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baseball player because he
ooded the mouey. There was a time
when he played the national game for
He began as ¢ne star pitoher
figh achool nine and when he was
seventeen years of age he was white.
and
own with two
and three hits. Then he went to a
1

love.
ofa

waehing semi-pro

izations
letting real leaguers

universite where he wmade b

very much either. Yet
G. Audubon and Slug are one and the

!‘P person,
He called himselt Hardy whem he
» a P feo b 1 hm
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the new man woul mot do,

od idea and their voloes hoM
of the first game two hundred '
lars” were after the new right flelder,
and ¢ pleased them to eee that Hard:
renntt‘d their effonts,

bis head to die. He loft u farge fam.
rger wortgage, and young
packed his traps and dis.

fly and a da
G. Audubon
eppeared, to turn up & thousand miles

away as Slug Hardy, the star pltcher

of a professional team.
He was a' gensation for two

partly because he souid wrap a ball
around a batter's weck and partly be
eause he could hit at & 840 clp fram
one end of the seasom to the other,
and wallcping pitchers are rare birds

AL twenty Hardy was a veteram
Pitcher and beglhning to feel the ef.
He would
have been an exploded phenomenon

foot of too much wonk.

&t twentytwo but for his furesight,

He knew that there comes a time to
strongest

eyery pitcher when the
wing weakens and she former stay iy
loft out oy the hill with nothing but a
glove and a prayer, so he prepared
bimsel! for & new pustuicn,
Dy after day “Dusty” Moles, hie
chum, put in his spare time hitting up
“fungoes” to the outfleld, and Hardy
galloped after them., When Slug was
ready 1o stop pitohing he was a eea-
soned outflelder,sand it wes a¢ an out.
flelder that he joined the Blue Sox and
entered the big league.
The was only one thing the matter
with Slug. He was bom without a
sonse of humor. On the other hand,
Jehn Henry Patriok Cablaban; “Jaggy”
Calluhan ‘of blessed memory, had too
much humor. That wae where the
trouble started.
Jaggs was not the woret fellow in
the world, and not the best, either.
His humor, langely of the slapstick
varfety, often palled upon his team
mates, but they endured him because
he could pitch a baseball in geven dit-
ferent languages.
His begt joke was the one he saved
up for whiskered yokels at country
statlons. When the train stopped,
Juggs would spy out a bucolic loafer
with long whiskers and beckon him to
approach, engaging him in close com-
versation about the town and the price
of roal estate, Still talking when the
train began to move, Jaggs would lean
far out of the window, entagle hds iron
tingerw in the rustic’s veard, and hold
on for dear life. The sight of the
outraged citizen, racing along and
screaming with pain and rage, was
one which never failed to flf Jaggs
with pleasure. Somet the pitch.
er lost his grip. Sometimes the yokel
lost his lace curtains, but whatever
happened it was a very fine joke.
The first encounter between Jaggs
and Hardy shows what a small thing
may put a ball player “in wrong" with
his associates. When a player begine
by getting “in bad” he nearly always
gets out worse, Hardy got out worse,
Jaggs selected the big, red-faiced
white-eyebrowed stranger as the soft-
est thing among the recryits,
scrapped an acqueintamce with him,
One evening on the hotel porch at the
training camp, Jaggs told his famous
story of the goat and the tin oam.

and | ter,

side influence,
The constant chorus of “TMa Oan!

wortied him., Hvery thme. the ball
was hit in his direction there went up
& sarcastic chorus. The boy was
unused to this sort of treatment. In
the town where he had proviously
played he had been somewhat of & io
oal deity. A bad cigar had been nam.
ed after him, and small boys followed
him about the streets. He had never
been a grandstander, dbut it 18 one
thing to play ball before a friendty
orowd and quite another to do one's
best when that best brings only jeers
and abuse.
Hardy began to make inexcusdble
errors. He mislaid his batting eye,
and swung wildly at “bad ones.” Op-
pesing pitchers quickly diagnosed his
Case,

“The busher
they said.
Overanxious, and fretted until his
nerves were raw, Hardy played ilike
4 wohoolboy, lost his stride entirely,
and brought down upon himself the
wrath of those stern censors of the
press who edit the most interesting
Page of the paper. The writ
ers began to howl for his reloase
Hardy woulda't do, they ewid, and
they said it in headlines,
‘Wise old Bén Daly, manager of the
club and team captain as well, a great
inflelder in spite of o dash of gray
over hig temples, tried to put some
heart into the recrutt,
“You've let the knockers get you
going,” he said. “Didn't they chase
Dillon out of Loutsville years ago,
and didn't he play three times as well
a8 soon as he struck a new town?
There wesn't anytheng the matter
with Dilion, onlly they got his goat,
and they kept it. There dsn't anything
the matter with you, either. You'll
hit your stride one of these days, and
show these flannel mouths what a reg
ular outflelder looks like,
ledd!”

