
The Ten-Thousand Dollar Arm By CHARI FSL 
VAN LOAN
Corson waggled bis bat up and dowa 

and took a good epikehold. Ob, whati 
he would do to one between the belâ 
and the stockings! Murder! Gorton 
waited, nervously chopping circles
with his bludgeon, glaring at __
Bruno. Bruno’s face was toward 
plate, and Bruno was in position tû 
pitch, but his eyes were lowered ami 
his face wore an expression of deep 
thought. Corson seised the opportun
ity to paw another hole In the ground 
and rub his right palm against his 
thigh, in order to take a firmer grip 
on the bat Without looking up, 
Bruno stepped suddenly forward andi

To make the situation worse for 
Grubb, the Blue Jays struck a phenom
enal winning streak, which carried 
them through the first division 
to the top for the first time In four 
years. As Grubb had been at consid
erable pains to make enemies out of 
the newspaper men, the sporting writ
ers at once pointed out that but for 
Grubb's obstinacy and bull-headedness 
the team might have been In front 
much sooner.

The lefrifleld bleacherites—why Is it 
that all the Insurgent fans sit behind 
third base?—began attacking Grubb 
every time he appeared on the coach
ing lines, and they made his life a mis
ery to him.

This was the situation when the 
Blue Jays came winging home for the 
four games which were to close the 
season. As luck had it, the four 
games were with the club which was 
crowding Grubb's men hard for the 
pennant—the Canaries, so called be
cause it was believed they had once 
shown a streak of yellow.

There was nothing yellow about the 
way the Canaries twittered when they 
rolled into town, needing three games 
to win the flag. They modestly an
nounced that they would win all four, 
and the local fans bowled.

Old Brnno hud been parboiling his 
ten-thousand-dollar arm tor a week, 
and was far from satisfied with fta 
condition. He had pitched a hard 
game on the road—twelve Innings— 
and he felt it from elbow to shoulôer 
and back again. Though he massaged 
himself industriously and worked out 
each day, he congratulated himself up
on the fact that "Heinie” Pittman, 
“Beau'' Nash, and “Dud" Belcher, ali 
leliable pitchers, were going well.

Nash led off tor ihe Blm Jays, ant! 
the Beau won his game on cannon-ball 
speed. Dud Belcher went in tor the 
second game, and sustained a defeat 
in eleven Innings.
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Jays—that famous minor-league club 
which sends so many youngsters to 
the big league and takes veterans In 
exchange—the first thing that the re
cruit was likely to ask was, "Whidto 
is him?”

Nobody pretended to misunderstand 
that question. The players would point 
out a tall, thin man, with a wrinkled 
forehead and hair turning gray at the 
temples, and the recruit would look his 
fill with reverence and some awe in 
his eyes. “Him" was none other than 
the great and only Bruno Smelzer— 
"Bruno of the Ten-thousand-dollar 
Arm;" and our fathers cheered them
selves hoarse over him.

To do the recruits Justice, it was not 
the sight of one of the former great 
c nes of the diamond which moved 
them so strongly, but the thought that 
old Bruno was still pitching winning 
ball—'still getting away with it," as 
they said.

if Bruno had an eccentricity, it lay 
in the almost Idolatrous worship which 
he bestowed upon his ten-thousand-dol
lar arm. If that be an eccentricity, then 
a red fox is eccentric. It was nothing 
but the extravagant care which Bruno 
lavished upon his aged wing which 
made it possible for him to outlast 
every other left-hander in the business 
— and all the right-handers save one.

From the day when a major-league 
manager paid an unheard-of price for 
Bruno and his left arm, Smelzer had 
been a sensation.
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os>lion to ’em myself. If you tried to do 
it you’d put 'eto all up in the air.”

When the Blue Jays arrived at the 
clubhouse they found it empty. Bruho 
was out behind the bleachers, pitching 
to the groundkeeper's fifteen-year-old 
son. He put in an appearance, ex
plained the situation, and issued his or-

"Nash, you'll start And. Belcher, I 
want you warming up right through 
the game, in case anything should 
happen. If Beau has what he had on 
Wednesday, there won’t be anything 
to it; but I want you to he there ready 
to hop in."

The Canaries sent in their pet and 
pride, "Whitey" Collier, and the Blue 
Jays fell upon him like a flock of 
chicken hawks. In the third inning

Grubb’s Fatal Mistake.

