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DOG POLICE OF EUROPEAN CITIES

- - By W. G Fitz-Gerald

That a pouce;rhan.on night duty in a
great city would be mote respected by
criminals! if ‘accompanisd by a power-
ful and sagacious dog, is a reasonable
suppos!ﬁonr; . yo‘t“it' remdained for little
Belgium to carry out this innovation—
in Antwerp, Ghent, Mons, Bruges, and
Ostend—an innovation which has now
spread to Gther parts of Europe.

In Belglum, as every visitor to Brus-
sels, Ghent, or Bruges knows, the dog
is a working animal. He may be seen
pulling over the cobblestones small
carts laden with. milk, bread, linen,
and like : necessities. Many of these
dogs cost more than a donkey, but they

travel faster and Parther in a day, are 1

n.ore ecoriomical to Keep, and for ages
have been .trustworthy guardians of
Flemish homfies. i
Monsielur B, 'Vah ' Wesemael, police
commissioner of Ghent, was the first
to suggest trained dogs as auxiliary
police. For Half a century the quaint
old city had been well patrolled at
night, both within and without the
fortifications; but six years ago an in-

crease in the force was found impera- .

tively necessary, One was made, but
though {t was costly, it did not suffice.
M. Van Wesemael asked for mors, but
the police funds of the city were éx-
hausted.

Fhe chief of police 1aid before the
burgomaster an idea he had long en-
tertained, of employing Belgian sheep-
dozs as assistants or colleagues of the
night patrels. He pointed out the
splendid: work of the dogs at the Hos-
pital of St Bernard, and of those em-
ploved in the German army, &nd de-
clared he was certain that the canine
recruits would save the city tens of
thousands of francs every year, besides
reducing burglaries and night crimes.

M. Van Wesemael also peinted out
that the mere knowledge of the dog
policeman’s existence would act as a
deterrent. The average night patrol,
tightly buttoned In uniform, 1s. no
match for the cunning of the marauder
whosé plans are laid,. On the other
hand, the conditions would be changed
if the night patrol were accompanied
by a fast and powerful Belgian sheep-
dog twhose natuarl sagacity had been
developed by six months of scientific
trining. He contended that from such
an “officer” the burglar could not hope
to escape. Long hours ef night watch

would not tire the dogs after their
day's rest, and their mere presence,
qualities, and Dpowers would glve
morale and confidence to their human
colleagues. Knowing the Belgian
working dog °intimately, and ap-
preciatiig  the value of the
animal’'s sensé of smell, - its
fnstinet that all was not right, and its
remarkable jumping and swimming
powers, M. Van Wesemael mdde out 2
good cuse,

His suggestion of dog police was

adopted, but not without distrust of°

! {tg eficiency. Ih March, 1899, three dogs

were bought for him by the veterinary
| officer of the city, and their training
was at once taken in hand by the po-
lice commissioner. Shortly before
Christmas ten dog policemen were at
work, and after a  reasonable period
had elapsed, a report was sent to the
burgomaster. The dogs had been used
in the Faubourg de Courtrai, as well
' as along the docks and in the wooded
outlying sections of the city between
| Commune de Wondelgen and the
Boulevard de L/Industrie. Night crimes,
previously both numerous and serious
in these parts, fell off two-thirds, sim-
ply because the employment of dogs
was enough to render doubtful ‘certain
nefarious plans.

Aften ten months of trial, the most
conservative members of the city coun-
cil of Ghent became enthusiasts over
the new police recruits, and voted more
money for dogs to be used In the
| Faubourg de Bruges and along the

smaller docks., Soon there were thirty

big, powerful dog policemen on duty,
and working with surprising efficiency.

They would take a new man over his

night beat with a zeal, a thoroughness,
and a relentless, systematic ardor that
i woulgl kill a lagy constable. They knew
their’ work, and couid and did correct
many & mah who-was a strahger to the
. beat, . :

The system is now a proved success,
and the vaterinary surgeon of the city
periodically goss out to the fairs to buy
dogs. Many breeds have been tried, but
the best of all is the big Belgian or
French shepherd dog, the powerful and
sagacious' Briards and Greenendaels,
with ‘Rair long or short, wiry or silky.
These are unmatched the world over
for their endurance, boldness, fidelity,
and intuitive instinct. ;

Some Belgian cities—Mons, Saint-
Gilles, and Schaerbeek—buy their dogs
at ten and even eighteen months of
age; but M. Van Wesemael prefers to
buy his recruits when they are six
months old and ¢an be subjected to
an exhaustive training with surer re-
sults,

The dogs are lodged in brick kennels
in the gardens of the central police
bureau. They are cared for and waited
upon by the janitor and his wife, act-
ing under instructions from the veter-
inary surgeon. The sexes are housed
separately. The period of training var-
ies from three to six months.