Hardy shook his head,
“l don't know what's the matter
with me. 1 go up there to hit, and |
can't see a ball any more.”

“You only think eo,” soothed Daly.
“Don't you think I kivow & sweet hit:
ter when I see one. Why, | never saw
& man show up better i spring train.
ing! You're just worried, that's all
that adls you. Forget it! You'll get
started one of ﬂ;‘m days."

A ot .

is swinging at ‘em,"

1" the
days la-

“These fellows don't .want me in
this town,” said Hardy to the mam-
ager. ‘“They mever di§ want me,
They've been kuocking me from the

nk C
moming papers howled a faw

rooters on
the rightdleld bledchers decided that

If & dosen basebali tans eelect a fix.
out, they
can do almost anything. By @he end
‘regur

y

Tin Can!” got on Hardy' nerves and
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'Old

who traveled with the Blue
Box, commented upon the starthng
in Hardy's playing.

“Mist’ Callahan,” said OM Folks,
while he was working on what Joggs
referved to as “the old soup bone,
the same being the scucy arm, ‘huc
Mist' Hardy to git that triple
when the bases vn:’x densely populat:

i

g

oome.

-

% s

oruit. Hardy, diepirited and douwbtful

mosphere as
clubhiouse at the park.
walking into the heant
family, By the time he was ready for
the fleld he felt better acquainted
with ¢he Reds than he hed ever been
With the Blue Sox. The Reds had no
foolish pride; they hed been walloped
80 hard and so often that they had
d to be phil 1 about it.
Bunbwwumoreorha-ollm
to them and to the whole town.

Y was dropped into sixth posi-
tlon fn the batting order, and dt hap-
Pened that when he went to bat -for

men were on the

the first time two
fans were roaring

bases, and the local
for a hit,

JCome on, Blondie!” they yehed,
‘Come on, boy, and give ue a hit!"
The welcome warmed the neweom-

er's heart. “Lightning Bug” Mattin,
the opposing pitcher, had worked
against Hardy before, and held mno
high of s, He * f

opinton ‘groo
the first ball, and Hardy “pulled” it
down the first-base Hne Itke a flash
of lght. It was a cracking double,
ond it drove a brace of rums to the
bench, and Httle Moles screamed him.

self hoarge,
“Didn’t 1 tell you tuts bind was a
ball player?” he said. “On, I guess he

can't hit mor nothing!

N-oo! He's

Hardy, silent and by na:|stant. If it hadn’t been for that tin. pentectly miserable, he is!*

ture, overlooked the improbability of| can thing—" and Hardy broke off| Catterson grinned and looked up in

the incid and d hd miserahly, the air. He was what Ben

solely with the baseball problem fn| “Tell me the truth,” he said. “Are|Daly would say when he discovered

volved. these fellows right about me? Am|that the Red discdrd wae a4 man with
“Y' see, it was Hke this,” said Jaggs.|1 too slow for this company?"’ & sold dvory skull, mahogany legs,

“I was playin’ right fleld that day, an' Daly swore heartily. and & glass arm,

this blame' goat kept edgin’ in an'| “You've stumped, that's all. If you| The next morning the Blue Sox,

edgin’ in—you know how them coun:|could only gét going once, you|on tour, examined the box scores over

try fair ball grcunds are; ho fences
or nothin'—-and he got in my way.
chased him, an' he picked up the can
Be was nibblin’ at and started to run
ward the diamond. Just then Ma.
einviss hits a lime drive right down
over firet, an’ the baul It square in
tie can an’ stuck! Maginniss tried to
make a home run, but | got him.”
“Ball rolled 7" suggosted Hardy,
“Nope,” said Jaggs. “Had to git
i out with a can opener atterward. 1
Just picked up Mister Goat, run to the
home plate, an’ touched the goat's foot

to the rubber. ?* The umps al
lows as how M lss 18 out!”
There was a deep

silence, and then

That settled §t. The new man was
a farmer or worwe, Harcy was amaz:
ed when he saw the papers from the
home town. The war correspondents
#eized upon the incident of the goa!
and the tin can, and made it good for

anywhere from two sticks t0 a whole | kike you personally, I'd probably send
oolum, Hardy was angry. He re|you out to some minor league, but I've
proved one of the reporters, #ot a notlon that you'll get into your

“But 1 didn’t say all that stuf!”
he vpersisted. ‘It makes me—well,
ridlculous, 1t ‘sn't fair!”