On the third day poor Charlie Grubb 
offered his overladen back to the last 
straw. The score was a tie at three 
apiece when the Blue Jays began to hit 
in the eighth Inning—began to hit with 
one Rut and Grubbs coaching off third 
base. McRae and "Skeets" Tilford, 
the two heaviest hitters on the team, 
were coming up. 
fast ball into center field, and was off 
around the bases like a deer. Jimmy 
McLennon, the Canary center fielder, 
played the ball og the fence, and 
when McRae was between second and 
third, the dullest Am on the bleachers 
saw Jimmy relay lo “Wingo" Jones, 
back of second base.

"Hold him! hold him!" howled 
"Piggy" Powell, who was coaching be
hind first base.

Grubb lost his head completely, and 
signaled McRae to keep on to the plate 
and the boy had no choice but to obey 
the manager. Wingo Jones whipped 
the ball home thirty feet ahead of Me
diae—as needless a slaughter as was 
ever seen on a professional diamond.

Coming from any coacher in the 
world, the blunder would have been 
inexceusable; coming from poor Char
lie Grubb, it nearly precipitated a riot 
and the demonstration swelled tenfold 
when Skeets Tilford drove ont the 
single which should have scored Mc
Rae from third. And if that was not 
enough, the Canaries banged out the 
winning run in their half of the ninth. 
Grubb’s error of Judgment—picking 
the kindest name tor it—had thrown 
away a cinch on the" pennant, aru4 
Heine Pittman, who had pitched a re
markable game, came near weeping in 
the clubhouse.

The next morning Dave Bullen was 
called out of his bed to answer the 
telephone. He was informed that his 
manager was seriously ill at his hotel. 
The overwrought nerves had given 
way under the st rain of months of crit
icism. abuse and innuendo, and the 
doctor In charge of the case promptly 
killed any hope that the manager 
might be able to appear that afternoon 
at the park.

"A nervous breakdown, Mr. Bullen."
“I have had this

Bruno Signs With Blue Jays.

Bruno lasted several seasons as a 
big leaguer; and then slipped quietly 
away to the minors—the trainl 
school tor comers and the graveyard 
the has-beens.

He signed with the Blue Jaya be
cause
home town. The old-time baseba.ll 
player likes warflf weather—the warm
er the better. That heat loosens his 
aged points, supples his tired old arm, 
and takes the kinks out of his rheu
matic legs so that he Is able to prance 
and cavort about the diamond like a 
recruit

For the first few seasons the old-tim
er found that his arm was still equal 
to the task of mixing curves and speed 
for nine innings; but after that he 
depended more and more upon his 
head, coaxing his ten-thousand-dollar 
arm with every artifice at his com
mand. Perhaps no man ever made a 
more exhaustive study of the art of 
cutting down the number of pitched 
balls to the minimum and lasting nine 
innings with the least possible expen
diture of energy, 
master of every annoying 
which a pitcher "sneaks over a strike 
ball" upon a dangerous hitter; an^he 
lay awake at night planning new 
strategies, always with an eye to sav
ing his arm as much work as possible.

The curve ball, of course, was hard
est upon his arm; so, as time went on 
he pitched very tew of them—and then 
simply to prove to the batter that he 
still had a “bender." When Bruno 
stopped to spit, the catcher knew that 
the curve was coming—and it broke 
Smelzer’s heart to throw one.

Charlie Grubb was the manager and 
team captain tor the Blue Jaye, who 
held his job In spite of the fact that 
he was always at war with the owner. 
Dave Bullen. Charlie did not have 
any particular love for Bruno, and 
would have been glad to rid himself of 
the veteran ; but the only time he men
tioned this to Bullen, he ran headfirst 
into ft stone walk Bullen did not often 
put his foot down; but when he did 
there was an end to the argument.

Smelzer’s Position Assured.

you listen to me,"said the 
"You let that old boy alone; 

understand. He won six hundred and 
sixty-seven per cent, of his games last 
vear, and that makes him a good pit
cher—as good as we’ve got. And even 
if he couldn't pitch a lick on eerth, 
he’s worth his salary for what he can 
teach these new kids breaking in. He's 
got more baseball savvy than you or 
any other manager in this league, and 
there's just one tiling you cata’t do 
and get away with—start a row wjth 
Bruno. You lay off him, Grubb. An^ 
another thing—any time he comes to 
you and says lie's ready to pitch, you 
send him in. He’s the best judge of 
when he’s ready, and i won’t have 
you ordering him out there when he 
doesn't feel like working. That goes, 
and don’t you forget it!"