The new dog recruit’s name is enter-
ed on the books of the central police

morning. They never go 6ut in the day- l

time, and on no account are allowed
to become acquainted with the ordin-
ary public. Twice during the . day,
however, they are mustered in the pad-
dock of the bureau for an hour’s exer-
cise and fresh air,

They are fed twice a.day, at seyen
in the morning and again at seven at
night. Their fare is a kind of soup,
with a little meat, some Ttice, and &
very nutritious biscuit knowm as
“Kneipp.”” Each ration weighs a little
over three pounds. During the night
each dog receives a large slice of bread,
and so carefully are their needs and
capacities studied that the animals
never appear tired or spiritless on re-
turning to the kennels after the long
and often dangerous night watch.

A special room at the central police
bureau is set apart for the preparation
of the dogs’ rations and medicines,
and here, also, are kept their uniforms
and outfits,. When on duty, each car-
ries a leather collar bearing a tin

medal, with its name, birth, date, and.

the word “Police.” There is also &
cloak for stormy weather, which covers
the body from neck to tail. It is leath-
er-mounted and waterproof. The dogs
also wear muzzles while on duty, for
their wWhole training makes them Tre-
gard the clvilian as an enemy, and &
muzzle is necessary for the protection
of peaceable citizens. This muzzle is of
a special kind. It is a tin cup, perfora~
ted for respiration, which prevents the
dog from eating any food he fnay find
in the road at night. An elastic ar-
rangement, however, permits the un-
muzzling of the animal in an instant,
when the muzzle swings from the col-
lar, ready to be replaced when the
emergency has passed. Thus unmuz-
zled, the ‘well-fed, trained, and power-
ful animal is a fermidable adversary
even for an armed burglar, besides be-
ing an accessory of great use to the
night patrol, whether a c¢riminal’s in-
tent is fight or flight.

The entire education of the newly ar-
rived dogs is undertaken by the bri-
gadiers-controleurs, ot officers in author-

ity over the night patrol. When
coaching the dogs, the brigadier-con
troleur is always in elvil dress, and
often he simulates the appearance of
a tramp or suspicious character. Hs
goes through the pantomine of assauit-
ing the night guards, runs away,
slouches along with suspicious bundles,
leaps into ditches filled with deep
water, scales high walls, and generally

bureau precisely as though it were 2|
human officer, a record being made of |
the date of its birth, and its purchase, |
together with the name and address of
the person who sold it to the depart- |
ment, the price paid, and the dog’s
gex, If through {ll health or inefficiency
the dog is discharged from-the force,i
the reason is entered upon the book. |

The animals are given'every care.
They have swimming baths once &'
week, and the kennels are disinfected
regularly and are periodically white- |
washed. For the first fifteen days new
recruits are kept in the kennels, and
are merely taught obedience. Military
brevity, combined with unvarying kind-
liness, marks all orders. In due time
certain night guards come and take out
the recruits with the veteran dogs
_when the night bell sounds. The dog
‘ police go on duty at ten o’clock at
night, and finish work at six in thej

runs the whole gamut of a raseal
caught in the act.

Every week the dog police are lined
up in the paddock for medical inspec-
tion. They come to know this event,
and, if space permitted, one might
relate amusing, pathetic, and all but
incredible anecdotes of the intelligence
of these carefully elected and well-
trained brutes. On inspection day, too,
the veterinary surgeon gives practical
object-lessons. to the janitor and his
wife in the medical care of the dogs.

When a new recrute is beginning to
show aptitude under training, the night
guard to whom it iIs assigned comes to
the kennel and leads it forth when the
patrols with the older dogs are assem-
bled for duty. The men are provided
with bone of scraps of meat for the
new-comer, and in this way stress is
laid on the lesson it is sought to
teach, namely, that only men in police
uniform may be trusted. All others

are to be eyed with suspicion, if not
{ with positive ferocity. Later on, the
! night patrol leads-out the beginner, to
familiarize it with every nook and
corner of the beat. For one month this
iwork goes on three or four hours 2
lmght in all weathers, the hours of
| duty being gradually inecreased to the
! standard elght.

i If the animal is slow to understand
' the object lessons, he is frequently
‘ teaged and irritated by a brigadier-

witted recruit is maltreated and even
kicked and beaten a little by the offi-
cilal actor. Simultaneously every

policeman in the station caresses the | mhe mere fact of the poisoning of &

- dog, and gives it dminties. It is no

! of his training is at once eager to

; wonder, then, that the dog at the end|

prevent their dogs from picking

inary surgeon settled on the diet, which

away the body of a dog colleague suvd-
denly poisoned while on duty.

{ take up the body of his loyal and faith-
;ful friend, and bear it back to
! bureau, so leaving the fleld unguarded.

 dog shows the proximity of a criminal
on the beat, so the patrol must eall for
i aid for the mext round, if hé wants it.

obey the commands of the police, and| 414 push on in search of the criminal.

more than eager to attack a suspicious-
loking person in ecivil clothes.