Then that reporter told his fellow
“workers that the new outflelder was
@ rabe who objected to press notices
and had threatened to punch the head
of any correspomdent who took bty

sided, splayfooted outfielder Harmon

it's & good town to play in, and Oat.

#iride one of these days and—well,

said Hardy bitterly.
how decent you have been about this

H

woulda't have any trouble, Quit read-
ing the papers, put some cotton in
your ears when you get out there,
and play some baseball,’”

Handy tried to folow the directions,
but met with flat failure, At the end
of his firet month he was hitting below
140, and the fire had been turned on
Daly. Day after day he was hammen
ed for carrying a counterfeit on the
pay roll, The manager stood #t for
two weeks more, and then he did
something which he expected to re-
gret. %
When the arrangements were com-
pleted he walked dnto Hardy's room
8t the hotel just aw the young man
was golng to bed.

“You know Catterson?’ he asked.
“Well, he wants to trade me that lop-

for you. The Reds have been a tuil-
end team for the last four years, but

terson treats his men well. If I didn't

what do you eay?”
“Anywhere to get away from here,”
“I won't forget

thing, Ben. Most

tame Hghtly between the bars of his

that stiff was laying down

get three hits In asother game this
ceason !
knew
of Ju

“What you tryin' to do? Murder some.
body?"

answered with & bellow which amaged
every man on the Biue team.

shouted. “The
hit

the cantaloupes and coffee,
“Sweet Jemima'!"
Callahan, “What do you know about
this? The Goat gets three hits yes-
terday off Martin! Hey! You #'pose
on us?"
Daly grunted surcastically,

“Well,” sald Jaggs, “I'll bet he don't

He was playin' better'n he
khl‘m yesterday. Just a streak
ck.”

It proved to be a long streak,

ging around the big
, dropped dn for four games with

P fad g

Jagg! and

Hey, you discard!” roared Jaggs,

I

Hardy, dodging about off firet base,

‘Get that one in-your tin can” he
next time I'm going to
you in the eye"

Ben Dal

The Reds gave Hardy a warm wel
His old chum, Moles, was the

Loy

—

ANM

B T S

"'With one last bound, Hardy doubled forward a
shortstop of the club, and he had been
doing a little advance work for the re.

of hits own ability, scented a mew at.
800n as he entered the

P
ejaculated Jaggs

and | beMeved there was a word of truth in
Jaggs changed his mind when the
Blue Sox, swin
circle,
::e u;nuk and lowly Mt.'h Jaggs pitoh-
® opening game of the sertes, and
Hardy, who bad been moved up into
2: “eleanap” position, bussed a Hne
ve
ear for a neat single.

od?  Aodkt
Jaggs grunted and turned over om
the slab. Hendy bad made five hits
off him du two games, which is getting
out of accident and into design,
The season progressed, and the hap-

e ccpt—
an

s 8L

nd dropped
py-goducky 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, end firstdivision teams found
them am unexpected stumbling-block.
Hardy's terrific hitting was attracting
attention, and it began to be broadly
hinted that for once Benjamin Froak-
Ho Daly had made & mistake. The
manager smtled grimly whem the pa-
pers in his own town wegan to cen-
sure him lghtly for allowing such a
“eweet hitter” to escape,

As for the Blue Sox fams, they had
Some trouble dn recognizing Hardy tor
the same man they had once torment.
ed. They roared at him, and remind.
ed him of the goat ane the tin can,
but Hardy only laughed at them with
his thumb at his nose. He was noisy,

aimost cooky.
t fellow would make
trouble if he ever got into his stride?”
asked Daly,

Down the home stretch they went
to the close of the season. The Blue
Box were tied up in a driving tlodsh
with their old encmies, the Grays, By
taking their last three games the Blue
Sox could win the pennant, even if
the Grays won their last two, which
Seemaed likely, as no pitchers seemed
10 be able to withstand the terrific on.
slaught of the heavy end of the Gray
batting order.