Grubb was furious. He complained 
that Bruno would upset the regular 
routine of the pitchers who worked in 
turn; but, by special dispensation, 
Bruno became a law unto himself.

Bruno -figured that he should pitch 
thirty times a season, and he prepared 
himself for each contest as carefully 
as a debutante prepares for her com- 

This preparation,

McRae slammed a
As McLennon Took Hia Eyes Off the Pitcher, Steve Leaped Forward.

they rattled out a volley of safe hits when tJbslipped over the flrri strike, 
and piled up four runs. Whitey went! but the roiile » .on ?'.*-.J fr-i'Q a'-- !•» 
to the bench and Oscar Petersen re- lhe ten-thornaud-doilar arm, so long

coddled and nursed ar.d netted like a out!" 
spoiled child, was sending in its sharp 
protest. Brui,o set his jaw with a time 
lock and thanked whatever gods hj 
knew that the "old control was still

3t over came the ball, taking Corson en* 
tirely by surprise.

“A peach!" aaid Umpire Burke. "Yep
of the warm climate of their

(
placed him in the box. The inning 
slopped abruptly.

In the fifth inning the hitting start
ed on the other side of the diamond. 
The Canaries were gauging Nash's 
speed and meeting it solidly. With 
the bases filled, one man in and 
one out, Bruno flagged the Beau, and 
sent Belcher to the rescue. Luck help
ed Belcher to get the next two men 
at the cost of no more than an addi
tional run. Score: Blue Jays, 4; 
Canaries, 2.

In the sixth, the Canaries continued 
to hit, and drove in their third run on 
three singles. Brilliant fielding cut 
them off just short of a tied score. 
Steve Sullivan, who was catching, 
came hack to the bench dripping wet.

The Blue Jays on the bench howled 
with delight, the infield sent up a scat
tering volley of yells, and the fana 
hopped up and down. Corson went 
back to Lhe bench, tearing up the turf 
with his lagging spikes, for all the 
world like a bad little boy dragging hi* 
feet in a dusty road.

"A-h-b-h!" he growled, when hi* 
team-mates began to blister his tough 
hide with reproaches; "who’d have 
thought that old stiff would have the 
nerve to pull Chat bush-league trick in. 
a tight game like this?"

The pitcher was next on the list, and 
Harry Keane, manager of the Canar
ies, sent in a substitute for Petersen 

big.
Merrill. Merrill was uver-anxious and 
very nervous, and Bruno kept him 
waiting a long time. Then he sent up 
such a discouraged, wabbly sort of a 
ball, that Merrill afterward swore 
that he saw the trade-mark on the 
horsehide turn over nine times on its 
way to the plate. This gave him plen
ty of time to think what he was going 
to do to that trade-mark, which was 
Bruno’s idea, a "floater" being the 
most effective ball in the world against 
a nervous batter. About the time that 
Merrill really made up his mind to 
tear the trade-mark loose, he fouled 
that dinky offering over the grand

"Huh—strike!" said Burke
Merrill thumped the platf with hi*

What happened to McLennon.
Photograph of Charles E. Van Loan Characteristically Autographed.

T! s nervous fan» chirked up marvel
ously when the first hitter splashed out 
via third base, and the second one 
fouled to Sullivan. The third batter— 
and this was the demon Jimmy Me
la nnon. whose hitting was taking hint 
to the big league next season—lined a 
single into center and presumed upon 
his luck to Lhe extent of attempting to 
steal second base. The Honorable 
Stephen Sullivan came up on his toes 
with a perfect throw, and the chesty 
outfielder perished in a cloud of dust 
and a whirl of arms and legs—Sulli
van to McRae.

The Blue Jays succeeded in getting 
two men on the bases in their half of 
the seventh, but Billy Keith, the first 
baseman, sent a line drive fairly at the 
shortstop's head. Instinct caused that 
young man to throw up his hands to 
save his face—and the ball stuck, was 
passed on for a double play, and the, 
side was out.

"Take that horseshoe out of your 
pocket!" vociferated the faithful re
tainers on the bleachers. "You ought 
to be arrested!"

Bi-uno wriggled through the eighth 
.nning somehow. He was holding the 
Canaries, but his arm was totaling the 
cost, for him as well as a cash register 
might have done the job. Every ball 
cost him an effort, and the pain in the 
shoulder was becoming . unbearable. 
The redoubtable Wingo Jones doubled 
after two men were out, but the next 
inau poked a weak infield fly, and 
Bruno trudged back to the bench with 
the blessings of the multitude thunder
ing after him.

