
THE FIGURE IN BRONZE

(Continued from page 1)

ma’s bumbershoot —I want to go swim-
min!”

The women laughed as Jimmie ran

outside, and after admonishing Mrs. Oyen

to kill her “Agag” as he had suggested,

Justice arose and took her leave.
As she approached the Model theatre,

it’s owner, enraged at the activity of the
Union pickets, suddenly rushed at one,

striking him a stinging blow in the face.
Instantly there was a riot, and a score of
sympathizers rushed to battlet A wild
scene followed, during which, several
policemen entered the fray and dragged
the theatre owner away, along with two or

three working men. Mr. Brunswick, the
owner, was a sorry sight. Hatless, his
coat torn to shreds, and his collar flopping
like a semaphore flagging a train, while a

fast-swelling face completed the picture.
A policeman was saying to him—“Bad

business, Brunswick. Better keep your

temper —this air is inflamable.”
“Damned upstarts!” he retorted.

“Better keep within the law,” cautioned
the officer. “You might get hurt; and they
probably would have ripped out your seats

in another minute or so.”
Peace again restored, the crowd dis-

persed, and the pickets resumed their

march up and down the sidewalk. Miss

True had stood aside, watching develop-

ments, and presently a number of women

approached the ticket window.
Suddenly Miss True’s voice rang out,

“The Model theatre is unfair! Please do

not patronize! Do it for Metropolis!”

Justice was as much amazed at herself

as the passing throng were surprised, but
the prospective customers turned away.

“Thank you!” cried Justice.
At this moment an automobile passed,

and a grand appearing lady, sitting bolt
upright, raised her glass and gave Justice
a searching look, then turned haughtily

away.

“Mrs. DePomp!” said Justice to her-

self, and then laughed.

The Union picket now returned, and

hearing Justice cry—“This theatre is un-

fair!” he stopped instantly, overcome with
amazement. Then he advanced, removed
his hat, and extended his hand in greeting.
Taking his hand, Justice said “I just

couldn’t see people going in there, without

raising my voice in protest.”
“Thank you,” he replied.

An hour later, the telephone at the
Densmore home jingled its call. Mrs.

Densmore answered, “Yes?”

“Oh, Mrs. Densmore! What do you

think ? I am so shocked! This afternoon,
I was riding past the Model theatre, and

I do declare, there was Miss True —act-

ually standing there upon the side-walk
picketing and yelling for those laboring
people! Why—it’s scandalous!”

Mrs. DePomp, the speaker, paused for
breath; while Mrs. Densmore laughed

lightly, and said into the transmitter —

“Well—it is rather sudden; but after all,
I am not much surprised. Indeed, it is

just like Miss True to espouse any cause
which she is convinced is right, no matter

what it is or where it is.”

“Glory me!” cried Mrs.De Pomp. “I
think that I shall faint!” The receiver
clicked, and Mrs. Densmore sat down and
roared with laughter. “Dear old Justice —

she fights everybody’s battle,” she said to

herself when her merriment had ceased.
The evening papers carried startling

headlines. “Wheat bubble bursts! Market
soaring like an aeroplane, suddenly does
a nose dive! Fortunes lost in crash! Ger-
ald De Pomp, investment prince and spec-
ulator, dies of heart failure as tape ticks
off his ruin!”

Mrs. Densmore and Justice hastened to

the De Pomp mansion, to comfort if pos-

sible, their stricken friend. They found
Mrs. De Pomp raging in a delirium of

despair; walking the floor from room to

room, weeping, and pounding upon her
breasts. She was inconsolable, and refused
to listen to their words of encouragement.

Finding their efforts usless, Mrs. Dens-
more returned to her home, leaving Justice
to, if possible, palliate her grief.

Thus the time wore on until the day
set for the obsequies. Mr. DePomp was

lying in state in the Chapel of the Masonic
Temple.

Justice sitting beside Mrs. Densmore in
her car, rolled slowly toward the Temple,
and as the chimes rang out the soft, clear
notes of a hymn, she sang the words
softly—-

“Abide with me, fast falls the eventide;
The shadows deepen; Lord with me abide.
When otjier helpers fail, and comforts flee, *

Help of the helpless, Oh abide with me.
Swift to its close, ebbs out life’s little day;
Earth’s joys grow dim, its glories fade

away.
Change and decay in all about I see;
Oh, Thou who changeth not, abide with

me.”

Within the Chapel, the service pro-
gressed according to the beautiful Masonic
ritual. A guard of honor with white
aprons stood about the bier. They folded
their arms, then extended them horizontal-
ly, again folded them, and raised

them above their heads, in the ancient
manner of making the sign of the Cross.
Each one then»laid a sprig of evergreen

upon the bier and retired. The widow,
leaning heavily upon the arm of Mr.
Densmore, was led falteringly to the bier.
One brief glance, a shudder of grief and
moan of despair, and she was assisted to

her waiting car. Softly, faintly, came the
notes of a bugle; calling as from a great

distance; being wafted gently upon the air
—now more plainly. Yes—it was “taps”.

