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» Bull mi the monarch of all ho aurrcycd.
Tomb aa they make 'em.Chief Unafraid 1

King of the Umpa, and crowead aa aoeh.
Twice by the Iriah ard once by the Dutch.

.Ballade of Brick McOorera.

/ / / \ NE false move!" Implored
1 Peewee. "One false move

.that's all I aalc! One
false move and I crown

you J"
Feet kicking up the dust, fists

losed, and jaws working overtime.
Umpire Bull Fee\ey and Third BasemanFeewee Patterson were breasting
each other pigeon-fashion, and backingaround in a wary circle.
They each let go a right at the

same moment, and Peewee, who had
once seen service in the ring, beat his

opponent to the punch, following it

up with a left that reached the same

target.
Bull staggered back, recovereu

himself and returned to the attack
head down. In the Interest of peace
and dignity. Manager Brick McGov«-rnand some of the more responsible
players Interfered. |

I'sually pugillst'.c encounters on

the ball field have little significance
and are forgotten in a day or two.

But this fracas was different.
# * * *

-r'ROM the viewpoint of the ball

players there is no such thing as

a good umpire. They are all bad. and

some are a little worse than others,

clubhouse opinion was unanimous in

asserting that Bull Feeney was the

most terrible crime ever perpetrated
in organised base ball. Not that Bull
didn't know his business: that was

the awful part of It! Bull had been

in. the majors, and had even worked
three times in a world's series. He

w as game, cool headed, quick on his

teet. and had a voice like a foghorn.
But, of all the self-satisfied, truculent.sarcastic, llvellght-loving and

inurder-inspiring umpires that ever

bellowed through a musile. Bull Feeneywas the thrice-crowned king!
Proudly he admitted the charge, and
dared the world to make litm otherwise.Therein lay the perpetual
casus belli.
The crowd rode him. of course, but

this was a mistake: it only encouragedthe man. Bull got as much joy
out of irritating the audience behind
the wire netting as a small boy does

in poking sticks through the bars of

the circus cages.
Oh, Bull was real!} an awful tmng.

and he pursued the even tenor of his

way. until Pewee Patterson, In sheer
defense, convoked a board of strategy
tn i-he clubhouse one afternoon.
"Xow. get me right," said Patterson-"I'm naturally peaceful. I ain't

!ookin: for trouble, but when any big
ujmbw sticks his nose between my

teeth "he's going to lose it: that's all"'
This declaration of principles was

approved by the strategists.
"But we got to use the old head on

this .guy." warned Rube Perguson.
o.rfielder. "We got to work on him.

1 Ifty dollars a punch is too much

sugfu 3fy idea isi to get something
p hinm "

.'"Te-ah, I'll get my spikes on him
«i»me day." promised Lefty Carroll:
"that's what Til get on him."
.Ptcjree protested. "Bet's get down

cj-^bBstness: Now. here's something
hey tried on a guy down south once,

and I'll tell the world it was rich."
Pa'<t*£soh's voice trailed off into

tUif-ijMnyttic.tenseness of a bora conTbd

jdot.nnf^P^f^f -i«s«htiy all
ouldtajTpraciat^ tliat the midget third

sa*4ter had indeed unearthed a slen-

tier sWord calculated to penetrate
even the thick hide of Bull Feeney
and'l*ave him writhing miserably at

thfctr feet. *

.' * * * * :
^

a yrfSZK later the King of tlmps
** Seated himAelf one evening in the
lofcby of his hotel to indite two letters.The first was in the nature of

a. report to the president of the

league, and presented no difficulty.
It read:
"Hear Mi. Powell:

4,I put Manager McGovern out of
the game yesterday for abusive language.He is a dog.

"Yours truly.
"JAMES P. FEENEY."

