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, Bull was the monarch of all he surveyed,
Tough as they make "em—Ohief Unafraid!
Kipg of the Umpe, aed crowned as such,
Tﬂimwmmmmmwmnum.

~—Ballads of Brick McGovern.

NE false move!" implored
Peewee., *'One false move
—that's all I ask! One
false move and I crown
you!” .
Feet kicking up the dust, flats

<losed, and jaws working overtime,

Umpire Bull Feehey and Third Base-

man Peewee Patterson were breasting

each other pigeon-fashion, and back-
ing around 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. recovered
himself and returned to the attack
head down. In the interest of peace
and dignity, Manager Brick McGov-
ern and some of the more responsible
players interfered.

Usually pugilistic encounters on
he ball fleld have little significance
and are forgotten in a day or twao.
1ut this fracas was different.

* % * ¥

];Ru.\f viewpoint of the ball

players there iz no guch thing as

& zood umpire. They are all bad, and
some are a littie worse than others.
¢‘lubhouse opinion was unanimous in
asserting that Bull Feeney Was the
imost terrible erime ever perpetrated
in organized 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
was game, cool headed, quick on his
feet, and had a voice like a foghorn.

But, of all the self-satisfled, trucu-
lent, sarcastic, livellght-loving and
yurder-inspiring umpires that ever
bellowed through a muzzle, Bull Fee-
ney was the thrice-crowned king!
J'roudly he admitted the charge, and
Aared the world to make him other-
Therein lay the perpetual
casus belll

The crowd rode him. of course, but
this was a mistake; It only encour-
aged the man. Bull got as much joy
out of irritating the audience behind

(4

the

wise,

the wire netting as a small boy does|

in poking sticks through the bars of
the circus cages.

Oh, Bull was really an awful thing.
and he pursued the even tenor of his
way, until Pewee Patterson, in sheer
Jefense, convoked a board of strategy
in ihe clubhouse one afternoon.

“Now. get me_ right,” said Patter-
spn. “Tm naturally peaceful. T ain’t
lookin! for trouble, but when any big
Limbe sticks his nose between mY
toeth ‘he's going to lose it: that's an’"

:Phis déclaration of principles was

approved by the strategists.
"But we got to uee the old head on
this ,guy. warned Rube Ferguson,
o.tfislder. “We got to work on him.
T’ntt;' dollars-a punch is too much
‘niagh. . Mr idea is to get something
r 3 hip—"_

“Ye.ah, 1'll get my spikes on him
esme day.” promised Lefty Carroll:
“that's what I'll get on him.”

Peewee protested, “Let's gat down
toy business: Now, here's something
tirey tried on a guy down south once,
and Tl tell the world it was rich.”

Pa’itq_‘gﬁﬁ's vofce trailed off iInto
the: ig.tensenass af 2 bora con-’
FIEAORTHS, deagerly.
The plot unt . peafhily all
~ould:appreciaté that the midget third
<acker had indeed unearthed a slen-
der sword calculated to penetrate
even the thick hide of Bull Feeney
and’ léave him writhing miserably at
their feet. - :
it % k¥
A. WEEK later the King of Umps

weatsd himaelf one evening in the
lobby of his hotel to indite two let-
ters. The first was in the mature of

a rteport to the president of the
teague, and presented no difficulty. |
It read:

“Drear A Powell:

“I put Manager McGovern out of |

the game yesterday for abusive lan-
guage. He i3 a dog.
“Youra truly.
“JAMES P. FEENEY.”

The second letter repressnted the
first step into an unfamillar world.
Ife frowned thoughtfully at the hotel
letterheads, chewad the tip of the
nenholder, laid it down, looked about
him and surreptitiously produced
from &n inside pocket a small pink
envelope that had come in the morn-
ing mail. For the twentieth time he
read the contents, and for the twen-
tiath time a +wave of turkey red be-
=an at his giils and spread to the
bark of his neck. His heavy features
siroggled unsuccessiully against a
sheepish grin. And small wonder!
The age of miracles was here agaln!

Bull Feeney had received a mash
rote! Cgpid was burning incen=e at
the shrine of aa ump! Let unbe-
lievers read:
“Lear Mr. Fernai:

“T have often wurrterd to write to

vou, but this is the first time I have
heen able to get up the courage, and
1 hope you will not take offonse or
tiiink T am too bold.

