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The Ten-Thousand Dollar Arm

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.

‘Whenever a recruit joined the Blue
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, “Which
is him?”

Nobody pretended to misunderstand
that question. The players would point
out a tall, thin man, with a wrinklea
forehead and hair turning gray at the
temples, and the recruit would look his
fil] 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 dlamond which moved
them so strongly, but the thought that
old Bruno was stil] 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-
1ar 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.

Bruno Signs With Blue Jays.

Bruno lasted several seasons as a
big leaguer; and then slipped quietly
away to the minors—the trainin
school 7or comers and the graveyard o
the has-beens.

He signed with the Blue Jays be-
cause of the warm climate of their
bome town. The old-time baseball
player likes warf 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. Bruno was a past
master of every annoying trick by
which a pitcher “sneaks over a strike
ball” upon a dangerous hitter; angd 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 few 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 for the Blue Jays, who
held his job in spite of the fact that
he was always at war with the owner.
Dave Bulien. 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 & stone wall. Bullen did not often
put his foot down; but when he did
there was an end to the argument.

Photograph of Charles E. Van Loan Characteristically Autographed.
done credit to a Turkish bathhouse;

up for a game.” He was sure 'to be
sitting by the stove, stripped to the
walst 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 one—but Bruno
never paid the slightest attention. One | say.
o'clock was the hour set for “limbering
up.” He would rise and put his left
arm through a gentle course of calis-
thenics, bending the elbow and stretch-
ing the muscles for half an hour. Thyp
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-| gration.
ficial rubber, joined the club. Major| the grandstand
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 We-
cause the former rubber had been in-
competent.

“Jus' you lemme have that ol’ ahm,
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Smelzer's Position Assured.

* «Now you listen to me,said the
owner. “You let that old boy alone;
understand. He won six hundred and
sixty-seven per cent. of his games last
year, and that makes him a good pit-
cher-—as good as we've got. And even

plate.
he would, address some remark

' ie o » ¥ '3 ay i K s “wyr 0 ». s 5 3
it he couldn't pitch a lick on ewrth, | suh,” said the major, by way of intrd| ply. If the batter turned his head to You're the man I've been looking| “Can you do it?” asked the eatcher | Ho curved three strikes over for Smel- | €rable excitement on the visitors'|R
he's W(;l!m his Sillﬂd‘"ybmf ﬁhat' he can | quetion. “I'll _Sh’JW S“Oll'v‘lll‘ﬂw I ust’| answer, Sullivan would drop the mask | for,” said Bullen | anxiously, whe er came back | zer, and Bruno back to the|bench. Keane was running up an‘
{each these new 8 breaking in. He's | rub Misteh Kid McCoy! and dive into position, for the turn “How s0?" demanded Bruno, pausing | to the bench. “How's the arm?” bench. Not would he|down in front of his players and flay-§

got more basebal] savvy than you or
any other manager in this league, and
there's just one thing you can't do
and get away with—start a row with| Smelzer grunted in surprise, and
Bruno. You lay off him, Grubb. Ang| went on kneading and pinching his
another thing—any time he comes to|bhiceps. Major Bones pressed his suit
you and says he's ready to pitch, you | warmly
send him in. He’s the best judge of| rect statement that no mere ball play-
when he's ready, and T won't have|er could rub his own arm and do the
you ordering him out there when he| job properly. Bruno, who was a peace-
doesn’t feel like working. That goes,| fu] soul, and loved quiet so well that
and don't you forget it!” he would do battle for it, picked up a
Grubb was furious. He complained | chair and knocked Major Bones head
that Bruno would upset the regular| over heels through a locker door.
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

What Happened to Bones, to

that was Steve's risk

Grubb’s Waterloo.

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
himself for each contest as carefully | white sweater. Bruno had three
as a debutante prepares for her com-| gweaters for different sorts of weath-
ing-out party. This preparation, | er. The first one was as thick as a
which never varied, was quite a cere- | board, and the others were thicker.
monious affair. Dressed for public appearance, the

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 & withering blast which would have

place at second.

to become bench manager,

no longer hitting

going back on him.

catcher into accompanying him out ha»
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,” he

the bases.