The second letter represented the
first step into an unfamiliar world.
He frowned thoughtfully at the hotel
letterheads, chewed the tip of the
penholder, laid it down, looked about
him and surreptitiously produced
from an inside pocket a small pink
envelope that had come in the morningmail. For the twentieth time he
read the contents, and for the twentiethtime a wave of turkey red beganat his gills and spread to the
back of his neck. His heavy features
struggled unsuccessfully against a

sheepish grin. And small wonder!
The age of miracles was here again!
mill reeney naa received a masn

rote! Cgpid was burning incense at
the shrine of an ump! Let unbelieversread:
"Dear Mr. Feeney:

"I have often wanted to write to

you. but this is the first time I have
been able to get up the courage, and
1 hope you will not take offense or

think I am too bold.
"7 go to all the games, and I think

y-ou are the very best umpire in the
league. It must be wonderful to be
so big and strong and fearless, and
T would just love to know you. but I
suppose you would not pay any attentionto a mere girl.though my
friends say 1 am not bad looking.
"Anyway. I can't resist confessing

my admiration for a man who can
face the crowd like you can. and I
just hope you are not married!

"There, now. I've said it. and I do
liope you won't be angry, but will insteadfind time perhaps to write to
P. O. Box 341 and make me wildly
happy.
"Vour true admirer.

tt-ST A GIRL."
* * * *

'pHE only woman Bull Feeney had
ever loved was a little old lady

hack in St. Louis, and Lull wrote to
'lis mother regularly every month.
But recently he had been vaguely
conscious of a growing Interest In a

laco that looked at him from the sea

of spectators in the St. Clair stands.
The face was that of a frail glr

who always occupied the same seat
She was usually dressed in biue with
a sort of hallelujah bonnet with pink
roses. The hat framed brown hail
and accentuated both the delicacy ol
her features and the pallor of hei
skin. More and more he had come t(
look for her, drawn by a haunting
memory of having seen her elsewhere.
Once or twice he had wondered

whether It would be safe to wait outsidethe gate, and kind of tip his hal
a little as she passed out. But umpiresAnd It a bit risky to encountei
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the crowd after,* hall game.at least|
umpires like Bull Feeney. * He Was'
perplexed Until.lo and heboid, here
had come the letter! Oh, wonder of
wonders!
He dipped Me pen In ink and undertookthe reply with painful earnestness.
"My deer young Lady:
"Tour valued letter received and

contents noted."
He studied over that for a moment,tore It up, and tried again.
"Dear Sweetie:" i

That was awful. He scratched It
out hurriedly, his face the color of a
beet. Some one sat down at the desk
opposite him. He frowned, gathered
up paper, pen and ink and retired to
the seclusion of his room. By midnightthe floor was littered with
rumpled paper, but he had managed
to break through the formidable barrierof an opening paragraph. Once
e»ae»a/l Vi o wentn of tonwitt tnlliTlCT

her all about his mother in St. Louis
and the timber claim in the California |
Sierras where the railroad wouid one

day build a branch line and where the
stars were the swellest you ever saw.

There was a trick squirrel that lived J
in a big: pine right at the door of the

| cabin he was building.funny little j
cuss.which would gret awful mad if
you didn't notice it. j
Oi course an umpire wasn't no

saint, or nothing like that, but he
didn't go in for booze, and he knew
how to be a square shooter with a

nice girl, as she would out, and
would she please tell him
Bull paused and wiped his ink-

stained fingers on his trousers. His
face took on a blank expression.
Maybe the girl he was thinking about !
and the one who had written the letterwere not the same person. He
considered this possibility with dismay.laid aside everything he had
penned and wrote this:
"Dear Miss Admirer:
"Your letter is O. K. with me.

Whereabouts do you sit?"
Yours,truly, !

"James P. (Bull) Feeney."
j Then he went to bed. / !

* # -'fi *

mWO days later, Pewee Patterson.
wild with joy. showed up at

morning practice and waved a letter
in the faces of the board of strategy.
"Hooked\him!" he crowed. "The

| big fish fell for it! -'Dear Miss Ad-
id n ci wiicje uu ywu an. v»i, uv. i

They snatched at the letter, feasted
their eyes on it. passed it around, and
banged each other on the bach,
whooping triumphantly;.". "'

"Ain't that a pip?"- "Well, the bin
bull fathead-." "What d'ye know? 1
guess that ain't spearin' him, huh?'
Rube Ferguson, first to < alra down. 1

looked up from the letter. a little- J
puzzled. 4

"Well." he demanded, "where does
she sit?" J
The others looked at Peewee. Pat-

terson met the question promptly.' i

"She sits anywhere we want her
to: 1 got it all doped out. First Ave.

dope up another letter; make i
i strong this time, see? Then we dress j-.
! Lefty up as a Jane and plant hint.'11 (

ILefty interrupted hastily; "Say.
how d'get that way?". 'j

"Shut up."" admonished Peewee.'.
"Somebody's got to do it, and you'red1
the best lookin'. If you work Satur-i
day, you're olt the .Jtixt attqyhaou,}
ain't you? My sister's been on the
stage, and she'll rig you .up and. so.!
with you?"