Played as if by an unseen messenger—-

floating swiftly downward —coming nearer

—until one seemed to feel that the Reaper
of Souls had at last succeeded in awaken-
ing the sleeping one lying in state before
them, and was bearing him away unseen—-

silently—save for the receding notes of the
bugle, growing softer and fainter —until,
like a whisper, it was blown away and
was silent.

It was an impressive moment, wherein
each one present seemed striving to catch,
vision-like, the scene into which the de-
parted had now gone. Now the soft, deep

tones of the pipe organ rolled out upon

their ears, and seemed to awaken them
as from a dream—calling them— point-
ing them, to a realization of the present.

“Nearer My God to Thee,” it played, as

the casket was wheeled slowly down the
aisle and out of the door. Now the sound
of sabers drawn, clicking, as the
guard of militant Masons snapped to at-

tention while their departed comrade
passed. The Shriners and Knights Tem-
plar led off as the band played the “Dead
March in Saul.” The deep-throated bass,
and rich, mellow - toned saxophones,
chanted the subdued notes of cornets,

/

flowing forth a stream of sweetest music.
The clear, lark-like voices of flutes and
clarinets, rising to lofty heights in the
scale, quavered, and fell plaintively away

—then, as if with new courage, they
soared again, while all the deep-throated
and rich-voiced altos, baritones, and tubas,
chanted their refrain. Thus ended the
career of the investment prince.

“That was the most pathetic thing that
I ever heard. I shall never forget it—-
the pitiful wail of the clarionets, and the
stifled, heart-broken sobs of the tubas. It’s
enough to wring tears from the heart of
a stone,” remarked Justice, as, after a few
squares, she alighted from the car to
again resume her work. (To be continued)

The highly skilled Chinese girl opera-
tors in the China telephone exchange of
San Francisco, California,* are reported
to be all graduates of the Public Schools
of that city.—Ex.

BASEBALL

Loney’s All Star team went down for
the count in Labor Day’s engagement with
the M. S. P. aggregation, latter’s
sand lot, the M. S. P. winning by a 6 to

5 score, in a seven inning game.

Labor Day’s game between the two

teams was the conclusion of a three game
series during the season. The locals by
winning Monday’s game, made a clean
sweep of the series, winning all three on
small margins. The first one which was

played on July 4th, was a 4 to 1 affair;
the second on August 4th, terminated into
an 8 to 3 victory. These two games were

of the eight reel variety and during the
three games played the All Stars failed
completely to make a single earned run.

Loney was on the mound in Monday’s
game for the All Stars for the first six
frames and during his period in the box,
the locals pounded hisHlow ball to all
corners of the lot. Fourteen safe hits were

charged to him but on account of some

poor judgment in base running, the locals
were held to only six counters and just
one-half of them were earned runs. The
first allotment of these markers came in
the last half of the third round. Four
singles, two wild throws and one muffed
thrown ball, recorded four runs. The
last of the sixth round saw the last con-
signment of scores arrive and there were

only two of them in two small packages.
Enough hits were made along with other
opportunities being offered for the locals
to make a whole flock of runs. As it
was, it took a two-bagger, a free ticket,
three singles and a long sacrifice , fly to
produce the two counters. C. E. Ander-
son pitched the last frame and he sent

the local sluggers back to the bench in
rapid succession, two of them by the
strikeout route and the third on an infield
grounder.

Bur was on the mound for the locals
and barring his wildness at times he
pitched a remarkably good game. How-
ever, the All Sars staged a dime novel
finish but Bur was not responsible for
that for chances were given to retire the
first three batters up, the first two by
strikeouts and the third on an infield
grounder. It was no fSuit of Bur’s that
the defensive ble\v#up and allowed a last
inning rail}-. The All Stars garnered
their first marker in the opening of the
second round, coming by the way of a
free ticket, two wild pitches and one sin-
gle. They were then held scorelesp until
the opening of the seventh and last round.
Three singles, one free ticket and three
errors allowed four runs before the side
were retired. Bur was credited with three
strikeouts during this stanza but unfor-
tunately one of them reached first in safety
cn an error and a little later—scored.
Bur allowed, all told, but* six singles,
struck out ten men, passed one on balls,
issued eight wild pitches and hit two

batsmen. If he could have controlled his
“hooks” a little better he was, otherwise,
in form to have pitched a shutout game.