But there is as wide diversity in the
intelligence of dogs as there is In that
of human beings, and tact and skill
are required not to overdo the irritat-
ing and violence, lest the dog be cowed
and rendered timid. Thoughtless vio-
lence may make a dog Wworse than
useless—dangerous, even, to his human
colleagues. There were some mistakes
made in this way at first, but now the
police officials of Belgium cities, from
Ostend to Liege, have become so skill-
ful in the matter of training police
dogs that their servicés are widely
sought by other nations in Europe.

In many cases the central police bur-
eau maintains in its grounds artisti-
cally arranged walls, water jumps and
other obstacles, as well as-a regular
staff of officers skilled in training these
dogs. They accustom new canine re-
cruits to hearing revolver shots, to
making flying leaps exceeling six feet.
and to attacking fugitives in the bend
-of the knee.

They are trained in this last respect
by a pul at the leash when they jump
for the next. Thus, when the police-
man “eriminal” in charge of the train-
ing feels the dog’s muscle touch the
bark of his knee, he drops to show
that the object is attained.

This operation, often repeated, shows
the intelligent dog what the object of
his pursuit is, and how it may best be
accomplished. After a time the animal
operates without being held in leash,
and yet instantly responds to its mas-
ter’'s whistle, no mater how headlong
may be the pursuit in which it is en-
gaged.

When an officer arrives on his beat,
he releases his dog with the laconic
command, ‘“Cherce!” Instantly the
dog passes swiftly into and around
farms and outhouses beyond the city
poundary. It knows all possible places
of concealment, for if during the ear-
lier stages of the training 1ts memory
in this respect has been lax, morsels
of meat have been placed in remote
corners, as aa infallible quide to these
places,

Woe to characters of suspisious mien
or to people ¢ ng suspicious-look-
tng bundles! The dog does more scout-
ing in ten minutes than Its well-paid
human comrade could do in an hour.
Tf it barks or growls, .of in any way
gives notice of haylng found something
suspicious, the patrol af once joins
the dog. TFach night guard, by the
way. carries a revolver with twenty
rounds of ball cartridge, 2 whistle,

L

Afterward he must carry the dcg's
body to the police abattoir, 80 that the
veterinary surgeon may hold a post-
'mortem and determine the cause
! death, The poisons, mest
used are strychnine and prussic acid.

| While on duty, the dog rarely quits the

heels of its human colleague, cave to
carry out the sharp military words of
command—*‘Cherche!”
S0 on: but it will rush to aid &n cffi-

the shrill signal for assistdnce.

Before its first year is over, irdeed,
the dog is as admirally drilled as the
smartest Prussian’ infantryman. It

a moment’s hesitation. It will leap a
fence, swim a stream, or walk in front,
behind, or at the side, according to its
master’s pleasure. It 1s hungry for
work, pathetically anxious to help.
Wagging its taill with
which. must always be suppressed while
on duty,—it is an amusing picture ot

triumph when it makes an arrest.
Naturally there is much intimacy
and affection between the human
| and animal police, comrades ihrough
| the weary and dangerous right
watch. The men may and do
teach the dogs feats and accom-
plishments quite apart from those
prescribed by the book of regulations
for the chien-policiers,

.

As time went on and the number of
dogs was increased, it became apparent
that night crimes, even in the worst
quarters of Ghent, almost disappear-
ed. Cunring ruffians had often con-
trived to outwit the solitary patrol, but
these big, swift, silent-footed, and sa-
gactous sheep-dogs inspired terror in
the most desperate evil-doers.

The night service of the c¢ity is now
made by about one hundred and twen-
ty guards, assisted by fifty or sixty
perfectly trained dog poilce. The city
is divided into a hundred and twenty
sections, 'so arranged that man and
dog can always count on their neigh-
bors’ support if occasion should arise.
Careful check is kept upon the men,
that they visit every yard of their
beat; but even if the men are inclined
to shirk their work, the dogs will keep
them up to it. If the night guards are
used by day, they get extra pay, and
a ‘corégponding number of hours is
| taken from their next night watch.

Relating the achievements of his
dogs, M. Van Wesemael told of an ar-
rest by one of them named Beer. One
night Beer came upon five drunken fel-

handcuffs, and a dark lantern.

