
































































































































Scotchman rigged up and worked his way to
the head of the big rift than he got a strike—a
heavy, slogging strike that bent the tip of his
powerful tournament rod almost to the water
and set Meggie to quivering and whining with
excitement on her sentry post along the bank.
Bob went at that fish like a prizefighter. He
knew his tackle, his method and his objective—
the defeat of Larry Ashley’s flies. Within five
minutes he had netted a fifteen-inch brownie,
waved acknowledgment of our congratu-
latory shout, rebaited his minnow gear.and was
after another one, braced like a gnarly driftwood
stump in the turmoil of the heavy water that
piled against his waders almost to the waistline.
Within the hour we saw him take two more
trout about the same size as the first. Then we
left him, backed the car to the main road, and
looped back to The Four Maples.

“Bob’s going great guns up in the Rift,”
we reported. ““Three or four pounds in his creel
already! Anybody going downstream to see
how Larry’s making out?”

Father O’Meara and Mac piled in the car

with us and we scouted south along the road..

On the Seven Arch Bridge we found Ashley’s
bus parked at one side with the hired boy
sitting on his shoulder-blades as he devoured
a week-old tabloid. He waved an indifferent
hand downstream to indicate Larry’s genmeral
whereabouts, so we got out and Indian-filed
along the bank through the pines. Around the
bend above the railroad trestle we sighted Larry
in midstream and pulled up to watch him,

D O YOU know that stretch of the Esopus, a
quarter-mile or so above the big Boiceville pool?
It’s one of the grandest pieces of dry-fly water
in the whole length of a grand little river, and
it's chockfull of trout. A good hundred and
fifty feet from edge to edge, it is, and thrice that
or more in length, shouldered on one side by the
hill and fringed in by scrub willow on the other,
with a depth that runs to five or six feet in the
maze of channels and sub-channels and pockets
among a vast -dumping ground of boulders.
Through it all the restless, eager volume of the
river moves in a flow as strong and immeasurable
as an army on the march, with a thousand minor
halts and hastenings which are but incidents in
the main advance.

Thigh-deep in the midst of it, Larry Ashley
was hard at work—and when he works it is a
sight for all who can appreciate the fine essence
of Izaak Walton’s craft! Cold, concentrated
accurate to the last inch, he was feeling out yard’.
after yard of that noble

In the Dusk

(Continued from page 13)

It seemed that way, for when we’d got back
to where Bob McIver was slogging through the
last of the Big Rift we found that he’d added
four more to his creel for a total weight of
nearly five pounds. He floundered and sloshed
over to the bank for a smoke with us—his first
pause, I guess, since the match began—and we
knew by the deepened lines of his face that the
incessant battering assault of the heavy water
was beginning to tell even on his rugged strength.

“Take it easy, Bob,” Tommy advised.
“You’re miles ahead. We’ve just left Ashley
down by the trestle, and he hasn’t taken a
blooming fingerling. You have him licked to a
frazzle. How are the minnies holding out?”

“TFair, considerin’ the brawness o’ the river—
it canna but wear the very scales from off their
backs. But tell me, lads, is ma young friend o’
the flies a wee bit discouraged, like?”

Father O'Meara nodded. “I'm thinking he
is, though he’d not show it to us. ’Tis casting
like nothing human, he is.”

““Aye, he’s na quitter, flies or na flies. ’'Tis
best I have a sup o’ somethin’ and gae back to
ma knittin’ of a still better advantage.”

So we hauled out the sandwiches and thermos
of coffee from the car, sat around while Bob
consumed enough of them to keep a section
gang going, and then, when he and Meggie had
resumed their respective fishing and watching,
iirov}:a back to The Four Maples for our own
unch.

The early afternoon was hot and we loafed
on the veranda until four o’clock or so before
Joe Cleaves got up energy enough to drive down-
stream and check up again on Larry Ashley.
By that time Bob had reached the head of the
Big Bend Pool, and we could see him from the
bank back of the house.

“The home stretch do be near at hand, no
less,” Father O’Meara chuckled. “Come,
b’ye, we'll take the meadow path and lend him
the courage of our presence,”

The Scotchman was badly tuckered, for ten
hours in the big rifts of the Esopus are tough
on even as hard a block as he. His creed as a
minnow man took him into the roughest of the
heavy water, and he was paying the price. But
his creel sagged under a weight of trout the like
of which we hadn’t seen for many a day, and
the half of him that was visible above the sur-
face of the pool radiated triumph.

