




















































































































occupies on the Isle of Wight; he
has built a study on the roof, a fine
room for a writer, “modern, without
looking like an idiotic cocktail bar
.. . five big windows in a row and
at each end an equally curved one,
so that the general effect is the
bridge of a ship”. A place to see
plenty of rain and mist, no doubt.
Mr. Prigstley’s writings always have
to do with writing, as well as living,
and here he sets down his belief in
intelligent persistence: “Mere per-
sistence is useful but not enough.
You have not only to keep at it but
always consciously to try to do
better, after discovering where you
went wrong the last time.” I can’t
follow him in his views about time
and space, a sort of scientific mys-
ticism, but his travel notes are al-
ways entertaining. (Harpers, $3)

NEW NOVELS

Small-town newspaper owners are
not noted for scholarship and cul-
ture, although they may make enough
money to endow symphony orches-
tras and universities. The hero of
John Selby’s novel, “Sam”, is Sam
Larson, who owned the Centropolis
Sun, somewhere in Indiana, and who
owned most of the town before he
cashed in. He was crude, often pro-
fane and noisy; he had a warm heart
for people he liked and he wanted to
do big things for his son, who was
named Theodore Roosevelt Larson.
Sam and his wife, Martha, are visit-
ing New York to see the parade for

Admiral George Dewey in 1899 when .

the story opens, and Sam’s career
keeps pace with the political events
of the next twenty years. Sam en-
joyed power and he wanted to “build
a dynasty”. Martha enjoyed culture,
and money didn’t mean a great deal

off and nobody’s making me wear
one of those screwball hats!”

Margie fled before the onslaught,
hastened by the tears of which she
was ashamed. There was love for
you, as fleet and fickle as a blood-
drinking mosquito, scuttling across
the campus. Tony bent over in the
sﬂeqce that filled the cafeteria and
retrieved from the floor the white
enamel button she had worn on her
blouse. The button said, ‘“Beat
Stone City!” These college people
were never satisfied.

It was a lonely life he had to live,
with only Albert to talk to in the
room and Albert being as conver-
sationally satisfying as a well-
watered plant. Albert slept the deep
sleep of the bruised and athletic, and
Wl;en he was awake he only had
voice for his aches, which covered
his large carcass more completely
than his clothes.

Tony did not wear a funny little
hat about the campus, and sopho-
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to her. But when Sam generously

supported her in helping Kurt von:

Taufer’s musical ambitions, she saw
the complexities of human character.
This is a forthright book, not
especially subtle in portraying char-
acter, but much like a newspaper-
man’s report, which it is, for the
author is himself in the harness. I
have the idea that a great many
readers will recognize types in this
book. (Farrar & Rinehart, $2.50)

LEAVE it to Richard Aldington to
portray the young Englishman
of today. He does it again in “Re-
jected Guest”, the story of David
Norris, a young man who doesn’t
exactly make the grade. David Nor-
ris is an illegitimate son of a war
pride; his father dies at the front
before marrying his mother. Later
as David grows up, he comes in con-
tact with his rich grandfather, Sir
Thomas Danby, who provides David
with an allowance and an elderly
companion, Martingale. The latter is
a cynical Englishman who gives
David plenty of practical advice, but
David has to experience life on his
own, including an emotional adven-
ture with a lady who loves him
passionately as long as Sir Thomas
Danby’s allowance keeps up. Richard
Aldington describes David’s adven-
tures with an ironical smile, giving
just enough zest to the tale to keep
it sparkling. Martingale, the middle-
aged cynic, is an amusing old bird,
even if he doesn’t believe in dreams.
(Viking Press, $2.50)

RANCIS HACKETT'S “Queen
FAnne Boleyn” is a novel that reads
like a biography. The reason 18 that
Mr. Hackett knows the history of
her time thoroughly, for he wrote

Razzle Dazzle

(Continued from page T )

mores were not to be found w}}o
were bold enough to enforce their
shattered rule; and so there was
peace upon the campus, deep and
dignified peace, broken only by the
dissenting voice of Miss Margie
Harris, daughter of the Dean, whose
«Beat Stone City!” campaign was
fast approaching insanity.

Tony stood on the brink of the
crowd and listened. She was about
to lead a cheer, the traditional bellow
of Holt College that was known as
the “Griggidy Growl”.

She was, of course, a very pretty
girl, and it was disconcerting to hear
her make noises like a bulldog, par-
ticularly when the undergraduate
response was restrained, to say the
least. Tony found himself wishing
that they would yell and growl to
make her problem simpler and he,
himself, emitted a noise that was
louder than any of the others. Once
he let the noise out he could not
retrieve it, and turning heads found

“Henry the Eighth” and “Francis
the First”. Anne was the girl, “as
flat as a plate”, for whom Henry VIII
divorced his wife, Catherine, broke
with Cardinal Wolsey and defied the
authority of the Pope; she was am-
bitious, wanted to shine at court and
keep Thomas Wyatt, her lover, tag-
ging along after her. But Henry
tired of the game and listened to
stories of her infidelities, and Anne
went to the block. She had a lot of -
influence on history for it was her
little girl, Elizabeth, who became
queen. (Doubleday, Doran, $2.75)