Strict orders are given to the men to
up
bones or tempting morsels on the beat.
Some superb animals were lost before
the chief commissioner and his veter-

now renders the dogs almost indifferent

to delicacies casually found in the
night.
The men are warned never to take

i The
| controleur. In extremse cases, a Blow-| majefactor argues that the patrol will

the
\

of
eommonly

“Attague!” and

cer on a neighboring beat on hearing

obeys the word of command v:ithout |

excitement,~=

impulsive zeal; great is its delight tnd

lows wrecking a saloon on the out-
skirts of the city. The men were mak-
ing a great uproar, and a resolute Ye-

 sistance to the law was feared. Beer's

muzzle was removed, and the fine ani-
mal sprang forward without a sound. |
When the patrol reached the spot, four
of the men had fled, and Beer Wwas
clutching the fifth by the leg. The mo-
ment the officer appeared, Beer gave up
his prisoner, and was off like the wind
on the trail of the fukitives. The pa-
trol followed with his prisoner, guided
by a series of short, sharp barks. Pres-
ently he came upon the other four, who
had turned at bay and were trying to
keep the dauntless Beer from tearing
them to pieces. Thoroughly frightened,
—sobered even,—the men offered to
give themselves up if Beer were con-
trolied and muzzled. This was prompt-
ly done, though not without a little
prctest from Beer himself, and the
procession started for the central-po-
lice bureau, with the victorious Beer,
now at liberty to give vent to his joy,
barking and racing round his prisoners,
exactly as if they had been a flock of
sheep. i

Tom is another dog no less alert, One
winter night in a quiet street near the
docks he met a man with a sack. Tom
was alone at the moment, but as both
sack and man seamed gueer to him, he
gave the alarim, repudiating all ‘at-
tempts at anxious conecilistion. In a
minute or two Tom’s colleague came
along and asked about the sack. The
explenation being somewhat lame, the
man was invited to the polige bureau.
There he confessed that he had stolen
a piece of beef and several dozen eggs.
from a small store on the outskirts of
the city.

Tippo is another terror to burglars.
He is a record racer of great weight
and strength, long and keen of fang, al
fast swimmer, a high jumper, ahd so
daring that not even point-blank re-
volver-shots will turn him from his
duty. He has been wounded more than
once and has narrowly escaped death.

Each canine “officer” costs the pion-
eer city of Ghent a little more than five
cents a day. M. Van Wesemael pointed
out to me that thirty dog police cost
the city only 3285 francs a year, and
did more than four times the work that
would have been accomplishec by
twelve men, who would have cost at
least 12,000 francs,

Ome of the first foreign police officers
to inquire into and adopt the dogs was
Monsieur Lepine, police prefect of Par-
is. It occurred to him that among the
great crowds visiting the city during
the exposition some would surely fall
into the Seine, He therefore organized
a body of special police whom he nam-
ed the agents plongeurs, or “diving po-
lice.”” Each of these was to be a fast
and powerful swithmer and a man of
ready wit and presence of mind, and
each was to be accorpanied by an in-
teiligent Newfoundland deg, trained
with no less care than are the police
dogs of Belgium. At first, eight of
these fine beasts were bought for M.
Lepine. These Paris ploneers—Pelvoux,
Paris, Turco, Cesar, D’Artagnan,
Meidje, Diane and Athos—became the |
peéts of all Paris, visitors and residents |
alike, They proved so successful that!
théir number was fast increased, until
now every one of Lepine’s agents
plongeurs is accompanied on his rounds

i iy.
trained merely to sépport the drowning

! stalled dogs as auxiliary police,

along the "Seine quays by a chien
sauveteur. Not oue of these is with-
out his record of life-saving. Their
intelligence is wniustrated by the fol-
lowing episode:

One winter evening 2
er's apprentice f{rom
Paix, crazed with. grief over a love-
affair, threw herscif into the river
frorn the Qual d'Orsay. Fortunately,
Cesar was within hearing, and with a
sharp bark leaped out into the Secine
and reached the drowning girl. 1e
grasped her by the front of her blouse,
but the girl fought him off and sank.
Cesar walited until she rose, swam
away from her a little, and then swift-
ly approached her from behind. He
now took a low hold at the back of
the blouse, in such a way that the girl
could not beat him, and then struck
out for the bank. He was, of course,
met  half way by one of the agents
plongeuts, and the would-be suicide
was saved. »
Pelvous has saved the lives of
twenty-three persons, most of whom
have fallen into. the river inadvertent-
For the most part the dogs are

millin=
de la

young
‘he Rue

person in the water until
plongeur arrives With
other appliances.

The trainihg of the young Newfound-
lands that M. Lepine periodically adds
to hie staff is one of the sights of
Paris. it takes place in the office of
the agent plongeurs, a small bailding
on the quay-side 'not far from the
Cathedral of Notre Dame. Dogs and
men énter into the exercise with zest,
and there is usually a crowd of on-
lokers. Only dummy figures are used,
but | the, ‘*‘reseue” is, nevertheless, a
very realistic affalr. The big dogs
knotv perfectly well what the exercise
meéans, and they walt with ¢omie on=-
thusiasm until the dummy is thrown
into thg water andl an agent plongeur
rushes t on hearing the splash and
the outery of spectators. While the
men are busy with lines and life-buoys,
the dog plunges into the water, swims
to the dummy, watches with rare in-
telligence for an apportunity to get an
advantageous hold; and then it either
swims ashore of wait for its master,
who brings to the rescue long poles,
cork belts and the lke. The more ex-
perienced dogs, however, will easily ef-
fect & rescue from first to last without
human assistance; and it is an inspir-
ing sight to watch them looking for a
foothold on the slippery slides of the
river-bank, and pulling the heavy dum-
my into a place of safety. "