“T go to all the games, and T think
vou are the very biest umpire in the
league. [t must be wonderful to be
¢ big and s=trong and fearless, and
1 would just love to know vou, but I

suppose you would neot pavy any at-;

tention  to mere  girl—though
friends say 1 am not bad looking.
“Anyway. I can't resist confessing
my admlration for a man who can
face the crowd like vou ecan, and I
just hope ¥ou are not married!
*“*There. now, I've said it, and I do
hope you won't be angry, but will in-
stead find time perhaps to write to
P, 0. Box 241 and make me wildly
happy.
“Your

a my

true admirer,
“ITTRST A GIRL.”
% k3
~I"HE only woman Bull Feeney had
ever loved was a little old lady
hack in St Louis, and Lull wrote to
his mother regularly every month.
ut recently he had been vaguely
conscious of a growing interest in a
1ice that looked at him from the =ea
of spectators in the St. Clair standa.
The face was that of a frall girl
who always occupied the same seat.
She was usually dressed in blue with
« sort of hallelujah bonnet with pink
roses. The hat framed brown hair
and accentuated both the delicacy of
hier features and the pallor of her
skin. More ard more hs had come to
look for her, drawn by a haunting

wemory of having seen her else-
where.
Once or twice he had wondered

whether it would be =afe to walt out-
side the gate, ard kind of tip his hat
» lttle as she passed out. But um-
pires find it a bit risky to encounter

L : B A I T E RS___A Hafd-'li‘i’oi'led‘ Um}ii}'e. '";{!d
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a Girl in Blue—"—By Gerald | Beaumpn:t

~

the crowd after a ball game—at least)
umpires like Bull Feeney. ' He was’
perplexed watfl—lo and behold, here |
had coms the letter! Oh, wonder of
wonders!

He dipped Bis pen in ink and un-
dertook the reply with painful ear-
nestness.

“My doar young lady:

“Your walued letter received and
contents meted.”

He studied over that for a mo-
ment, tore it mp, and tried again.

“Dear Sweetie:™ *
| 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 mid-
night the floor was littered with
rumpled paper, but he had managed
to break through the formidable bar-
rier of an opening paragraph. Once
started, he wrote at length, telling
her all about his mother in St. Louls
and the timber claim in the California
Slerras where the railroad wouid one !
day build a branch line and where the !
stars were the swelleat you ever saw. '
There was a trick squirrel that li\'rd!
in a big pine right at the door of the
cabin he was buildlng—furny little |
cuss—which ‘would get awful mad if |
you didn't motice 1it. !

i course an umpire wasn'l no!
saint. or nothing like that, but he
didn't go In for booze, and he knew
how to be a square shooter with o,
nice girl, as she would fing 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 let-
ter were not the same person. He
considered this possibillty with dis-
may. lald aslide everything he had
penned and wrote this:

“Dear Miss Admirer:

“Your letter is O. K. with me.

Whereabouts do you sit?”

Yours.truly, |
i “James P. (Bull) Feeney.” |

Then he went to bed.

* E S

T“’l) days later, Pewee Patterson.
wild with joy, showed up at
morning practice and waved a letter
in the faces of the board of strategy.

“Heooked\him!" he crowed. "The
big flsh fell for it! -"Dear Miss Ad-
mirer—where do you sit?™ Oh, ho!”

They snatched at the letter, feasted |
their eyes on it, passed it around, and

o

banged each other on the back.
whooping trivmphantly: . *°° 1
“Afn't ' rhat @ pip?Y- “Well, the big

bull fathead” “What d'ye know? 1
guess that ain’t spearin’ him, huh?”’
Rube Ferguson, Rrst to calm down.
looked up from the letter. a little
puzzled. . :
“Well”
she sit?”
The others looked at Peewese. = Pat-
terson nret the question promptly.
“She =its anywhere we want her
to: T got it all doped out. First wey
dope up another letter; make
| strong this time, see? Then we dress |

he demanded, “whers does

Lefty interrupted hastily:
how d'get that way?",

“Shut up,” admonished !
“Somebody’s gol to do it, and yeu'rad
the best lookin'. If you work Satur-
day, vou're off the.mext attgthoon,
ain't you? My sister's been onh the
stage, and she'll rig you .up and, E}l-.!:
WIth FOu” g vk

“I§ I wet pinche _‘wg._rrﬂh
“I'll knock sou for a mile of tomb-
stones! 111 bust you all right on the
jaw! Tll—"

He was howled down.