A sensitive, richly imagined ren-
dering of the attitudes of men in the
days of Christ will be found in “The
Nazarene”, by Sholem Asch. It be-
gins with the story of Pan Viadom-
sky in Warsaw, a scholar with an
ability to recall the past and make it
live; thus we see the story of Jesus
through the eyes of a lieutenant of
Pontius Pilate, through a gospel
written by Judas Iscariot and
thro_ugh the testimony of a young
Jewish secretary—a long novel that
holds the reader’s interest to the last
page. (Putnam, $2.75)

Louis Bromfield, whose “The Rains
Came” has just been released in the
motion picture houses, has put into
book form, under the title of “It
Takes All Kinds”, nine stories, three
of them as long as novels, originally
published in magazines: “McLeod’s
Folly”, originally “You Get What
You Give”; ‘“The Hand of God”,
“New York Legend”, “The Girl Who
§new Everybody”, “Bitter Lotus”,

Good Time Bessie”, ‘“That Which
Never Returns,” “Better Than Life”,
originally called “And It All Came
True”, and “Aunt Flora”. The many
fo}lowers of Mr. Bromfield’s writings
will want this book. (Harpers, $3).

him g'e,d with embarrassment, and
Margie’s eyes found him, too, and
so he went away from there.

'Albert appeared in the early eve-
ning and Albert was very doleful.
He“ did not walk so well.

You shouldn’t be out without
your crutches,” Tony said. “What
happened ?”

Albert eased himself onto the bed
and groaned, “I have been doing an
impersonation.”

::Of \,Nhat, a wounded buffalo?”

You're always kidding,” said Al-
b,ert. You don’t know how it hurts.
I've been impersonating Pub Gra-
bowski.”

“Grabowski ?”’

“The Stone City fullback,” said
Albert. “All the Stone City fellers
are dirty, but Grabowski, he’s dir-
tier than anybody.”

“Grabowski, huh? Where’s that
Grabowski from? He from Mill-
ville, by any chance?”

Albert came very awake. “Yeah,






R. JOE HIGGINS, coach of the

Holt varsity, said, “It’s rather
late to be reporting for football,
Daniels.”

Mr. Higgins’ assistant said, “But
how can this fellow play football
when he was a professional fighter?”

“Who said I was?”’ demanded
Tony. “I was an amateur middle-
weight and sometimes a light-heavy.
I was a champ.”

“I'll bet you were at that,” said
Higgins, “but football is different
than fighting.”

“Stone City doesn’t think so,” said
the assistant. “It’s all the same to
those fellows.”

“That can be fixed,” insisted Tony,
“but I don’t know why I'm doing
this. There is no profit in football.”

‘“You don’t have to be so gen-
erous,” said Joe Higgins, ‘“and you
will learn that being a fighter does
not make you a football star.”

“True enough,” said Tony. “Very
true, indeed. Where can I get a
suit?”

A suit was obtained for Tony,
and it was a satisfactory suit, with
silk pants and a red jersey to
which clung the white numerals, sev-
enty-seven.

“That was Red Grange’s number,”
said Tony.

“If it was good enough for
Grange,” observed the custodian of
athletic material, “it should be good
enough for you.”

“Don’t be a wise guy,” said Tony
and walked out onto the practice
field, feeling slightly silly, because
of all the eyes that followed his
Jaunty step.

Mr. Joe Higgins asked, “What can
you do?” and was a little amazed
when Tony answered, “What’ve you
got?”?

“We could use a halfback,” said
the coach with a pained expression.
“It would be very nice of you, Mister
Daniels, if you would be one of our
halfbacks. You just hop in there
with the second club, if you don’t
mind.”

Tony complied and found himself
abreast of Albert in the backfield of
the second team. Albert, who prop-
erly belonged on the fourth team,
was extremely punch-drunk at the
moment and Tony said, “You have
been impersonating Pug Grabowski
again, haven’t you?”

Albert nodded his head sadly. “It’s
no fun,” said Albert.

T.HE varsity rolled in and out of a
huddle, shifted to the right and
went for the tackle. Tony, who
naturally did not know the plays,
shifted as well as he could and got
himself in the way of the advancing
ball carrier. The varsity man sat
down, very hard, and he was slow in
getting up.

Silence greeted Tony’s contribution
and the varsity tried the other tackle
and the interference was hit in the
middle by the plunging body of
Tony. The play piled up for no
gain.

“I thought you didn’t know how
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to play football,” said tﬁe periil-éxed,

Mr. Higgins.
sucker’s game.” , )

“I didn’t say I never played foot-
ball,” Tony told the coach. “Hoyv
could I say it was a sucker’s game if
I never played it, huh? Once I broke
my right hand blocking out a coupla
guys and it interfered with my fight-
ing. I said it was a sucker’s game
‘cause I never got any dough when I
played. I had to maintain my ama-
teur standing, which makes me twice
a sucker. Bein’ an amateur was to
make my old man happy.
great gent, my old man.” .

The coach was very interested.
“Who’d you play with?” he wanted
to know.

“With the Harlem Brigadiers,”
said Tony. “Those Brigadiers are
very tough. They are very colorful,
half of them are white and half of
them are dark. A great bunch of
boys, the Brigadiers. Give them a
bigger squad and a few extra bucks
an’ they’ll beat the Giants.” .

Mr. Joe Higgins could not believe
it.

Tony did not mind his foot'ball
labors, although it was more fatigu-
ing than he had planned it to be, and
the obligations of the training table
and training rules made it impos-
sible for him to go courting of an
evening. He did not see Margie.