"It I get pinehedP- wirneR
"I'll knock you for a mile of" tomb-}1
stones! 111 bust you all right on the
jaw! Ill "

He was howled down.
"We do this thing right." continued j

Pewee complacently. "Lefty is going)
to be Miss Admirer, and from a dis- j:i tance sbe will be a pip. She tells him I

| in the nest letter where to look, and [f «<ffapphAP cVia lf#r«nc wnviiiir i

j a handkerchief at him. Then she
telle him to cali'on her."
"We hit the road Sunday tjight,"

objected Ferguson. "Bull goes north.
too. Xo tellin* where he'll be work-

i :ng when we come back."
"That's all the better." Pewee

pointed out. "It gives us time to
! smoke up a lot of letters. Bull will
write his fool head off as soon as he
gets a look at this Jane. When we're
all together again we slip him an address,and when he calls we'll have
the whole gang planted in the house,
and at the right moment we come oyt
and give him the grand razz. Will
that baby quit riding us? I ask you
a simple question."
The ayes had ft without a dissent

;Ing voice.
! "The reporters will eat them letters
up," mused Ferguson. "The yarn will

go all over the country. Can you imaginewhat the bleachers will do
with that 'Miss Admirer' stuff. Pee;wee. I got to hand it out; you're I
there, kid: you're there!"

I MM
oO it came to pass that Bull Feeney

received a second letter, intended
to fasten securely in his crimson gills
a poisoned barb from Cupid's quiver, j
11 ran:
"Dearie: '

j "I was just tickled to death to get
'your letter and to know that you are

not offended.
"I shall be sitting in the grandstandnext Sunday afternoon, just to

the right of the plate, where I can

see you best. and T will have on a

blue dress. j
"T do hope that you will like me.

and will write and tell me so, because
1 am Just crazy about you. I suppose
you'll think I'm awful bold to say
that, but it's the truth, and I don't |
enre who knows it.

"If you will Just tip your cap when
you see tne. I will know that everythingis all right, and I will be the
proudest and happiest girl in the
world, and when you- come back I
will ask you to call. y
"Good-by, dearie, until I hear from

you again.
"Your devoted Admirer."

Alas, poor Pull' That letter sawed
off all four legs of the royal throne,
and brought him down overnight to
the level of mere mortals. In the
grandstand. Just to the right of the
homeplate. she had said, and that was
where she always sat.-the pale, wistfulgirl with the pink roses on the
hallelujah bonnet. Who was she?
Where had he seen her before? Jfo
matter! The miracle was that she
loved him, and she was young and

' beautiful and unbelievably frail.
t It was a humanized Bull Feeney
" who brushed off the plate and called
> for the batting order the following
' Sunday afternoon. The board of

strategy could hardly contain itself
for Joy.

I "Look at his hair!" whispered Pee
wee. "He's got it all slicked down,

t and a fresh shave. New uniform,
too, ain't It?"
"Naw," said Catcher Darrow, "it's
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just the old onp cleaned Up .and
pressed. TIas Lefty showed lip >cf?"

"I le. eopitf.^ij.a lit tie while. ago. ,-und
F'il **y ^v:kjiOc»coQL Dan^gny^-j
potty J»2Irj5upt fiere]"or youi! queer}
it, Wirtt .a. mM?ute: Bt\U's Rotog to j
yyutCueo^th * fvim ]xx'nt>>h ^ivUnr'. i

fffhlPtJ®g^oFTfTe Umps faced the!
grandstand. For the first time in the

memory of those who watched him j
eagerly there was nothing bellig- j
erent in his manner. His voice was

as gentle as he could make it. his,
demeanor respectful. his broad
shoulders drawn back heroically, and
his face directed .at som§ one in the [
audience sitting'to the., right of the!
home plate! r w * r". j