Ourded up in the corner of a Pullmen
stoking compartment, Handy read the
sporting pages, and turned the situa-
tion over in hin mind. ¥ was pretty
tough luck, he thought, to have to play
against & man like Ben Daly in such
& crisls. One more game wom meant
nothing to the Reds. One game lost
meant everything to Ben Daly, A pen.
fDant meant a bonus for the manager,
besides a fat slice of the post-season

rofits

Catterson loafed into the smoking
compartment, and cast an eye over
the headlnes of Hardy's paper.

“1 wish it wae the Grays we had to
Play,” sald Catterson. "1 like Ben
Daly, and I want to see him win out,
but—we've got to spill the beans for
him #f we can. You remember what
an awful belch thore was two years
ago when they said the Pinks laid
down to let the Grays win? 1 never

that, but the scores made it look bad,
Cost the Pinks a barrel of money the
Dext season, though. Jeerusalem! I
wish it was any man but Daly!”

Hardy looked at tne fiying lanscapo,
one knee doubled up, and his bony
#hin in his powerful hands. , Cattor
son had been putting his thoughts in.
to words.

“My own brother couldo’t have been
whiter to me,” said the boy at last.
“1 owe him a lot; more than I can
éver repay, but—oh, thunder! You
know what I meas. I'll do the right
thing 1f t dreaks a leg!”

“Good stuff!” said Catterson. *1
hope we drop these three games, dut
they've got a baseball team to boa,
None of that scandal stuff tm mine!”

Was the sitmation avhen the
n.Mu series opened on the Blue Sox

On the fist day the Sox alighted
Upon Cunwingham, the Rads' spithall

pitchers, Catterson picked Thomas, a

curves. Ben Daly chose Callahan as

breaking strain amnd the Reds sullen
and deflant,

fast strike on Moles, the firet man to
face him; a great roar went up from
twenty thousand rooters and eighteen
wen settled down to the final contest,

out a ecore.
in his loose-jointed, ungainly fashiom,
kept dropping his slow twisters across
the plate, and the heavy-hitting Sox
flubbed them along the ground or
popped them into the air,
ball was hit to the outfleld. Thomas
had “something on the ball” and, for
that matter, so had Jagge Callahan,
who was pitching for his Mfe and the
Ppost-season money thrown in,
fourth inning, after Hardy had doubled
¥ cemtre, Jaggs fanned two .men, re.
tiring the side amid thunders of ap-
plause,

twenty thousand on thelr feet, ‘pulling
for hck.”
wrong side, for Parmish, of the Sox,
slammed a Hne drive fnto a lightning
double play.

and spectators keyed up to a savage
pitch.
pennant and everything which goes
with one; the Reds were fighting for
their reputations,
the elghth Jaggs abused
mates ke pickpockets,

#iifls 7 he growled.
and hold these tramps down to three
hits for eight inmings, and you won't
stake me to a single ace! (Give me one
run and I'll win this game!”

there bhad not been

artist, and
runs fu the opening inning. The bit

the same thung to their oppoments,
On th

8o0re of cieven to three.
won their last game by a shutou
scure. It was all up to the finai game.

Catterson, always an eary

fug page he found an article telegrapa
ed from Lis aome town. It bewan:

to Daly?

=3,
both hands to his shoe tops.”

lowed Lard on the tra®. They wanted
to know what Manager Catterson hud
to suy, und when he said what was in
his mind they found that they could
not print it,

“This aricle mentions Hardy” caid
ome of the reporters. “He's known to
b2 very triendly with Ben Daly, and
that may have given mise—"

Catterson exploded with & mighty
roar,

“Snmething will give you & rise im
about three seconds!" he said. "It
will be this number twerteen boot of
mine! Now, get out of here!"

Naturally that young mamn, in & two-
bolumun erticle, pointed out that Cat-
terson flew into a nage when ques-
tioned about the statement from his
own town. The Hardy incident drew
8 subliead, and his friendship with
Daly was mentioned.

It was an angry team which ‘trotted
out for the warmingup practice before
the last game of the season. Catter-
son had been reading the rot act to
his men.

Weat if there ain't a wond of truth
in 1t? I know it, and you know it, but
if these fellows beat us by & big score
this afternoon, we'll never hear the
last of . Let's dig #n and show ’em
some basebaill!”

Wihen % came tfme to choose the

tall left-hander with slow, puzzling

the one best bet. The game opened
with the Blue Sox keyed up to the
Callahan whipped over a lightning.

