven body behind it. Flagg
staggered backward, trying to cover
up. ;

Patrick raged in, battering down.

Flagg’s guard with steaming, slash-
ing blows. He broke through to the
short-ribs with a left, which had so
much steam behind it that it cut like
a knife. Flagg rocked the in-coming
battler with a roundhouse to the head,
but Patrick did not seem to realize he
had been hit, and Flagg had been
unable to put much behind the blow.

Patrick hammered in three lefts,
bringing down Flagg’s guard. The
champion tried to clinch, but Patrick
pounded him back with that terrific
left. And then his right came up—
streaking for Flagg’s jaw.

Flagg went spinning, turning over
twice on the canvas from the power
behind the blow. He raised himself
half an inch, and then went limp, not
stirring even after the referee had
completed the count and raised Pat-

rick’s hand in sign of victory. He was
out, cold—insensible to the roaring
bedlam.

ALLAHAN rushed into the new
champion’s dressing room, his
black eyes snapping. “What do you
mean by telling Patrick that Taylor
was my new partner?’ he raged.
“Taylor was formerly an amateur
boxer, and now he’s covering boxing
for the Star!”
“So he said,” Rogan grinned. “But
T had to give Tommy some incentive
to fight, didn’t I?”
Callahan let out a roar, and started

toward Rogan with clenched fists.

“Wait, Mike!” Rogan’s grin broad-
ened. “I’'m grateful to you for selling
me the contract on the new champion,
Tommy Patrick. To show there are
no hard feelings, I'll take you out to
dinner. Shake on it??

Callahan hesitated. Then he man-
aged a sickly smile and took Rogan’s
hand.

“Qkay,” he muttered. “But before
we’re through supper, you’ll be trying
to figure out some way to make me
pay the check. I won’t do it, d’you
understand? I won’t do it!”
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Net Merchant

By Paul Chadwwick

Author of “Net-Court Curse,” ete.

Losing the grueling maich against famous Rex Grant would hit deeply
into the life of lovely Sue Chambers. And to lose it, Marty Kernan
had to make only one error. But to win, he had to defeat a
thousand and one unofficial opponents.

0O0S, hisses, and catealls greeted
Marty Kernan as he strode to-

ward the white net bisecting

the emerald green of Fairfax Stadium.
Bronx cheers rose to a rasping chorus
along the top seats of the gallery.
Sound beat venomously against his

=

lean, white-clad body and rust-colored
head. One fan yelled:

“We don’t want you, Kernan! You
sold us down the river once. Get out
before we throw you out!”

‘Marty straightened, stared up at the
packed seats above him. There was a
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hint of moisture in his blue-gray eyes,
but his lips were a pale slash above
his fighter’s chin. Not one friendly
face in that whole crowd of nearly a
thousand.

He stood there under the warm Vir-
ginia sun, the most unpopular man in
Fairfax County’s world of sport. The
man who, a year before, had been
branded a traltor to his club, a traitor
to amateur tennis, and who had now
come back to face the music. And there
was plenty of it.

Marty knew that the people up
there scowling down at him, booing,
didn’t give a damn about the ins and
outs of his former pro rating. They
weren’t interested in all the techni-
calities of how he had got back his
amateur status after Barry Chambers,
Sue’s father, had interceded for him
with the U.S.L.T.A, They had nothing
againgt professional tennis as such.

Under other circumstances, they
might have cheered him as the prodi-
gal returned. What made them con-
demn him, boo him, was the fact that
in turning pro last year he had broken
his solemn promise to the club com-
mittee. He had left the club to tour
the country with Walden’s Tennis
Troupe, left it flat with no star to take
his place. And the club had had the
worst season in its history. Therefore
he was despised, hated, unwelcome.

He looped his fingers around the
handle of his racket. “They don’t know
that sometimes a guy has to have
money,” he muttered. “They don’t
know—about Nick.”

He shook his head as though to shut
out the echo of those jeers. He looked
across the net at his opponent in the
semi-finals, young Lee Carter. They
stepped close and gripped hands for-
mally ; but there was stiffness in even
Carter’s manner. He stared at Marty
with contempt.

The announcer called their names.
“Mr, Carter and Mr. Kernan in the
semi-finals of the Fairfax Spring
Tournament. Are you ready, gentle-
men?”’

A fan cried: “Give it to him, Carter!
Mop up the money-grabbing pro!” An-
other shouted: “We want sportsmen,
not net merchants.” Hisses for Marty
raged again until the umpire sternly
demanded quiet.

The play began with an undercur-
rent of tension. Prickles coursed up
and down Marty Kernan’s back. He
knew that Sue Chambers was there
somewhere, too, watching him coldly,
no longer interested in him in spite of
her father’s change of heart. She
didn’t guess that he was playing only
to help her father now—just as, a year
ago, he had accepted Walden’s finan-
cial offer only to save his brother,
Nick, from going to prison. Sue was
as proudly idealistic as she was lovely,
As high-minded as she was romantic.
He hadn’t been able to explain even to
her why he had suddenly betrayed his

‘club to turn professional. His own

loyalty to Nick had sealed his lips.
And Sue, because she had idolized him
as a perfect sportsman, had denounced

~ him tearfully. On the rebound, in her

emotional confusion, she had taken up
with smiling, dashing, aristocratic
Guy Beresford, gallant and reputedly
wealthy playboy.

It was Marty’s serve, and there was
an unnatural jerkiness in his muscles
as he drew back his racket and pre-
pared to swing.

Swish—bong! He got the first one
across, but without much placement,
and lacking his customary speed. Car-
ter, a lanky, powerful youngster with
a smashing style of play, scooped it
up neatly and whammed it back. His
manner was arrogant, his eyes chal-
lenging. He seemed to sense that the
crowd’s hostility would get Marty
Kernan’s goat.

