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! well of themselves.
to frown upon familiarity om short
acquaintance, and the, beginmer with
that team must learn to show @ pro-

{ holding out mo hopes.
Now the Pantivers weme, and still
{ are, an exclusive lot.
Q thinks well of them, and they think
1t is their habit

peor and befitting reverence.

oo this cold
goung Potts introdwoed himsedf with
the easy familiarity of & strayed goat.
He arvived late at night, and the Pan-
thers had their first glimpse of him
\ the next morning while at breakfast.
\ The blayers were all sitting
tte long table when a robust ton®

and

hurst upon their ears.
“Good morming, mea!”

The Panthers looked up in amaze-
ment. A slender youth, meatly posed
in the doorway, was regarding them
with a cheerful grin. He wore the|

The workd

select cirdle,

anroun:

1
stift? He's got it-on you, Catben, and |
you're the best in ‘the big league.” |
Catten snarled. 1
“Pirst chance he gives me, I'm go-|
iAg to tear his head off!" threatened
the outflelder. “I like & fresh guy, but
he suits me too well.”
Contrary to the general expectation,
Popts lasted through the epring train-
ing. He was a fighting firebrand, he
set at naught the discipline of the
ciub, he quarreled with men oMl
emough to be his father, and he talked
back to the Big Chief—in iteelf an un-
pardonable offence—but there was no
denying the fact that the boy was a
marvelous ballplayer—and he stayed.
Catten had given him three sound
lick'ngs, Halsey had brokon his nose;
altogether, Potits had bad a very busy
month, and one of his eyes was still
in mourning when he lstemed to the

d

sont of elothes which the young man
of Cherry Corners fendly imagines are
worn a¢ Harvard or Yale. A scream-
fng red silk handkerchief bursting
frcm a breast pocket out on an anghe
and decorated with a dozen tiny but-
tons furnished a loud index; the bot-
toms of the young man's trowsens
were turned up over the solled gray
uppers of his patent-leather shoes,

mer,” said the Chief.
out to Minneapolis and 1 may bring
you back if I need you. Don’t got'too |t
gay with that fellow Liiley out there.,
He murders fellows like you.”

Petts wemnt
hearts they hoped they might never,

endict.
“I'm going to farm you out this sum-
“You're geing

The Panthers did not grieve when
West. In their homest

Mulvey,” said the Chief, bafore the
game opened.

that can beat him.”

keyed up to the tension where another

Potts still on the bench, sullen and
sarcastic by turns. The world of base-
ball was waiting breathlessly for the
three-game series between the Pan-
thers and the Grays which would de-
cide the pennant winner for the sea-
son. The team which won that series
would win the flag and the chance to |
play €or the world's championship.
Smiling Kelly pitched the opening
game of the series, and won it. Then
the Grays took the second game, and
on the thind day ten thousand wi‘l«l‘lyl
excited famis were walting at the bail
park at ten o'ciock in the morning.
“Liocis like they're going to pitch

“Can you do it, do you

The game opened with both teams

and he twirled a light bamboo cane.

Look wh

“Huh!” grunted the Big Chief, “the
wind must be blowing some outside.
at blew in when the door
p!

was

Then, from the head of the table to

never see the young man again.

“m of a forgivin’ mature” eaid
Catten, “and I mever hold a grudee,
but 1 hope the train mins off the
4 busts this guy right in two
middle. Outeide of that, I
't want to see a thing happemn

the foot, the Panthers took a long,
comprehensive ook at the natty yowun
and their calm, level scrutiny would
Lave withered another indiviaual. This
done, they meturnexd to their ham and
€]

of the season, the Big Chief began to

gett reports from his triend Lilley.
“What did I ever do to you,” wrote

ounce means Smmash.
For six innings it was a grand bat-
tle between the pichers. Smiling Kel-
1y, cool, deliberate, resounceful, work-
ed the corners of the plate with his
slow curves, mixing in an oG
fast ball, and “Thunderbolt”

2

fought him with speed, speed, nothing

but speed. |
Then the catastrophe came. With
two men out, Catten bounced a siow
one dewa toward third base and, by a

racitg over from rignt fieid to get be-
hind the flying centre fi

P'J'#s spould have tik e hall on
the first b-amce and h:ld Milier at
second base. ‘That would have been
baséball - 1. stead of ua ', the voy ran
te ‘mat *he ball, and wicn ten feel
from it, laauched hitms:'? like a cata-
pult through ghe  air hrust out

ary individual.
the head of the table.