"I’ll be ail winter getting the old girl 
back into shape again," he mourned to 
Sullivan, as he slipped into his thick- 

"You shut up!" snarled Sullivan, est white sweater and selected his 
•These fellows have been murdering bat. Bruno at the bat was more or 
speed today. Bruno will make suck- less of a joke, and Oscar Petersen re- 
ers of ’em. See if he doesn’t." fused to waste time with the old man.

"Can you do it?" asked the catcher Ho curved three strikes over for Smel- 
anxiously, when Smelzer came back zer, and Bruno limped back to the 
to the bench. "How's the arm?" bench. Not for anything would he 

"Sore," said Bruno briefly. “I’m have taken a hard swing at a ball, 
taking an awful chance, Steve; but if I Two more Blue Jays were plucked in 
leave Dud in there they'll just about quick order, and Sullivan helped to 
knock him endways next inning. 1 peel off the pitcher’s sweater, 
guess t>v old girl will stand three in- "Well, Steve," said Bruno, "it looks 
nings nil right, and the control’s there as if this one-run lead will have to do 
That's the main thing. We'll work us!" 
th«t mask trick on 'em if we get a 
chance. I haven’t tried it against this 
citil) since June."

When Umpire Burke made the un

done credit to a Turkish bathhouse; 
they knew that Bruno was "reading 
up for a game." He was sure 'to be 
sitting by the stove, stripped to the 
waist and soaking in the terrific heat 
like a salamander.

The other players complained of the 
heat in the club house—and well they 
might, for the weather was usually hot 
enough to suit any on 
never paid the slightest attention. One 
o’clock was the hour set for "limbering
up-” pHpl
arm through a gentle course of calis
thenics, bending the elbow and stretch
ing the muscles for half an hour. Th*u 
out would come a two-quart glass jar 
of the precious "dope" with which 
Bruno would smear his left arm from 
wrist to shoulder, not forgetting the 
back muscles.

Scientific massage treatment was 
rext on the program. The rubbing, pat- 
ting, pinching, kneading, and slapping 
of the ten-thousand-dollar arm would 
continue for some time. By long prac
tice, Smelzer had learned how to get 
at every muscle which had anything 
to do with the working of his most val
uable member.

The Blue Jays of seven years ago 
will never forget what happened when 
Major Bones, newly appointed as of
ficial rubber, joined the club. Major 
Bones was a young negro who had 
worked In a Turkish bathhouse long 
enough to get the Idea that what he 
did not know about massage treat
ment was not worth bothering to 
learn. He was also ambitous to please 
and it shocked him to see one of the 
players rubbing his own arm. The 
major leaped to the conclusion that 
Bruno was doing his own work lie- 
cause the former rubber had been in
competent.

• Jus' you lemme have that ol’ ahm, 
suh." said the major, by way of intro
duction. "I’ll show you uhow 
rub Misteh Kid McCoy!"

would work for forty-five minutes, aff- 
etf wsich he would put on his sweater 
again and watch the game from the 
sunny end of the bench.

On the second day, the entire pro
cess would be repeated; and on the 
third, if all went well, he would come 
out from behind the bleachers with a 
broad grin on his face.

"She’s there today, boys!" he would 
say. By which he meant that the ten- 
thousand-dollar-arm was ready to earn 
its salary.

Then, of course, Grubb had no alter
native. Smelzer would pitch and Sulli
van would catch. A strong friendship 
t xisted between Smelzer and Sullivan. 
Both were veterans, and Sullivan bad 
taken Infinite pains to learn Smelzer’s 
peculiarities. With "Steve" Sullivan 
behind the bat, Bruno’s little strate
gies reached their highest power, and 
away they would go. with Brunp do
ing the signaling and Steve "hanging 
out" a set of false signals for the 
eoachers to see and tip to the bat-

raw-boned outfielder named
but Bruno

Wanted—A Slow Ball.Bruno was a past 
trick by He would rise and put his left

Bruno." he said."It’s the speed,
"These fellows are hitting speed to
day. Now, if we only had a man to 
go in there with a dink ball------”

Smelzer moved over and questioned 
Belcher.