"Lefty's* haridkei^ehiief must' bet
going." " warbled Pee'wee. "Bull's j
tipping his cap! I ask you a simple j
question: Ain't this tlie richest you
ever seen?" J
How were they to know that Bull

Feeney had eyes for only one person !
in the whole audience, and that she j
was at least fifty feet from where |
the gorgeously arrayed Lefty Carroll !
was waving one of Miss Dorothy Patterson'svery best handkerchiefs?
How were they to know that the

King of the L'mps had bribed a bat
hr»v to trail a certain young lady to
her home and report back that j
evening? j

r EAVE the bull baiters to their j
^ abysmal ignorance, and consider)
only Bull Feeney, one hour before!
train time, chatting in the hotel lobby I
with bright-eyed little Toolie-<\voolie j
Kerrigan. j

".So you trailed her all right, did

you. lad. You're a grand boy! And
where does she live "

"Boarding house on 64th street," said
Toolie-woolie. "I got her name from

the grocer on the comer. I asked him
who the girl was on crutches "

"Crutches?"
"Sure. She's a cripple.didn't you

know that? She can't walk no better
than I could before I went to the
hospital. T guess that's why she
oomes early and waits till the crowd
is out of the park before she gets up.
Her name is O'Donuell; didn't get the
first name.say, what's the matter?"

Bull Feeney's jaws were opening
and closing spasmodically. His mind
was trying to adjust itself to the
Hood waters of memory. He sank
into a chair.

"If that wouldn't knock you kick-
in'," he breathed. "It's Jim's daugh-
ter. sure enough.the little Doris
grown up. That explains everything.
I remember now; she was hurt in
the same train wreck that killed him
.and now here she ia on crutches
and confessin' herself to be me own

sweetie. Com* here. Toolte."
The King of the Umps fished in his

vest pocket and produced n fivedollarbill.
"I've got to be headin' for the train,"

he explained, "but there's a flower
shop on the oorner. Get something
swell in thq line of roses.pink ones
.and take, 'em out to her."

N"\Vi:at'll 1 say?"
Feeney looked at his watch. "Just

tell her that Bull says he's wise," he
Instructed, "and that he'll write from
Portland; she'll get the rest."
"Fair enough," said Toolie-woolle.

"Half a dollar plus car. fare."
The fee was paid promptly, and

they separated. Feeney to race madly
for a train that would carry him
seven hundred miles away from the
boarding house where a frail girl on

crutches feasted her eyes that night
on the most wonderful bouquet she
had ever seen, and listened to the
absurd message delivered dutifully by
the son of Big Bill Kerrigan. But
was it so absurd, after all? Why
should Miss Doris O'Donnell, in the
skclusion of her shabby room, crush
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pink roses to her breast? Why
should she, kimono-clad. s<t so long
that night repeating over and>.ove
.4**1 n;' # .. v.x. ^ Z& .L

"Hc'£just' "seen '»we sitting''tnere.
.H^ .;dof^lL*t the ]

cmuclres. .1 .He doesn't?' He |
doesn't! And i don'.t want to live.lit
don't!" jl

* * * * J <

\II. if Bull only had sense enough j
to ask Tooiie-woolie for the. exact ! ;

address! Instead his next letter went j
to Box 341, where it was extracted by
Miss Dorothy Patterson and forward-
ed to Brother Pcewee in Portland,
according to Instructions. Patterson
summoned the board of strategy, and
Its members went into session in his 1

hotel room. Peewee read the missive
aloud: '

"'Dear Doris: '
" '1 was an awful boob all right,

rot to have recognized you before
this, but everything is O. K. now.

As soon as you told me \vhere you sit, >

I knew it was the same little sweetie
that 1 had been lamping all along, 1

only. I couldn't remember just then
where I had seen you before. 1 got
a kill to trail you home, and he got
your name off the corner grocer, so

I sent some flowers, and 1 will sure

call when J get back.
" 'The last time I met you, me and

your father was working in the
world's series at Chicago. Jim was

one swell umpire and it sure busted
me all up when I heard about him
getting killed. Ho was always talkin*
about you and showing me your letters.You look a lot like liim. only
...* npniTif>r. T mean it: «

! ain't never seen anyone who could
come up to you for clasp. The hoys
all have noticed you and they will be

wild to think that I have copped you
off. though of course like me, they
didn't know about the crutches, or

about you being so bad hurt.
"Now, sweetie, I want you to know

that them crutches don't mean noth|ing to me at all, only I hate to see

you looking so pale and weak. You
leave it to old Bull to fix things all

jake. honey. I got one of the grandestmothers in the world, and I'll send
for her right away. Then 1 got a

abin up in the mountains on a timberclaim, and it's the prettiest and
healthiest spot In the world. Me and
mother will take care of you, sweetie,
and we'll make your cheeks just like
them pink roses on your hat.