And this was happening. Marty had
been affected by those jeers. His taut
nerves were jumpy, ready to play him
tricks. He met Carter’s first rocketing
return close to the service line, stroked
forcefully and tried to follow the ball
in toward the net. But Carter ran in,
too, and made his second return before
Marty was set to volley. A badly placed
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foot threw Marty off balance. His re-
sulting shot was a weak chop that
failed to get over.

The fans yelled gloatingly. The um-
pire called: “Love-fifteen!” And in
Marty’s mind that first lost point ap-
peared to set the game’s tempo. He’d
lose on errors if he wasn’t careful, lose
to an inferior player in the semi-finals
just -because the crowd was dead
against him.

E gritted his teeth. In the next
serve, trying to hammer down

his fears by sheer will power, he suc-
ceeded only in driving two balls into
the net. “Double fault,” sang the
umpire. “The score is now love-thirty.”

Marty took his time on the third,
deliberately making himself relax a
little. He got a clean, fast one across
with some spin on it. It broke away
from Carter. But the lanky player
wasn’t missing any tricks this after-
noon. He got the ball on the tip of his
racket, managed a clever draw shot
that whisked over the net so close to
Marty’s sideline that the linesman had
to squint twice to make sure it was
good. He nodded, and the umpire
called: “Love-forty.”

The fans went wild. Marty was
trembling as he prepared to serve.
He’d known it would be tough going
when he’d promised Sue’s father he’d
play, but he hadn’t figured it would
be quite as tough as this. Those weeks
with Walden’s Troupe should have
taught him how to ignore the atti-
tude of any crowd. But the home-town
folks were different. Their hostility
made him feel sick all over. Marty
couldn’t take it. For a moment white
net, green grass, and blue sky seemed
to blur.

Then he remembered. He hadn’t en-
tered the tournament just to make a
comeback and regain his own lost pres-
tige in the community. When he’d re-
turned from his tour with Walden last
fall, he’d made a vow that he wouldn’t
even attempt to get back into the
club’s favor. Except for an occasional

game for fun or exercise, he told him-
self, he was finished with tennis,

Then Mr, Chambers had come to
him, begged him to enter the match.
And Marty was playing tennis to help
My, Chambers now. He was playing to
pull the father of the girl he still loved
out of a financial hole, He must elimi-
nate Lee Carter so that he could meet
Rex Grant, Guy Beresford’s protége,
in the finals tomorrow, When he met
Grant he must eliminate him, too, and
let Mr. Chambers cash in on a five
thousand dollar bet he’d made with
Beresford.

That was Marty’s sole motive for
playing before the crowd that hated
him, and for letting himself be pub-
licly booed and humiliated. He must

‘win the match so that Sue’s fathe:

could get his money. Chambers hadn’t
told Marty just what sort of finanecial
hole he was in. But Marty knew it
must be crucial. Chambers wasn’t a
betting man. Since he had risked five
thousand dollars on a tennis mateh,
he must need cash desperately.

There was a scowl on Marty’s face
as he got his racket arm wound up
for that fourth serve. Let the crowd
howl. Let them call him any names
they wanted. He’d promised Chambers
he'd polish off Carter and he was go-
ing to do it.

He put steam into his stroke this
time—steam and direction. The ball
whizzed across the net, landing in the
inside corner of Carter’s court, Carter
picked it up, but his footwork was a
little unsteady. His return gave Marty
a chance for a kill. Marty’s racket de-
scended on the ball like a falling me-
teor. The white pill hammered the turt
at Carter’s feet, and the umpire called :
“Fifteen-forty.”

There were no cheers thlS time.
Marty’s first point was greeted with
cold silence—silence that hurt some-
how even more than the jeers, He
glanced toward the end of the stadium
and got a glimpse of Sue Chambers
sitting beside Beresford. She looked
to Marty as beautiful as a picture, as
fresh and sweet and proud as a South-
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ern rose. And Guy Beresford was
good-looking, too. They made a dash-
ing pair. But frank dislike for Beres-
ford as well as jealousy tugged at
Marty’s heart.

It was Beresford and his card play-
ing that had made Marty’s brother,
Nick, “borrow” money from his firm
that he couldn’t pay back, so that
Marty had had to accept Walden’s
offer in order to raise enough cash to
save Nick from being found out and
possibly sent to prison.

Sue knew that Beresford gambled.
Her own father had warned her about
it in Marty’s presence. Marty vividly
recalled that scene., For Sue had found
-an excuse for her new admirer, “He’s
a natural sportsman,” she had said,
“and likes his cards. But what of it?
He’s got plenty of money—it isn’t
that he’s after. It’s only the thrill of
it.” She had looked at Marty then.
“At least Guy’s mnever sold out his
friends the way Marty did when he
broke his promise to the club last
spring.” And Marty had remained si-
lent in loyalty to Nick, flinching at
the look of regretful disillusionment
in Sue’s dark eyes. :

E was silent now as he turned
back to the play and grimly set
himself to beat Lee Carter. He lost
that first game when Carter picked
up another point. And something of
his panic returned when the crowd
cheered wildly. Carter and he began
a dogged, stubborn battle. They bal-
anced game and game till the first set
went to 11-9, with Carter finally tak-
ing it. There was perspiration on Mar-
ty’s forehead. There was fear in his
mind—two fears, in fact. Fear of the
crowd’s animosity. Fear that he would
let Mr. Chambers down.

The two fears clashed and the
stronger one prevailed. The Kernans
- didn’t lay claim to aristocracy and
they weren’t rich. But they, oo, had
their pride. Marty had gone through
hours of mental agony before he’d
broken his promise to the club and
turned professional in erder to save

Nick. Now he must push on in the face
of hostility so that he could keep his
word to Mr. Chambers.

He had himself better in hand as the
second game began. He concentrated
on the play, forgot those staring faces.
He battled Carter’s lead with a dogged
persistence. The next set went in his
favor, 6-4, Again there was dead si-
lence. It seemed to lie on Marty’s back
like an icy weight. It was more omi-
nous than noisy disapproval. These
people grudged him every point. They
wanted him eliminated.