“Shake the band of a ballplayer,
jet,” he said, extending his fingers.
right away by the pic-

Ol

“Knew you

&89,
~J. Vivien Potts was not afi ondin-
He strutved over to

the Migneapclis manager, ‘thgt you
should hand me a wild one like Potts?”
But there was an unexpetted post-
scrfpt at the end of-the letter:

The boy is surely a great base
ba¥ player. He's a grand-stander
for fair, but he's so fast he makes

L&

L
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tures, even if they do flatter you. My
name is Potts; Keumedy told me to
report to you. Said your outfield was
a little weak this season and you
needed some class. Whene do I sit?”
Every outfielder at the table glar-
ed savagely, but young Mr, Peitts,
vringingg the limp and unresisting fist
* of the Chiet, did not allow the houille
sentiment to embarrass him.
“Greetings, bunch!” said Potts, as
he drew up a chair and planted him-
eelf between the Big Chief and “Smil-
ing” Kelly, the star pitcher. “'Greet-
ings and salftations! Clarice, & Httle
food here!”™
For a hialf minute theré was a long,
quivering silence.
Catten, centre fielder, was first to
rocover his power of speech.
“Yes,” said he, addressing the ta-
ble in genenal, “1 always did say Ken-
nedy was the greatest lemon picker in
the coundry. Beats me where he gets
‘em al!”
Potts laughed loudly.
“All might, young feller,” he  saild.
“I've got your number. AN I hope is
that you're an outfielder, because if
yon are, I'm going to get your job.
You'll be camrying my bat around be-
fore the end of the season, boy.”
“Ig that so!” eweered Catten male-
volently. It struck him afterward
chat this was a very weak come-hack,
but at the time he could think of ncth-
ing bebber.
“And listen, Clarice!” said Potts,
“regular cow cream Wwith this coffee.
Give this skim milk to some of the
hired men here. Me, crefim. Under-
P

“Fresh thing!” sniffed the waitress,
as she whisked into the kitchen.
“Young man,” said the Big Chiet!
quietly, “whole families have been
killed for less than you have done
here this momming. A lttle silence
from you, now!”
Potte was just as fresh on the ball
field. Before noon, he had been in
soventeen arguments, had offered tc
fight with Halsey, and h"d all the
oldtimers nervous end eXasperated.
His crowning feat was the total rcut
of Catten.
Just before the squad returned to
the hotel for lunch, Potts remarked:
“I've got tem bucks in my poor ol
clothes wiich says I can run away and
hide from amy man here at one hun-
dred yands. got  nerve
enough to bet?”
Then he looled straight at Cattem.
who, as the entire country knew, Was
the fastest man oh the team.
“I guess I might as well saw the
homs off this goat now as any time,
remarked Catten in the tone of a man
willing to sacrifice personal inclina-
tion’ to the public good.
They rman the one hundred yards,
and Potts won by a clear six feet,
seemingly without effort, :
“you atn’t so awful bad for an old
felber,” said Potts, neatly applying the
vorbal vinegar to the raw surfaces.
“Of course you've been in the game
s long time and your all stove up.
You're awful glow getting off the mark
You start like » hores car. I'll give
you some lessons.” L

the rest of thees fellows look Mke
they're standing still. You ought
to see Mim pick ome off his ear
and slam dt a méie,

Young Mr. Potts was the serfsation
of the Minneapolis season and the
thorn in the side of 8¢ Paul. The
fans adored him, for e was always
worth watching, but no amount of ar-
gument or entreaty could make him
“play 'em safe.” He loafed om his
easy chances in order to make sen-
sational plays, and the best thing he
did was to fall ten feet short of a pop
fly so that he might make a lightning
plunge through the afir, catch the ball
just before it struck the ground, turn
three somersaults, and come up posed
fike the Statue of Liberty with the ball
held aloft in his glove.
He was the idol of the bleacherttes,
who loved hinl almost as much as his
fellow players hated him, and when-
ever he came to the bat he was hailed
with tremendous salvos of applause.
The Big Chief read the Minneapolis
papers and sighed.
It was a hand year for the Pantihers.
One by one their star players limped
jnto the hospital squad. Only the
pitching staff remained intact. The
inficld was shattered; the outfleld was
¥ike an old soldiers’ home, but the
Chiet, raving and cheering, by ¢urns,
Lept his limping veterans on the
move, fighting nose and nose with the
Grays for the leadership of the leaguse.
One by cme the Big Chief calMed in his
men. Finally he sent for Potits.
“Well, good-by, you bush Jeaguers,”
sadd that tactful young men after he
had read the telegram. “The Ciert
needs me to win that pennant, 1

guess.