" 'Babe, your letter sure has made

the world look a lot different. I don't

get no more fun out of riding the

players or the crowd, or handing out I
the flues, because I realise now that I
most all the boys are married and

have wives or kids, or else they got
some little sweetie, only they'll never

have none as nice as the one that I

got.
" 'So, honey, just you take good

care of yourself.and wait for old

Buil to make things come out all

right. Y'ou aint no more craxy about
me than I am about you.

"'I guess I wlllclose now. Sweetie,
you won't have to use them' crutches
much when I'm around, because I'll

carry you. That's the kind of a guy

I am.
" 'Yours iruiy,

" 'Bull Feeney."'
* * *

PEEWEE PATTERSON slowly folded
up the letter. For a full minute

the silence was golden. Finally Rube
Ferguson tilted back In ihis chair and

sighed profoundly.
"There it goes!" he commented.

"There goes your old ball game! I'll
tell the world that's gumming it up the
prettiest I ever seen. Say, who started
this thing?"

"Don't look at me," protested Peewee."We was all in on It. What I
want to know is, bow com* Bull to get

oiled Umpire and a

..i.. ' .
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=witched off on to little Sweetie; Vou
Vllows Know who he's talking about. {
t"s that little Jane that sits over by:'
irsi base. Ti.e one we call Sweetie." I
"She atn t on *i utches !" protested .<

Rube. '|
"Vet,,*ier °!l lhe street

he other day. aru she's a mighty nice
it tic girl. Lefty, where «lid you sit that

Jay?" i

"Don't try to start nothiif with ir.r 'yowledLefty. "I sat just where you
iuls told me.to the right of the p'ate.
come down the aisle and swung over

toward third ba.e.."
"First haio!" shrieked Leowee.

'That's the rigid hand side."
"No, it ain't." snarled Lefty. "Not

the way pitchers look at it. it ain't!
And don't an umpire face* the stands
the same way? I doped it out. and I'll
bust you one right on tin-..."
"Oh." moaned Patterson. "That letterwas supposed, to he from a girl, riot

art umpire or a pitcher! I ask you a

simple question. Did you ever see aj
Left-hander that wasn't cuckoo? I'm |
pfia you for life.I'm through!"
Truck Darrow banged a heavy list on

the table. "Oh, no. you ain't ! You
ain't through by a long ways. You go
to Bull Feeney "

"Me!" j
"Yeah, you! Wasn't it your bright!

idea to sink the hooks into him? Well,
you got 'em in: now Jet's see you get j
'em out."
Rube Ferguson chimed in: I
"If Bull ain't put wise that it's a

frame-up, he'll send for his mother, j
and go call on Sweetie. That will gum |
thinga up prettier than ever. We'll be j
shnu-n nn for m lot of vfiller fioPH.
won't we?. Say, read that letter again, j
will you? Head that part about him !
laying oft us, and about carrying her '
around."
Peewee complied, and there was anotheraftermath of sober silence.
Kube broke it:
"111 tell the workl I'm for that guy!

L.ook9 like we done him a lot of dirt.
Umpirin' is a tough job."
Truck Darrow nodded emphatically, j

"I'll say it is. I was an umpire once

in the Texas League. Hull's got my |
sympathy* Peewee, you gotta tell the
old boy that we crossed him. He !
won't feci 110 worse than I do."
Peewee Patterson's face paled under

the tan. "Looks like I'm stuck for it,"
he admitted, "but I'd rather be shot;
honest. I v.ou'd! Let's make it a committee.I'll do the talkin*. but-some of
you fellows oughta come along, or he
won't believe me."
Kube Ferguson grunted dismally:
T'U see you through."
'Well. I'll be the other goat," said

Lefty. "He s stopping down at the St.
Hegis. Let's go get it over with."

