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T was about the sixth inning that
l [ suspected the Rube of weaken-
mmg. For that matter he had
not pitched anything resembling his
usual brand of baseball. But the Rube
liad developed into such a wonder in
the box that it took time for his l:t-l
down to dawn upon me. Also it took
a tip from Raddy, who sat with me
on the bench.

“Con, the Rube isn't himself to-
day,” Radbourne. “His mind’s
not on the game. lle scems hurried
and flustered, too. 1i he doesn’t ex-
rlode presently, I'm a dub at callin’
the turn.”

Raddy was the hest judge of 2
pitcher' < condition, physical or men-
1al, in the Lastern League. 1t was a
Saturdav and we were on the road
and finishing up a series with the
Rochesters. Fach team had won and
lost @ game, and, as | was climbing
close 1o the leaders in the pennant
race, | wanted the third and decid-
ing game of that Rochester serics.
The usual big Saturday crowd was in
attendance, noisy, demonstrative and
exacting.

In this sixth inning the first man
1o for Rochester had flied to McCall.
Then had come the two plays sig-
nificant of the Rube’s weakening, He
hit one batter and walked an-

This was sufficient, consider-
ing the score was three to one 1n our
to bring the aondience to 1ts
fret with a howling, <tamping demand

said

Thad

other

favor,

fe

' oTins,

“Spears 15 wise all night,”  said
.L‘.'lrid\'.

I watched the foxv  old  captain
walk over to the Rube and talk to

bim whitle he rested reassuring
band on the pitcher’s shoulder. The
vrowd velled its disapproval and Um-
mre Bates called out sharply:
“Spears, get back to the bag.”
“"Now, AMister Umpire, ain't 1 hur-
N I can?" queried Spears as
he lersurely ambled back to first.
The Rube long, damp,
wrelt of hair back from his big brow
nervonsly toed the rubber., |
lie seemed to forget the
and delivered the
hall without glancing at either bag.
W course this resulted in a double
steul

wild

A

rvin’ a
tossed a

n‘.l'i[
noted that

ranners on II.‘

The hall went wild—almost a
pitch.

“Steadw up, old man,” called Cregg
hetween the bleachers.
1] mitt square over the
plate for the Rube to pitch to. Again
the long twirler

the vells of

e e has
tnok lis swing, and
agam ball went Claney
had the Ruhe the hole now and
the siuatian hegan to grow serious,
The Kube (did not take hali his usual
nest two
was a ball and
the other a sirike by grace of the
impire’s generositv.  Clancy rapped
the nest one, an absurdly slow pitch
tor Rulie and both run-
ners scored to the shridl tune of the
happy bleachers
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| ERTRN

the wide,

s in

lEfllilf'.’.]".“l" and of the
ritches one of them

the Lo use,

Spears <hake

his head and

i toward the Lench. Tt was plain

v

a

vhat that meant

girl sitting at one of the tables wilh'

my new pitcher, Henderson.

“Say, Mac,” 1 said to McCall, who
was with me, “is IHenderson inar
ried #”

“Naw, but he looks like he wanted;
He was in the grand stand |

to be.
today with that girl."
“Who is she? Oh! a little peach!”

A second glance #t Henderson's
companion brought this compliment

from me involuntarily.

“Con, vou'll get it as bad as the
rest of this mushy bunch of hall
playvers. We're all stuck on that kid.
But since Hendersan came she's heen
a frost to all of us, An' it's put the
Rube in the dumps.”

“Wha's the girl?”

“That's Nan Brown. She lives in
Worcester an’ is the craziest girl fan
I ever seen.  Flirt! Well, she's got
them all beat. Somebody introduced
the Rube to her, He has been mooney
cever since.”

That was enough to whet my en-

riosit © and 1 favered Miss Brown
with more than one glance during
dinner. When we returned to the

parlor car 1 took advantage of the
aopportunity and remarked'to Hen-
derson that he might introduce his
manager. He complied, but not with
amiable grace.

