
The Making of a Champion

"You'd better look -out," came a voice fromn Scrubby's direction,
"Bruiser Young's here, ..nd he's going to lick you."1

By Gene MacLean

*CHOOL had been dismissed. A
whooping horde of saal boys
and a decorous group of
small girls poured from oppo-
site doors of the old brick

building and moved toward the gaie..
It was a warm day in December, of

the sort that cornes sornetimes to break
the course of central Ohio winters. A
breath from the south stirred the withcr-
ed leaves upon -the trees into factitions
dancings, and filled -the cbjîdren witlî
longings for marbies, jumping ropes,
scrub bail and wood tag.

"You're it!" shrieked a little boy, slap-
ping one of his seniors of the sixth-year
grade upon tMe back. "You're it! Can't
catch me! e

But the boys of the Siith ignored his
sally. They were solemnly converging at
the gate. Outside the fence the girls
were standing in a silent group, and
gazing intently at a boy and girl wbo
stood together on the sidewalk. The boy
svas shifting awvkwardly from one leg
to the other and niaking vain endeavors
to gracefully dipose of his hands while
he made bashful return to the Iaughingý
chatter of the girl. She wvas a daintxy
little creature, with long, curling braids

would enable him to enter the Ilouse
puffing beneath the weight of a bucket
of coal, and thereby evade explanations

'lle manoeuvre demoralized the enemy

as to why hoe vas late from school. The
alley lîad been lately coated witli gravel
and lie scuffed up a inass of sand and
snîall stones as lie ùeared the barn-door.

"I bâtter get out my sling-shot," lie
reflected. "1-

He came to a dead stop before the
door. Facing himi, printed in scrawling
characters, wvere the outrageous words:

,,Phillip and Qucenie."

He saw a conlinght or the roe rusIiing- upon him, led by Bruser Younlg

A weII flled barn-A weI
5tocked stable - -and a
pipe weII filled with>-
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PLUG SMOKING TOBACCO

We stelox
IXTEN you wind and -set Big Ben at.VVight, you put an inexpensive clock on
the same job a high-priced watch- held down
ail day.

SThe responsibility is even greater! Your
alarm flot only must keep time but- it must
cail you on time.

'Westclox are good thnekeepers and alarms
combined. ' They're- handy, dependable house-
hold cloc1ks. More than one in a home is
getting to be the rule. Several cloicks save
many steps.

We're doing ourbest tomeet the big demand
for Westclox. .But we must keep a close eye
on quality. For it was quality that created
this demand.

Western Clock Co.-makers of Westclox
La Salle& PeruIll., U. S. A.

He drew a long breath. It wais not
hard to trace tbe insuit. Qucenie Bowser,
a little sioven wvlo lived at the far edge
of the towmi, as a butt for sclîoolyard
quips anti sallues, and wvas deemed utterly
beneatlî the notice of the smali aristoc-
racy of' Crayville. Some contemptible
trifler, jealous of bis new-found favor,
ý%vith Lola Camneron, had conceived this
slantier antd plotted to make a -mocic and
a bym-ord of Iimi in the Sixth. Bitterly
lie saw it ail.

At this momnent, Petey Martin, Phiip's
comnrale, in school, mnade a fortuitous ap-
Pearamîce at the end of the alley. Philip
îiicked up a stone and bounced it olr
Petey's lîead. He ivas sure tbe assault
wvouid not be wastedj. 1He did not pause
to iliquire if tbe Martin boy wvas respon-
,silu for the~ legend on tbe barn. In bis
profound knowlc<lge of Crayville niethods
lie "-as a-are that even if Petey had
iiot actual] v writtcn it, lie îvould shortly
but'oîule olî of thic jeening crowd tbat
would uxploit the jest.

Ilo listunced to Petey'' hlowls of pain
as theustiieken vouth fled-up the street.
Whvu îthuvliîad d(ied a*ay, he miade

l>i(')aat<umsfoi- the inevitable battle.
Rl-tifui-uv ucts itfoi-thie eneîny WOUld
slhortlI-be u ohaia, lic w-as quite surv.
aruuuul antid with fu 'knoNvledg-e of tut-
liatufuilelgemîd that Petey had fou"(u
hini ruading on the barn door. HastilNy
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and rosy cheeks thut glowed brigbter-as
she talked.

The small boy who had attempted to
institute the game of tag, graspedl the
situation iýnà burst into explosive deni-
onstration of the fact.

"Lola's Philip's gir-r-nl," he chanted.
"Lola's Philip's gir-r-n 1"

The children paid no attention to him,
but watchied thie boy and girl inove
slowly away toward home. Twvo young-
sters from the feminine cluster outside
the gate even followed after, making
verbal note of the fact that I 1ola, mount-
ing the higfli curb across >hle street,
toucbied Pbiilip for a înom*it on the
sleeve by way of assihting Wrself. Thiis
same pair viewved the paîrting at LoIa's
front steps, and -saw the boy kicking
confusedly at a tuft of.belated grass as
he said good-by, and writhing with
embarrassient as lie backed awav.
Later, wl'ben lie came past, %vliistlin-
shrilly they stood aside and delivered a

"L.ola's Philip's grri.
The boy wvas secretly pleased. This~

rveognîtion of bis status Nvas not uni-
gratifving-, for the chant thuy rundurud

,bad beeun truc onlv sincu *vestcrdlaY.
But lie tiung- ba-k a ca.sual, -'YnuYu (,a

ian! " as lbu uonttinuid i., inlodY and bis
mnardi.

He executed amn ulabomaàtu titour aromid
the block in w'hicli be lix-ed, andi ap-
proaclîed biis home from the ruai-. Thîis

i s.'