Then he packed his smaill trunk.
The fans mourned him sincerely, but
the men on the Minneapolis team offer-
ed prayers of thanksgiving. He had
besn about ais popular as a bald hor-
met in a beehive.
The Panthers received him suldenly.
Catiem, whose might knee was veny
bad, gritted his teeth and refused to
quit the “Hwewp, playing on his bamre
nerve, Powers and Hallen, the other
regubar outiledders, redoubied ¢heir
efforts.
“wiell,” said Pctts to the Chief,
“throw some of these old men into the
hospital and make noom for & real
baiplayer. I suppose you know I've
been hidtin’ threedorlty out in the
bushes.”

“Keep your shimt cn!” growled the

skoaf,  “You won't go in until I have
you in."

So Pottis sat on the bench amd pour
ed vitriol into the open wounds. The
Panthers, fighting desperately to hold
a fewpoints advantage over the Gmays
were in no mood for Potts’ pleasaf-
tries, Omdtm‘mu wealth of a

Aha' a
oe

“ten.

permific, spimtepeot the throw across
the diamond. On the first ball pitch-
ed he stanted to al. Ahearn, the
Gray catcher, whipped the ball down
to second. There was a whirl of gray
and a flash of white as Catten slid for
the bag, and the umpire jerked hie
thumb over his shoulder. Catten was
out.

He lay writhing in the dirt, miaking
no effort to rise. The Chief and hedf
a dozen Panthers taced into the dia-
mond.

“I'm cut all to pleces!” groaned Cat-
“He ripped me from the ankle
halfway to the knee.”

The Gray second baseman apologiz-
ed with real tears in his eyes.

“] wouldn't have dome’ it for the
wonld!” said he. “You jumped righ
onto me, Harry. Homest, you did!”
“Aw shut up!” said Potts, who was
helping to lift Catten from the ground,
“You did it, didn't you?”

The dootor took cne look and them
shook his head. The mews flew
through the crowd that Caltten, the
sure hitter, Caitten, the fastest man on
the team, had been badly hurt. In
sympathizing silence the dnjured man
was carried off the field, and those
who were near enough to see, knew
that he was crying like a baby.

The Big Chief ran his flngers
through his curly hair. Then he
turned to Potts with a smarl. .
“Go on out there imn centre,” he
saiid, “and don’t make any mistakes.
No grand-standing, remember. Play
'em safe, if you know how!”

The seventh inning began with no
soore on either side. Smiling Kelly,
still oool, quiet, and deliberate, was
pitching the game of his life. He
struck out ‘'two men in succession,
and whe stands boomed with applause,
The las{ man died on & weak ground-
er to the shortstop, and the Panther
fams roared their relief.

Mulvey did almost as well. Halllen,
the night fielder, was retired on
strikkes. Courtmey popped one imto
the air. The third man lined out Ih
cemtre, and the edghtih inning began.
Potts, eager as a fox terrier, danced
amound out in centre, hoping and pray-
ing for a chance to do something, Kel-
1y weemed to want the game all to him-
sef, Again the Grays went down dn
order, and mot a ball was hit out of
the infleld.

The last half of the eighth was a
repetition of the other innings. One
Pauther reached first base, but stayed
there, The ninth opened with the
heawy hitbers of the Grays coming up.

The Fresh Guy H%mblad‘

Miller, the offending secomd base-
man, refused to hit at anything, and
drew a base on balls. Kelly struck
out the mext man on three pitckd
balls. Norris swung for a curve.ball,
pepped up a weak foul, and the Pan-
ther third baseman got under it after
a hand run. Kelly was working him-
self out of a hole, and the crowd roge

ous hitter on the Gray

fow xp
baisebail, the young man offered caus-
the wdvice, and stinging criticism flow-
od from his dps like water from an
arvesian well. ‘When he began ito com-
pare the Pamthers' star players un-
favorably with the mea of Weatern
there was almoat & riot,

the season

Thet ovening, the players founged

the most @

Poibts to play deep.

toward

teams
They Tried to Keep Him Down,
The last week of

to cheer him. Then came Buckley,

temm. The flalders dropped back for
him, Powers and Hallen yelling et

Kelly wound up slowly and dellv-
encd the ball Out of the cormer of
his eye Potts saw Miller flash down

seicond. X
“Jt'g the hit and run!’ he thought.