So | chatted with Nan Brown, and

studied her. She was a pretty, laugh-

ing, coquettish little minx and quite;

baseball mad. 1 had mer many girl
fans, but none so enthusiastic as Nan.
But she was wholesome and sincere,
and I liked her. «

Refore turning in T sat down be-
cside the Rube. Tle was very quiet
and his face did not encourage com-
panv. But that did not stop me.

“Helln, Whit:
fore you go to bed?”
fully.

He scarcely heard me and made
no move to take the pl’n”l‘rrr] cigar.
All at once 1t struck me that the
rustic simplicity which had charac-
terized him had vanished.

“Whit, old fellow, what was wrong
today?” 1 asked, quietly, with my
hand on his arm.

“Mr. Connelly, T want my release.
I want to go back to Rickettswille,”
he replied hurriedly.

For the space of a few seconds [
did some tall thinking. The situation
suddenly became grave. 1 saw the
for the Worcesters fading,

I asked cheer-

pennant
dimming.

“Yan want tn ga home?' | began
“Why, Whit, T can’t keep
wouldn't if didn't
But 1'll teN you confi-
me at this

slowly

voltl, 1 trv vou
want tn stayv.
dentially, it

stage I'm ruined.”

you leave

“I{ow's that?" he inguired, keenly|

Jooking at me.

“Well, T can't the pennant

win

without vou, If T do win it thcrr"!
I can buy thej

a hig bonus for me.

house | want and get warried this|
You've|
{

fall i 1 capture the filag
met Millv.  You can imagine
vour pitching means to mie this year.

That's all.,”

He averted his face and looked out|
His big jaw guivered. |

of the window,

have a smoke he-

what |

l

she wore violets that matched the|
color of her eves.

“Hellgy Connie. | haven't scen a
morning  paper, bhut 1T know drom

vour face that vou lost the Roches-

ter series," sad Milly, with a gav
laugh.
"1 guess ves. The Rube blew up,

and it we don’t play a pretty <innoth
game, voung lady, he'll never come
down.”

Then 1 told her.

“Why, Connie, | knew long age
Haven't von secn the change in hoa
betore this " *

“What change™ 1 ashed hlankly.

“Nou are a man. Well, he was a
gawhy, slouchy, shy farmer hoay

when he came to us. OFf course the
ey life and popularity began to in-
fluence him. Then he met Nan. She
made the Rube a worshiper. 1 first
noticed a change in his clothes, 1e
blaossomed out tn a new smt, white
neglige, neat tie and a stylish straw
1al.  Then 1t was evident he was

He looked like a man who had lost the one thing worth while in his life.

“Raddy, I ought tn tahe the Rube “1f it's  that—why, I =tay, 1
out,” 1 osaid, “but wham can I put in?| reckan.” he said hushily.
Yon worked vesterdav—Cairns' arm That moment bound \Whit Hurtle
~ sore. 1ts got 1o he nursed. And|and Frank Connelly into a far closer
Hendersan, that ladwes' man 1 _f-_[«.t relation than the one hetween [-l.‘l].'-
stgned, is not in umiorm.” er and manager. I sat silent for a
“m B m,” rephied Raddy, in- while, listening to the drowsy talk
stantly ai the other plavers and the rushi
“Not on your lite ™ 1 had as hard [ and roar of the train as it <ped on
i time keepang Radbourne from over-| inta the nizht
working as | bhad m getting enough “Thank wvou, old chap,” | replied.
ko oout of some other plavers. “I| "1t wouldn’t have been like you to
@ I'1 et the Rube take his medi-] throw me down at this stage.  Whit,
I liate 1o 1 i 1 . Lies™ niaking lhierene <trugeles 1o over-t
= tate tnodeose this ganie, but)youre in troubic come his awhwardne-<. 11 was plamn
ve lave ve cun stand 1it. I'm “Yes " he was studving and  copving  the
imvwar, to see what's the “an 1 help von—in any way s { other hoys.  He's  wonderiully
x ; X o Logh «till <1 1ol 4
with 1l {STL T, Mavhe he'll “I rechon not | proyed, }.u_l il by 'l.- I oalway
B Jo s otl T _— that "o a he shv. Conmpie, \Whit'™s & fin fel-
wen presently _ Yo't be too = o that, 1 low, ton good for Nan Brown.” )
I aile stgn that 1 had noticed pretty wise guy, if I do sav it my- “ Bt Mille™ 1 interrupted. “the
) appeal 1 the bench And | <eli I might be able to do as ;.11:_r'|1 i\'s!hrl'i':ull hit. Why is hie too gouod
- Casive I-‘i‘._' cr~, nn doubt see- for von as youre going 1o ey I"l."[ for her®”
v thie sitnation s | saw i, sang ont | 116 “Nan is a nmatoral born thirr,” Mally
N atioiic oills &F cheer ta i The <ielbt oi his face convinced rephed.  “She can’t lielp 1. ' atrand
el I . . ) } v tack. | Whit has a <lim chance.  Nan may
\ etance 1o their  an-{ me that | had taken a4 wrong lac | nat see deep enough to learn s
1ist Clanev <wole oii first IIA-E! It also showed me how deep Whit "i fine qualitics I fanev Nan tirel