“You said it was a

THERE was a notice in the Campus
Chatter that Holt had finally come
upon a man who would take the
wheels off Pug Grabowski’s wagon,
an unsporting statement, to be sure,
and as irresponsible as the under-
graduate who wrote it. Both Dean
and coach assured the local press that
unmannerly acts might be all right
for Stone City, but they would never
do for an institution such as Holt.

The Stone City game approached
and the doomed gladiators of Holt
were marking off the days, as men
in grim cells behold the calendar un-
til that jolly hour when they can
put their necks in the noose. :l‘ony,
out of conscience, accepte_d his re-
sponsibility and all the skin was off
his knuckles from imparting to his
comrades a blocking technique of
which they were thoroughly ignor-
ant and apparently incapable of
learning. That was discouraging.

But it came to Tony that the
spirit of selfless service was upon
him, and it was funny, he supposed,
the way he became a rah-rah boy,
sharing with the rest of the team
that fine old axiom which Joe Hig-
gins had dusted off the shelf, “A
team that won’t be beaten, can’t be
beaten!”

This new and rebellious spirit that
was born in Holt men found expres-
sion in the few newspapers that car-
ried notice of their activities, which
prompted a letter from Tony’s old
man that went like this:

“Dear Son:

It is wonderful that you have
taken on all that culture they
have up at your college, espe-

He’s a

cially football. It makes me very
proud because I always wanted
my son to be a college man and
I shall be there Saturday. Un-
derstand that Grabowski will be
there and I will not insult a son
of mine by asking does he need
help. Please do not hurt any-

body else. Yours truly,
Dad.”

The efforts of Miss Margie Harris
toward the defeat of Stone City
were the efforts of Joan of Are, ex-
cept that Margie had no horse, and
she didn’t need one anyhow. When
she emitted the “Griggidy Growl”
the trees bent low along the campus,
fearful of the wind that she pro-
pelled. There was a holy glow to
Margie that almost arrested the
yawns of the student body. And
yet in her exhortations of the indivi-
dual members of the team, Margie, -
already the cheer mistress of the
campus, gave no mention to the
name of Tony Daniels, and this was
what hurt him most. Perhaps her
attitude was reflected in the words
of the Dean when he addressed the
assembled football squad.

“Gentlemen,” said the Dean. ‘“To-
morrow we stand or fall. We shall
lift the yoke of Stone City’s superi-
ority, but there is a limit to the price
we shall pay. The methods of the
enemy are not our own methods and
we would rather be gentlemen in
heroic defeat, than disgrace our-
selves in the attainment of a hollow
victory.” Tony thought the Dean
was looking at him and his hopes
sank low as the hour of the game
drew near.

OW Holt had never been a Notre
Dame upon the gridiron, and its
stadium, while concrete and other
good stone, could be set down very
comfortably in the Dean’s back-
yard. There were maybe five thou-
sand faces staring from the stands,
and over them gay pennants wrre
waving the bright red of Alma
Mater and into the air the Holt band
blew pretty musical notes, and there
was a breath of frost in the air, and
it was a mighty touching scene.
Tony ran out with the varsity on-
to the well-kept grass. The modest
cheers were warming as they went
to seek their helmets. The place
was not so big that Tony could not
find Old Mike Daniels proudly in
possession of a seat, and it was not
so large that he could not see Margie
with her eyes and her hopes on fire.
It was then that he looked at Stone
City, and the wvision required
ar_nother look. Matriculation to Stone
City, he was sure, must begin at the
age of twenty-five, because normal
men do not grow that large in a
matter of eighteen or twenty years.
As a halfback, he had a problem.
You could not remove that much
beef from in front of you unless
you had the aid of an elephant gun.
And then his searching eyes found
Pug Grabowski, whose eyes in turn
found Tony.






action was involuntary. He slipped
his head under the blow and retorted
with a left hook, which is logical.
Pug went back to rest on his spine,
but the error had already been com-
mitted. A football will not stay In
your left arm when you have thrown
a left hook, so now the football was
in the possession of Stone City, and
one of whose merry members was
]ying on it as though he would hatch
it. Despair gripped Tony, but things
could be worse. They got worse.
The referee rushed into the event,
glared hatefully at Tony and picked
up the ball. He marched off the
yards of penalty against Holt. He
went half way to the goal posts and
set the ball down on the twenty-one
yard mark in reprisal for Tony’s un-
gentlemanly act.

The Holt stands groaned, and ac-
cusing eyes, thousands of eyes, set-
tled on Tony, who could only stand
in the middle of his shame. So oc-
cupied was Tony with his unhappi-
ness that he did not see the forward
pass that Grabowski tossed right
over his head to a teammate known
as Throttle Tostoli. Mr. Tostoli
went all the way across the goal line
for the score and Grabowski added
the extra point.

ONY lost much of his reason fol-

lowing this event, but his style was
cramped because of the restrictions
placed upon him by the officials.
Strange that the officials did not see
the rousing boot in the helmet that
Pug Grabowski eventually gave to
Tony, and Tony did not know it him-
self until he awoke on the bench.

“So you are a tough guy!” said
Coach Higgins. “So you know how
to handle Pug Grabowski!” screamed
Coach Higgins. “So if we never
saw you or the likes of you on the
campus we would be better off!”

Tony had no retort. His spirit
had been broken, and every time he
shook his head in woe the insides
would rattle like broken dishes. He
looked furtively toward the glum
stands where his schoolmates squat-
ted in silence, and he looked upon
the worried face of his father. Last
of all, but most devastating of all,
was the tear-stained face of Miss
Mg.rgle Harris. It seemed that her
spirit had been broken, too, and this
was the greatest of his sins.

