
"'A*other Rank Counterfeit!"l the
iMmrnng papers howled a fow day. later.

."These fellows don't vant me in this
town, said Hardy to the manager.

"Tby nverdid want me. They've
b.ek noking me f rom the start. If it

bantbeenfr that tin-can thing-"
anid Hardy broke off miserabiy.

"Tell me the truth," hoe said. "«Are
these fellows-right about me? Arn 1
tee slow for this company?"

Daly evore heartily.
"You've siumped, that's aIL. If you

could oniy get going once, you wouidn't
have any trouble. Quit reading the
papers, put some' cotton in your ears
whien you get out there, and play some
baseba 1.,

Hardy t.ried to follow the directions,
but met -%vitli flat faihîre-. At the end
of hie first month lie was bittimg heloew
.140, and the fi-c lad been turned on
Daiy. Day after day lie va annred
for carrying a counterfvit on th 1 Ilav
roil.- The manager stoodl it for\11t.
weeks more. and thon ho did soithlilu
Wbi à lhe expected to regret.

Wien. the. arrangements wore coin-
ebt.i ho.w.alked into UaWdy's rogm at

tther hotel just as the young man was
oing to bed.

"«You know Catterson ?" ho asked.
e'Well, hoe wants to trado me that lop-
sided, splayfooted outfiolder Harmon for
you. The Rode have been a tail-ond
team for the last four yeare, but it'e a
good town to play i, and Catterson
treats bis men weIll If I didn't like
you personally, I'd probably send you
out to somo minor league, but I've got
a notion that you'1l get into your etride
one of these.days and-well, wbat do
you say?"
. "«Anywhere to get away from bore,"
eaid. Hardy, bitterly. "I won't forget
how decent you have been about thie
thing, Bon. Most managers would have
kicked me out a, month ago. If I can
ever do anything for you-"y

"Aw, shut up!" said Daly gruffly.
"Oaily -%vien Yoti get going right, don't
laist Up too inany ganes for us, that's
;111!"

1[ardy" tried to sinile at the pleas-
rN'but his heart wvas too tfull for

N. 1 li ad 1been expccting ie re-
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Catterson, asquare-jawed, red-beaded

man, met Hardy at the train.
"HIello, youngster!1"- said hoe. "Giad

to ose. you. Firat. timo I ever skinned
Ben Daiy in a'trade in my if e."

"The fellow you traded must have
been pretty bad,"» said Hardy.

"Noé," said 0atterson, grinning. "'Ho
was ail right fr om\ltbe head up and
from the feet down. Féel like going
rigbt lu, this afternoon t"

The Eedla gave Hardy a warm wol-
corne. His old chum, Moles, was the
shortstop of the club, and hoe bad been
doing a little advance work for the ro-
cruait. Hardy, dispirited and doubtful of
bis own ability, scented a new atmos-
phbre as soon as ho entered the club-

ouse at the park. It was like walking
ito the heart of a big happy family.
By the time he vas ready for the fild
ho feit botter acquaintod with the Rede
than ho bad evor been witb the Biue
SOL. The Rods bad nu foolish pride;
they had been walloped so bard and no
often that thoy had learned to be phil-
osophicai about it. Basebal vas more
or leas of a joke to thern and to the
whole tovu.

Hardy vas dropped into sixth posi-
tion mi the batting order, and it hap-
-peued that vben ho vent to bat for the
frat time two mon vere on tbe bases,

and the local fans vere roaring for a
bit.

"ýCorne one Blondiè!» they yelled.
"Caome oin, boy, and give us a bit!1"

The weloome warmed the nowcomerq.-
beart. "Lightning Bug" Martin, the
opposing pitcher, had worked againet

.Hardy before, and held no higb opinion
of hlm. Ho "grooved" -the. firet baIl, and
Hardy "pulled" it do"h the first-base
lino like a flash of iight. It was a crack-
ing double, and it drovo a brace of runs
to tho bench, and littie Moles screarned
himseof hoarse.

"'Didn't I teil you this bird was a bal
player T" ho said. "Oh, I guesselho cant
bit nor nothing! No-o-o! He's per-
fectiy miserable, ho is t"

Catterson grinnedl and iooked up in
the air. Ho vas wondering what Bon
Daly would say when ho diecovered that
the RIed discard was a man with a eolid
ivory skuil, mabogany loge, and a glass
arrn.

The next morning the Blue Sox, on
tour, examined the box scores over the
cantaloupes and coffee.

"Sweet Jemirna!,' ejacuiated Jaggs
Callahan. "What do you know about
this? The Goat gots three hits yester-
day off Martin! Hey! You s'pose that1
stiff was laying down on us il"

Daly, grui4ted sarcastically.1
"Weli," said Jaggs, 11111 bot ho don't

get threbits in another gaine this sea-E
son! Ho vas playin' better'n ho knew 1
how yesterday. Just a streak of iuck."'

It provod to ho a long streak, andi
Jaggs changed' hie mind when the BIue
Sox, swinging around the big circlo,%
dropped i for four games with thec
meek and lowly Rode. Jaggs pitchedr
the, opening game of the series, andN
Hardy, who had been moved Up into the i
"deean-up" position, buzzed alino drive
between Jagge' shoulder and oar for aT
neat single.9

"Hey, you discard!" rnared Jaggs. t
"What you tryin' to do? Mlurder sonie-
bodyY"s

Hardy, dodging about off first base,
answered with a bellow wvhich amazed u
every man on the Blue teain. t

"Get that one in your tin can!" he ii
shouted. "The next time I'm going to n
bit you in the oye!" C r

Bon Daly, playing second base, shook sý
hie head.