“I must hae close to eight pound,” he called
to us, “if a mon may judge by the feeling of a
creel. Guid fish, too, of an average size that
T've nae seen bested. What news from St.
Simon-Pure?
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‘“ Joe’s out reconnoitering now,” I called back.
‘“He ought to report pretty soon.”

And he did! He came plunging through the
willow scrub like an anxious bull moose, and his
face was a portentous length. ‘‘Larry’s into
‘em!” he announced excitedly. ‘In the long
run below the Coldbrook Bridge. They're
jumping crazy to a big hatch of Olive Duns, and
he’s 'pickin’ ’em off like a sharpshooter—nice
ones!”

“How many has he?” Bob asked, sloshing
over to the bank.

“Nine or ten—and they’re coming fast. I
watched him take two and they weighed better
than a half-pound each. He’s hard after you,
Old Man!”

Bob nodded grimly. ‘“Aye—but I'm na
licked yet! There’s the Two-channel stretch, ye
know—the grandest place o’ them a’.”’

“But good Lord, man, you're- not going to
tackle that in this high water, are you? Why,
not even you could get through it!”

“Necessity is a verra guid driver,” McIver
commented dryly. “Coom, Meggie lass.
‘Scots wha hae wi’ Wallace bled!’”

I've seen a lot of tense fishing situations, but
never one that for cold-blooded, prolonged sus-
pense could compare with what the next couple
of hours brought as the sunlight climbed the
mountains to the east and shadows deepened
imperceptibly in the valley.

Tar downstream from the rocky point where
Meggie and the rest of us established head-
quarters the spidery span of the bridge linked
high banks. Below it, midway of the silvery
broad highway of the stream, Larry Ashley
was silhouetted against the sheen. Even at that
distance we could see him bend every now and
Eh;leln, arm outstretched, as he netted another

Sharply in contrast to the peacefulness of that
view was the tumult of the waters near at hand
where Bob McIver fought his way down the
Two-channel stretch, literally risking his li‘e in
the hope of creeling some of the mighty trcut
which lay in that treacherous turmoil. Brawn
against brawn, lurching, leaning, feeling cau-
tiously for footing which he could not see, he
edged through a dozen tight places where, had
his hobnails {ailed, the rush of the river would
have ended his fishing for all time. And always
—ahead, on this side and that—his minnow sank
and twisted and twitched as he kept it cease-
lessly at work.

It was thrilling, daring, crammed with un-
certainty. But in the end it came to nought,
for not a single fair strike could the Scotchman

water with the sensi- '
tiveness of a compass

needle. Man, rod and
line seemed one, a per-
fectly coordinated unit,
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every tissue of which
had but one aim—the
control of that single
gray-brown fleck of
feathered steel that
floated and soared and
floated again like a
thing of sentient life.
t was superb, master-
ul, the essence of skill
—but it didn’t get
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hae to stand or fa’ on
the record as it’s writ
in here.” And he
shifted his sagging
waterlogged creel to
ease its drag on his
shoulder.

Through the gather-
ing shadows we made
our way to the bridge
below which, seem-
ingly tireless and with
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“I’m through,” Bob
replied unemotionally.
“Ma bait’s used up
and there’s nae time to
get more.”
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his fortunat(e interfereﬁce in the affair, and he
knew, moreover, how difficult the situation was
for Vanesterman. After all, the millionaire and
his family had nothing more to offer than life-
long gratitude—and money. The first they had
given—the second Vanesterman was trying to
offer.

Well—money was money.

Mr. Bunn a)l:,ld his partner had had to be up
and doing about money far too many times
in their curious careers to be high-hat about
it. .

“Surely, surely,” he said right heartily. “I'd

‘be interested—fascinated, in fact—to see what
you can do for me with twenty-two shillings and-

sixpence in three monthq.”
Vanesterman’s eyes brightened._
“Good!” be said, and offered his hand.

present moment, the one solution seems to lie

in night baseball. I am certain that would draw .

well in St. Louis, and we certainly mean to bring
the matter up.” . .

The colleges, too, are taking note of the possi-
bilities of the nocturnal game. Ina report made
last autumn to the Associated University of
Pennsylvania Clubs by its Committee on Athlet-
ics, of which I was a member, consideration of
night baseball, “in the hope of at least making

is sport self-supporting and thus releasing for
other purposes the money now spent to carry it
on,” was earnestly recommended.