The first half wore away and Pug
Grabowski strong-armed himself
into another touchdown, although
he failed to kick the extra point.
But a little thing like one more point
didn’t matter, since the Stone City
lads were just full of touchdowns
and it was only a matter of inex-
orable time.

_When the half came, Tony dragged
disconsolately after his mates for the
blessed seclusion of the dressing-
room where he would be free from
the scornful public gaze, although
never free from himself, or from
the Holt boys who had trusted in his
methods and found them only a
boomerang that had exploded in
their eyes. And this, to be sure,
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would not have been so bad, were it
not for the ugly fact that Holt Col-
lege had, for the first time in long
history, been penalized for a tactic
considered not entirely sporting.

Furthermore, many of the Holt
boys could just about reach the
dressing room, and knowing what
Grabowski was doing in the clinches,
Tony said to Joe Higgins, “Lookit,
coach, you just gotta let me in there
next half. You just gotta.”

Scornful eyes bore into his own
and Mr. Higgins said, “I shall prob-
ably lose my contract for your con-
duct this afternoon. You sit on the
bench, Dempsey, and do not let me
hear from you again.” .

It was strange how the spirit of a
man could shrivel so small and that
Tony should find himself without a
crippling answer for Mr. Higgins.
There came a knock on the door and
an attendant said, “Someone to see
Daniels. Says it is important,” and
Tony, going outside, aw_'ay.from the
accusing glare of Joe ngglns, found
his father awaiting him.

“Things do not look kqsher out
there,” said old Mike Daniels. “It
isn’t right, sonny. That Grabowski
did di-ty to you.”

“] don’t know what’s come over
me, pop,” said Tony _sadly, ‘fbut I'm
not myself. I'm dlsorgamzet,l.
can’t get in thergc. , ’I,‘hey won’t let

e play my own style.” .
mTIc)m; kr};ew, of course, t_hat his
father was concealing the misery he
truly felt, and seeking only to turn
the cheerful cheek, his left cheek be-
ing the more cheerful one, because
then you didn’t have to look at old
Mike’s right ear. : , .

«] just want you to know I'm with
you, son. If you can’t be a college
man, then be a Daniels. That’s bet-

er, anyhow.”

k “Yog’re damned right it’s better,”
Tony stated with unshakable faith
and nearly fainted when his old man
shook his hand. My, what a hand-
shake Mr. Daniels had this after-
noon! .

Swiftly Tony repaired to the
dressing-room and put bandage and
tape about his bleeding knuckles as
is the right of any football man, al-
though the practice is more favored
with tackles than with halfbacks.

ACK to the arena went the war-

riors of Holt, less able to walk
than the spectators who continued
selfishly to sit. And there were the
Stone Cities, as big as ever, or may-
be bigger, and there was the referee
calling the boys out for a little more
murder. Tony did not go out upon
the green grass of conflict. Tony
merely sat in his shame upon the
bench and argued to no avail with
the adamant Mr. Higgins.

It was plainly to be seen that the
intentions of Pug Grabowski and his
assistants had not been tempered
with the rest period, and soon
enough, like so many pieces of lard,
the Holt varsity members were flat
and expiring on the gridiron. Three
sets of halfbacks had perished be-

neath the Stone City assault and it
was only because ten men are not
enough for a ball game that Tony
was sent back to war.

He tightened the strap of his hel-
met and his legs were swift across
the green. Miss Margie Harris drew
a “Griggidy Growl” from her side-
line followers and like the flame of
avenging angels it shot through
Tony. But that was not for him, he
knew. It was simply the spirit of
Margie that would never die, and
she was cheering the perennial pride
of Holt and not the individual who
had stained its venerable name.

The ball, through some accident,
belonged to Holt, and Tony was in
the number two slot, or the blocking
position.

A fleet freshman named Garrison,
appearing for the first time in var-
sity competition, ran behind him
with the ball, and Tony administered
a short left hook to the opposing
end that was much too short and
entirely too swift for the probing
eye of the referee to follow. It was
in the Stone City tradition and it
robbed the end of his state of mind.
Into the enemy backfield they
roamed and quite a few yards were
gained. There was another Stone
City lad, very large, who also re-
mained on the grass. Pug Grabow-
ski glared an unfriendly glare at
Tony who innocently regarded the
descent of the afternoon sun.

On the next one Tony tucked the
ball against his stomach and drilled
a wide hole in the middle of the op-
position, his staunch legs gaining
hlm many yards. And if he was not
mistaken, there was a cheer riding
the air that carried his name.

OW he was running fast down
N the field and cutting for a corner.
Garrison uqloaded a. beautiful pass
that was big and brown and easy
to catch on the Stone City ten, where
Grabowski and another collegian
brought Tony gently to earth, with a
probable fracture of the jawbone.

But the Holt boys were rolling.
There was a new spirit in the air and
in the clash of the lines he saw a
Holt man kick a Stone City in the
stomach. Th1§ was a warming inci-
dent and things progressed well
from there. A lateral to Garrison
brought the ball a yard from the
goal and Tony went over on the
succeeding play. Not only that, but
he added the point, and though the
minutes of the game were running
fast away, where there are young
]eg_s‘and energy and a fine fighting
spirit, there can always be such a
thing as another touchdown.