But in spite of that, in the face of
Carter’s savage, exhausting play and
the crowd’s unfriendliness, Marty
crept ahead. He wasn’t playing his
best game. He felt recurrences of
panic. He knew that if he did no bet-
ter than this tomorrow, he didn’t
stand a show against Rex Grant. Yet
he kept on fighting.

After two games in the third set
had gone against him, Marty got the
next two with clever placing and con-
sistently good footwork. The fifth
game he took with a high lob te Car-
ter’s back court after Carter had tried
to outsmart him with a trick forehand.
Carter staged a come-back on the
sixth. He ran Marty ragged with a
thunderbolt volley, hammered through
his defenses by placing a ball just out
of Marty’s reach.

They were running neck and neck
now. Sweat streamed off Marty’s face.
He got the next game by sheer driving
will power; then the next. But Carter
was putting everything he had into it.
He tied Marty at five games each, tied
him again at six and at seven. The

-ecrowd grew almost hysterical, cheer-

ing for Carter to win.

Marty drew in his belt, played with
set face and tightly cluteched racket.
The fifteenth game was a net battle
that ran to deuce three fimes before
Marty took it. The sixteenth looked
just as uncertain as the others when
it started. Carter got the first two
peints, playing like a fury. Marty got
the next on another lob. He tied Carter
at thirty—all with a deft backhand to
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the far corner of Carter’s court. It was
thirty-forty when Marty dribbled a sly
one over the net in the midst of a
fierce volley. He crashed through on
the last point after the ball had gone
back and forth across the net a dozen
times. A lightning draw shot did the
trick. The set ended 9-7 in Marty’s
favor. Weak and winded, Marty left
the courts amid a stony and concerted
silence which registered the crowd’s
bitter disappointment at his victory.

# YHAMBERS, a small man with a

bald head and large bright eyes
with tired circles under them, met him
inside the locker-room door. He was
beaming. “I knew you’d do it, Marty!
I knew you’d trim him, boy.”

Marty shrugged. “I beat Carter, yes.
But Carter isn’t Grant. You saw what
a tough time I had getting the best
of him. It doesn’t look so hot for to-
morrow.” :

Chambers’ face fell a little. He put
his hand on Marty’s shoulder, spoke
huskily. “You want to get over being
sensitive, Don’t let the crowd’s atti-
tude ruffle you. And—don’t let me
down, boy. I'm depending on you—
more than I want to say.” Chambers
peered up at Marty, and his voice went
lower still. “It probably seems crazy
to you that I’'m staking so much
money on a game of tennis, risking five
thousand dollars. But when a man’s
desperate and knows that something
must be done—"

Marty cut in: “I understand, Mr.
Chambers. It doesn’t seem crazy to me.
I’'ve been in trouble myself, needed
money badly—and turned to tennis to
get it. All ’'m afraid of is that I won’t
be able to lick Grant. He’s one of the
best men in the state. You knew that
when Beresford brought him down
here.”

“You’re one of the best, too, Marty.
If you fight manfully you’ll come out
on top. I'm saying again—don’t let me
down if you can help it.”

Fight manfully! Those two words
were ringing in Marty Kernan’s head
as he walked home from the club

through the long shadows of evening.
It did seem odd when he thought about
it that Mr, Chambers should be will-
ing to pin his faith on a tennis match
bet to avoid financial ruin. Odd—Dbut
people did strange things when panic
drove them to it. And Marty promised
himself that in the match with Grant
tomorrow he would fight manfully.

He was still vowing to do his best,
strengthening his will, when he went
for a stroll after supper. And he was
so precccupied with his thoughts that
he didn’t notice for some time that
there was a stranger following him.
Then the scrape of furtive footsteps
made him turn. The stranger, a tall,
seedy-looking man with a red face, and
dressed in a dark-blue suit, betrayed
himself by starting visibly when Max-
ty looked back. He recovered himself
instantly. But Marty was suddenly
suspicious. For some reason that he
couldn’t fathom, this stranger was
spying on him.

ARTY decided to do a little ex-
perimenting, He zigzagged
across town, ducked around several
corners and into several back streets.
And, at the end of five minutes, he
was certain that he was being shad-
owed. The stranger was more cautious
about it now. But Marty couldn’t
shake him. When he stopped at a drug
store to get a small coke the seedy
man lounged watchfully down at the
corner.

Marty was mad and annoyed. He
came out of the drugstore, darted for-
ward, but when he reached the corner
the man had mysteriously gone, Marty
grinned then. No use letting the thing
get his goat. If the stranger started
anything, Marty could be equally un-
pleasant. Tennis was no sissie’s game.
It built up whiplike speed and plenty
of stamina and muscle. :

But Marty wasn’t prepared for the
thing that happened five minutes later.
As he cut back home through the soft
Southern darkness, he was knocked off
his feet by two burly figures that
jumped him. They, too, must have
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been following him. They had cut in
ahead of him, waited in the shadows,
and leaped in with flying fists from
different angles.

Marty caught a gleam of metal for
an instant. Starlight glimmered on
brass knuckles. And the first blow
eaught him on the side of the head.
He went down, smashing out with a
quick fist at one of the faces looming
over him. His own knuckles connected.
The man staggered back. But the other
came in. Before Marty could twist
away, a second pair of brass knuckles
laid open the skin on his forehead and
multiplied the stars.

Only the quick turn of his head
saved him from being knocked uncon-
scious, And then, to Marty’s amaze-
ment, a voice called out close by, and
the two men who had started to beat
him up plunged off into the gloom. The
owner of the voice was the tall, seedy
stranger, and he ran after them—Ileav-
ing Marty mystified in the darkness,
nursing his sore forehead, mopping it
with a handkerchief as he sat up
groggily.