”Iui!.L:I' the one i

s 1at Rubie, catclimg some-| trouble reallv was. 1 hade him good | quickly of him,
hasd v’ irntie ton Lite, miade 4 balk! o it and went to uy berth, where I saw them together she i‘T'T'ri“"“ll Lo
: s i, like hin: very well, This new pucher
1 M \ ]
e .‘ .mr. sent the runner on o | deep did not spon visit me. A Saucy, | vours, Henderson, is a handsome !
wecod I'he Rube now shiowed pain- | sparkhing-eved woman barred W h”l fellow and smooth Whit is losing!
Hoevidences of bemng rattled I 1lurtle’s baschall career at its thres-| to i, Nan lhikes flash, flattery,
. "
e ¢ 1 excitement. !

vand when he did Ihat!

plan
e pitched as if he did |

d ot locate the plate \\!tl‘.-}h..'lul

Women are just as fatal wo ball

walloped the ball.! pluvers as to men in any other walk

o life. [ had seen a strong athlete

nd bt for the fast fielding | grow palsied ~ just at  a scornful
f the team behimd lom the Roches-| slight It's a great world, and the
ters would have scored more than|women run it. So I lay awake rack-

the eight runs it got. When the Rube|i

canie the bench 1 asked him! ¢
i he was Yick and at first he said
he was and then that he was not.
So 1 let him pitch the remaining

mnings, as the game was lost any-
how, and we walked off the field a

for mine, all
meant for the sake of the pennant,
this woule be the solution of the

ng my brains to outwit a pretty dis-
wganizer; and 1 plotted for her sake.

Married, she would be out of mis-
chief. For Whit's sake, for Milly's,

of which collectively

- het problem.
badly beaten team. 1 decided to take Milly into my
That night we had to hurry from| ., nfdence, and finally on the
the hotel to catch a train for Worces-| strength of that I got to sleep. In

ter and we had dinner in the dining-
car. Several of my players’ wives
had come over from Worcester te
meet us, and were in the dining-car
when | entered. ] observed a pretty

the morning 1 went to my hotel, had
breakfast, attended to my mail, and
then boarded a car
Milly’s house.
me on the porch, dressed as I :
to see her, in blue and white, andi 1 had heard from other managers.

to go out to
She was waitng for
iked

“MceCall told e the Rulie had been
llu\\n m l}lt‘ lllt’ll[h ever sinee ”[‘Ir-,
derson joined the team. Milly 1 don't|
like Henderson a whole lot.  He's!
not in the Rube’s class as a pitcher. |
What am 1 going to do? Lose i]'ll"
pennant and a big  slice of wrsc |
money just for a pretry little fhirt?” |

“Oh, Connie, it’s not so bad as;
that. Whit will come round all night. |

“*He won't unless we can pull some|
wires. 1've got to help him win Nan |
Brown. What do vou think of that
for a manager’s job? [ guess mayvhe
winning pennants doesn’t eall for|
diplomatic gemins and cunning! Bm
I'll hand them a few tricks before
I lose. My first move will be to
give Henderson his release.”

I leit Milly, as always, once more
able to make light of discourage-
ments and difficultics.