How fandom regards the night game seems
clearly demonstrated by attendance figures.
How the players themselves regard it may, how-
ever, be a different story. In general it appears
to be less popular with them than with specta-
tors, Some players protest that it upsets their
Toutine of eating and sleeping with a consequent
effect on physical condition. Others say it is
often difficult to spot a hot liner in ari_‘.lﬁCla.l light.
But a general verdict.of the Baltimore team
contradicted this point, and held, instead, that
because the field was actually lighter under
artificial illumination at night than during most
afternoon sessions, the ball could be seen, chased
and speared more readily. Many club owners
believe that, so far as the minor leagues are con-
cerned, night playing will actually improve the
game, since increased receipts will encourage the
retention of many stars whom they might other-
wise be forced to sell at a profit to the majors.

SEVERAL other interesting and sometimes dif-
ficult features mark the nocturnal sport. Games
should not, of course, start after eight o’clock,
P. m. Yet where daylight saving is in effect,
they can not start earlier, because the flood-
lights are inefficient until night has actually
fallen. For this reason the season for night
games can not start in many localities until
July, when days are shorter than during the
two preceding” months. In certain sections,
Particularly the mountains, even summer nights
€an be cool enough to discourage attendance.
ew is also a factor demanding consideration,
and many parks at which night baseball is
Played are skinned in both infield and outfield
to avoid the slippery effect of wet grass.
Advocates of the Blue Laws would un-
doubtedly be delighted to know that night
baseball appears to diminish attendance at
Sunday games. The explanation lies, of course,
In the fact that those fans whose work formerly
Prevented attendance on any other day of the
Week now may satisfy their interest in the sport
by attending” at night instead of during the
ay of rest, .
Thus stands the encouraging record of night
baseball in a year of unusual financial depres-
slon; g record ‘which, undoubtedly, will be sur-
Passed both in interest and in attendance figures
uring the present season. .
In football, one would imagine, interest in
Tught games might be less pronounced. But
€ opposite is true. Night gridiron contests,
Played in many communities, have proved just
s popular ag baseball-under-the-flood-lights.
. Drake University, at Des Moines, where
<€ Keyser staged his epoch-making baseball

-nocturnal col]egp football, ¢ had b

uttered an exclamation

“What'’s th
Fortworth, st:r?;aé lEt""l“gfo‘Od hews?” demanded

Mr. i
bell.r Bunn passed hig letter anq pressed the

Fortworth read the letter, 1 :
t . Itw
jﬁna.nﬁ@l house of Vanesterman an:ls él;(::m atrlllg
1;; znengaggsaﬁﬂma.y stated that the sum
) s i
to Mr. Anson Vanest,em{f:xf Ii)d “Mr, Floog oo

Flood-light Sport
" (Continued Jrom page Ir)

game, is generally regardeq as the pioneer of
before at night in one or two p] ot pyed
was the first college to adva.ncg taifﬁ:ig: %r?r;aﬁ
expenment to a policy. Three seasons ago the
tea(:ln staged the first game of its fall schedule
under artificjal lights, Results were astounding,
Attendance was approximately 35q per cent.
greater than at the opening game 'of the preced-

explanation flopped. M
records agreed with tlﬁ)l;e of o or o o
bad adopted the idea, i
stance, attendance increased

when the startin whis
of at two p. m, 8 tle bl

Temple University, in Philadelphi
most interesting exa.x};tﬁle. After ls)trlia\",in?gmfﬁ :

tended, a proximately 34 000 s
34, pectators filed
aftemoontge gz:;s.f 'g:e largest attendance at
games o e precedin,
been 10,000, P 178 season had
Interested by such indications of nigh
: 3 ght foot-
ball’s popularity, the athletic authorities at
Temple queried some 11,000 persons on their
preference, More than three-fourths of those

Night football, like night baseball, has its
advantages and its problems. Again like night
baseball, coaches and players disagree concern-
ing its value, although the box-office cheers it
loudly and "~ without qualification.  Several
coaches have told me that better football is
played in the early games under the arc-lights
than in the sun. " They offer the explanation
that the warm weather of late September and
early October days is hard on the athletes,
while the cooler air of evening puts more pep
into their play. Another interesting effect noted
is the small number of injuries sufiered during
night games. This information surprised me,
for, as a former coach of wide experience, I sus-
pected that artificial light might increase the
possibilities of unexpected collisions and of
twisted ankles caused by unseen depressions in
the turf. Here again, the fact that the men do
not tire so quickly offers a possible explanation,
for, as all coaches will agree, the majority of
injuries are suffered by players who remain in
the game while physically exhausted. .