What was it all about? If the two
men with the brass knuckles had been
staging a hold-up, who the hell was
the stranger who had come to his
rescue? He groaned suddenly and
didn’t think it was very funny. For
the slice with the brass knuckles had
cut deep. His head felt as though some-
body was jabbing a knife into it. Hold-
ing the handkerchief to his forehead,
he stumbled to the nearest doctor’s
office to get a little first-aid treatment.
On the way, he cursed the bad luck
that seemed to dog him. If the match
with Grant had looked tough before,
it now looked impossible. A chap didn’t
play his best tennis with his forehead
cut open and his head bandaged.

HE crowd at the stadium that

afternoon greeted Marty with si-
lence when he stepped out on the court.
Then the silence was punctuated by
short bursts of laughter. The laughter
swelled in volume as a thousand voices
took it up. There was something comi-

cal about Marty’s grim face peering
out from under the white bandage. It
might have stirred sympathy if Marty
hadn’t been in bad. But the erowd was
still hostile, One wit voiced the general
sentiment as he shouted down from
the gallery. “Fixed yourself up with
a swell alibi, didn’t you, Kernan?”

Marty paid no attention to the jeers.
There was a dull throb across his fore-
head that all the doctor’s liniment
hadn’t been able to quiet. He was
afraid that jumping around wasn’t go-
ing to help it. And he could see, look-
ing at Rex Grant, that he was going
to need everything he had to hold his
end up. For Guy Beresford had been a
good picker. Grant was blond, rangy,
powerful. He lounged around the court
with the easy poise of a tiger.

He grinned at Marty, shook hands;
but his yellowish eyes remained cold-
ly appraising. He had smashed his
way brilliantly up through all opposi-
tion in the semi-finals. Even if Marty
hadn’t been in bad grace, Grant would
have. been picked for the winner. For
Grant belonged to the spectacular
school. His game was said to be one
of the most aggressive in the state.
The Fairfax club had been delighted
when Guy Beresford had introduced
him and proposed him for member-
ship. It was known that Beresford
was backing him and building up his
publicity as a Davis Cup Team
aspirant. ,

Grant won the toss-up, and in the
next five minutes Marty got a taste
of the fastest serve he’d encountered
since he’d left Walden’s professionals.
Grant had a projectile delivery,
straight and true, that sent the ball
gizzling across the net. The first time
Marty tried to pick it up, his racket
stung his fingers. His return was a
sorry bungle. The crowd went wild.

Marty recalled some of the things
Bill Walden had taught him, Use your
forearm for a shock-absorber if you
want to Kkill the speed of the fast ones.
It worked on Grant’s next cannon-ball
service. Marty made a nice return; but
the big, blond man fed him a trick
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forehand draw shot that broke in
against Marty’s legs like a leaping rab-
bit. The gallery voiced its approval,
and the umpire said: “Thirty-love.”

In points, this game was beginning
just like the one Marty had played
with Carter yesterday. But he hadn’t
had that throbbing pain in his head
then. And he wasn’t up against a man
of Grant’s caliber.

Marty tried to quiet his mounting
excitement. He let points slip away
from him while he studied his op-
ponent’s game. There was no use in
playing blindly. As long as he didn’t
know Grant’s tricks, Grant would fool
him. The blond man was smiling con-
fidently now, sure of an easy victory.
The crowd got happy, even loging some
of its antagonism to Marty, now that
his elimination seemed sure. Rex
Grant appeared to be walking away
with the match,

“Third game, first set, to Mr,
Grant,” droned the wumpire. “The
score is now three to nothing.”

; ARTY knew it was time to wake

up, time to take advantage of
some of the holes he had discovered
in Grant’s offensive. Grant’s spins, for
one thing, always broke in the same
direction. And Grant’'s footwork
wasn’t as efficient as it was graceful.
Grant was a gallery player with a dis-
tinct flare for the theatrical. But, out-
side of that, he was fast, dangerous,
crafty ; and Marty wondered if he had
it in him to lick this blond tornado.
Perhaps if things had been different,
but with his aching head—

He stepped away from Grant’s next
return which had a poisonous slice on
it. He anticipated which way the ball
would break after it hit, and he wag
ready. With a controlled wrist move-
ment, he got it and sent it up in a
high lob that Grant wasn’t expecting.
The big man tried to get into a posi-
tion to smash it. The fans yelled for a
kill. But Grant got tangled up in his
own feet and smacked the ball so far
outside the court that it almost
crowned the umpire,

Marty hammered in while Grant
was still ruffied. He got two more
points on Grant’s serve, and the um-
pire said: “Love-forty,”” He won the
game on the next play, acing his shot
with fine placement close to Grant’s
service line. The score was now three
to one, with Grant leading. Marty
hoped that winning his first game
might turn the tide. He fought bit~
terly, savagely for the next. It ran
to deuce, went back and forth a couple
of times, till the fans grew tense and
gilent. But Grant got it with a clever
backhand on the tail-end of a volley.
Four to one.

Perspiration was streaming off
Marty’s face now, The pain in his fore-
head was mounting. He suddenly real-
ized that this set was lost, that it
would take more energy than he was
capable of to overcome the lead that
Grant now had. Marty set himself not

- to win the present set, but to use all

hig skill in making Grant work for
vietory.

He came in close to the net, got the
wkiie ball going in a series of sledge-
hammer volleys that made the racket-
strings clatter and brought the fans to
their feet. He placed each drive as far
to the left or right of Grant as he
could, so that the big man would have
to cover a lot of territory. He had
Grant panting before the volley ended.
But Grant won the point by smashing
straight down at Marty’s feet.

Grant was worked up now, out for
blood. While the fans cheered him on,
he took the next game and the next,

Marty caught a glimpse of Mr,
Chambers’ face as he stopped to rinse
out his mouth at the water cooler.
Chambers’ expression was almost
tragic. Marty groaned inwardly, think-
ing of that five thousand dollars,
thinking of what the loss of it would
mean to Chambers.