Monday I gave Henderson his un-
conditional release. He celebrated the
oceasion by verifying certain rumors
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THE RUBE’S
ATERLOO

He got dennk. But hie did not leaver
town, wmd | leard that e was ne-
colialing with 1'ros Ilj!‘llt'(' for a |||'.-|L'&
on that .

Radbourne vmiched one of Liis gt

[ lli.:q'rf ot

alternnon against

thait

Harttord Wl we won, And Milly
sat it the grand stand, having eon-
trived with cloverness 1o get a4 scal
next to - Nan Brown, Milly and 1
were plaving a vastly deeper game
thaan  baseball —a game wili Liearts,
But we wer A it with honest
v, tor B I ot all coneerned,
Lielics e, ...nl on the sqpilat . 1
siteahed o look now and then up into
the grand <tand.  Milly and Nan ap-
|=r:|rl.'i1 to be getting on famously, 1t
was certam that Nan was flushed
and execited, v donbt consciously
prond I scen with oy af-
franeed A he catoe | ochanced
i el [ in thew wav om
Milly w od o el was her
sign that all was workimg  beaat

fulls

Ll
/)

)

ol

e armd bundled

t i ter the Tuestel o take shimer
R 10 [RRTIT Nt otirst | wis glitrg, Lt
itter a wlitle hie bhrighiened up sowme-
wli \ peristent  cheer and
iraendlines 1 *went ont upon
Freated i stiloke,  and
ir | I

Wi I a stroke for you.
N haten it b oiepded. 1
ofl vonr feed,
vt e wiav when
Ml You'rve lnst
Brown, That's
' 1 =0 v 1 daresay vou
tHink a N anse
vty TR YVoun've shown a vellow

<t riral Younve Lun down
“My bisv that ien’t the way to win
a wirl You've got 1o serap.  Millv
told e vesterday how  she had
watched your love affairs with Nan,

and _I o

| vour nerve.

she thought you had given

up jist when  things  might have
come vour wav., Nan is a lirtle fhirt,
| bt she's all right. What's more, she
was gettme tond aof vou Nan 1s
ineanest to the man she hkes hest.
The wav ta handle her, Whit, is to
master here Plav high and mighty,
Get tragical.  Then grab her up in
vour arms. 1 tell voun, Whit, it'1l all
conte your way ii yon only keep

I'm vour friend and <o

i« Milly. We're going out to her
house presently—and Nan will  be
there.”

The Rube drew a long, deep breath
and held out his hand. 1 sensed
another stage in  the evolution of
Whit Hurtle. . .

“l reckon J've taken baseball|

coachin’,” hc said, presently, “an’ I alone get a'shutout.”

don’t sce
kind.
come
learnin.’

h

"

I'm only a rube an'

why 1 can't take some other
’thingl

ard for me, but I'm .a-

Fe

It was about dark when we arrived
tire honse
“Tlello, Conne
eyening, AE }[I!‘:F.
Miss Nan

al
You're late. Good
Come right in.

Y ot've et Brown? Oh,

of course; how stupid of we!”

It wius u Iryang moment for .“i"}
anedl e \ little pallor showed un-
der the Kube's tan, but he was more
composed than | had expected. Nan
gol up frone the piano.  She was all
weowhitte and delicionsly pretty. She

pave a quick, glau start of surprise.
What w rebier that wias to iny troubled

il ! Fverything  had  depended
wpon 4 real honest hiking for Whit,
wned she had .

More than once | had been proud
of AMillyv's cleverness, but this night
i she

s hostess  aml  accomplice

wan uy everlasting adunration. "She
contrived to give the impression that
Whitt' war o frequent visitor at her

sore il very welcome She brought
lits hest points, and in her <kill-
il hands he lost embarrassment and!

o
l\\‘iﬁ";

g

the evening
regarded Whit with
and she never dreamed
4l not come about
AMilly somchow got
e ot oan the poreh, leaving Nan
and Whit together

awhwardness Hetore

v Nun

LI Wl
differcut eve

that evervtl
naturally

“Millv, vou're a marvel, the best
aml sweelest r.” 1 whispered.
“We' cong !t win It's a cinch.”