I pitched my head off to every man 
in that inning," complained Dud; 
"and if you think there wasn’t any
thing on the ball, ask Steve. They hit 
it just the same. Why, that Wingo 
Jones lit on that break ball of mine 
so hard that it nearly picked Piggy 
off his feet. Good thing he held It. eh? 
Oh, these fellows are only luck)-— 
that’s all. They're just shutting their 
eyes and taking a clout at it;”

"Three innings to go,"
Bruno—"three innings."

"SteeYe!" he called. Sullivan mov
ed over and sat dqwn by the acting 
manager. "I’m going out to warm up 
tor a minute," said the old man. ’De
lay this inning all you can.”

Bruno and the change catcher slip
ped out of the side gate as the last of 
the sixth began.

"Is that old fool going in?" demand
ed Nash, still smarting from the pep
pering which he had received.

V >

Their Pet Trick.
bat.

Merrill Lost His GoaLBy years of practice, Bruno had ac
quired alarming proficiency in one 
trick which required Sullivan’s collab
oration. Ordinarily foul balls against 
the grandstand netting were tossed 
back to the catcher by players from 
the bench. When Bruno worked, Steve 
Sullivan did his own retrieving. When 
Steve picked up the ball he would 
toss It back to Bruno, who would at 
once step into the box ready to pitch1. 
Sullivan, returning to the plate, would 
pick up his mask where he had drop
ped it—always behind the batter, and 
from six to ten feet away from the 
plate. As Steve picked up the mask 
he would, address some remark to 
the batter, calculated to extract a re
ply. If die baiter turned his head to 
answer, Sullivan would drop the mask 
and dive into position, for the turn 
of the better’s, head was Bruno’s cue 
to slam the'’'ball ôver for a strike. 
Managers howled, team captains pro
tested, but there was nothing in the 
rules to prevent Smelzer’s throwing 
the ball, and if Sullivan cared to dash 
over and take one without his mask, 
that was Steve’s risk.

thought
Mercy!" said Steve Sullivan.I 

"You're angry, too. aren’t you, Eddie?! 
I'll bet you won't hit the next one at! 
all. If you could hit hard enough toj 
earn your ono-twenty-five a month.! 
Keane wouldn't have been playing you.! 
on the bench all season!"

Now, it was a sprained ankle that! 
sent Merrill to the bench, and Sullivanl 
knew it. The big outfielder spluttered! 
incoherently—and over came the ball.I 
Merrill collected himself for another! 
giant swing—and flew out back of sec4 
ond base.

By this time the fans were in a ter»! 
rifle commotion, and there was consid*! 
trahie excitement on the visitors*I 
bench. Keane was running up anéj 
down in front of hie players and flay
ing them with the rough side of his 
tongue.

"Here's an old man. a thousand!

eaid the physician, 
man under my oare for weeks. The— 
ah—unfortunate occurrence of yester
day undoubtedly hastened matters."

Bullen was at his wit’s end. He had 
no experience in managing a club, and 
Piggy Powell, who had been acting as 
team captain, was really no more than 
the mouthpiece through which Gr;ubb 
had issued orders from the bench. In 
despair, the owner went to the club
house.
morning, yet there was the aged Bruno 
pottering around in his capacious lock-

“ "Now

It was eleven o’clock in the

V V
"You're the man I’ve been looking 

for," said Bullen.list'
“How so?" demanded Bruno, pausing 

with his hands full of stockings.
"I want you to handle the team to

day," said Bullen. "Grubb is down and 
out—nervous collapse."

Bruno whistled. "Hard luck!" he 
said. "Poor old chgrlie! And—I'm t.o 
be the goat. Is that It?"

"You are not! snapped the owner.
"Who else have l got? Who can I put 
tn there to pull us out of this hole?
The boys know you an they respect 
your judgment. I'll give you ali the au- nouncement at the beginning of the 
thority you need. Go In there today seventh, there was a feeble cheer 
and run the team, and If you win this from the stand The fans had an en-
game. I'll give you------" ermous resp >ct ftr the aged Bruno,

but they did not like to see him gam
bling his venerable southpaw against 
a y.ennant. Baseball fans like to see 
speed and wide-breaking curves, ant*. 
Bruno had neither The Oannries wel
comed the announcement wicli deris
ive hoots ani jeers

What Happened to Bonea.

Smelzer grunted in surprise, and 
went on kneading and pinching his 
"biceps. Major Bones pressed his suit 
warmly. When he arrived at the di
rect statement that no mere ball play
er could rub his own arm and do the 
job properly. Bruno, who was a peace
ful soul, and loved quiet so well that 
he would do battle for it. picked up a 
chair and knocked Major Bones head 
over heels through a locker door.