—and made good.
L
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By CHARIFSE.
VANLOAN'

To make the situation worse for
Grubb, the Blue Jays struck a phenom-
enal winning streak, which carried
them through the first division oad
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 leftfield 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 believ y had once
shown a streak of W

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

0Old Bruno had been parboiling his |

Corson waggled his bat up and d
and took a good spikehold. Oh,

he would do to one between the bel
and the stockings! Murder! Corson
waited, nervously chopping circles
with his bludgeon, glaring at o
Bruno. - Bruno's face was toward {8
plate, and Bruno was in position te
pitch, but his eyes were lowered and
his face wore an expression of deep
thought. Corson seized 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 and

ten-thousand-dollar 1 for a week, |
and was far from ¢ ied with fts|
condition. He had pitched a hard|

game on the road—twelve innings - |
and he felt it from elbow to shouldsr
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|

reliable pitchers, wire going well, | tlon to 'em myself. If you tried to do
Nash led off for Bius . and | it you'd put 'em all up in the air.”

the Beau won his game on ¢ on-ball When the Blue Jays arrived at the

speed. Dud Belch ent in for clubhouse they found it empty. Bruno

was out behind the bleachers, pitching
to the groundkeeper's fifteen-year-old
on. He put in an appearance, .
Iplained the situation, and issued his or-
ders,

second game, and sustained a defeat

in eleven innings.

Grubb’s Fatal Mistake. ‘

h, you'll start. And, Belcher, 1|
want you warming up right through |
straw. The score was a tie at three the game, in case anything shnum{
apiece when the Blue Jays began to hit hi}mwu If Beau has what he had on|
in the eighth inning gan to hit with | Wednesday, there won’t be anything
one 8ut and Grubbs = off third | to it; but I want you to be there ready
base. McRae and Tilford, | t0 1}_“1) in.”
the two heaviest hitters on the team, i
were coming up. McRae slammed a
fast ball into center fleld, and was off

@

On the third day poor Charlie Grubb
offered his overladen back to the last

kee ’
naries sent in thelr pet and |
“Whitey” C er, and the Blue |
) fell upon him like a flock of)
chicken hawks. In the third inumgﬁ

As MclLennon Tock His Eyes Off the Pitcher, Steve Leaped Forward.

would work for forty-five minutes, aff-
they knew that Bruno was “reading|etr wsich he would put on his sweater
again and watch the game from the

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

“She’s there today, boys!"” he would
By which he meant that the tem-
thousand-dollar-arm was ready to earn

Then, of course, Grubb had no alter-
native. Smelzer would pitch and Sulli-| Grubb's error
A strong friendship
existed between Smelzer and Sullivan.
veterans, and Sullivan had
taken infinite pains to learn Smelzer's
Sullivan
behind the bat, Bruno's little strate-
gies reached their highest power, and
away they would go, with Bruno do-

“hanging | IDanager was
out” a set of false signals for the
coachers to see and tip to the bat-

By vears of practice, Bruno had ae-

might be able to appear that afternoon and taking a clout at it;” LG ries t his arm was Merrill Lost His Goat
one /| &t the park. “Three innings to £0,” thought| cost for him as well as a
“A nervous breakdown, Mr. Bullen,” | Bruno—"three innings.” mi have done. th - Meroy!” i Steve Sulliv
ig hs ne tk h " 1 Ste Sulli

trick which required Sullivan’s collab-
Ordinarily foul balls against
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 pitch.
Sullivan, returning to the plate, would
pick up his mask where he had drop-| had issued ord
ped it—always behind the batter, and
from six to ten feet away from the
As Steve picked up the mask
to | pottering around in his capacious lock-
the batter, calculated to extract a re-|er.

of the batter's head was Bruno's cue
slam the“ball over for a strike.
Managers howled, team captains pro-| day,” said Bu
tested, but there was nothing in the
rules to prevent Smelzer’s throwing
A the ball, and if Sullivan cared to dash
y. When he arfived at the di-| gver and take one without his mask,

Charlie Grubb, second baseman with
the team for six year and playing man-
ager for four, found his trouble at last:
Then he calmly resumed the rub-| A recruit from the wilds of Wyomin\ | game, I'll give you "
literally elbowed the boss out of his
Charlie had no wish
and he
hung on as long as he could; but he
could not conceal the fact that he was
in the .275 class,
and, to make it worse, his legs ¥ere
McRae, the Wy-
oming recruit, was not only a sensaé
old man would cajoleMsome youthful{tional infielder, but he could hit like
a Delehanty and he was a streak on

In the end,the manager was forced
to retreat, and McRae got his chance | duck out of here, Dave, before the boys

around the bases like a deer. Jimmy

McLennon, the Canary center fielder, they rattled out a volley of safe hits| when r',‘.xl.mycd over the fir:t strike, | over came the ball, taking Corson em
played the ball og the fence, and | 2and piled up four runs Whitey went\ hat the St 2ded frocn pis ! | tirely by surprise

when McRae was petween second and | t0 the bench and Oscar Peter re-| Lhe ten-th dollar arm, so 'umg\ A peach!” said Umpire Burke. “Yep
third, the dullest‘fan on the bleachers placed him in the box. The inning|coddied and vetted like a |

saw Jimmy relay to “Wingo” Jones, | 5K pped abruptly spoiled c u;u.rpi The Blue Jays on the bench howle®