It takes about four months to train
the dogs officieditly. They are also
charged with the protection of their
masgters when attacked by the desper-
ate rufflans who sleep under the arches
of the bridge in summer. Thus in
Paris also the police dogs are a proved
success. e u

The alert German Minister of the In-
terior sent a police commissary into
Belgium to investigate for himself ‘he
merits of the dog police. The report of
thi official as to efficiency and economy
was so Striking that within three years
150 German corporations had also in-
and
were soon satisfied, as also were many
cities of Austria, Hungary, and Italy,
of the canine policeman’s superb sense
of duty, as well as its loyalty, vigil-
ance, fidelity, and its mdifferance to

the agent
life-belte and

‘ bribes and salary alike.

LADY AND THE FOOTBALL

y Edwin Oviatt

(Copyright.)

Billy Parker of the Senior Cilass
stood five feet seven inches in his
football shoes at varsity right end, and
never enjoyed himself as much as
when he was getting a very large as-
sortment of football bumps on his body
and a lot of football mud on his face.

Though he had been three years in
college he had just one ambition. And
that was to keep cn playing varsity
right end so well that .the coaches
would never think of putting anybody
else in his place, and so that no op-
posing half-back would ever want to
try more than once in one half to get
around his énd on a play that was
supposed to be starting for the otler.

“gSee that streak of greased lighting
at right end?” fellows would ask girls
in the grand stand. “That's Parker.
You ought to see him play in a cham-
pionship game! Why, last year—!”

And then Billy parker’'s shabby blue
Jersey would be sen skimming down
the field under a practice punt, and the

‘erowd of men on the bleachers would

sing out «yea-a-a! Parker!” when he
downed his- man ten yards from the
scrub’s goal post. There was only one
thing that Billy Parker didn't care
for, and that was girls. This was why
gellows eitting in the grand stand had
never seen Billy Parker anywhere
girls could look at him except under
punts, and mixing in every scrimmage
that wasn’'t any of his business, and
jogging ack to his place in the line,
with his stubby arms doubled up and
fis curly hair pushed back over his
forehead, and every bone aching in
his bumpy little body.

Girls had never interested = Parker.
Jie had neveér understod how . fellows
who might play football bothered
themselves by coming out to the field
on football days with dozens of soft-
eved, laughing, daintily dressed young
w:omen, who didn’t understand the
game 2 Httle bit, and who said “Oh,
dear!’” every time anybody had his
collar bone broken. He had heard
them from the field.

That was Billy Parker when his
junior year operncd. One afternoon that
year he wriggled out of scrimmage

where he had had his arms about the
tackle twice his size |
with his face alal |

legs of 2 serub
who had the bhall, ¢
grimy, and jumped around to his eqd
of the varsity line next to
tackle. He got on his toes
his arms and tunged in
three scrubs and two ends and a tackle
who had the ball, with his face all
gtarted with the kick and slapped the
scrub quartm‘b:\ok on the ground with
a thud, while the fellows on the grand
stand rattled their feet and jumped up
with the play and velled “Yea-a-a!
Jong cheer for Billy Parker!”
then that Tommy Nolan, chewing his
pencil on the side Hnes, where he was

and swung

taking notes for the News, heard 2 |

coach, knocking the ashes from his
cigarette, say to another coach * who
strolled back smiling from the scrim-
maget

Thacher at |

‘again past’

Tt was |

; “That dub Parker, at varsity right
end, is a wonder. If nothing happens
to him he will make the fastest end
next year this college ever saw.” i

Tommy Nolan, who took life serfous-
ly only where Billy Parker and foot-
ball were concerned, told this to Bllly
that night from where he sat on the
window seat in Lawrence with Billy
Parker’s pipe that
smoke,

“There’s some seénse
coaches,” said Tommy Nolan,
you go and let anything happen?”

“Shucks,” said Billy Parker from the
study table, where he was making
marks on the edges of & Mediaeval
History for later references, “what
could happen?” H

“Girls,” said Tommy Nolan.

“@irls?” Billy Parker snorted.

“Yes, girls,” sald Tommy Nolan.
“They’re the deuce. For instance. I
know one fellow who got engaged to
name is Pipkin. Just like his, Pipkin.
He rowed No. 4 that year for Yale.
a girl just before a boat race. Her
He just sat in his seat and imagined
ail through the race that she wouldn’t
marry him’ if he didn’t win. He got
groggy at two miles, of course, and
kept saying ‘Stella’ to himself every
stroke. ‘Stellal’ How was that! Got
it from the coxwain. The cox thought
the captain was yelling ‘starboard’—h&
couldn’t hear in the infernal din of the
Presidential gunboats, and steered in-
to a flagpole at the finish.”