At Temple University, Dr. Frank H. Krusen,
team physician, and ‘associate Dean of the
School of Medicine, studied this situation care-
fully and came to much the same conclusion—
that the cooler conditions and the consequent
lack of exhaustion which mark night games
conserve the players’ strength sufficiently to
enable them to protect themselves from injuries.
In mid-season last year, when a number of day-
light games were played by Temple, two star
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. the
easure of forwarding a cheque for
]S:r‘gcgelgsplof such speculative transaction to-
gether with a strict accounting thereofif b Mr.
Fortworth looked at the cheque “dllcuim
Bunn, without comment, next proffere : - on
It was drawn, by Vanesterman and Ot;) -
the Bank of England, in favor of the Er;’afenty-
for the sum of Three Hundred and ) lggunds
seven Thousand Five Hundred and Sl.\' 3
Nineteen Shillings, and Eleven Pence! had an-
Mr. Bunn looked up at Sing, 'WhOI' e
swered the bell and was awaiting his
m?llgss})oke quite quietly to the faithful Chink
even with a species of grave fncndlme?s.bottlm
“Just bring us that last couple ol o said
of the champagne, tlhere’§ a good lad, )
i jously gentle voice. . . «
o curiotsy 8 TaE_END.

i ut
uffered injuries which kept them ©
E}a{;;‘s lifle-up several _weg(liis. This, of course,
have been pure coincidence. .
ma;{thletic aut]?orities at Temple UmV*l?;;‘;ﬁ
believe that night football should not be l:l’.lse o
in the East later than m_id-October, becie ®
the increasing cold at night. But Dll;i: mes
Duquesne, which has also staged m{,;l gﬂ .
with extraordinary success, play under othe
lights until the season’s end. At Tenvll'; their
athletes themselves are enthusiastic ove vl
night schedules, insisting that wat'cmngfé)rable
by light from the sides of the field is prf:la p
to staring into the sun. At Drake,hp]o):] e
opinions disagree. Many object to the i
period of mervous tension which virtua ¥tant
football men feel on the day of an uflpged to
game. As Ossie Solem, their coach,,exp linin the
me: ““Waiting around until two o’cloc oua
afternoon was bad enough, but when ytr'lin is
six more hours of waiting to that the s W hat
terrible.” Then he waxed phﬂomp}}u’:\;hen my
it has this advantage,” he added. “V S
team loses a game at night I can generaiy
up some dark alley without being noticed.

OTHER coaches have voiced protests af:én::
nocturnal football. Bill Roper, who reﬁgc]usion
gridiron tutor at Princeton at the fc‘;’ﬁe New
of the 1930 season, told members 0\ ociation
Jersey State Interscholastic Athletic / fis S ture
that football under the arc lights was a depa! It is
from the original purpose of the sport. the i
hippodroming the game and putting welfare
terests of the spectator far ahead of the tended
of the player,” he said. “Football was l:i]a aht
as a game to be played in the broad ¢ }ft nir
under ideal conditions, not in the mgn the
under lights that have an ill effect oing o
players.” Roper, of course, was e-\T)fesfi mght
opinion. Tiger elevens have never li’-yfl oming
contests. And the charges of h,lPPOh' than
football and considering spectators’ rat grr any
players’ interests are not unfamiliar unde
conditions. .

I do not doubt that Roper heard many {er’lla:sei
to this criticism. I know that I did ea’l.-l‘ym e
season, when in reporting a game onf ]lewip;lg
Field for a newspaper, I ventured the follo ng
comment: “We didn’t care so much fortlgall
view of it, the first one we ever had of foo 2
by electric light. The initial sensation was 2
weird one, akin to the sensation that came ovof
us when we witnessed that phenomenon o
nature, a total eclipse of the sun, some years ago.

“We tried looking at it from about efvigﬁ;
possible angle. First, from the last row ol ion
press box. Perhaps age has dimmed our VlSlt
from this distance. Second, we moved down to
the side-line. The view we got there gﬁa:
clearer. But we have yet to see one play tha
stood out.

“Spectators who take themselves and othel:'s
to college football contests for the fun of the
thing, viewing it solely as a spectacle, evidently
liked this particular game last night. But when
one is accustomed to viewing games f’rom a
more or less critical standpoint, when one’s duty
is to fathom plays and note the individual work
of the various contestants, the opinion is quite

(Continued on page 54)




















