_Stone City received, but they
pinned Grabowski on his own twen-
ty-three, and, try as they would, the
enemy could not gain against Holt’s
new defense. Grabowski was forced
to kick and the kick went to Garri-
son who brought the ball up to mid-
field. Garrison tried again on the
fgllowmg play but Grabowski pinned
him to the earth, and Tony could see
with but half a glance that some-






there was no joy in his heart at the
turn. He knew, with Aurelia, that
Martin had been seven up before. As
the winning putt found the center of
the cup, he pinched himself—

Now, standing just behind Martin
and grinning expansively, he said,
“Mr. Fortescue was forty-two for
eleven holes.”

“And,” Aurelia demanded of Mar-
tin, “you didn’t finish the round?
Why, even fours from then on would
have given you a seventy!”

“No,” he said, “I didn’t finish the
round. Yes. Even fours would have
given me a seventy. Now, if you will
let me pass I shall take that shower
I mentioned.”

With a little frown marring the
perfection of her nobly proportioned
brow, Aurelia watched him go.

A SMALL episode occurred dur-
ing the quarter finals which
showed Martin how close to the
breaking point he was. He had made
one of his rare unintentional hooks
and the ball had carried far across
into the marshy rough off the
eleventh fairway. Piggy plunged in
after it, followed by Martin.
_Martin had, up to that point,
either won or halved every hole and
he was thinking, “If I could con-
scientiously lose one hole, even one
little par three hole, I’d feel better.”
It was like the longing of a drug
addict for one tiny little shot of mor-
plqme by which he lived. Walking
with bent head he glimpsed the ball,
lying on the only playable spot in all
that vast expanse of unplayable
marsh.

He glanced towards the fatefully
turned back of Piggy, and then back
at the gallery, too far away to see.
No one would ever know if with just
a touch of his boot he buried the ball
in the nearby mud!

His foot was lifted to perform the
horrid deed when Piggy turned. His
eyes nearly bulged out of his head
and he screamed in agony, “Gosh,
Mr. Fortescue—watch where you’re
goin’.  You almost stepped on tha
ball and if you hadda stepped on it—
igto'g'd night! You never coulda played

To the rhythm of the words “You
never coulda played it—you never
coulda played it—you never coulda
playe_d it—"" Martin swung. The ball
rose in a perfect pitch, struck on the
green, bit into the turf and held, not
two feet from the cup.

Martin shook himself as one
emerging from a nightmare. He
clapped Piggy on the back. “Thank
you,” he said. “Thank you, indeed.”

“Fer what?” Piggy wanted to
know. “I didn’t do nothin’.”

“You stopped me from stepping
on the ball.”

“That wasn't nothin’.”

With all the gratitude that he now
felt through his returning sanity
for having been saved from tempta-
tion, Martin breathed, “My lad, you'll
never know how much of everything
it was.”

Piggy stared at him. Then he
heaved the heavy bag higher on his
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shoulder. “The guy’s nuts,” he con-
fided to the landscape.

AME the late afternoon before

the finals, and with it came Dr.
Clapper to Martin.

The doctor, fond as he was of the
younger man, didn’t stop on the c]'ub
porch just for a casual chat with
him. He had a mission to perform,
but with the diplomacy latent in
every good man of medicine he
didn’t come to his point immediately.

“’Lo, Martin,” he said. “Hear that
if you’d played out every round at
the rate you've been going you’'d
have been seven under fours for 242
holes.”

“Yes,” said Martin, “I probably
would have.”

“Something of a record, isn’t it?”

Martin nodded somberly. ‘“Some-
thing of a record,” he admitted.

“Almost enough glory to satisfy
one man.”

“Almost.”

The doctor hesitated, his eyes pen-
sively on Martin.. He noted the
sternly set mouth, the steely eyes,
the new furrow between the brows.
It wasn’t, he perceived, going to be
easy. He cleared his throat prelimi-
nary to the business of the hour.
“I’ve just come from going over old
Trelawney.”

Martin didn’t answer. Old Tre-
lawney was absolutely not what he
wanted to think about.

“He’s a walking crock,” Dr. Clap-
per continued. ‘“He only keeps go-
ing because he has the damndest set
of guts any old crock was ever
blessed or cursed with. I’ve warned
him about his heart.”

“Have you?” This, Martin felt,
was uncalled for. Tomorrow was go-
ing to be hell at best. Now this—
this — his vituperative vocabulary
was limited and “croaker” was the
aptest word he could produce for
the doctor—this croaker was ram-
ming down his throat the fact that
he was going to beat a sick man. And
then a straw to which he could cling
floated before him—a saying of a
great golfer: “I never beat a well
man.” That was it. Keep that in
mind. Never think of old Trelaw-
ney’s specific ills, but remember that
defeated finalists are always sick
unto death. If this were not the
case there would be no defeats. Neck
and neck, Flying Dutchmen of final-
ists would eternally circle courses—

Dr. Clapper said, “It’s the last
match he will ever play.”

“Lucky devil.”

“Martin—" The doctor stopped,
realizing that pleas for mercy would
fall' on deaf ears. He decided to
try threats. “If you win that match
tomorrow you may have old Trelaw-
ney’s illness, his possible death to
answer for.”

“Old Trelawney,” Martin said dis-
tinctly, and could scarcely believe
that he was saying it, “must take his
chances. It so happens that more
than old Trelawney’s life depends on
that match. Two young lives—two
beautiful, if I may say so in all
modesty, two beautiful young lives

depend upon it.” The frown between
his brows deepened as he seemed to
hear Aurelia’s voice saying, “You
have the stamina of an amoeba.”
“0ld Trelawney,” he repeated, “must
take his chances.”