“We do this thing right.” continued
Pewee complacently, “Lefty is going
to be Misa Admirer. and from a dis-
tance she will be 2 pip. She tells him
in the néxt letter where to look, amd ]
Sunday afternoon she keeps waving
a handkerchief at him.  Then she
tells him to call’on her.”

“We hit the road Sunday night”
'objected Ferguson. “Bull goes north,
No tellin' where he'll be work-
i ing when we come back.”

: “That's all the better,” TPewee
| peinted out. “It gives us time to
smoke up a lot of letters. Bull will
write hia fool head off as soon as he
gets a look at this Jane. When we're
all together again we slip him an ad-
dress, and when he calls we'll have
the whaole gang planted in the house,
and at the right moment we come oyt

“Say,

' too.

iand give hiim the grand razz. WIll
j that baby quit riding us? 1 ask you
l g simple question.”

| The aves had it without a dissent-
ing voice.

“The reportars will eat them letters
up,” mused IFerguson. “The varn will
go all over the country. Can you im-
agine what the bleachers will do
with that ‘Miss Admirer’ stuff, Pee-
‘wee, I got to hand It out; you're
+ there, kid: you're there!™ ;
| % % % 3 |
1 O it came to pass that Bull Feeney |
i %7 received a second letter, intended |
i to fasten securely in his erimseon glils |
a poizoned barb from Cunid's qu‘l\'er.i

I ran:

“Desrie: !
i “1 was just tickled to death to get
i vour letter and to know that you are

"not offended.

“T shall he sitting In the grand-
stand next Sunday afternoon, just to .
the right of the plate, whoere [ ecan’
sas you hest, and T will have on al
. blus dresas. i
“1 do hope that you will like me,
. and will write and tell me =0, because
11 am Just crazy about you. T suppose
vou'll think I'm awful bold to eay |
that, but it's the truth, and 1 den't
Ieﬂ re who knows it.

i “If you will just tip your cap when
iyvou see me, I will know that every-
_(himr im all right, and T will be the
|nroudut and happlest girl in the
‘world, and when you come back I
jwill .ask vou to ecall

| “Good-by, dearie, until I hear from
;3'01.1 again,

i "“Your devoted Adnmrirer.”

Alas, poor Bulll That letter sawed
icrf all four legs of the royal throne,
and brought him down overnight to
the level of mere mortals, In the
|

grandgstand, just to the right of the
homeplate, she had said, and that was
where she always sat—the pale, wist-
ful girl with the pink roses on the
halletujah bonnet. Who was she?
Whera had he seen her before? Xp
matter! The miracle was that she
loved him, and she was young and
beautifu! and unbelievably frail. i
It was a humanized Rull Feenay
who brushed off the plate and called
for the batting order the following
Bunday afternoon. The board of
strategy could hardly contaln itself
for joy. * :
“Look at his hair!” whispered Pee-
wee. “He's got it all slicked down,
and & fresh shave. New uniform,
too, ain’t it?” - : o
“Naw,” sald Catcher Darrow, “"it's

it

I Lefty up as a Jane and plant him——" |

L o

vou, lud. You're a grand boy! And
! where does she llve ™
“RBoarding house on 64th street.” =aid

T A

ARTHRUR.

T o B,

“ONE FALSE MOVE™

P m el 3 v

IMPLORED PEEWEE., “0NE FALSE MOVE AND T CROWN YOL

i
|

: the stands.

turn. Bull Feeney just managed to
finish on his feet—and that was b
Then, the game over, the King of
Umps took a few uncertain steps
toward his dressing room, swayed) a
moment, and pitched forward on the
grass. When they got to his sid.
he was in a cold faint "
Ferguson, Peewee, Lefty and Brick
McGovern helped to cgrry him teto
the seclurion of the little room unter
They shooed the
piayers away. ‘' A% &9
“We know what's wrong,” . mugi-
bled Peewee. . *We'll take chTe of 1.‘:.-
Get awayl’ ¢
By dint ol vigovous massage .!-. o
liberal apniicetions of codd water
they resiored Bull 1o --nasﬂ;usnm
“Bull.” bhesought  Peewee, Kneeilus
by his side, “you got me scaped
cuckoo. Don't take it so hard, mesal -
We been lookin' for her te try and &«
things all jake. Just vou tell us whare
she lives and we'll square it a@ wn
—¥ou won't have to & nothin’s
Bull Feeney's lips curved in an oild