[jarmbicss \Lrt |

i *“And there in front of him was the Big Chief, jogging
over his shoulder.”

along and laughing
heard the crack of the » I"1e aphere
was coming straigh: towari

.hj‘n'k, Peig".’" | hit neatly placed jus: over plas for the Chief's hit.
l}._l do _n. or brgak a leg,” said| Then he begam to Tun as he \ Smiling Kelly, who had taken the
Smiling Kelly. *“I'm the onry man| before. He had made jus: such a play | Ohief’s signal, rushed after Potts and

against the St. Paul chy
“Hafe! Play it safe!’

wwled Hallen,

1!d have re-
mpt such aj

both hards: A caltch v
tired the sids, but:to
play was taking omle desperate chamce | 1
in a thousand. The bull struck Potts’
hand and glanced to the might,
ng slowly the ground.
Miller was fairly teaning up the
ground between second and third, and
the roar o atiom  which feil
froni the stz hed Potts' ear as
he staggered to rot, bruised, shak-
en, and dizzy. The Gray coached took
one-look at Hallen's flying legs, and
them signaled Miller to keep onm t0
the plate.

As he rounded the bag, Hallem drop-
ped one hand i picked up the ball,
and, almost without stopping, threw
it with all his strength. “Slats” Ol?v-
er, the Panther « her, did not have
to move out ol s tracks. Standing
he took the ball waist
a sweeping motion of
his hand with a
s shoulder as he slid

high, and, wi
his arm, droppe
thump on Mille
head first for the rubber.

“Out!” barked the umpire.

All the noise which had gone before
was swallowed up in one terrific burst

of cheering. M r, leaping to his
feet, cried that he had beaten the
throw “by three ' but the umpire
shook his head Oliver, smiling
grimly, remov is harness and
strode back to the bench.

Potts had done his best o toss the
game away, but Hallen by a wonders
ful throw had saved i, and while
theme were some who remembered to
shake their fists at the cenitre fielder,
most of them were busy cheering Hall-
In, who trotted in, cursing Potts over
his shoulder and sngtching his cap
frem his head in ackmowledgment ot
the cheering.

The Chief met Potts as he walked
in to the bench, rubbing the dirt from
his clothes.

“I haven’'t got time to talk to you
now,” said the manager quietly, “but
if T had another hitter left; I wouldn't
let you bat this til I todd you ©0
cut out that grandsta
if it hadn't been for Hallen here you'd
have tossed off this game.”

The other players added thefr tri-
butes of censure, and it was a crush-
ed youig man who pawed around
among the bats looking for his favor-
ite stick. For the first time in Ins
young life, Potts was tamed; he had
mothing to say. He was a yellow dog;
everybody had told him sc. Worse
than that, he realized it ‘himsedf. Once
he opened his mouth.
“I ghought I could malke that caitch,”
he said weakly

sousiy.
the mext mam up?
hit off me all season!™

The Chief At Bat.

ghout when up from the bleachers.
“Kill it, Chief!” they yelled. Kt
- 4

ered the Gray rooters.

his vodos.

removed the overflowing cap from
Potts’ hands.
“I'll tell you how good you are,”

you, too!”
(Copyright, 1919, By The Bell Syndi

cate, Inc.)

and
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who was slowly,

“you thought!” snaried Keilly vis-
“Didn’t you know James was
He hasnt had a

The Big Chief was first at bat in
the last of the ninth, and when he
calmly memoved his cap and flicked
the dust from the plate & hopeful

“Pretty lucky! Pretty lucky!™ count-

The Big Chief waited for the second
strike, took it without & move, amd
then met the third ome fairly. The
ball flew on a line into right fleld, and
the Big Chief paused on first base, yell-
ing insults at Mulvey at the top of