Inning after inning slipped by with.
Thomas, flapping about

Hardly o
In the

The last of the seventh <aw the
The lck came, but to the

The end of the eighth found players
The 8ox were fighting for a
During the last of
his team

"What hate I got to do for yoy
“Here 1 go out

To the end of the eighth tnning

Soee®
bemmered him for four

were nearly all clean drives. A thou-
< -| sand miles away the Grays were doing
Folks,” the negro|

e second day the Blue Sox,
stil hitting “ke flends, drove two Rted
pilchers to the behch, winning by a
Tha YUrays

riser,
picked up the morning pepers at break.
fast on ‘he third day, and thersby
ruined his appetite. On everv sport

Are the Reds throwing the pennant

The aficrnoon newspapsr men fol-

oide. Suddenly there came the
“break,” that strange madness which
Bitacks the best ballplayers at times
and spreads like a contagion until the
whole teamn is involved. There wasl]
0o warning. Jaggs, pitching like a
fory, retired two men, and Moles,
known as o dangerous man on the
bases, dropped a pretty bunt along
the third-base lime, catching the dm.
tielders asleep,
Callahan started the trouble. He
ehould have been satiatied to let Moles
meach first base, but when the big pit.
cher sww that the third baseman was
not moving on the play, he raced for-
ward, scooped the ball, and, almost
without looking, hurled it across the
diamond,
Moles would have beaten a perfect
throw; Callahan threw the ball ten
| feet over the first baseman’s head Into
| right. field. Moles, rounding the bag
like a ghost, scuttled along to sec-
ond. The Blue Sox right fielder came
| tearing in, the ball struck the tips of
his gloved fingers, and bounded out of
his hand, falling ten feet behind him.
| Moles, signaled by the coacher on
third, crossed second like a rocket,
|and was almost at third basg when
! the right flelder straightened up and
whipped the ball in the gemeral direc-
tion of the home plate.
caught the contagion, and} as the
satcher ran back for the wild throw,
Moles let out the last link in his
| stocky legs, and sli® over the plate
just as the catcher whipped the ball
savagely to Callahan.
Hardy on the bench found himself
repeating:
“We didn’t do ft!
| selves! They beat themselves!”
Catterson was cursing in a whole-

&

1

t:

| hearted fashion; along the Red bemch

there was no sign of exultation. High
cand clear over the muttering in the
stands rose the joyfur whoop of a lone
Red rooter:

“There goes your old pennant! How
do you like it?”

A loyal home fan reached over and
mashed the offending ome’s hat down
over his eyes, and he lapsed into sud
den silence, chuokling to himself and
muttering now and then under his
breath. It was mo time for foud hil-
arity.

Callahan raved:; the first baseman
threw his glove on the ground and
Jumped on it, and the right fielder
walked around in lttle circles, making
motions with his throwing arm. Ben
Daly alone remained calm. The Blue
Sox got the last man on a pop fly,
and in dead silence the teams chang.
ed sides for the last of the minth.

Hardy, trotting to his position in
the outfleld, passed within ten feet of
Ben Daly. The manager was walking
slowly toward the bench, his cap in
his hand, and it seemed to Hardy that
the man had suddenly grow gray am
oid. There were deep lines in his face,
and all the spring had gone out of his
step. Hardy wanted to speak to him,
but could think of nothing to say, and
80 wisely held his tongue. It was the
boy's first glimpse of a real baseball
tragedy, and it hurt him to think that
this thing had to happen to a man

who had been his friend. He was con-
scious of a thankfulness that he had
had no hand in the play.

In the coacher's box a blue-stook-

inged warrior was yelling that the
Bame was still young

“It’s not over yet!" ne shouted. “Not
over yet!” There was no reassuring

bellow from the grandstand where the

the ball neatly over the third base-
man’s head for a single. The fans in
the stands suddenly came to lfe with
a4 sharp cheer. They screamed mad|ly
when the Red Catcher dropped the
next ball and Harrison slid to second
Like a'flash the temper of the great
sullen crowd changed. It began to
toar for blood. Thomas tried a fast
tnshoot on Kennedy, and
spun around and took the ball be-
tween the shoulder blades. The um-
pire gave him the benefit of the douht,
and Kennedy jogged down to first base
80 much elated that he forgot to limp
Higher and higher rose the yells
from the stande. Thomas's luck was
deserting him at last. Turn about was
fair play. Qilson, the Red catcher,
walked into the diamond and handed
the ball to Thomas. The pitcher went
back into the box, and discovered that
his shoe ndeded tying. The Blue Sox
rooters interpreted all these signs
and yelled to the umpire to make the
Reds quit stalling and play ball.

upon the front of his
knew all about Be
been pitching to
Yyears. Thoma:
about Daly's hi
tainty. He knew
anything anywher