“Are you drunk?” the doctor in-
quired curiously.

“That,” Martin said, “is the first
intelligent question you have asked
so far. It suggests another. If I
am not drunk, why am I not drunk?”
He shook his shoulders and got up
out of his chair. “I am not drunk
because it did not occur to me to
get so. Now that it has occurred to
me—"" He motioned the doctor ahead
of him. “I understand that it is not
amusing to get drunk alone. Will you
join me?”

“Yes,” Dr. Clapper said, “I think
I will. Yes, indeed. I certainly will.”
Any job worth doing was worth do-
ing well. His present job was to see
that old Trelawney won on the fol-
lowing day. There were, he reflected
as he joined Martin at the bar, more
places to win a golf match than on
the golf course.

There must also have been more
ways to get Martin drunk than one,
because the way he chose was not
successful. The greater number of
highballs he consumed the soberer
he seemed to get. He stared at the
table through the bottom of his fifth,
then he set the glass down.

“I must be drunk,” he said, “be-
cause I have consumed enough liquor
to make me so.”

The doctor looked at him doubt-
fully. “You don’t think that you
should have just one more?”’ A
hangover, he recollected from his
salad days, was not beneficent to
golf, and he wished to insure the
father of all hangovers to Martin in
the morning.

But Martin turned stubborn. “Five
glasses. No more. No less. I am
now going to bed.” Which he did,
falling to sleep like a baby and never
moving until the next morning when
he rose clear eyed and steady handed

and a taste as of violets in his
mouth.

EWS of Mr. Trelawney’'s last
stand had traveled far. There
were, in the gigantic gallery which
gathered about the first tee that
morning, three sports writers, one
sob sister, hoping for the worst, and
one representative of the Townsend
Pl_an. Outstanding citizens of Cedar
Hills, such as the minister, the
banker and the Village President,
were also present. A local holiday
had been declared, releasing such
minor fry as clerks and tellers.
Mr. Trelawney looked unusually
well. His sky-blue necktie contrasted
charmingly with his fuddy face and

.he sported a rosebud in his button

hole. There was a pleasant touch of
fatherliness in his manner when he
spoke to Martin,

“It should be a very pleasant little
match, my boy.”

Martin grunted in response. It
was not going to be a pleasant match. -
It was going to be a battle to the






away, beckoned. Smoothly he swung
his club back, and just as smoothly
brought it down. At its moment of
impact with the ball the club head
turned—and the ball went where
Martin intended it should go—into
the woods at the right of the green.

That was, of course, all there was
to it, except for the shaking of Mr.
Trelawney’s hand when Martin
emerged from the woods, having
found his ball in an unplayable lie
in the stump of a tree—the posing
beside Mr. Trelawney and the cup—
the frozen-on-the-face grin indigen-
ous to runners-up.

When the to-the-gallery stuff was
over, Martin made his way to the
locker room. It was empty. All the
\yorld was outside erowding around
Ir. Trelawney. Martin was alone,
far more alone than he had ever
oeen—because he didn’t even have
his dream now to keep him company.

He sat down on a bench and began
slowly to remove his shoes, his blank
eyes staring at his dead—little Au-

relia and little Martin, fading—fad-
ing—

HOURS, or possibly only minutes,
later he was still sitting there.
The locker room began to fill. Be-
lated condolences were showered on
him. Tough lucks and good matches
pelted him like hail. He rose, bowing

Dean, the Great Mouthpiece, is the
authority for the statement that
seven regulars on the team got
$3,000 for the season. The brothers
Dean, Dizzy and Paul, pitched the
Cardinals to forty-nine victories that
year, more than half the total num-
er of games won by the team, and
were paid $11,500—8$8,500 for Dizzy,
a thirty-game winner —a figure
which represents the salary one
good man, not a star, receives on
another team. A cut of the World
Series money meant more than a
nice bonus to the Cardinals. In the
majority of cases the individual win-
ning shares of $5,389 meant an ex-
tra year’s pay.
The following year the Cards had
a chance to win the pennant all over
again when the Giants went into a
midsummer swoon in July and lost
four straight. The cocky, clowning
Cards, going into a six-game series
with the Giants in St. Louis, acted
as if they had the prize money spent
already. Pepper Martin, in fact, did
not report for work until five min-
utes before game time. The umpire
was about to bawl, “Play ball!”’ when
Martin appeared on the field, hitched
up his pants, thumped his glove and
cast a sinister glance at the Giants.
“I'm ready,” he announced to one
and all.
“In the pig’s eye,” Mr. Frank
Frisch, the manager, said morosely
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his head beneath them, and slipped
out of his trousers, standing, grim
but rejoicing, in his red and white
striped shorts. These men—they
would never understand! How could
they know, sport-blinded as they
were, that only from great defeat
can come great victory—that Mar-
tin, true at last to what he knew to
be the truth, was free. The amoeba
had turned. It was exulting in be-
ing an amoeba. .

HERE seemed to be quite a bit of

excitement at the door. Someone
who had not the right to get in was
trying to do so. Incuriously he looked
in that direction. He heard Sam say,
“But damn it all, Aurelia, if a man
can’t be alone in his own locker room
where can he be alone? Besides, we
ain’t all dressed.”

Aurelia said, “See if I care. I
want to talk to Martin.”