a time | with delight, the intield sent up a scate

back of second base. In the fifth inning the hitting start- | b7

ha | tering volley of yells, and the fans

“Hold him! hold him!" howled|€d on the other side of the diamond. | lock and thanked w
“Piggy” Powell, who was coaching be- The Canaries were gauging I\'ush'a} 3 th old was ~!;!1§ hopped up and down. Corson went
hind first base speed and meeting it solidly. With| t- 2T | back to the bench, tearing up the turf
Grubb lost his head completely, and | the es filled, one man in and | w hwf; lagging spikes, for all
signaled McRae to keep on to the plate | one out, Bl'urm flagged the Beau, and | What itappened to McLennon. | \f\u.ul like a bad little boy dragging his
and the boy had no choice but to obey sent Belcher to the rescue. Luck help-| ‘ i fe ~' ina Y.iix.sly road.
the manager. Wingo Jomes W \ipped ed !;\\1(-3,‘,r to get the next two men | [} s nervouns fans ¢ hirked ‘.”) marvel- | h-h-h he growled, when his
the ball home thirty feet ahead of Mc-| &t the cost of no more than an addi-|0usty when the first h splashed out | team-mates began to blister his tough
was | tional run. Score: Blue Jays, 4;|VYia tard base, and the second one | hide with rep: cl “who'd have

Rae—as needless a slaughter as y =
ever seen on a professional diamond. |Canaries, 2 | :
Coming from any coacher in the In the sixth, !.lu; Canaries continued | #n¢
world, the blunder would have been| to hit, u‘ud drove in t 1ird run on I
inexceusable; coming from poor Char-| three singles. Brilllant flelding
lie Grubb, it nearly precipitated a riot | them off just short of a tied s
and the demonstration swelled ‘u»nt‘nld' Sullivan, who wa catching,
when Skeets Tilford drove out the| came back to the bench dripping wet.
gingle 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.y «ppg
of judgment—picking | “These
the kindest name for it—had thrown| day. Now. if we on
away a cinch on the” pennant, and! g, in there with a !
Heine Pittman, who had pitched a re-| gy |
markable game, came near weeping in| Bejch |
| the clubhouse | “I.pitched my head off to every man |
The next morning Dave Bullen was! iy that inning,” cor ned Dud:|
called out of his bed to answer ‘h_e"‘und if you think there wasn’t any-
telephone. He was informed that his{ thing on the ball, ask Steve. They hit | 3
ously ill at his hotel.| i¢ just the same. Wh at Wingo |
The overwrought nerves had given| jones lit on that bre all of mine|
way under the stram of months of "”T so hard that it T picked Piggy |
icism, abuse and innuendo, and t\}e“ off his feet. Good thing he held it, ek
doctor in charge of the case promptly | Oh, these fellows are only licky— |
killed any hope that the manager They're just shutting their |

9 fo

[ would have the
eague trick in

third batter— ! ought that old st
nerve to pull fhat bu:
a tight game like this?
The pitcher was next on the ]
Harry Keane, manager of the
1e extent of attempting to | ies, sent in a substitute for Petersem
b . The Honorable| —a g, raw-boned outfielder named B
ame up on his toes | Merr Merrill was over-anxious and
throw, and the very mnervous, and Bruno kept him
shed in a cloud long time. Then he sent up
a whirl of arms and leg ged, wabbly sort of a
to McRace ward swora
ark on the @
> times on i
! gave him plens
i ty of time to think what he was going
| to do to that trade-m which was §
han ’UY'LH’IU: idea, a ‘‘floater” being the

1 e ball stuck, was | most effective ball in the worid against
1 for a double play, and the, a nervous batter. About t time that je

i Merrill really made up mind to

¢ your|lear the trade-mark locse, he fouled g
that dinky offe g over the grand
stand.
“Huh
Merril

bat.

ed to Sullivan

cut

Steve

Wanted—A Slow Ball.

waiting a

outfielder p
and
ve

Bruno,” he said.
hitting speed to-
ad a man to
ball—-"
moved over and questioned

two mer
the s¢
basem
shor

1

9

1 re-

ought

ke!” said Burke
thumped the pla

with his

at's all.

gaid the physician, “I have had this “Steeye!” he called. Sullivan mov-| ",,\i him an effort, and the
man under my care for weeks. The—| ed over and sat down by the acting oS
ah—unfortunate occurrence of yester-| manager. “I'm goin t to warm up |
day undoubte hastened matters.” for a minute,’ old man. “De-| a5t
Bullen was his wit's end. He had | lay this inning you can.”
no experience in managing a club, and | Bruno and the cha e catcher slip-
Piggy Powell, who had been acting as | ped out of the side gate as the last of |
team captain, was really no more than |t xth began
the mouthpiec rough which Grubbd|
rs from the bench. In| e as
pering
“You