Billy Parker looked up at Tommy
Nolan and wrinkled his nose. “Quite
g0,” he said musingly.

“Don’t you go and let anything like
that happen to you, that's ail,” said
Tommy Nolan.

“Shucks!” said Billy Parker,

And nothing did happen.

That is; not until the next summer,
which was just before hig last year on
the team, when something did, as fabe
lows.

Hler name was Letitia Louise Bax-
ter, and she was brown-haired and
twenty, and every evening danced in
the hotel hops, or sat out two-steps on
the hotel piazza, accompanied by small
flickers of cigarette light in the near-
est chair.

Billy Parker met her one morning on
| the piazza of the mountain hotel where
' he was staying through August, and
| the moment he saw her he knew that
i she had looked deep down into his
soul and understood him, And Billy
Parker, who had never known any girl
in his iife before, knuckled. Every day
for a month Miss Baxter let Billy Par-
ker walk beside her around the golf
links behind the hotel, and carry her
golf bags, and row her under the after=-
| glow of the sunset on the dinky little
hotel lake in a boat that had to have

in that for
"Don't |

the cleats shortened so that Billy Fares

| ker could brace against them; and tell
her about Yale, and what a fine place
| it was, ‘and ‘what bully fellows went
| there, and how he could look down
| from his window seat in Lawrénce and
sce the fellows playing nigger baby on

Billy couldn’t
i

the campus below; and espectally what
a great football team Yale had, and
how Yale was going to leave the Har-
vard eleven that year in a small round
pool of perspiration on Yale field that
November, and how he was going te
help do it

Which, for thirty-one long August
days, was bliss for Billy Parker, He
had never met a girl like that petore.

‘When something happened. -

This was on a Saturday afternoon,
and immediately after Miss Baxter had
looked up very much surprised and
pained across the cleats in the row-
boat, and had heard some hurried
things sald by Billy Parker in a very
hurried way. An hour later Billy Par-

! xer stood disconsolately on one leg on

the hotel piazza, She had been very
nice about it, and had said she was
sorry, and that he could call on her
aunt any time he was In Boston and
have tea, with a lemon In (it That
.would have been 21l right, and there
would have been some hope in it, it
something else had not happened, too.

But the afternoon train from Boston
had set a young man, in a straw hat
with a red band on it, down on the sta-
tion platform in the middle of a ring
of dress-suit cases, and tennis rackets,
and golf sticks, and crimson sweaters,
and a wiggly Boston terrier and ad-
miring natives, whose name was Win-
throp B. Dickinson of the Harvard
| football team. Billy Parker saw him
coming the same time that Miss Bax-
ter did. Ten minutes later he had tele-
graphed to Tommy Nolan to cut out
the tutoring he was making up and
join him in any perilous climb he knew
of up any scraggly mountain where &
young man might meet a grisly death
that could get into the Boston news-
papers, and where there weren’t any
girls. Which Billy Parker did because
—— Because the moment Miss Baxter
saw Dickinson she said, “Oh!” in &
very odd sort of a way and.went up-
stairs in the hotel and put on a new
dress, made of white with pink spots
in it, for dinner.

Billy Parker told himself"that he had
made a fool of himself, and that he
hadn’t been able to draw anything
better than a bob-tailed flush in the
game of life, and that it was all over;
and also, if she wasn’t happy, that the
next time he ever had a man named
Dickinson in ‘the middle of a football
gcrimmage where the referee couldn’t
gee him, he would make a new start
in life with one less to buck against in
the census. You see he thought a
. good deal more about Miss Baxter than
{ he thought he did, which wasn't at all
| conducive to flopping ambitious scrub
{ halfs on their backs under their own
' goal posts, or to blocking off visiting
up-country college tackles from getting
around his end with the ball, or to
keeping other men, like Smith, who
had been freshman end and captain,
and who hadn’t any such reason for &
| glump, from getting his positton.

l Which had & good deal to do with

the reasons Tomy Nolan didn’t feel
called upon to give when he asked the
Pean for a day’'s vacation. Nor did|
he tell the Dean where he was going, |
which has a good deal to do with this|
story, as will presently be seen. |

Trom your seat in the grand stand at|
@ Yale-Harvard footbaal game you can
fook down on a sight that you can see
but once & year. And that is a great |
oblong of chalk-marked grass with a
white goal post at either end, far down
in the middle of a high ampitheatre of |
towering tlers of seats, packed tight
with- cheering, excited people—gradu-
ates and undergraduates, with red‘
bands on their hats or blue flowers in |
their buttonholes, giris with crimson
flags and girls with blue flags, andl
whole sections of excited peoplé in win-
ter furs and blankets. Massed sectlons,
of Yale or Harvard undergraduates are i
shouting, and drowning out their.
bands, and listening cheerfully to hard- |
working young men in their shirt
sleeves who jump upon the low fence |
aboue the substitutes’ benches in front |
of the grand stands and wave their
arms and sing out:

“Now—are you ready? Long cheer-—i
everybody in it!” |

An hour later, if you are a Harvard |
man, you are yelling and waving your |
hat and wondering if those “Ilis” are |
ever going to stop pounding that Ha.r-‘;
vard line long enough to let Harvard
make a touchdown. If you are a Yalf_'
man you are jumping to your feet and
getting into that joyous Song:

“More work for the undertaker!”

or that rattling, long Yale cheer with

the nine long «yales!” on the other
end of it, and calling down to your
the middle

tattered line down there on
of the field to ‘“Hold 'em, Yale!
*em!’