He turned back to the game with a
cold feeling in his heart. He couldn’t
let Chambers down. He must fight his
way to victory. He began play with a
smashing, desperate energy that soon
tired him. He picked up the first game



106

ACE SPORTS

S COVERNMENT
START
$1260 to $2100 YEAR

MANY 1937 APPOINTMENTS

i o Wy et et s

MEN—WOMEN /

File Clerks /  Franklin Institute
Postoffice Clerks-Carrlers  / Dept. A-233
Railway Postal Clerks / ROCHESTER, N, Y.

i SO £
MOgLap texs entlemen: Rush to
Many e owe,  / me,FREE of charge, list

immebiateLy / of U. S. Government big
Common Education & Pay jobs. Send FREE 32-
Usually Sufficlent = o~ page book describing sala-

Mail S ries, vacations, hours, work,
Coupon i eﬁ:c Tellbme how to get one of
TODAY— / these jobs.

SURE //Nme $S 000400 USOQOFOERTE R 0
,/Ad'dress ......... SO e SR i

“VEST POCKET" &
$7.95 .M. $7.95

The smoothest hardest shooting high grada
25 caliber Auto. pistol
half pries, 7 shot, three saleﬁei with "
squeczer grip, Shoois stanm 25 Colt cartridges at
65¢c box, Leather holster 60c¢ each Qrder_now $7.05.
Write for Catulog of Gunas, Rifles, Colts, S&W 5

Binoculars, etc. $2 Deposit required on C.O.

D%
HUDSON SPORTING GOODS €O, ‘”"‘"{}3{{"‘

EPILEPSY

GET THIS KNOWLEDGE FREE!
conesrning a way hy which epilepties for the past 28
yearg say they have been relieved of attacks. Simply
send name and address for this FREE information.
P. Lepso, E. Wright St., Milwaukeo, Wis.

on the market at

l qg.&;ummfsﬁ_gxf ll'l‘ave mmile thmal:x 0;
0116 DQO y-—Wi you or FREE se:
AN OORE ™ B, O 80K 088 - ICKSONVILLE FLORIE

Quit Tobacco

Don
Don n: _'zn% .t% h:hh nmﬁd-d t.h- hnLd. &nheco imx gPin yan,
of the Kealay Ttatm-nt mmdnau toa

KEELEY TREATMENT FOR

TOBACGO HABIT ?"‘ m"”%’““""
RS B Lol nR iy = o

!Q‘h £ KeelayTreatm: ’ﬂ!' and
oms of the famens v Trea Aquor

' on requeat.
KEELEY INSTITUTE. Dept. X232. I)wlght, sitinoks

at the beginning of the second set, but
Grant got the next and the next. The
more excited Marty got, the more the
cut in his head pained him, His blood,
pumping through the wound that

' hadn’t healed, made throbbing stabs

of torment every instant. If only those

two men with the brass knuckles

hadn’t waylaid him., If only he hadn’t
been facing' Rex Grant with a handi-
cap.

But he was, and Grant seemed to
know it. I'or he was playing now with
bland confidence. He got Marty’s next

' serve, made a swift return to Marty’s

baseline, then, when Marty sent the

' ball back, Grant picked it up again and

dribbled it over the net so craftily that

- Marty failed to get it. In trying to

reach it he tripped, stumbled, ran full-
tilt into the net.

The cord pulled the bandage away
from his forehead. The cut began to
bleed. Marty pushed the white cloth
back in place fiercely, wineing with
pain as he did so. The fans were silent
as Marty picked himgself up and they

- saw the stained bandage. This was no

alibi then. That wasn’t just a sweat-
band or a headache rag. Marty Kernan
wasn't bluffing.

HE crowd that had been against

him saw that Marty was fighting
gamely. And he continued that fourth
set with grim earnestness that began
to arouse the fans’ interest. He par-
ried Grant’s tricks, stepped away
from his in-breaking slices, watched
the big man like a hawk. They began
another smashing volley in mid-court,
slashing the ball back and forth across
the net till it seemed a continuous
white streak between the taut strings
of their rackets. Grant tried another
thunder-bolt drive at Marty’s feet.
Marty got his racket down and under
in time to make a return that Grant
wasn’t expecting. He stabbed at the
ball, flicked it back weakly, and it was
Marty’s turn to make a kill. Ile drove
the white sphere to Grant’s left, and
Grant’s backhand wasn’t equal to it.

“Deuce!” the umpire called.
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Marty fought for the next two

points. Grant, savage over his slip of
a moment before, pressed in close to
the net and began slamming balls at
Marty wickedly. Then Grant strove to
out-guess Marty in a sudden high lob.
Marty jumped three feet off the grass
to get that shot. He stretched to his
full height, smashed down, and drove
the ball almost between Grant’s feet
for a kill. It was Marty’s advantage.

He waited, lynx-eyed, for the next
one to come over, then ran into it and
swung for a low grass-cutter. But
Grant returned it. Marty nearly missed
that one—mnearly, but not quite. His
return kicked up white dust on Grant’s
basgeline, but it was good. There were
bright spots dancing before his eyes
as he got that point, and the game
finished. But he had won it. He was
slowly closing up Grant’s lead in the
second set. The big man was panting,
red-faced now. Marty kept on ham-
. mering at him, putting everything he
had into his play. He didn’t quite know
how he forged ahead. Each time he
started to weaken g little, he recalled
his promise to Mr. Chambers. And
somehow he took that second set with
a score of 6-4 against his big opponent.

‘He dashed some water on his stained
bandage, faced Grant again across the
court. He swayed on his feet a little.
Unconsciously, he stood there gripping
his racket like a warrior defending
some weakening battle line. His white
face. His red-stained bandage. There
was something about these that got
the crowd. When Marty went after his
first point in this last set, applause
broke out. Applause that made him
lift his head suddenly, made his nos-
trils widen. It was for him, that clap-
ping! This crowd that had been so
hostile for the past sixty minutes was
suddenly turning. Someone called out:
“Good boy, Kernan!”

Perhaps it was that encouraging
shout that made Marty pick up Grant’s
serve and stroke like a demon. The
thrill of hearing the home crowd clap
for him again, clap the way they used
to, went to Marty’s head for an in-
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stant. The thrill of it carried him along
on a wave of exullation till he’d won
three points.