L7 4 e

l

¥ P .
Peewee, ! Just the old one c¢leaned up and  pink roses to  her breast?

pressed. Has Lefty showed ap ver?”
< Ve comg in s jitde while .ago,and |
Vil sky Be¥ yikuockout, Daniudayal
Lody Mok up thers, or you'll’ queer]
ity Weit_a minute: Bull's golng to
; swateh .hhnf.--t
Tnney mps faced the |
grandstand. For the first time in thel
memory of those who watched him |
eagerly tiere wa= nothing lnlllgA[
crent in his manner. His voice was|
as gentle as he could make it his,
demeanor = respectiul.  hls  broad:
shoulders drawn back heroically. and!
his face directed &t some one in the!
audlence gltting* to the right of the)
home plate. ~ ¢« ‘T~ - j
)

‘“Lafty's handkerchief muet” he
going.” “warbled - Prewee. “Bulls
tipping his cap! [ ask yon a simple
question:  Ain't this the richest yvou

are

ever secn’ |

How were they to Linow that Bull!
Feeney had eyes for only one person |
in the whole audience, and that she
was at least fifty feet from whaere
the gorgeously arrayed Lefty Carroil !
was waving ene of Miss Dorothy Pat-
terson’'s very best handkerchiefs?
How were they to know that the
King of the Umps had bribed a bat
boy to trail a certain young lady to
her heme and report back that
evening?

the bull

ke
o

3
l E baiters to their
< 4by=mal ignorance, and consider
only Buil Feeney, one hour bhefore
train time, chatting in the hotel lobby
with bright-eyed little Toolieswoolie
Kerrvigan,

“So you trailed

AVE

her all right, did

Toolie-woolie. I got her name from
the grocer on the corner. 1 asked him
who the girl wa= on crutches—-—""

“Crutches " |

“Sure, She's a cripple—didn’t you
know that? She can't walk no better
than 1 could. before T went to the
hospltal. T guess that's why she
gomes early and walte till the crowd
is out of the park before she gels up.
er name is O'Donnell; didn’t get the
first name—say, what's the matter?”
Bull Feeney's jaws were opening

and closing spasmodically. His mind
was triing to adjust itself to the
flood waters of memory. He sank

Into a chalir,

“1f that wouldn't knock you kick-
in’.” ha breathed. “It's Jim's daugh-
ter. sure enough—the little Dorls
grown up. That explains everything.
I remember mow; she was hurt In
the same train wreck that killed him
—and now here she iR on crutches
and confewsin' herself to be me own
sweetie. - Come here. Toolie.”

The King of the Umps fished in hia
vest pocket and produced a five-
dollar bill,

“J've got to be headin' for the train,”
he explained, “but there's a flower
shop on the corner. Get something
swell in thg line of roses—pink ones
—and take 'em gut to her,”

NY*Woat'll 1T say?"'

Feeney looked at his watch. “Just
tell her that Bull says he's wise,” ha
instructed, “and that he'll write from
Portland: she'll get the rest”

“Fair enough,” sald Toolie-woolle.
“Half a dollar plus car, fare.”

The fee was paid promptly, and
they separated, Feeney to race madly
for o train that would carry him
seven hundred mlles away from the
boarding house where a frall girl on
crutches feasted her eyes that night
on the most wonderful bouquet she
had ever seen, and llstened to the
absurd message deliversd dutifully by
the. son of Big Bill Kerrigan, But
was it so absurd, after all? Why

should Miss -Doris O'Donnell, in_ the
gbclusion of her shabby reom, crush

Whyx
should she, kimono-clad, sit s8b long
that night repeating over apd, vve

13210 1 Gl S MR U, B
“He'd' jusl “se=n ‘me it iiﬁ'g'ftm:-rf-_

DY _'H.r doesnt Ko <aPodE the

eputclres. . .. He doesniy! He

doesn't!  And I dontt want to live—I
don't!” i

. % % ¥
A H. if Bull only had seuse encugh
“A o ask Touolie-woolie for the exact
address’' Instead his next letter went
te Dox 341, where it was extracted by
Aliss Dorothy Patterson and forward-
ed tn Hrother Peewee in Fortlaud,
avcording to insiructions. FPattersen
summonecd the board of strategy, and
its nrembers went Into session tn his
fintel room. Prewee read the missive
alond:

“Avear Doris:

‘7 was an awiul boob all right,
rot to have recognized you Lefore
this. but everything is 0. K. now.
As soon as you told me where you sig,
I knew it was the same litlle sweelie
that 1 had been lamping all along,
only. 1 couldn’t remember just then
where 1 had seen you before. 1 got
& kil to trail you home, and he got
your name off the corner Erocer. so
1 sent some flowers, and 1 wiil sure
call when I get back.

““The last time I met you, me and
vour father was working in the
world's series at Chicago. Jim was
one swell umpire and it sure busied
me all up when I heard about him
getting killed. He was always talkin’
about you and showing me Your let-
ters. You look a lot like him. only
of course a lot prettier. 1 mean it;
I ain’t never seen anyone who could
come up tn you for class. The hoys
all have noticed you and they wlill 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, sweatie, T want you to know
that them crutches don't mean noth-
ing to me at all, only T hate to =ee
vou looking so pale and weak. You
leave it to old Bull to fix things all
jake, honey. 1 got one of the grand-
#sL mothers in the world, and I'll send
for her right away. Then 1 got a
cabin up in the mountains on a tim-
per c¢laim, and it's the prettlest 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.

« ipBabe, 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
the fines, because I reallze now that
most &l1 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.
. “5p, honey, Just you take good
care of yourself—and wait for old
Buil to make things come out all
right. You aint no more crazy about
me than I am about you.

“ 1 guess 1 wlil'close now. Sweetie,
yoy won't have to use them crutches
much when I'm around, because g} |
carry you. That's the kind of ‘'a guy

I am.

“‘Yours truly.
“‘Bull Fetney.""”
* ¥ % %
PEEWEE P.&_’!‘TE‘RSON slowly folded
up the letter. For a full minute
the silence was goiden. Finally Rube
Farguson tilted back in shis chalr and
sighed profoundly.
“There it goes!" he
sThere goes your old ball game! TN
tell the world that's gumming it up the
prettiest I ever seen. Say, who started
this thing?”
“Don't look at me,” protested Pee-
wee. “We was all in on it What I
want to know is, how come Bull to get

commented. |
but there's two out in the ninth, and

witeled off an to lirtle Swee

ellowa Luow who he's 'k abhout
t'= that lttle Junée that sii= er by

drst base, Tie ote we call Hweetle
“She aint on erutches " protosted

Ruhe .

H
i

and she's a mighty n

seen her on the mite

“Yeg, sle is
the other daj

titrle girl, Lefty, where «id you =it that |

day ™

“Dor’t try te start nothin® with mie.” 5
growled Lelty. 1 sat just where you
e teld me—to the right of the pluate,
1 come Jown the alsle awd swang over
toward third ba:z—~-

“First Fase shricked Heewee
“That's the righthand slide’”

“No, It ain't,” snaried Lefty. “Not
the wry pitchers look at it 1t ain't!?
And don’t an wanire face the stamls

the 2ame way” | doped it out, and 11
bust vou one right on the—"
mwoaned Fatterson.  “That

“Oh" let-

ter wag supposed to be from a girl, not

T ask vou a
ever see Qo

I'm

an umpire or a piwher!
glmple guestion. Did you
left-hander that wasn't
offia you for lile—I'm through'™

Truck Darrow bamnged u hoavy Iist on
the tuble. “Oh, no, you ain't! You
ain't through by a long wuys. You go
to Bull Feeney g

cichon

“Me!"

“Yeah, you'! Wasn't it your Lvight
idea ta sink the hooks into him? Well,
you got ‘em it now lei's see You getl
'"em out.” i

tube Ferguson chimed in:

“If Bull ain’t put wire that it's a
frame-up, he'll send for his mother,
and go call on Sweetie. That will gumn
things up prettier than ever, We'll be
shown up for a lot of yaller daogs,
won't we?_ Say, read that letter again,
will you? Read that part about him

laying off us, and about carrying her
around.” '

Peewee complied, and there wag an-
other aftermath of sober silence.