Poktts was the next man at bat. As
he left the circle marked for the wadt-

crowd seemed to change. Hisses and
groans were mixed in with the ap-

took him by the arm.
“You're ordered to sacrifice,” he
panted. “Just dump one dowm be-
tween the pitcher and third—anything
to get the Chief down there. Bunt
the first ball pitched—mnemember now,
the first one!”
There was a deep silence as the
youngster swung himself into position,
moving his bat up and down dn short,
circles,
cme on, Frank!"” roared the Gray
her to Mulvey.
retity ft! Git this busher!”
Potts tock one look at the Big Chief
edging away firom
first base, balancing his body so ithat
he might plunge in either direction.
“hen he lcoked at. Mulvey. For the
fhr time he ncticed that a big man
the pitcher really was He was chew-
ng tobaocco, and there was & sandomnic
grin on his thin face.
From high up in the grand stand
came a single yell, high-pitched as ttihe
howl of a wolf.
“Come on, swelled head!” fit said.
“Make wp for the rotten play!”
Potlts sets his teeth and grunted
gavagely. He would show ‘em what a
al sacrifice hit was like. He would
show the Big Chief that he knew how
to obey ordems. ld lay ome
down—and just them lvey took a
step forward, his arm flashed over his
shoulder, and Potts saw what was of
fered him.
Now, if there was any ball in the
world which was made to order for
Potts, it was one on the inside corner
and across his shoulders. This was
what the Minneapolis man bad meant
wihen he said that the boy picked them
off his ear. 1

Malvey thought well of
¢hat ball, and he let it fly with two
bhundred pounds of meat behind it.
Many @ busher had tried to bunt that
ball. If they were lucky they some-
times fouled it off

Polts saw it coming, and he couwld,
have yelled for joj Forgotten were
the good intentions and the orders of
the Big Chief. Something seemed to
snap imside his head; he knew noth-
ing, felt nothing but the fmpulse to
swing the bat with every ounce of
the strength in his wiry body There
was a arashing impact, then a tremen-
dous yell from the stands. The next
thing the boy kmew he was rounding
first base, and the cheering had swell
ed into a mighty roar like the mote
of a great pipe organ He was comn-
scious that men were leaping froMm
the left-fieid bleachers into the field,
but the sight conveyed mothing to his
brain. He flashed over second base,
and turned toward third, and there
ot of him, jogging along and
g owver his shoulder, was the
Big Chief.

“Don't tun over me, kid,” yelled
that great man. “She went into the
bleachers for & home run!”
Mechanically Potts slackened speed,
and trotted along behind the Chiet,
who disappeared beyoud the plate in a
great wave of whooping, dancing, de-
mented humanity.

|

Potts |s Redeemed.

Before Potts knew what was hap-
pening, the wave caught him, too. He |
was seized and swung up on the éhcm]-&
ders of two half-crazy fanatics, who |
bore him thmough a sea of shouting |
faces. Men leaped up and ﬁ\ntstl
money into his hands. Mechanfically,

he removed his cap, and held it im
1| tront of him. Through the swirl of |
hats and canes, he saw his team mates {
scudding for the clubhouse. He wvas{_
beginning to enjoy the demonstration. |
Some leatherJunged individual with |
the mim of a derby hat left in s !
hand, hoarsely suggested three Gheers |
for “Pottsey,” and ten thousand wild
men chimed in, winding up with a
tiger and a shower of hats which sail-
ed through the air lke birds

“Take me to the cubhouse, boys!"”

cleans everything
throughout the
house
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" MARITIME DENTAL PARLORS

Enjoy-ife while it lasts.

If you must wear a plate, do not be con-

gent with one that is 4 continual source of annoyance to you, but
wt child

come to us and your mouth will ex all the
hood and yoar face will have the charm of youth.

PEERLESS VULCO DENTURE

PAINLESS EXTRACTION ONLY 25 CENTS
‘ Guaranteed Crown -~nd Bridge Work $4.00 and $5.00.
BROKEN PLATES REPAIRED IN 3 HOURS
Fillings of all kinds. Free consultation. Trained Nurse im st

teadance.
DR. A. J. MoKNIGHT, Proprietor,

PHONE M. 2789-21. 38 Chariotte Street.
Hours®'a. m. to § . m. 8Y. JOHN, N. B.

gasped the hero.
They took him to the clubhouse at!

Budkiey swung at the ball, and Potts

ing hiter, tho temperature of the
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