“Well, Connme, not that—exactly,”
she whispered back dewurely,  “But
i looks hopetal

Foeoild not help hearing what was
sand in the parlos

“Now | can roast von,” Nan was
<ay archl She had  switched |

g
back o her tavorite baseball vernac-'

alar. "You pitched o swell game last
satorday in Rochester, didn’t yout
Not! You had o steam, no con-

trol, and you couldn’t have curved a
savcer.”

“Nan, what you expect?’
was the ceol reply. “You sat up in
the stand with vour handsome friend.
I reckon 1 conlin’t prich. I just gave
the game away.”

W\ ]\_\'!—-\\ hat ="

Then 1 whispered to Milly that it
night be discrect for us to move
a hittle way from the vicinity.

It was on the second day after-
ward that 1 got a chance to talk to
Nan. She reached the grounds carly,
beiore Milly arrived, and I found her
in the grand stand. The Rube was
dawn on the card to pitch and when
he started to warm up Nan said con-
fidently that he would shut out Hart-
ford that afternoon.

“I'm sorry, Nan, but you're 'way
f. We'd do well to win at afl, Tet

“You're a fine manager!" she re-
torted, hotly. “Why won't we win?"

“Well, the Rube's not in good
form. The Rube—"

could

!

of

A—

) QUO)

) to my already long face.

“Stop calling him that horrid
name.
_"Whit’s not in shape. He's not
right. He's ill or something is
wrong. I'm worried sick about him.”
"Why—Mr. Cennelly!” exclai
Nan. She turned quickly toward me.
I crowded on full canvas of gloom

“I'm serious, Nan. The lad’s off,
somehow. He's in magnificent physi-
cal trim, but he can't keep his mind
on the game. He has lost his head.
I've talked with him, reasoned with
him, all te no good. He only goes
down deeper in the dumps. Some-
thing is terribly wrong with him, and
of course if he doesn't brace I'll have
to release—"

Miss Nan Brown suddenly lost a
little of her rich bloam. “Oh! you
wouldn't—you couldn’t release him!"y

“I'll have to il he doesn’t brace. It
means a lot to me, Nan, for of course
I can’t win the pennant this year
without Whit being in shape. But |
believe I wouldn’t mind the loss ot
that any more than to see him fall

down. The boy is a magnificent
pitcher. If he can only be brought
around he'll go to the big league

next vear and develop into one of
the greatest pitchers the game has
ever produced. But somehow or
other he has lost heart. He's quit.
And I've done my best for him. He's
hevond me now. What a shame 1t
is!  TFor he's the making of such
a splendid man outside of baseball.
Milly thinks the world of him. Well,
well; there are disappointments—we
can't help them. There goes '},"'1
gong. 1 must leave you. Nan, T'll|
bet vou a box of candy Whit loses
today. Is it a go®”

“It replied Nan, with fire in
her eves. “You go to Whit Hurtle
and tell hun I said of he wins to-
day's game Ull kiss ham!”

I nearly lbroke wmy neck over
henches and bats getting to Whit
with that message. He gulped once.

Then he tightened kis belt and
shut out Hartford with two scratch
singles. It was a great ecxhibition
of pitchifg. 1 had no means to tell]
whether or not the Rube got his
reward that night, but 1 was so hap-
py that | hugged Milly within an inch
of her lite,

But it turned out that | had been

a hlittle premature in my elation. In
two davs the Rube went down into
the depths again, this time clear to
China, and Nan was sitting in the
grand stand with Henderson, The
Rube lost hic next game, pitching
like a schoolboy scared out of his
wits. Henderson followed Nan like
a shadow, so that 1 had no chance
to talk to her. The Rube lost his
next game and then another. We
were pushed out of second place.
If we kept up that losing streak
little longer, our hopes for the
pennant were gone. [ had hegun 1o
despair of the Rube. For some oc-
cult reason he scarcely spoke to me.
Nan flirted worse than ever. It
seemed to me <he flaunted her con-
quest of Henderson in poor Whit's
face.