Hube broke it:

“I'll tell the world I'm for that guy!
Looks like we done him a lot of dirt.
Umpirin' is a touzh job.”

Truck Darprow uodded emphaticaliv,
“I1 say it is, 1 was an umpire once
in the Texas League. Bull's got my
sympethy, FPeewer, you gotta tell the
old boy that we crossed him. He
won't fecl no worze than I de”

Peewee Fatterson's face paled under
the tan.  “Looks llke I'm stuck for it,”
he admitted, "but I'd rather be shot;
honest. I would! Let's make it a com-
mittee, I'll do the talkin’, but.some of
you feliows oughla come along. or he
won't believe me.”

Rube Ferguson grunted dizmally :

“I'll see you lhr_nugh."

“Well, 1'll be the other goat,” gaid

Lefty. “Hes stopping down at the St
Regis. Let's go gvt it over with.”
* % ¥ K
FTER that interview between the

King of thé Umps and three repre-
sentatives of the board of strategy, the
three ball players sat down to think

‘it over.

“It he'd only opened up on us”
Peewee groaned, “instead of just git-
ting there lookin’. I'm going to drop
a |lne to my sister and tell her to
get acquainted with this Jane and sound
her out. Dolly’s a good scout. Maybe
Sweetie can be induced to fall for this
guy and then everything's jake."

mNow you're talkin!” sald 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 balll :l‘hin game ain't lost
yet!”

“No,” Rube admitted, “it ain't lost,
'l tell the world it's going to take
a swell little battin-rally to save the
beans!”
“111 lead off,, then,” said.Peewes.
Apd he did;wwrote home .that night
and implored his sister -to.come to

You i

1 !
their rescue. T Miss Puilerson’s hi.'-!
'half, it should be stated that she did!
5‘]:.-1- very hest., Nothing could 1|iease;
| o wouug girl mores Lann rotinan e 4
commissgion like that. A week passed, |
jand then another. Réewee and his|

tesnoneies were In Sall Lake; Bull
Feoneyr was £till in Portiand. The?
folluwirg iptter came from Mi=s Pat-
Jrersot i

“lcarest Hud: i
¢ T ean't find any trace of her No !
| O secins Lo know her adaress,  The
gsliers say they haven't seen her since |
Le Sundasy afterncon when we did)

at  foulislh  thing. Did you i;rz.-u!
she was the daughter of a \'vryi
fumous umpire?  No wonder she tuak i
o omuch imiterest in the gume. I'.!-
Cseems perfectly  drewdful te think of !
4 girl on cruteches sitting there day |

after day watching you boys so full |
of !ife and health!

“You don't suppuse =
Chave happened to her? Some
vtold me she looked terriviy frail. I
|there's anything further T can do!
telegranh at once. DOLLY.™"

That letter leéft its recipients panic-
Etricken.

“Iidn't Bull suy he got her address
off a Kid, and sent Lier some flowers?"
zshed Rube Ferguson. “The thing to
do now iz to get the address off Bull”

Peewee shook his head. “How you
tgoing to do that? Bull's in Portland.
Pand, anyway, vou couldn't get the ad-
tidress out of him in a million years

any i conid i

onea

'He's all broke up; he’s through! If]
|m.- let on that she don't go 1o the
'games no more, that will hurt him
worse than ever.”

“Pecwee's right.” said Lefty., “Next!
| week we vplay at homne, and Hull win |
Ibé there, too. We can look him over

'and see whether he's got the old pcul
é!-ark. and if he aln't—why, we'll have |
ito go out and do a little gum-shoe
work,  Some of ciub  officials
oughi to know her.”

Lol

these

'E‘hc-1
Clair

HE days passed uneveutfully,

teams returned to the St
ygrounds, Bull Feeney's assignment
sent him to the same place. They !
were very much shocked when Lhey
beheld him. J.

“‘He ought to lay off,”" opined Fergu-
gon, ‘‘The old buy ain't there—no life,
no pep. Seems like he was ten years
older. 1 seen him lookin' up at the
stands a lttle while ago. He sces she
ain't in the old seat.”

“Maybe she's sittin®
eles,” Peewee puggested.
oughta give the crowd
over."