“That is, you do all that if you know
what a big thing it is to win a Yale-
Harvard football game and Billy Park-
er did.. Al that first half, while the
two teams had been fighting in a deaf-
ening din of  clreers and songs, but with
no score, Billy Parker had squirmed
under his gray planket on the side
lines, and called himself names and
stared out at his eleven on the field;
each man so familiar to him, the giant
line bending to their knuckles till the
big centre snapped the ball, then heav-
ing upward and forward against the
crimson line, while the. swift half-
backs.shot to right or left and stopped
suddenly under an avalanche of strip-
ed jerseys. It he hadn’t thrown away
his chance on a gir], Billy thought to
himself, as the stands roared again,
and the second half begun, he could
have gone out there and done s8some-
thing. But he couldn’t go out. He
didn’t have the sand. If things had

Hold

“yale—Yale—Yale!”

The sidelines were dancmg. Coaches
were hurying down the field to each
other,
RBilly Parker nodded to one of them,
Martin, the head coach, who had a long
series of brilliant plays on that fleld
to his credit, and who ran past him
chewing a cigarette exultantly. ‘We've
got ’em.” Martin grinned.

Billy Parker watched the sight ex-
oltedly. Even if he couldn’t play, and
if neither side had scored, and if there
were but twenty minutes left to play
in, Yale could hold them now and then
make a touchdown. Lined up on their
own thirty-yard chalk mark the crim-
son eleven was crouching for a final
atack down the field. Their quarter-
back was slapping men on the should-
ers and giving final directions. The
Harvard ‘stands echoed with a long,
imploring:

“Harvard! Harvard! Harvard!”

Then came a quick, snappy signal.
Harvard gained three yards. Anohtr
and they gained two. Twice more and
a crimson halfback shot round Yales
end for ten yards. At the end of every
play men . were lying on their backs
on the hard turf, while rubbers with
bottles ran out under the deaféning

din and sponged their heads with
water. .
“¥arvard! Touchdown! Harvard!”

Billy Parker could see, as everybody
In the grand stands could, that Har-
vard 'was. making her last, desperate
attack of the game. His fingers itched
to be, out there. A constant uproar of
cheers filled the air. From all four
black grand

sides of the towering
stands, blue and red flags wavered out
incessantly. No one could hear the

signals of the quarterbacks in the

steady cheers.

But, with ten minutes 1eft to play,
something important was going in the
Harvard line.

Those Harvard backs were suddenly
beginning to make big holes in the
Yale line. A certain easy play was
going every time. Billy Parker had
seen a man run out from ‘the Har-
vard side line to take somebody’s
place. It was this man who was mak-
ing the gains. Hvery other minute the
ball would be snapped back, this man
would take it, there would be a smash-
ing kaleidescope of plunging crimson
jerseys and the new man would be
around his end—Smiths’ end. Once he
had made two yards. Then ten. Then
fifteen. The ball had moved from Har-

vard’'s 30-yard line to vale's 35-vard
line. Billy, jumping from his seat,
to watch

had crouched, tremblingly,
the play. He saw big Dale, at cen}tre.
push and shove, and Thacher, at right
d, and Smith, at

only been different—it Dickinson—

A quick, stinging yell broke out from
the Yale stands, and Billy
jumped. The Yale fullback had kicked
a long, low beautiful punt, and Smith,
the Yale right end, had tackled the
Harvard quarterback on his own 30~
{ yard line. Every Yale man was on his

| feet yelling:

Parker |

e

plowing through the substitutes. |

. She

' gtraightened up. If Dick

| mind.

tackle, lunge forwar i
his end, jump in each time and' lose
' fhs man. i . |
“Oh, stop it—please stop - it} Billy !
Parker yelled in a pleading voice. A

coach told him to dry up. :
And then gomething happened. I",my
Parker, crouching on the side lines,
as he sat

caught Tommy Nolan's eye

on the bench behind him Tommy'’s face | ment Billy Parker ran

was white. He pointed with his pen- |
el to the Harvard line.