“You're angry, too, aren't you, Eddie?
I'll bet you won’t hit the next one atjEl
al If you could hit hard enough to
r two men were out, but the next] € your oOr wenty-five a month,}
i a weak ‘infleld fly, andjKeane wouldn’t have been playing youg
ged back to » bench with | on the bench all season!”
5 of the multitude thunder Now, it was a sprained ankle thatl
im. sent Merrill to the bench, and Sullivam
1 winter gefting the old The big outflelder spluttered
e again,” he mour ly—and over came the ball,
» slipped into h ted himself for another

s swing—and flew out back of sece§

shoulder was becoming
g edoubtable Wingo J

man

Bruno tru

" demand-| -
m the pep- | he
ed

snarled Sullivan,

despair, the owner went to the club-
house. It was eleven o'clock in the|

2 | shut up!”
morning, yet there was the aged Bruzmi “These fellows have been murdering

this time the fans were in a ter«§
rific commotion, and there was conwgid«J

speed today

s of ’em. See | d

fused to waste t

with his hands full of stockings. | “Sore,” said Bruno briefly. “I'm | have taken at a ball|ing them with the rough side of his,

“] want you to handle the team to- | taking an awful chance, Stove; but if I » plucked in | tongue.
“Grubb is down and | leave Dud in there they'll just about helped to He an old man, a thousand;

ter vears dead and buried, and you're go
., St d Bruno, “it lmkxlih.‘: o let him win this pennant from

as if this one-run lead will have to do|you? Are you? What's he got ou
r there today? Nothing but a wish and

a prayer! Nothing a-tall! Oh, you're
a fine bunch: 3
Rayburn, the second baseman, sees
that he was going to get nothing
but strikes, chopped at the first one
and dropped a Texas leaguer over on
Corson Thought Them High. the third-base line and halfway be
twen two fielders. He could not have
placed it better had he used a messen:

knock him endways next inmning. 1
irl will stand three in-
all right, and the control’s there
the main thing. We'll work
You are not!" snapped the owner sk trick on 'em if we get a e
“Who else have I got? Who can I put| ciiance. I haven't tried it against this| ain’t
in there to pull us out of this hole?| cinb since o 1
The boys know you an they respect Whnen Umpire Burke made the an-
vour judgment. I'll 8ive you all 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 7The fans had an en-
crmous respact ‘¢ the aged Brano,
but they did not like to see nim gam- Corson, their catcher, was the stand-
bling his venourablo southpaw against|ard bearer of t forlorn hope.| ger boy, and the throw to second did|
a rennant, Baszeball fans like to “Rube” Corson was a dangerous batter | not come near catching him. Two
“Cheese! Cheese!” said Bruno.|spead and wid aking curves, anc|if he could get a ball anywhere be | bases on a Texas leaguer! L
“You'll give me nothing. What do you runo had neithe The Canaries wel-| tween his waist and hls kna A high “Sap” Halsey, the right fielder, alsa
think I am, Dave? Now, let me under-| coried the anncuncement wiih deiis-| ball could do nothing with smashed at the first ball, and drove
stand this. You put this thing right up|ive hoots ani jeer h exasperating precision, Bruno| vicious liner toward first base, BIill
to me, do you?" “Well, herc's grandpa!” they shout-|lobbed over two strikes, each one fully | Keith knocked it down and chased afs
1.40." ad “Old man whaat are you going to|as high as the law allowed. Corson|ter it, and Bruno, his aged legs worl
“T'm the boss here?” do with that thousand dollar curio?”{ thought they were too high, and bark- | ing like drumsticks, raced over and
“You are.” - : in the bex and| ed at the umpire. Then he waited, | toed the bag ahead of Halsey, all i
“Well, then,” growled Smelzer, “T'll 5 the first time | swearing savagely under his breath. vain, for Keith could not make th
give you everything I've got. Now, you that 1 ¢ had gone in:» “Why, Clarence!” said Sullivan, in {iu:s in time. Resuit: Halsey on #i

out—nervous

Bruno wh
said. “Poor
be the goat. Is that it?”

lapse.
1 “Hard luck!” he|
d Charlie! And—I'm to

run is a whole lot when you
got it,” said Steve philosophical-
Judging by the “‘crabbing” on the
itors’ bench, the Canaries thought

o

Bruno Takes the Reins.

=5

t‘\‘D l ox knowiug that his arm was aotla lNigh falsetto. “Shame on you! I be-|and Rayburn on third, ready to sne
“right.” He was grinniig cheerfully lieve you're angry!” .(Continuad on next page)

begin to drop in. I'll explain the situa-