They tried to follow out this idea,
but all they succegded in doing wae
to lose the game, and Brick McGov-
#rn was driven to vigorous protesis.
Their efforts at sleuthing were just
as unproductive, Then one Sunday
aftarnogn, in the last game of. the
geries, the drama climaxed swiftly,

Bull Feency was umpiring on the
hases and all through the game cer-
taln players were aware that his con-
dition was very bad.

“YWhat do you flgure that guy Is
doing?" asked Ferguson. '‘Wednesday,
he was lookin' pretty good, I thought
everything was jake agaln. FHe was
kiddin' with me, and seemed 1o have
all his pep back. Yesterday he looked
bad, but this afterncon he's white as

somewhere's
“All of us
the once-

R, Let‘f}‘ remonstrated.  *“No, that
bird is just +u: that's all. 1 don’t
fWilnk he's going to last the game.”

;. hettvowame very near calling the]

‘whether an operation
| ta walk.

,until Doc decides

: give her, and the docter said "twol

smile. *“She's in the hospltal,” e
whispered. “That's the trouble; that's
how 1 cuome to blow cuat like that.”
“In the hospital?" cried” Lefiy
+ "Gee, what's the trouble, Buli? =7
ain’t bad off, is sle?"
TEENEY proapped himself into 4 $ik-

ting posture with thedr help. He
spoke =lowly »
“No, she ain't bad off now.' She's
going to come out a1 right, and she's
going to get married—in a big bum.”
*GGee!” sald Peewes. *“"Ain't that al
ways the way? I ask you a simple
question: Did you ever see a girl jet

| that didn't fall for a fathead?”

*'Tis a queer story." Feeney ex-
plained. “This little girl, you mind.
was a cripple. Same trouble a= Bill
Kerrigan's kid. She was interéstorﬂ
in the hig bum, but not & bit would
she encourage him till she finds ou®
will help her
S0 she goes to the hospita!
and falls for one of them bone grafts

' Operation is successful, but when she

is comin® out from under the chloro-
form she calls this big bum by name
to send for hin,
and ask him what's the big idea. Tu-
fellow's explanation makes every-
thing O. K., but the little girl -in »o

' weak that they see ghe ‘ain’'t-goinkg

to pull through——" e
“I thought you said bite was guilg
to be marrked”’ Peewaé protested, :
The King of thé Umpires grinnod
up at them. The color was comingk
back to his gills.
“So 1 did,” he

agsented. T wus

" eallin® the play the way it Topked 1o
«me.

She ain’'t golng to die. Better
still, she's going to walk—that
she'll be able to walk with the afd i
the fathead. You see. he didn't huve
much to offer her, but he had
ways lived clean, and he was bullt
hysky. There was one thing he cou!

save her ;
“What was that?’ ther demand-!
“Blood,” he answered, “a quart uf
it. and every drop of it straight from
the heart. Lift me up, ¥ou birds, u1.4d
mind the bandeges on me Jeft aru,
1 promised her 1'd be back right after
b

the game!

Coprright. - AH rights reserved,

i

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 caL”

“AIt's the heat,” said Peewez. *All
them fleshy guys suffer in the heat.”

"ye-agh, but this one ain't even
sweatin’. You watch EBull tryin’ to
cut across the diamond on a play at
third, He runs like he was drunk. 1
wonder if heo's hittin’ the old bottle?"

“He's calllng the plays too good for

Hold for a Son'g

Two of the Greatest Musical Successes of Re-.

cent Years Netted the
Nothing, the Publishers
Performers Who Sang

Composers Practically
Very Little—Vaudeville
Them and Phonograph

Record Manufacturers Reaped the Big Royalties.

'

BY (HARLES KINGSLEY.
T

is

or good tuyne they go home
and write it
almost every bLig “song hit”
traced to some earlier original. Many
successful composers have “niggers”

—as “ghosts” ure called in Tin Pan

allev—and every now and then, ax-|1'
altion to t

]H.:i.ving written new verses, the two

pecially when there is & lawenit,
pupular song is shown to have had &
very humble origin. The readers of
thi= paper will recall the story
behind “Dardaneila”—that amazingly
popular tune of a few seasons buck

:swhich was bought by Fred Fischer

for $100. It made thousands of dol-

| lars for its publisher and resulted in

litigation that lasted Yor . many
juenths. At the presenl lime & song
that was Lought for $80 has earned

thousands for its lucky purchascr.
Already one suit has been filed.