* * *

AFTER that interview between the

King of the Umps and three representativesof the board of strategy, the
three ball players sat down to think
it over.

"It he'd only opened up on us,"
Feewee groaned, "instead of just sittingthere lookin*. I'm going to drop
a line to my sister and tell her. to

* -a w «v.;«,j I
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her out. Dolly's a good scout. Maybe
Sweetie can be induced to fall for this
guy and then everything's Jake."
"Now you're talkin!" said Lefty.

"Your sister can introduce the whole
gang and then we can all smoke It
up about what a grand fellow Bull
Is. Now you're getting the old eye
on the ball! This game ain't lost
yet!"

"No," P.ube admitted, "it ain't lost,
but there's two out In the ninth, and
I'll tell the world it's going to take
a swell little liattin-rally to save the
beans!" ;

"I'll lead off,,then," sald.Peeweo.
And he dldr-wrote home -that night

and implored his sister to. coma to

\
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their res-cue. fn Miss Patterson's |
half, it should be stated that .she did
her very best. Nothing could please I
a youpg girl more ita*n a romantic j
Commission lik«' that. A week passed,
and then another. Peewee and his |
tenn.maU-s were in Salt Lake; Bullj
Feenev was still in Portland. Thef
following letter came from Miss Pat- j
tcrson:

"hearf-st Kiel: {
"T can't find any trace of her. No

one seems to know her aduress. The
ushers say they haven't seen her since
the Sunday afternoon when we did J
ihat foolish thing. Did you know I
she was the daughter of a very
lamous umpire? No wonder she took

much interest in the game. It ;
stems perfectly dreadful to think of'
a girl on crutches sitting there day.
after day watching you boys so full
of life and health!
"You don't suppose anything could

have happened to her? Some one
told me she looked terribly frail. If
there's anything further I can do. j
telegraph at once. DOLLY.'"
That letter left its recipients panic-

stricken.
"IMdn't Hull say he got her address j

off a kid. and sent her some flowers?"
asked Rube Ferguson- "The thing to
do now is to g«-t the address off Bull."
Peewee shook his head. "How you

going to do that? Bull's in Portland,
and. anyway, you couldn't get the ad-]
dress out of him in a million years,
He's all broke up; he's through! If
we let on that she don't go to the
games no more, that will hurt him
worse than ever."
"Peewee's right." said Lefty. "Next

week we play at home, and Bull will
be there, too. We can look him over]
and see whether he's got the old pep
back, and if lie ain't.why. we'll have
to go out and do a little gum-shoe
work. Some of these club officials
ought to know her."

* * *

'"pHE days passed uneventfully. The
teams returned to the St, Clair

grounds. Bull Feeney's assignment
sent him to the same place. They
were very much shocked when they
beheld hint.
nHe ought to lay off." opined Ferguson."The old boy ain't there.no life,

no pep. Seems like he was ten years
older. I seen him lookin* up at the
stands a little while ago. He sees she
ain't in the oid seat."
"Maybe she's sittin' somewhere's

else." Peewee suggested. "All of us

oughta give the crowd the onceover."
They tried to follow out this idea,

but all they succeeded in doing was

to lose the game, and Brick McGovI.J wJo-ArAim ni-nU«(e

Their efforts at sleuthing: were just
as unproductive. Then one Sunday
afternoon, in the last game of the
series, the drama climaxed swiftly.
Bull Feenoy was umpiring on the

bases and ail through the game certainplayers were aware that his conditionwas very bad.
"What do you figure that guy is

doing?" asked Ferguson. "Wednesday,
ho was lookln' pretty good. I thought
everything was jake again. He was

kiddin' with me, and seemed to have
all his pep back. Yesterday he looked
bad, but this afternoon he's white as

a ghost. Brick was tellin' me that
Bull tried to beg off workin', but on

account of his partner being new,

they wouldn't stand for it. I tell you,
he's weak as a cat."