Then he calmly resumed the rub
bing when he had left off.

After massage, Smelzer would get 
Into a heavy woolen undershirt, his 
uniform shirt, and. last of all. a great 
white sweater. Bruno had three 
sweaters for different sorts of weath
er. The first one was as thick as a 
board, and the others were thicker.

Dressed for public appearance, the 
old man would cajole'aome youthful 
catcher into accompanying him out by» 
hind the bleachers, where not a breath 
of air was stirring. Here he would 
shed his sweater and pitch for half an 
hour. If the arm "felt all right," h*

years dead and buried, and you're go
ing to let him win this pennant from] 
you? Are you? What's he got oud 
there today? Nothing but a wish and! 
a prayer! Nothing a-tall! Oh, you're! 
a fine bunch------

iRayburn, the second basemas, see»! 
ing that he was going to get nothing} 
but strikes, chopped at the first one 
and dropped a Texas leaguer over on 
the third-base line and halfway be} 
twen two fielders. He could not have| 
placed it better had he used a mes send 
ger boy, and the throw to second did! 
not come near catching him. Two! 
bases on a Texas leaguer!

"Sap" Halsey, the right fielder, also! 
smashed at the first ball, and drove a| 
vicious liner toward first base. Billw 
Keith knocked it down and chased ati 
ter it, and Bruno, his aged legs work] 
ing like drumsticks, raced over and 
toed the bag ahead of Halsey, all id 
vain, for Keith could not make the 
toss In time. Result: Halsey on find 
and Rayburn on third, ready to stm*U| 

. (.Continuer, on next

"One run is a whole lot when you 
ain't got it," said Steve philosophical
ly. Judging by the "crabbing" on the 
visiters’ bench, the Canaries thought

Grubb’s Waterloo.

Charlie Grubb, second baseman with 
the team tor six year and playing man
ager for four, found his trouble at last: 
A recruit from the wilds of Wyoming 
literally elbowed the boss out of his 
place at second. Charlie had no wish 
to become bench manager, and he 
hung on as long as he could; but ho 
could not çonceal the fact that he was 
no longer hitting in the .275 class, 
and, to make it worse, his legs fi-ere 
going back on him. McRae, the Wy
oming recruit, was not only a sensai 
tional infleliter, but he could hit like 
a Delehanty and he was a streak on 
the bases.

In the end.'the manager was forced 
to retreat, and McRae got his chance 
—and made good.

Corson Thought Them High.

Corson, their catcher, was the stand
ard bearer of their forlorn hope. 
"Rube" Corson was a dangerous batter 
if he could get a ball anywhere be
tween his waist and his knee.». A high 
ball he could do nothing with.

With exasperating precision, Bruno 
"Well, here’s grandpa!" they shout- lobbed over two strikes, each one fully 

»>d "Old man what arc you going to as high as the law allowed. Corson 
do with that thousand dollar curio?" thought they were too high, and bark- 

Bruno set ills spikes in the hex and ed at the umpire. Then he waited, 
Vegan to pitch. V wao the first time swearing savagely under his breath, 
for many years that 1 9 had gone in; ) 
the l ox knowing '.hat hi- arm was not a high falsetto. "Shame on you! I be- 
"right.’’ He was grjnniig cliee-fully lteve you’re angry!"

Bruno Takes the Reins.

’’Cheese! Cheese!" said Bruno. 
"You’ll give me nothing. What do you 
think I am. Dave? Now, let me under
stand this. You put this thing right up 
to me, do you?"

"I do."
"I'm the boss here?"
"You are."
"Well, then," growled Smelzer. *TU 

give you everything I’ve got. Now, you 
duck out of here. Dave, before the boys 
begin to drop in. I'll explain the eitua-

tng-out party, 
which never varied, was quite a cere
monious affair.

When the early birds—and< every
team has two or three baseball "bugs'’ 
who show up at the club house at noon 
-found all the doors and windows 

closed, and were saluted upon entry 
by a withering blast which would have

"Why, Clarence!" said Sullivan, in
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Here is the first of a short series of wholesome, thrilling, 

out-of-door stories, written by the master of sporting stories, 
Charles E. Van Loan. They are worth reading for the stories 

themselves even if it were not for the breath of fresh air and the 

pulse-stirring excitement that they carry.
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