Another male voice said, ‘“Well,
if you’ll wait a minute we’ll ship him
out to you.”

“No. 1 can’t wait even a minute.
I want to tell him what—" -

Martin, oblivious of his gaudy
stripes, stepped forward. “This is
my affair, gentlemen.”

“Martin, you—"

“Wait, Aurelia.” He lifted a com-
manding hand. “I know what you
are going to say. You are going to

Strictly From Hunger
(Continued from page 8)

to several baseball writers. ‘“These
bums will never win the pennant.”

And why not?

“Ah, they won last year,” Frisch
answered. “They’re the great, big,
wonderful champions. They think
they’re the nuts. They’re not lean
and hungry.”

Although Mr. Frisch did not real-
ize it at the time, he was quoting
almost verbatim from Shakespeare,
to whose enlightening influence he
had been exposed briefly at Fordham
University twenty years earlier.
Shakespeare, of course, never called
anyone a bum, but he did recognize
Cassius, of the “lean and hungry
look”, as a dangerous, ambitious
man. Frisch, therefore, was using
a classy allusion which is accepted
as a truism in sports today.

For a few weeks the opulent
Giants and the complacent Cards
succeeded in making muggs of
Shakespeare and Mr. Frisch. Pres-
ently it developed that neither team
won the 1935 pennant. The Giants,
world champions in 1933, and the
Cards, more of the same in '34, were
not as hungry as the Cubs, who re-
turned to the throne-room after a
three-year lapse by slamming down
the stretch in September to win
twenty-one consecutive games.

A rugged individualist in his
youth and a player never in the habit
of underestimating his value to an

say that I have no more stamina
than an amoeba. Well, you’re right.
I haven’t any more—"’

“But Martin—"

“Wait,” he said again, “until I
have finished. I told you that I was
going to try to win that tourna-
ment.”

“Yes, and—"

“Will you,” Martin said, “shut up?
I told you that I was going to try to
win that tournament, and I did try.”

“Yes,” she said sharply. “Up to a
certain point you did try.”

He started to speak, then stopped. -
Wearily he turned away. What was
the use? How could he make her un-
derstand the depths and then the
heights?

A voice which sounded like Au-
relia’s and yet didn’t sound like hers
because it was so gentle said, “That’s
what I've been wanting to tell you,
Martin. You tried up to a certain
point and then you didn’t try any
more. And, Martin—if you had tried
beyond that point, I’d never have for-
given you—”

He turned, staring, unable to be-
lieve what he was hearing. ‘“Aurelia,
you_n

“He was,” Aurelia said, “such a
very fine old sport. You see, the
whole thing meant so much to him.
He didn’t know that it was just a
game.”

owner, Frisch was the leading ex-
ponent of the lean-and-hungry school
until he was given the old heave-o
by the front office a year ago. This
is not to imply that Mr. Frisch was
an arch-enemy of labor or in favor
of repressing the masses. His job
was to win pennants and in the six
years that he managed the Cardi-
nals, his only winning team was the
lowest-paid team.

If adversity makes the artist and
poverty the poet, hunger makes the
champion. An athlete “strictly from
hunger” is a desperate man who is
willing to suffer physical violence
and the public ridicule which wounds
his pride—the occupational hazards
of sport—to achieve his purpose,
which is the 'winning of games,
bouts or matches. :

There have been good athletes who
were uninspired fellows in action or
repose, but they owed their success
to extraordinary physical endow-
ment.

There have been great athletes
who were unimpressive physically,
but every one was characterized by
a deep-seatgd hunger to satisfy an
inner craving—for food, money,
prestige, pride or ambition. No mat-
ter; the fundamental hunger was
there and the possessor was a high-
ranking performer as long as he was
motivated by an incentive intense or
important enough to him.






Is it not possible that Dempsey’s
beard was an atavistic attempt to
recapture the desperation of the
dark days when he was a hobo riding
the rods without the price of a shave
or a meal in his pockets?

It is a strange and incontrover-
tible fact that an athlete’s capacity
fgr bearing physical punishment va-
ries in inverse ratio to the amount
of money received for services ren-
dered. A hockey player flirts with
serious, shocking injury every time
he skates out on the ice and he is
expected to demonstrate his zeal for

Elks Team of Oak Park, 1il., Wins
Baseball Championship

History repeated itself this year
when the baseball team of Oak Park,
Ill, Lodge, No. 1295, walked off with
its second successive Senior League
championship. At the end of the
campaign, the Elks team, behind
great pitching by Bob Bentley, took
two straight games in a two-out-of-
three series. The victory was all the
more gratifying because of stiff com-
petition put up by the team on the
other side, the Palmer Florals.

News of the Elks Bowling League
of Southern California
Ten of the most active lodges in
southern California are represented
in the Elks Southern California
Bowling League. As listed in the
final standings for 1939, Huntington
Park Lodge No. 1415 and Alhambra
No. 1328 wound up in a tie for first
place followed by Oxnard and Long
Beach. Cups and medals were sched-
ulpd to be presented at the Victory
Dinner Dance at the Altadena Coun-
try Club, with P.E.R. John W.
Cor_ldon of Huntington Park Lodge
acting as Master of Ceremonies and
all of the lodges in the League being
represented by their Exalted Rulers.
flicers for 1939-40 were elected
by the Southern California Elks
Bowling Association as follows:
Pres., C. J. La Rue, Los Angeles; 1st
Vice-Pres., J. J. Herr, Alhambra;
2nd Vice-Pres., Lester Lund, Oxnard ;
Secy.-Treas., A. W. Mochon, Long
Beach.