The Providence hall team came
to town and promptiy signed Hen-
derson and annovnced him for Sat-
urday's game. Cairns won the first
of the series and Radbourne lost
the second. Tt was the Rube's turn
to pitch the Saturday game and 1 re-
solved to make one mare effort to
put the love-sick swain in something
hike his old fettle. So I called upon
Nan,

She was surprised to see me, but
received me graciously. [ fancied
her fare was not quite so glowing
as nsual. I came bluntly out with
my mission.  She tried to freeze me
but 1 would not freeze. 1 was< out
to win or lose and not to he lightly
laughed aside or coldly denied. 1
played to make her angrv, knowing
the real truth of her feelings would

<"
s,

show under stress.
For once in my life 1 became a
knocker and saud some unpleasant

things—albeit they were true—about
Henderson. She championed Hen-
derson royally, and when, as a last
card, | compared Whit's fine record
with Henderson's, not only as a ball
player, but as a man, particularly in
his reverence for women, she flashed
at me like a little lioness

“What do yvou know about it? Mr.
Henderson asked me to marry him.
Can a man do more to show his re-
spect?  Your friend never so much
as hinted such honorable intentions.

What's more—he insulted me!” The
blaze in Nan's bhlack eyes softened
with a film of tears. She looked
hurt. Her pride had encountered a
fall.

“Oh, mo, Nan, Whit couldn’t n-

sult a lady,” | protested.

“Couldn’t he? That's all vou know
aLlout hine,. You know | — | prom-
ised to kiss him i7 he beat Hartford
that day. So when he came I — |
did. Then the big savage began to
rave and he grabbed me up m his
arms.  He smothered me; almost
crushed the life out of me. He
frightened me terribly. When 1 got
away from him—the monster stood
there and coolly said 1 belonged to
him. 1 ran out of the room and
wouldn't see him any more., At first
I might have forgiven him if he had
apologizec—said he was sorry, but
never a word. Now | never will for-
give him."”

I had to make a strenuous effort
to conceal my agitation. The Rube
had most carciully taken my fool
advice in the matter of wooing a
woman.

When [ had got a hold upon my-
self, I turned to Nan white-hot with
eloquence. Now [ was talking not
wholly for myself or the pennamt,
but for this boy and girl who were
at odds in that strangest game ot
life—loye.

What | said I never knew, but Nan
lost her resentment, and then her
scorn and indifference. Slowly she
thawed and warmed to my reason,
praise, whatever it was, and when I
stop; she was again the radiant,
bewildering Nan oi old.

“Take another mncg.lo Whit
for me,” she said, auda ly. “Tell
him I adere bali players, especially

pitchers. Tell him I'm oing t
th
game today to choose the bgcstooru:

"SI;: loses the game—"
e leit the sentence unfini 1
my state of mind | doul:ltl:; ':?1': {:
the least that she meant to marry
the pitcher who won the game, and
m',l told the Rube. He made one
;rl d upheaval of his arms and shoul-
crs: like an erupting volcano, which
pn&r;d tcoI me that he believed it, tea,
en | got to the be af-
ternoon 1 was fired. r;:.-:ll_etl::t“.lf‘

big crowd to see
. the game: the
n':athher was perfect: Mil!g sat up in

ox and wavye =
me: Radd d her score card at

had the
and fro

¥y and Spears declared we
gl;illinc; the R|!|be: stalked to
f ¢ an implacahle I3

r!-nr!——_lml I was nat lhappl\:lml::ﬁ:(;‘
La‘]l_ailmly breathed in the very air.

ic game began. McCall hea

T bunt; Ashwell sacrificd and S":nm::
aced one of s beautiful triples
agamst the fence. Then he scorea
on a high fly. Twao runs! Waorces-
lerhlrottﬂ] out into the field. The
I"u h:dwah’ white with determination;
- the speed of a bullet and per-
ect control of his jump ball and

f'll'op.] iim Providence It and had
th:rwu(u.iltl .'\!-hl\:-:ll fumbled, Gregy
x ro 1
tarew vidence tied the
The game

progressed, owin
more and more of a nighhft:rc lg
me. It was naog Worcester's day.