“Dickinson,” shouted Tommy. |

Billy looked instantly, for the first
time, into the face of the Harvard half- ,
back who was making the gains |
through Yale’s line. It was he, Dick- i
inson, the man who had taken Miss!
Baxter away from him. He bristled
up suddenly—Dickinson! Why, then,
Miss Baxter must be there, too.
Hadn’t she thrown him over for Dick-
inson. He turned sharply and stared
into the grand stand. In the mass of |
people low down near the fence Billy
Parker looked straight at a brown-
haired girl, who sat petween an old
man who had his hat in the air, and
an elderly lady who wore a red carna-
tion. But it wasn't that fact that sent
the blood from Billy Parker’'s face. Miss
Baxter was not in red, for Dickinson.
wore a blue flag in her dress.
Billy Parker stood up on the side lines, |
with his mouth open and stared at her.
The next moment she saw him and
tore out the blue flag and waved it at
him. Billy gasped. In gpite of the
fact that a fresh Harvard yell was 80- |
ing up at that time, RBilly Parker jump- |
ed through a crowd of groaning sub- !
stitutes and dived between two coaches
who said things to him, and grahbed
Tommy- Nolan by the shoulder.

“Here, Tommy!” he gasped quickly.
“Drop that pad. Come here.”” He jerked
the perspiring Tommy to his feet and
shook him.

“Now,” he said shortly,
blazed, “what do you know
Baxter?"'

Tommy Nolan grinned. Billy Parker

shook him again.
«Out with it,” he said. He was hot all |

over,
“fa—2* gaid Tomuny Nolan. “I knew |
a fellow who knew her. I went to see |

”» !

her——

“The deuce you adl”’

“1 did. Let go of my collar, I found
out Dickinson was & pigamist; that he
had two girls engaged to him at the‘
same time he met Miss Baxter.” Billy
inson had done
that he would punch his head. 1 told |
her—hold on & minute—I told her that
if she wanted to leave the summer }ji— |
azza business 1'd find her a nice quiet |
kitchen rocking ¢hair in your flat in |
Harlem. 1 told her you had a pair and
a half of curtains, a bookcase that be-
longed to e, an oil stove and & high
seat on a bookkeeper's chair in my .
father's office in prospect. 1 changed her |
mind. Then 1 told the coaches all about
it, and told them to look out for you
dnd see when the disease broke. Now
run along to Martin, There's five min-
utes. left to play fn—an¢ win the

and his eyes
about dMiss

game."” .
Rilly Parker sat Tommy Nolan down

so hard on the bench that Tommy No-
lan giggled. Just one idea was In his
Dickinson had tricked the girl
he loved. And Dickingon was out there
on the flarvard team and was winning
for Harvard. The next mo-
out on the sidel

the

game

i There

lines and nodded@ savagely to Martin,

fthe head coach, who looked from him

to Tommy Nolan and then grinned.
Then he pushed him out on the field,
in a sudden, knife-like cheer:

“yYale! Yale! Yale! Parker!”

He only turned to glance, on the run,
just once, at a girl in a fur boa who
gat between an old man with a red
flag and a disapproving aunt, and who

| Jooked the other way quickly. Then he
. went in to meet Dickinson and play

football,

The whistle blew. The Yele quarter-
back, running rapidly around from
Billy Parker, patted each Yale man on
the back. It was Harvard’s ball, first
down, five yards to ge, on Yale's five-
yard line. One final rush like those that
had pushed Yale elghty yards down the
field and the game would be over.
was a moment’s hush. The
Crimson quarter snapped the ball. Dick-

! inson took it. There was a red rush

of men in front of him, and with a dive
EBilly Parker broke through the Har-
vard tackie and end opposite him and
flattened out the Crimson halfback
with a thud two_vards back of where
he had started.

A terrific yell broke from the Yale

| stands:

“Parker!™

Another. signal, another flash of
crimson .at his end, and Billy lay

again with his arms about Dickinson’s
legs, with two more yards lost for Har-
vard.

“Third dotwn, nine yards to go.”

The Yale stands were frantic. There
was one minute left to play. Billy
knew what he was going to do. The
Harvard backs dropped behind for a
kick for goai. = Billy Parker, swinging
forward loosely at hig end, watched the
pass narrowly. He saw what ten
tired pairs of Yale eyes did not see,
and that was the stumble that Dick-
inson made as he reached forward to
take the ball. With the pass, Billy
was through the line and on him with
a rush. Suddenly swerving he lunged
forward and, as Dickinson Kkicked,
blocked the ball with his hands " and
was after it. Before the stands could
see what was happening Billy had fal-
len under the Harvard’s halfback’s
feet, and Tacher, who was just behind
Dhim, had picked up the ball on ihe
run and was ten yards down the field
past the Iarvard quarterback for a
touchdown.

It was all done so suddenly that Billy
Parker was on hig feet agaln before
the Yale stands understood what had
happen.d. If he hadn’t won Miss Bax-
ter back he had Dbeaten Dickinson.
Swarms of cheering, frantic Yale men

jumped the fence into the gridiron
and stormed the Yale team, Ilifting
them to their shoulders
‘“Fale! Yalel Yale!™

— e,

(Continued dn Page 7.)