But he couldn’t keep it up. Emotion
couldn’t battle that torment so near
his brain. He could fight, but only
grimly, desperately. And he hardly
heard the second round of applause
when the umpire called: “Love-forty.”

The next two he drove into the net,
and the next Grant got with a savage
draw shot after Marty had returned
it. “Deuce,” called the umpire.

E got Grant’s next ball and drove
it low and hard into Grant’s left
service court, close to Grant’s feet.
Grant picked it up with a backhand.
Marty ran in, stroked forward and
down fiercely, and saw the net shiver.
He groaned, knowing he had lost the
point, But he got the next after a
short volley, and it was deuce again.
He¢ must win this first game, he told
himself; he must win it, or the match
was lost—and so was Chambers’ five
thousand.
He did get it finally on a return that
seemed so much dumb luck as skill.
But the ball wouldn’t have gone across

if Marty hadn’t been battling. And he

had to let-up on his fast pace for the

next few minutes, had to stop fighting

Grant long enough to fight down the
pain in his head. Grant grabbed two
games while he was trying to pull him-
self together.

Half the time now, it seemed to
Marty that he couldn’t see the ball. It
was there, he found it, returned it,
but he seemed to be playing by in-
stinct rather than design. He went
on sheer will power when pain made
his muscles weaken. He got the next
game after a furious battle in mid-
court. A smashing, four-minute volley,
with two white-clad figures weaving
across the green and with the white
ball shuttling between them. Two to
two now!

Marty’s bandage was askew. His
eyes were wild. His face was glisten-
ing. His throbbing, pain-lashed nerves
shrieked that he couldn’t keep this up
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another second. But he kept it up—
changed courts again and faced Grant
unflinchingly, He knew that if Grant
got a heavy lecad on him now, it would
be hopeless. When Grant got the next
game, Marty had a momentary feeling
that it was all over., His playing went
to pieces till two points had slipped
from him. Then he made another des-
perate rally, got back those two points
and two more to boot, and they were
neck and neck once more.

And now, in the last stretch, Marty
battled as he never had before. He
played so close to the line, so des-
perately at times that the fans stood
up to watch him. And the tide of
hostility that had been apparent today
and yesterday and the day before, be-
came a tide of roaring approval. What-
ever Marty Kernan had done in the
past, he was now forgiven. The Fair-
fax fans knew a game fighter when
they saw one. They were suddenly, in-
ganely proud of Marty.

And their cheers sounded an accom-
paniment to those last two games, The
fifth went to deuce, and Marty almost
lost it when Grant deliberately put his
backhand to the test by driving to the
farthest limit of Marty’s left. For a
moment, that return hung on the very
edge of the net. When it dropped over
and Grant failed to get it, the gallery
cheered thunderously for Marty.
Marty took the next point and the
fifth game on his own serve, acing a
ball with masterly placement.

The sixth game began with both
players showing the strain. Grant
grim-lipped and perspiring. Marty pale
as a ghost. Grant took the first two
points in the midst of volleys.

Grant’s next ball seemed to burn
through the air, but Marty got it, sent
it looping high over the big man’s head
as Grant rushed too close to the net.
Marty took the one that followed with
a skillful backhand that Grant wasn’t
expecting. Grant bore down savagely.
Marty put his last ounce of strength
into the offensive, literally battered his
way through Grant’s defenges in a
courageous burst of playing that kept
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ening of the weakened museles. Thousands
made happy. Weighs but a few ounces, is
inconspicuous and sanitary. No stiff springe
4 or hard pads. No salvesor plasters. Dux’ahle‘<
cheap. Sent on trial to proveit. Beware of
imitations. Never sold in stores or b
Write today for full mformatwn and Free Book on Rupture.
All correspondence confidentia

BROOKS COMPANY, :s7-n State St,, Marshall, Mich.
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ACE SPORTS

Do You Want A Baby?

i HUNDREDS upon hundreds of women
from Coast to Coast, formerly childlesa

N

Y MOTHERS from knowledge

and use of 2 simple home method—de-
tails of which I send FREE on request.
Parents are admittedly far happier,
healthier, more contented, more pros-
perousand actuallylive longeras aclasa
than childless couples] A baby gives
the real home spirit and ties 2 husband
and wife in truest enduring love and
mutual interests. The majerity of dis-

; contented unhappy marnages are
< those of dless couples, Copr. 1986

Get This Knowledge FREE

During my, 86 years of practice in functional conditions of women I de-
veloped thls home met d which is described in my fllustrated treatise
gent FREE O It discusses many sub:ects relating totha
female m:guu and tells how you too may eombat your les ag il
sands of others have who re d arrival of babies after being ch:ldku
for years, snd report as wel sahsfacfnry relie! m the various female
troubl enable to correction this home method. BR. H. WiLL
m 7th & Fellx Sts.. Suite14%1.0) <7 1NCroH MISSOURE,

TOBACCO HABIT

STOPPED BY SCIENTIFIC TREATMENT

Graves Home Treatment removes the desire for tobacco.
Safe—Inexpensive——Guaranteed. Write for FREE booklet,
mailed in plain envelope, GRAVES LABORATORIES, Inc.,
Dept. C-14, 524 S. Spring St., Los Angeles, Calif.

ENJOY LIFE

MONEY BACK IF NOT SATISFIED
Men—Women—Don't act old. Feel Young again—
Py full of pep and youthful ambition. <‘Step out and

do_things.”” Take ANGELA MATE. less, no
= injurious drugs or dope. Delicious and stim-
ulating. Praised by thousands and epproved by
Physicians. Aots quickly. Six weeks supply, $1; C.0.D. plus postage.
North Ameriean Mate Co., Dept, L4, 120 Gresnwich Street, N. Y. C.

SELL AMERICA’S
FINEST STYLED
QUALITY SHIRTS

Shirts with. genuine Trubenized

Btarchless Collars, Latest styles.