The umpire conld
the boys grumbled and fought amon
themselves; Spears roasted l.hc mn'F
pire and was sent to the bench: Bo.
gart tripped, hurting his sgre a.nl\!r

not see straight:

and‘ had to be taken ont. Hender-
son’s slow, easy hall bafiled mv
plavers, and when he used  speed

they linew
fielder.

In the sixth, after a desperate ral-
¥, we crowded the bases with only
one out. Then Mullaney's hard rap
to left.  Secemingly good for three
bases, was pulled down hy Stone with
onc hand. It was a wonderful catch
and lig doubled up a runner at sec-
ond.  Again in the seventh we had
a chance to score, only ta fail on

another double play, this ;
infield play, this time }J} the

it straight at a Providence

When the Providence plavers were
at bat their luck not only held good
I;ut'l‘rcblcel and quadrupled. The Iit-
tle Texas-league hits dropped «aiely
just out of reach of the infielders
My Loys had an off day in ﬁcldiugl
What horror that of all days in a
season this should be the une for
them tp make errars!

But they were game, and the Rube
was the gamest of all. e did not
seeit to know what hard Juck was
or discouragement, or poor support.
He kept everlastingly hammering the
ball at those lucky Providence hitters
What speed he had! The ball streah.
ed in, and somebody would shut his
eves and make a safety. But the
'Ruhq 1]n|l|:lu!d_ on, tireless, irresistibly
wopetul, not forgetting to r
of cheer to his gcldcrﬁ. A& word

It was one of those
that could not be he
labor or daring or skill.
lost from the second inning, vet so
deeply was 1 concerned, <o tantal-
izingly did the plays reel themselves
oif, that I groveled there on the
bench unable to abide by my base-
ball sense.

The ninth i
shadow of

strange games
ttered by any
I saw 1t was

nning proved bevand a
! doubt how bascball fate
in common with other fates, loved to
balance the chances, to lift up one
then the other, to lend a dccem’ui
hope only to dash it away.

Prm-1d¢ncc_]|ad almost three times
enough to win. The team let up in
that inning or grew over-confident or
careless, and hefore we knew what
had happened some scratch hits, and
bases on balls, and CITOrs, gave us
three runs and leit two runners on
bases. The disgusted bleachers came
out of their gloom and began to
whistle and thump. The Rube hit
safely, sending another run over the
plate.  McCall worked his old trick
beating out a slow bunt. 3

Bases full, three runs to tie! With
Ashwell up and onc out, the noisg
in the bleachers mounted to a higil-
pitched, shrill, continnous sound. 1
got up and yelled with all my might
and could not hear my voice. Ash-
well was a dangerous man in a pinch.
The game was not lost yet. A hit,
anything to get Ash to first—and
then Stringer!

Ash laughed at Henderson, taunted
him, shook his bat at him and dared
him te put one over Henderson did
not stand under fire. The ball he
pitched had no steam. Ash cracked
i square on the line intea  the
shortstop’s  hands. The bleachers
ceased yelling.

Then, Stringer strode grimly 1n the
plate. It was a hundred to one, in
that instance, that he would lose the
ball.  The bleachers let out one
deafening roar, then hushed. | would
rather have had Stringer at the bat
than any other player in the waorld
and I thought of the Rube and Nan
and Millv—and hope would not die.

Stringer swung mightily on  the
first pitch and struck the hall with a
sharp, solid big. It shot toward
center, low, level, exceedingly swift,
and like a dark streak went straight
intn the fielder's hands. A rod to
right or leit would have mwade it a
home run. The crowd strangled a
victorious vell. 1 came out of mv
trance, for the game was over and

lost. It was the Rube's Waterloo.
I hurried him into the  dressing
room and kept close to him. He

looked like a man who had lost the
one thing worth while in his life. |
turned a deaf car to my players, to
everybody, and hustled the Rube ont
and to the hotel. 1 wanted to be near
him that night.

To my amaze we met Milly and Nan
as we entered the lobby. Milly woge
a sweet, sympathetic smile.” Nan
shone more radiant than ever. [
simp'l( stared. It was Milly who got
us all through the corridor into the
parlor. 1 heard Nan talking.

“Whit, you pitched a bad game -
but—" there was the old teasing,
arch, coquettishness—"but you are the