"Full of pepper," ho thoughit to hlim- h
self. "I ought 'a' kept hi, doggone My el
fool souVl"l

The Rode actually broke even on the la
series, thanke to the hePavy stick work a]
of the cast-off. A triple witli the bases
fulil sewed up the last game of thle pi
series, and Callahian was the vietiîn. f <
Even "Oid Folks," tlue negro Masseur ri
who traveled with t 11e Pi11e ç,ox,co M-pý
nented upon the startling ca ei
Ilardy's pla--ing.,chnei fr

"J!vist' ('ailahan," sa id 01<1 l1olks, wliile Dý
lie was workîng on \%inýt Ilg,,srÇ
to as "the old son) lflil,(, .saine le- 1k
inig the salgry arin, "iii v"ofle M fo'
Hardy to éit, that tri pie wbnthe ha ws ,,Io
wuz densely 'populatcd ? Aoeeidcnlt, rneb-lý
be?" ]I
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Ja&ggs grunted and turned over on th~e
ulab. Hardy had made five bits off him
in t,ý games, which iè getting out ofncldû and into design.

The meaison progressed, and the bap.
py-go-lucky Reds fought their way to
the head of the second division. They
made no secret of the fact that they
were playing better than they- knew
how, and first-division teame found
them an unexpected stumbingbock.
Hardy's terrifie hitting was attracting
attention, and it began to be broadly
hinted that for once Benjamin Franklin
Daly had made a mistake. The man-
ager erniled grirnly when tfle papers in
his own town began to censure hi'n
Iightly for allowing such a "sweet hit-
ter" to escape.

As for the Blue Sox fans, they had
sorno trouble in recognizing Hardy for
the sarno man ü« 'y ad once tormented.
Thef roared i t him, and rernindod him.
of the goat and the tin can, but Hardy
only iaughed at themn with his thumb at
bis nose. He was noiey, aggressive, and
alrnost cocky.

"Didn't 1 say that feliow would mako
trouble if ho ever got into bis stride ?"
asked Daiy.

Sown the home strotch tbey went to
ý close of tho season. The Blue Sox

wore tied up in a driving finish with
their old enemies, tho Grays. By talc-
ing, their iast three Mtmes the lue Sox
could.- vin the fenipant, even iJf the
Grays won #heir last' two, which semed
likély, ad no pitchors e eend to be able

--to withstand the terrifie onslaughit-_of
the heavy end of the Gray batting order.

Curlod up in the corner of a Puillman
smoking compartment, Hardy read tho
sporting pages. and tur 'ned the situatin
over in hie mind. It was pretty tough
iuec, ho thought, to have to play againet
a man like Bon Daly ini such a crisis.
One more game won meant nothing tu
tho Reda. One gamo bast meant every-
thing to Bon Daly. A pennant meant a
bonus for tho manager, besides a fat
suice of tho post-season profits. v

Catterson loafed into tho smoking
compartment, and cast an oye over the
beadlines of Hardy's paper.

"«I Wish it was the Grays wo haed to'
play," said Catterson. 11 like Ben Daly,
and 1 want to see him win out, but-
wo've got to spili the beans for hirn if
we can. You rernember what an awful
belch there was two years ago when
they said the Pinks laid down to lot
the Grays win? I neyer believed there
was a word of truth in that, but the
scores made it look bad. Cost the Pinke
a barrel of money the next season,
though, Jee-rusalem! I wish it was any
man but Daly!"

Hardy looked out at the flying fiand-
scape, one knee ' doubled up, and his
bony ehin in hie powerful hands. Cat-
terson had been putting bis thoughits
into words.

"My own brother couldn't have been
whiter to me," said the boy at laet. "I
we l'ira a lot; more tlian I can ever

ropay, but--oh, thunder! Yoii know
what I moan. l'Il do the right thing if
.t breaks a leg!"

"Good stuif!" said Catterson. "I hope
we drop these tibree games, but they've

gta basebali team to beat. Nono of
that scandai stuif in mine!"'

This was the situation when the final
series oponed on the Blue Sox field.

On the first day the Sox alighited
ipon Cunningham, the Reds' spithall ar-
tist, and hammered him, for four runs
n the opening inning. The bits were
nearly aill dean drives. A thousand
miles away the Grays were doing the
ame thing to their opponente.
On the second day the Bluie Sox, still

.itting like fiends, drove two Red pitch-
rs to the bencli, inning by a score of
leven to throe. The Grave won their
lst game by a shut-out score. Tt was
11l up to the final game.
Catterson, alwavs an early riser,

icked up the morning papers at break-
Ft on the tliird day, and thereby
i ned his appetite. On every sporting

a g,ýe he found an article telegraphed.
îorn bis home town. Tt began:
Are the ]Rede throwing the pennant to

'aly?
The afternoon newspaper menî foi-

owed hard on the trail. Tley wanted
"know what Manager Catterson had
"say, and -,Nhen lie said what was in