At the conclusion of the seventh and
last chapter when it became necessary to

call the game because the allotted time
had expired, quile a number of local fans
persistently continued to razz, hiss and
bandy about slurring and personal re-
marks. Its a poor sportsman of the game

who will not root for his favorite learn,

here or elsewhere. But it is unsportsman-
like, indeed, to throw personal or slur-
ring remarks. Every fan here knows or
had ought to know that this place is
governed by cast iron rules—baseball
games included. When the time expires
allotted to the game it must be called re-

gardless of which team is on the winning
side. This is thoroughly understood by
the players of the visiting teams and when
the time comes its the managers duty to

announce it and call in h!s players. By

him doing so, only what is his duty to do,
any loyal sportman had ought to be able

to suffer the consequences without casting

slanderous and personal remarks upon the

manager and the players themselves. They

are human beings the same as the rest of
us; they are lovers of the national game
and are furnishing us with our principal
recreation. So why, just because YOU
happened to grab a bunch of “sour

grapes,” why, the razzing and slurring

remarks? They are not to blame if your
“grapes” happen to be “sour” or you

have to go without tobacco the coming
week? They are as anxious to play a

nine or even a twenty inning game to

keep your “grapes” from “souring”—as
you are. The team has lost five games
during the season, because the game had
to be called at the end of the allotted time
allowed. In every instance the team had
a good chance of winning out in the end
but on account of the rules governing

their playing time, they took their defeat
in a gentlemanly sportmanship manner.
So why can’t you fans govern yourselves
according to the example set before you
by the players themselves?

Visitors ab bh r po a e
Anderson, C., 2b 4 114 3 0
McPherson, 3b 4 2 0 2 5 2
Witt, cf 4 1 0 3 2 1
Huelsmann, H., c 3 0 1 3 2 1
Anderson, A., lb 2 0 0 7 0 0
Anderson, C. E., rf, p, 3 1 1 0 1 0
Kringer, If 3 0 0 1 0 0
Huelsmann, L., ss 2 1112 0
Loney, p and rf 3 0 1 0 0 0

Totals 28 6 5 21 15 4

M. S. P. AB BH R PO A E
Myr, ss *3llOlO
Fro, 3b 4 2 1 2 0 0
Shu, 2b 4 10 15 1
Fos, c 4 2 0 8 i 0
Bur, p 4 0 0 0 2 1
H’dv, lb 4 2 0 8 0 1
Bona, cf 2 0 1 2 0 0
B’dt, rf 3 3 2 0 0 0
Sher, If 3 3 10 10

Totals 31 14 6 21 10 3

\ isitors 0 1 0 0 0 0 4—5
M. S. P. 0 0 4 0 0 2 o—6

Games played, 18. W0n,13. Lost,s. Pet., .722

Summary—Two base hits—Fos, H’dy,
Sher. Sacrifice hits—Myr. Double plays
—C. Anderson, unassisted, to A. Ander-
son; Shu, unassisted, to H'dy. Left on
bases —Visitors, 5; M.S.P., 6. First on
errors—Visitors, 2; M.S.P., 0. Earned
runs —Visitors, 0; M.S.P., 3. Hits—off
Loney, 14, in six frames; C. E. Ander-
son, 0 in one frame; off Bur, 6. Strike-
outs —by Loney, 1; by C. E. Anderson, 2;
by Bur, 10. Wild pitches—by Loney, 1;
by Bur, 8. Bases on balls—by Loney, 1;
by Bur, 1. Batsmen hit—by pitcher Bur,
(H. Huelsmann, L. Huelsmann). Passed
balls —by catcher FI. Huelsmann, 1; by
catcher Fos, 2.

Umpires, Mr. H. Pominville and Mr.
F. Lr. Scorer—J. R. S.

LEAGUE CLUB STANDINGS

Corrected September 5, 1923

AMERICAN ASSOCIATION
Clubs Won Yiost Pet.

St. Paul 87 44 .664
Kansas City 84 45 .651
Louisville 72 62 .537
Columbus ,62 68 .477
Milwaukee 58 70 .453
Minneapolis 56 73 .434
Indianapolis 56 73 .434
Toledo 45 85 .346

NATIONAL LEAGUE
Clubs Won Lost Pat.

New York 82 50 .621
Cincinnati 76 51 .598

• Pittsburgh 74 53 .583
Chicago 71 59 .546
St. Louis 65 65 .500
Brooklyn 60 66 .476
Boston 43 85 .336
Philadelphia 42 84 .333

AMERICAN LEAGUE
Clubs Won Lost Pcv.

New York 83 43 .656
Cleveland 69 56 .552
Detroit 64 58 .524
St. Louis 63 60 .512
Washington 60 66 .476
Chicago 56 *67 .455
Philadelphia 52 71 .423
Boston 48 73 .397