Some monthe ago Bryan Foy, a son |

of Eddle Foy. the comedian, wrote a
song called *Mr. Gallagher and Mr,
Al

Shean” for Ed Gallagher and
Shean, two well known vaudeville
performers. The songz set forth sev-

erald old jokes in rhyme, part of each
verse being recited by “Mr. Galla-
gher,” part by “Mr. Shean.” It had
a familiar but ingratiating little
melody, and the two vaudevillians
willingly parted with §50 of their
hard-earned money for it. At that
time they received less than §500 a
week for their “talking act” and $50
seemed like. & considerable sum to
them.
¥ ¥ %
HORTLY afterward Meesrs. Gal-
lagher and Shean tried out the
song as part of thelr vaudeville act.
In the language of the “two-a-day” it
was a “riot.” Audlences, seemingly,
coyld not get enough of it, with the
result that the two porformers wrote
several additional verses. In short
the song became their entire act. And
thelr popularity became so great that
they were soon elevated to “head-
liners,” and their salary was advanced
to $600, later to $760 and finally to
$1,000 a week. On numerous occa-
gions they played in two Keith thea-
ters the same week—flling 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 Follles. He
had to glve them a contract calling
for $1.500 a week to obtain thelr
services, an dtheir “act” in the Fol-
Hes is simply a repetition of the “Mr.
Gallagher and Mr. Shean" song.

All this wouldn't have been so un-
usual—for many performers have
been made by a single song—but

|
an axiom among Breoadway
song writers and composers that |
whenever they hear a good verse .

For it is a fact thni.
ean be{the =ong from @ selling standpoint

Mes=srs. Gallagher and Shean placed
their song (theirs in‘ the sefise that
they had bought #t) with a Broadway
m:usic poblisher. Just-what advance
he gave them is not known. but he
evidently didn’'t think very much of

( for the reason that he agreed tha’
i Me=sre. Gallagher and Shean wwoull!
Ir-_'r'riw.’ any and all of the mecharlda!
| rovalties resulting from it In ad@i-

e usual author's royalties

vaudevillians sautomatically
“authors™ as well
} As luck would have the sorg
Lecaine a sensational mechanical hit.
'That js, instead of selling as sheet
musfe’it became a dunce hit, And the
1'arlfous “g¢anped music™ companies
which: pot out ditks of it seon found
themeelvas unable to supply the de-
lmaml. with the result that weekly
iroyaltles running into the hundreds
‘of dollars have been piling up for
| “Mr. Gallagher and Mr. Shean.” M:.
1 Musle Publisher took his loxs phile
saphleally and, like a good =port, Las
made the best of a bad bargain

But Bryan ‘Foy, who is out in Hal-
i_v\n_'aodl. ls_'nog pflt;w same philoseph-
ical turn'of mind, K He claims that he
only sold ‘the “performing rights” of
te .song Tor $50 and that he has
just claim to at Jeast a share of 1h-
royaltles from the sale of the cuno
SONE. > i

became

ILE the suit {8 pending, even if
the royalties the

WH
from cantied

4 music are tled up by Injunction, “dir.

Gallagher and Mr. Shean will con
tinge to draw’ $1500 weekly fron
their lucky purchase,

‘There was an echo of “Dardunella”
some -weeks age, when Fred Fischior,
iLe qu‘b!isher. who had bought it fir
‘ll‘lﬂ{"uod Jerome I, Kerns, the con -
pose¥, and Harms, Inc., the publish.:
of *“Ka-lu-a" eclaiming that 1t}
pzeuvdo-Hawalian melody has 10«
sam«s+ bass as  “Dardanella.” Me.
Fischer wants 210,000 because of s
alleged similarity., Mr. Kern asseris
that the same basse movement WwWids
used by Brahms and Beethoven losg
before “Dardanella” wag dreamed of
and that it is the originality of the
melody that counts. But, of courss.
the court will have to declde tufd
question when the case comes up for
trial.

The unfortunate side to Lhe sand.
successes is the fact that the original
authors and composers receivell but
a few dollars for the biggest monc) -
makers In’ recent years. RBut the
song-writing game is one oi the big-,
gest gambles on Broadwgy, sud, ¥%
in many games of chance, gne somer.
times loses even when one Wins..