Was to try a fast drop. The
likke & wounded
soon and stri
bo
20N in hot pursuit,
second and Harrison
insane asylum might
Cruited from the grand stand ;
bleacherites were demented

throw his cap in the
voice to the tornado
& baseball miracle
Daly out of his pennant now. Thomas
was breaking;

At any rate whatever happened, they
could not say

He had | baj
saw Daly shorten
handle of the bat,
The next he saw
salling toward him
first baseman’s
a tremendous bellow, whig
to beat down on him

They beat them-

|

fans were sitting huddled together,
still stunned by the magnitude of the
calamity that had overtaken them
Thomas ambled out to the box to
face “Budge”’ Tipton, put in to hit for
Jallahan, Jaggs oould have done no
worse. Budge ewung at two slow ones
and then popped up a weak foul tof
the catcher. Harrisom, the next man
up, took a stnike, and then dropped|

Kennedy | o

» &ripped his war
club between, his knees, patted hias
hands in the dust, amq wiped themy

shirt. Thomas
n Dely. He had
the veteran for seven,
S had meny theordes
itting and only one o8
that Daly might Ty
e.

The battery signals ; Thomas
ball broke
V; broke twa
king in front of the plate
ounded back to the stand, with Qi1
Renmedy reced ta
% third An
have been re«
the
Wb joy,
ould berd«
He wanted to
air and add hie
of gound. Omiy
could cheat Bep

Out in

right field Hardy o
y

estradn  himself.

anyboty could see that,

the Reds had not beens.
rying,

Just then Thomad

@elivered the mext;
I; Hardy, folowi

ing it with his eye,
his gnip on the
and chop wickediy.
of the ball it was
, ten feet over the
head. Hardy heara
h seemed
irom above, and
then he found himself running at top
speed toward the diamond.
The boy realized the sltuation in

one
sickening flash. Daly had chopped
the ball just beyond the infield Be-

fore Hardy there lay

the choice of
two things.

He might “play the ball
safe” by taking # on the firet bound,
but if he did, Harrison would tie the
Score, and it would take a perfect.
throw to catch Kennedy at the plate.
On the other hand, he might try for a
fiy catch. Should he get his hands on
the ball before it touches the ground,
it would be an easy matter to throw
to second base and complete & double
play. - If he tried for the catch and
missed, both men would score and the
game would be over.

Before he had taken two full strides
toward the dfamond, Hardy's dectsion
was made, and in that length of time
he had weighed his chance of reaching
the ball. He would try for the catch,
and if he missed it—wel, it was base-
ball to take the winning chance.

As he raced toward the diamond,
Hardy was conscious of the monstrous
unfairness of the thing Why should
this play be forced on him, of all the
men on the team? Why hadnm't Daly
popped that ball to centre? It would
have been safer there, for the centra
fielder was playing deep Without
taking his eyes from the ball, Hardy
saw that the coachers and base run-
ners were willing to gamble that he

could not make the catch Harrison
was almost t othe plate, Kennedy
Was running down thind, watching
Hardy over his shoulder Confound
Daly!

Hardy measured the shortening
flight of the ball with his eye He
knew if he made that catch it would
be the greatest flelding play of his
life as well as the most important one,

Over the din of the right-field bleach-
ers behind him, the wild hysterica
vells of his old enemies, he ¢
the ancient refrain, lifted now im
umph,

“Tin can! Tin can!”

So they thought he had no chance,
too, did they? Maybe he would show
| them something about fielding a short

hit! That was the spur which car.
ried him over the final forty feet, With
one lagt bound, Hardy doubled fore
ward and dropped both hands to his
shoe tops Something struck the palm
of his glove hand with a stinging
thud, the leather fingens snapped shut
and with the triumphant yell of the
rooters still quivering im the afr Hardsy
straightened up and ranning a few
steps, whipped the ball on a Yine to
Moles, who was waiting om second
base. The end of the game and the
nd of the Blue Sox penmant hopes

came with the sudéenness of a thun-
derclap
Twenty minutes afterwanrd Hardy

was sitting in front of ‘his locker in
the clubhouse. COatterson entered
“Throwing the games, eh!" he said,
“Kid, that was the greatest play ever
made in this town!”

“Oh, shut up!” Hardy buret omt
couldn't do it again in ten yeara'!
wish I'd dropped it!”

i
1

“No." eaid Cattereon softly And
then, under hic breath: “Jeemysadem !
I wish he had!*

(Copyright, 1919,
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