'It's the heat," said Peewo?. "All

them fleshy guys suffer in the heat."
"Ye-ah, but this one ain't even

sweatin". You watch Bull tryin" to

cut across the diamond on a play at

third. He runs like he was drunk. I
wonder If ba'g hlttin' tha old bottlsT"
"He's calling the plays too good for

a
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dfft:- Lefty remonstrated "Xo, that I
bird is juftt --in; that's all. J don't
iblnk he's going to last the game."
f, ^*fr y:-«aiiie very near calling the J

Sold for
Two of the Greatest A

cent Years Xetted the
Nothing, the Publishers 1

Performers Who Sang
Record Manufacturers R<

BY CHARLES KINUSLKY.
IT is un axiom among Bruadw-ay

nous writers and composers that
whenever they hear a good verse

or a good tune they go honte
and write it. For it is a fact that
almost every big "song: hit" em be

traced to some earlier original. Many
successful composers have "niggers"
.as "ghosts" are called in Tin Pan

alley.and every now and then, es-

pecially when there is a lawsuit, a j
popular song is shown to have had a

very humble origin. The readers of j
tlifs paper will recall the story .

behind "Dardanella"~-that amazingly1
popular tune of a few seasons back
which was bought by Fred Fischer
for $100. It made thousands of ilolr
lars for its publisher and resulted in
litigation that lasted for many
months. At the present lif^e a song

that was bought for $50 has earned
thousands for its lucky purchaser,
Already one suit has been filed.
Some months ago Bryan Foy, a son

of Eddie Foy. the comedian, wrote a 1

Isong called "Mr. Gallagher and Mr,
Shean" for Ed Gallagher and A1 j
Shean, two well known vaudeville

J performers. The song set forth aevjerald old jokes in rhyme, part of each
verse being recited by "Mr. Gallagher,"part by "Mr. Shean." It had
a familiar but ingratiating little
melody, and the two vaudevillians
willingly parted with $50 of their

I hard-earned money for It. At that
time they received less than $500 a

week for their "talking act" and $50
seemed like a considerable sum to
them.

* -* * *

CHORTIjY afterward Messrs. Gal^lagher and Shean tried out the

song as part of their vaudeville act.

In the language of the "two-a-day" it

was a "riot." Audiences, seemingly,
could not get enough of it. with the

result that the two porformers wrote

several additional verses. In short
the song became their entire act. Ana

their popularity became so great that
they were soon elevated to "headliners."and their salary was advanced
to $600, later to $760 and finally to

$1,000 a week. On numerous occasionsthey played in two Keith theatersthe same week.filling both to

capacity. Audiences of all classes

"ate It up."
So it did not come as a surprise

when Flo Ziegfeld announced their

appearance In his new Follies. He
had to give them a contract calling!
for $1,500 a week to obtain their
services, an dthelr "act" in the Folliesis simply a repetition of the "Mr.
Gallagher and Mr. Shean" song.

All this wouldn't have been so unusual.formany performers have
been made by a single sonr.but

t

Beaumpx#
irn. Bull Feeney just managed to
nish on his feet.-and that was
Then, the game over, the King of
mps took a few uncertain steps
>ward his dressing room, swayed\ a
lomenl, and pitched forward on the
rass. When they got to his ski*.
6 was in a cold faint. «,
Ferguson, Peewee, Lefty and Brick
IcGovern helped to cgrry jhim ^eito
he seclusion of the little room un»>.**
he stands. They shooed trie otr "rlayersaway. 1 * ' **
"Wc know vrfrat's wrong,*'.nusiledPeewee..'"We'll take chTe-'of l.L;

ret away!" «

By dkit ot vigorous massage Aid
iberal -applications of oo>d water
hey rescored Ttul! to conscionsneas"Bull,"besought Peewee, knecntuc
y his side, "you got me scarsd
uckoo. Don't take it so hard, maal
V'e been Jookin* for her to try and
hings all Jake. Just you tell us wha**
he lives and we'll square it aU >»
.you won't have to d\: nothin'. /
Bull Feeney's lips curved in an odd

mile "Cko'o 1.. K/> t.nnnltal

whispered. "That's the trouble; that's
iow I come to blow oot like that."
"In the hospital?" crieQ Lofty.