Big lelecf.lon. Also Ties, Hose,
Underwesr, All GUARANTEED 1 YEAR. Big Cash
Commi ssiom, Cash Bonuses. New sales outfit showing
latest les ready NOW—FREE, Write Today.
Dept, AA, QUAKER, Broadway at 3|st Street, N Yo

SONG POEMS WANTED,

TO BE SET TO mMmusiIe
Free Examination. Send for Offer
J. CHAS. McNEIL

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

BEAUTIFUL CI

nmzcrlnmﬂ FOCKET RADIO
ne gnit—just g eighs
oo i gmcket ueu?u "'l!:l? t’tm;ig: Vau.
Excerpts From
# Satistied Users
Receivad radio aad it

worksfine . . .

bt iﬂt any
:;e:xcamp’]:ts \ﬁ”th h::ll}h em f ?:,'cf h‘é‘?\g

toum&v o MiZ‘
Liidle Glant” mmﬁ tocperats;
ed it and
L i T

1t

s:un NO MONEY' Tyrect T oy dstens | L am plossed” Kindly

ocgn‘:fn on lrgiv:ln‘cnly 2.9 4 mhst (Lsttarlon F%h)

ﬁﬁi? mﬁ'ﬁﬁ’rﬁ% €0, 3959 Lincoln Ave., Dopt. 2802, Chicago

the fans on their feet. Another aced
ball. Then a placement after a shut-
tling volloy, so breath-takingly swift
and dexterous that Grant nearly lost
his racket attempting a return. A sud-
den silence followed, and in that si-
Ience, before the cheers broke out, the
umpire called : “Set and match to Mr.
Kernan.”

ARTY was conseious of several

things then. Conscious of Grant
shaking his hand formally. Conscious
of the fans yelling, and of Mr. Cham-
bers and two men coming toward him.
Then Marty drew a shaky hand across
his eyes. For one of the men was the
seedy stranger who had tagged around
after him the night before. And the
other was Guy Beresford.

Beresford’s face was dark, flushed,
and his cyes were sly and seared-look-
ing, The tall, seedy, stranger had him
by the arm, seemed to be pulling him
forward. They got close to Marty, and
Myr, Chambers spoke in an excited
whisper: “You did it just as I knew
you would! You eame through, Marty,
in spite of that nasty cut—in spite of
the fact that Guy tried to stop you.”

“Guy ?” Marty was still rubbing his
eyes, looking from Beresford to the
stranger. “Then that’s why this bird
was following me.”

“No.” Chambers grinned. “He’s Tom
Cole, a private detective, and he was
following you because I hired him to
do it. T thought Beresford would try
something dirty—that’s why I made
that big bet with him. I wanted Cole
to see that you didn’t get hurt—and
to track down anybody that Beresford
hired to put you out of commission.
Beresford’s men jumped you, but Cole
scared them off before they could
cripple you. Now they’re in the town
lock-up, and Cole has their eonfes-
sions.”

“Then you’ll collect from Beres-
ford?” said Marty. :

“No, I don’t believe he’s got five
thousand. He never planned to pay me.
His idea was to fix it so that Grant

Please mention ACH FICTION GROUP when answering advertisements



NET MERCHANT : 111

would surely win. He’s a professional
gambler.”

“But the financial trouble?’ said
Marty. “What'll you do about it?”

Chambers came close, laid his hand
affectionately on Marty’s arm. “You’ve
pulled me through the only trouble I
had—emotional trouble, worry over
Sue because she seemed to be falling
for this big crook, The more I warned
her against him, the more she thought
1 was just being the cranky parent.
She knew he gambled, but she thought
it was just the sport he liked, not the
money. I had to catch him red-handed,
prove to Sue he was a crook. But I
didn’t dare tell you that, Marty. I
knew you’d balk at showing up the
man Sue was interested in if I laid
my cards on the table. You disliked
Beresford, too, but you’d have refused
to expose a rival. So that’s why I let
you think I needed money. You're the
kind of chap, Marty, who likes to help
people. You’d risk your neck, sell your
hide to get a friend or a relative out
of a hole. I figured you’d do your
damndest to win to help me, just the
way you accepted Walden’s offer to
help your brother Nick.”

“You know about that ?” said Marty.

“Yes, Nick told me. And now what
about Beresford? Are you going to
prefer charges against him?”

Marly turned to the sleek “aristo-
crat” who gambled “just for the fun
of it.” He glared for a moment, then
grinned. “I won’t prosecute for this
nice slice your tough guys gave me,
Beresford, if youw’ll get out of Fairfax
County and never show your million-
dollar face here again. Now scram!”

Beresford strode away quickly.
Chambers touched Marty’s arm, “You
might go and talk to Sue, boy, and
ask her if she’d like to start over again
with you where she was last year. The
crowd was pulling for you in that last
set when they saw what a fighter you
were and what a sportsman—and I
saw Sue shouting, too. It’s none of my
business, of course, but if you want
to patch things up with her, I think
you’ll find her—er—receptive.”

BRING YOUR RADIO UPTO DATE

Tune out strong local $
stations . . . tune in
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exico! Increase selectiv- T
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“GOINS WANTED”

1909-CENT $10,00—WE BUY ALL RARE and OLD COINS—
OTHERS WORTH TO $6000: 1864-1835 Indian Head Cenis $100.00
each; Dimes before 1895—%600; Liberty Nickels befare 1914—$500;
Large pennies $2000; Encased Post%ge Stamps $13.00; Half Cents
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FREE SUITS
AND BIG EARNINGS WEEKLY

SELL ONLY {4) ALL WOOL SUITS to get 2 FREE SUTL. No
limit to number of FREE SUITS you may earn. Prices $15.95
to $28.95. IPPER leather carrylng case. Samplo Line Free.
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Back Guarantee, » i
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‘I1PROVE in Only 7 Days
that I Can Make

YOUaNew Man!”