Formal Opening of Remodeled
Lodge Home at Martins Ferry, O.

The newly remodeled and refur-
nished home of Martins Ferry, O.,
Lodge, No. 895, was formally opened
with a reception to which the public
was invited. The opening for Elks
only was attended by delegations
from practically all of the valley
lodges.

The following Monday night, Sep-
tember 11, was State Association
Night. A large class of candidates
was initiated during the meeting
which was preceded by a banquet for
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the game by engaging in extra-cur-

ricular brawls, all for an average
salary of $3,500. A professional
football player is very happy indeed
to take his lumps and $150 a game.

As a class, major-league ball play-
ers are the aristocrats of sport. The
salaries of the good, not necessarily
outstanding, players run into five
figures and a World Series share is
worth about $5,000 to each player.
Two years ago each member of the
Boston Redskins collected the prince-
ly sum of $225.90 for beating the
Chicago Bears in the play-off game

Under the Antlers
(Continued from page 31)

candidates and sponsors, at which
many of the State officers were pres-
ent, and followed by a luncheon and
smoker.

Grand Lodge Officers Attend
Orange, N. ].. Lodge’s Golden
Jubilee

Orange, N. J., Lodge, No. 135,
began its Golden Jubilee Celebra-
tion with a civic parade on Saturday
afternoon, September 16, and that
evening sponsored a Junior Drum
and Bugle Corps competition, inter-
esting and well attended. The next
Wednesday was Anniversary Jubilee
Night. The Entertainment Commit-
tee, under Excise Commissioner
Harry Callaghan, conducted a fine
program and music was provided for
dancing.

Large crowds attended the “Golden
Night of Games” on Friday and the
Fiftieth Anniversary Dinner cn Sat-
urday evening, the anniversary of
the lodge’s institution. Among the
speakers were Past Grand Exalted
Ruler James T. Hallinan of Queens
Borough, N. Y., Lodge; Past State
Pres. Joseph G. Buch of Trenton,
N. J., Chairman of the Board of
Grand Trustees; Grand Trustee
William T. Phillips of New York
Lodge No. 1; William J. Jernick of
Nutley Lodge, Pres. of the N. J.
State Elks Assn.; Past State Vice-
Pres. James H. Driscoll and senior
resident P.E.R. John H. Moran of
Orange Lodge; E.R. Thomas H.
Leahy, Orange Lodge; Mayor Ovid
C. Bianchi of Orange; and the Hon.
Daniel J. Brennan, Judge of the
Court of Common Pleas, Essex
County. P.E.R. William J. McCor-
mack was Toastmaster. Mr. Driscoll
was Chairman of the Anniversary
Committee which programmed and
had charge of the week’s activities.

Hagerstown, Md., Lodge Proves Its
Worth to the Community

Blood Donor Squads, formed last
March by Hagerstown, Md., Lodge,
No. 378, to furnish blood transfu-
sions in cases of extreme emergency,
have performed fine service. E.R.
John E. France was found to be the

for the professional football cham-
pionship and the .carnage on the
field was something terrific. The
New York Americans got $400
apiece for taking a soulful pounding
in six Stanley Cup hockey games a
few months later. Yet ball players
are afflicted with more mysterious
maladies, are brought down with
more cases of housemaid’s knee,
hangnail and pernicious anemia than
any other group in sport. Maybe
that proves something. I don’t
know. At least ball players eat
pretty darn often—and well.

only one among the 21 members of
Squad No. 1 having Type B blood.
Just a week after the squad was
formed, this type was needed for a
transfusion in the case of a child
hospital patient. Mr. France was the
donor. Another member of the lodge,
Richard Munson, made a trip to
Baltimore to act as donor in an
emergency case. Assisted by his staff,
Dr. W. Ross Cameron, also a mem-
ber, took the samples and attended
to the typing for Squad No. 1. A
second squad of 23 men was formed
as a precaution against any extra-
ordinary demand for blood dona-
tions.

Along a different line but inter-
esting as well was the lodge’s co-
operation in the sponsorship, for
the second year, of the Soap Box
Derby races. More than 6,000 per-
sons watched the running of the
races on the main street of the city.
The winner was sent to Akron, O.,
with all expenses paid, to represent
the local lodge and the city of Hag-
erstown in the national races.

Ticonderoga, N. Y., Lodge Sponsors
Second Annual Ivy Week Sale

The Annual Ivy Week campaign,
sponsored by Ticonderoga, N. Y,
Lodge, No. 1494, for the benefit o
the Moses Ludington Hospital,
showed a net profit this year of
$128.50. A variety of plants besides
lvy was offered in the house to house
canvass of Ticonderoga and neigh-
boring communities, and the re-
sponse, in view of adverse financial
conditions existing at the time, was
exceptionally fine.

The Hospital has benefited by the
two drives held so far to the extent
of $437.78. P.E.R. Dr. John H. Low
was Chairman of the 1939 Committee.

Hoquiam, Wash., Elks Sell Football
Tickets, Benefiting Y. M. C. A.
Some time ago Hoquiam. Wash.,
Lodge, No. 1082, voted to sponsor
the work of the local Y. M. C. A., and
to aid that organization in every way
possible. Immediately after a recent
regular meeting, reserved seat
tickets went on sale for the home

