Gee, what's tHe trouble. Bull? s:-,.
ln't bad off. is she?"

pEEXEV propped himself into a actingposture with their help. H»*
ipoke slowly:
"No, she ain't bad ofT now She's

toing to come out all rigftit, and she's
foing to get married.to a big bum."
"Gee!" said Pec*wee. "Ain't that alwaysthe way? I ask you a simple

[uestion: Did you ever see a girl jet
hat didn't fall for a fathead?"
" 'Tis a queer story." Feejiey exilained."This little girl, you mird.

i*as a cripple. Same trouble as Bill
ierrigan's kid. She was interested #

n the big bum, but not a bit would
;he encourage him till she. finds ou*
vhether an operation will help her
o walk. So she goes to the hospital
md falls for one of them bone grafts. f
>P«ration is successful, but when she
s comln' out from under the chloroformshe calls this big bum by name
mtil Doc decides to send for him.
md ask him what's the big idea. T»o
follows explanation makes everjhingO. K.. but the little girl -is *<j

veak that they see she ain't-going
o pull through "

"I thought you said fchfo was going
o be married?" Pe*wee protected. 1

The King of the Umpires grim., d
ip at them. Tlie Color was coming
>ack to his gills.
"So I did," he assented. "I was

allin' the play the way ft looked to

ne. She ain't going to die. Better
itill. she's going to walk.that is.
ihe'll be abl^ to walk w ith the aid of

he fathead. Vou see. he didn't ha'v.
nuch to offer her, but lie had a!vayslived clean, and he was buift
luskv. There was one thing he couM
jive her, and the doctor said 'twould
save her "

"Wlmt was that'.''' they demand.1.
''Blood." he answered. *> quart of

it. and every drop of it straight
the heart. Lift me up, you birds, ai d

mind the bandages on .me Jeft aru.:

I promised her I'd be back j-igbl after
the game!"

Copyright. AH rights reserved.

a Song
lusical Successes ofReComposersPractically
Cery Little.Vaudeville
Them and Phonograph
eaped the Dig Royalties.
Messrs. Gallagher and 5?hean placed
their song (theirs in'the sense that
tbev had bought it) with a Broadway
music publisher. Just* what advance
he gave them is not known, but he
evidently didn't think very much of
the song from ia selling standpoint
for the reason that he agreed that
Messrs. Gallagher and Shean
receive .my and all of the mechaiffdkl
royalties resulting from it in 'adUitionto the usual author's royaltfort
Having written new verses, the two
vaudeviliians automatically became *

"authors" as well.

As luck would hate it. the song .4
became a sensational mechanical hit.
That is. instead of selling as sheet
musf<r;it became a d;<r.cc hit. And the j
various "canned music" companies
which-put out difcks of it soon found
themselves unable to supply the demand,with the result that weekly
royalties running into the hundreds
of dollars have been piling up for
"Mr. Gallagher and Mr. Shean." Mr.
Music Publisher took his loss philosophicallyand, like a good sport, iias
made the btst of a bad bargain
But Bryan'Fo.v,_ who is out in Hollywood,ip;hot of the same philosophicalturn of mind. He claims that h.»

only sold the "performing rights" <.»f
the song Tor. f30 and that he has a

just claim to at least a share of the
royalties from the sale of the < «»» «?
song.

* :j: * *

lirHILE the euit is ponding, even if
the royalties from the vanned

music are tied up by injunction.-Mr. t
Gallagher and Mr. Shean will con
Untie to draw' II,600 weekly from
their lucky purchase.
There was an echo of ' Dardiinella''

some-weeks ago. when Fred Fischi v.
its Bublisher. who had bought it f< r

|tl00,Jiued Jerome I>. Kerns, the con
poser,and Harms. Inc.. the publisher

of "Ka-lu-a." claiming that the
pseudo-Hawaiian melody has lie
same has* as "I>ardane!la." Mr.
Fischer wants .<14,000 because of
alleged similarity. Mr. Kern asserts
that the same bass movement #fl
used by Brahms and Beethoven long,
before "Dardanella" was dreamed1 of
and that it is the originality of tb»
melody that counts. But, of cour«»thecourt will have to decide tttlrf
question when the case comes up for
trial.
Tko iinfnrttintifp klflA I n tllA VOIllT.

successes is the fact that the original
authors and composers received bui

a few dollars for the biggest mono-,
makers in* recent years. But the

song-writing game is one oi the biji- j
gest gambles on Broadway, auo, H' J
in many games of chance, oqe sowstimesloses even when one wins..