No other Physical
Instructor in the
World has ever

DARED Make
such an Offer!

By CHARLES ATLAS

Holder of the Title:

“The World’s Most Perfectly Developed Man’®

Won in open competition in the only National and International
contests held during the past 15 years

that my system of building

powerful, big-muscled men
begins to show real results in
only 7 days—and I can prove it
to you.

You don’t have to take my word
for it. You don’t have to take the
word of my thousands of pupils who
have added inches to their chests,
biceps, neck, thighs and calves in only
a few days. No, sir! You can prove
for wyoursclf-—in just one week—by
the change you see and feel in your
own body-—that you can actually be-
come a husky, healthy NEW MAN—
a real “Atlas Champion.”

All T want to know is: Where do
you want big, powerful muscles? How
many pounds of firm flesh do yon
want distributed over your body to fill
vou out? Where do you lack vitality,
pep, and robust health? Where do you
want to take off flabby, surplus fat?

TJust tell me, give me a week, and
1’11 show you t]ut I can make a New
Man of you, give you budlly power
and drive, and put you in that mag-
nificent physical condition which wins
you the envy and respect of any man
and the admiration of every woman.

My own system of Dynamic-Ten-
sion does it. That's the way I built
myself from a q7-
]muml weakling to
“The World’s Most
Perfectly Devel-
oped Man.” And
now jyow can llZ\VE
a big, balanced
muscular develop-
ment like mine in
THIS STERLING SILVER | the same casy way.
GUP BEING GiVEN AWAY

mhis vamavic| NO “Apparatus”

cup stands about '
Needed !

inches high
o1 @ ‘biack ‘ma-
hogany e .

T will award it You begin to
to lm\, pupil who FEEL and SEE
makes e ost 1 = e
inrovenment Of| the difference in
his development| your physical con-
within_the next| dition” at ogce,

three months. B .
without using any

I HAVE proved to thousands

tricky weights or pulleys, any
pills, ““rays,” or unnatural diet-
img. My Daynamic-Tension is a
natural method of developing
you inside and out. It not only
makes you an ‘‘Atlas Cham-
pion,” but goes after such condi-
tions as constipation, pmlples,
skin blotches, and any other con-
ditions that keep you from really
enjoying life and its good times
—and it starts getting rid of
them at once.

Let Me Tell You How

Gamble a stamp today by mail-
ing the coupon for a free copy of
my new illustrated book, “I‘wm-
lasting Health and Strength.” 1t
tells you all about my special
Dynamic-Tension method. Tt
shows you, from actual photos,
how I have developed my pupils
to the same perfectly balanced
proportions of my own physique,
by my own secret methods. What
my system did for me, and these
hundreds of others, it can do for
you, too, Don’'t keep on being
only one-half of the man you
can _be! Find out what I can
do for you.

Send for FREE BOOK

Where shall T send your copy
of “Everlasting Health and
Strength” ? Write
your name and
address carefully
on the coupon,
and mail it today.
Your own new
“Atlas body” is
waiting for you.
This  book tells

you how easy it I free book,

is to get, my way.
Send the coupon
to me personally.

CHARLES ATLAS
Dept. 49-S
115 E. 23rd St.
New York, N. Y.

Charles Atlas—
As He 1s Today

1 R N I O I N N
CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. 49S
115 East 23rd Street
New York, N. Y.
I want the proof that
your system of Dynamic-
Tension will make a New Man of me—give me a healthy,
husky body and big muscle devclopment. c’cnd mec your
“Everlasting Health and Strength.”

L Photo by Joel Feder

write plainly)



FACTORY-70-YOU
SAVESS0%
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This great new Midwest has caught
the nation’s fancy, because scores
of marvelous new features like
Dial-A-Matic Tuning®, Electrik-
Saver* (optional*) give magnificent
world-wide reception and glorious
crystal clear realism.  America OK’s
Midwest radios because they
out-perform ordinary scts on a
point-for-point comparison. Not a
cut-price ‘set, but a more powerful
super performing radio in a big,

7, exquisitely
f designed
cabinet

For seventeen years, Midwest
engineers have pionccred many
features and advantages which others
quickly copied. Thenew 1937 Midwest
is desizned years in advance. 1t has
everythingl Not just two or three
outstanding features, butscoresof new

evelopments...many of them exclu-

sive. Send for the FREE 40-page book.

radio dollar th
‘goes twice as far
when wou buy

PASTE COUPON ON

HALF .- TWICE £,

[FTYBESix

Send
40-PAGE CATALOG:

‘Remember! Nothing of value is added to a
radio just because it is handled many times.
You have a year to pay . .. terms as low
as 10c a day . . . you secure the privilege of
30 days FREE ‘trial in your own home,

‘EIP!... and Your Station Flashes [n!
our radio enjoyment iS —mre——.
doubled with Dial-A-Matic
Turing, :

Your Midwest feature that makes

elf. losa
stations come in instantly, auto-
matically, perfectly _ . .
a MIDWEST! as you can push buttons.

of matched walnut! You are triply
protected with Foreign Reception
Guarantee . . . One-Year Warranty
and Money-Back Guarantee,
Now, you can roam the world in a
flash . . . switching instantly from
American programs to police,amateur,
commercial, ‘airplane and ship
broadcasts ... to the most fascinating
foreign programs. When you buy
the Midwest factory-to-yvou way,
you deal directly with tﬁ’e factory
that makes radios —instead of
paying extra profits to wholesalers,
distributors, retailers, etc.

FREE ,

the amazing new
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radio practically tune £

Zip!...Zip!...Zip!

as fast

See for yourself that Midwest offers o &
today’s greatest radio values. See why : = r“,"l"f’f:: IITAIBOI':
somanysay: “Midwestsetsthepace” 0,00 engineers discussing new chassis B DgtK-16 Cincionali0. Name.
end me your
mib Tow and compies
nd complete
 dctails of your Address
liberal 30-day
B FRree trial offer. "
B ket Town State....
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