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SYNOPSIS

Jeb Braddon, young and fantastieally
puccessful broker of Chicago, Is Infat-
uated with Agnes Gleneith, beautiful
daughter of a retired manufacturer,
Rodney, a doctor, In love with Agnes,
visits his brother Jeb. INNod plans work
at Rochester, Jeb suggests that he
make a try for Agnes before leaving.
In Rod there Is a deeper, obstinate
decency and much sterner restraints
than Iin Jeb. Agnes believes to be happy,
A girl must bind herself entirely to a
man and have adorable bables.

L

CHAPTER I-—Continued
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To be happy, a man required a girl:
indeed, men declared this and sought
& mate more openly, more frankly,
Men's volces, at such seekings, be
trayed them, as Rodney Braddon's just
had done,

“The Deep Sea™ her father had
dubbed him In contrast to his brother.
The Devil (with women) and the Deep
Sea! Well, the Deep Sea had phoned
from his brather's, the Devil'a office
and was on his way to her.

Agnes never thought of making spe-
c¢ial preparation for him: and he
wouldn't have llked It. She kept on
the cornflower blue knitted dress which
became her slenderness and which
deepened, by Its lighter shade, the blue
of her eves, and which “went™ with
her straw-colored halr. The cold wind
of the morning had whipped a pink
glow Into her clear smooth skin,

She procured her own little counpe
and drove alone through the snow to
the station to meet Rodney.

He, If he could, would have turned
back. He sat by himself in the train.
going over and over what he had done
and what he had set out further to
do, and his purpose appeared to him
not only hopeless hut fantastie. Yet
he had spoken the words to her that
told he was coming and whieh Im
plied more. He had no retreat,

MMd Jud honestly belleye that he
had a chanee? Or had Jud goaded him
to this In the belief that, by speaking
to Agnes, however hopelessly, he
wonld be the hetter for It—the hetter
for putting an end to his impossible
dreams?

Standing on the car steps as the
train <lowed, he passed her. He swung
down -ecklessly, slipping In the snow.
When he stralghtened, she was heslde
him.

“Little Agnes!™ he sald, the sylla.
bles escaping him. If she eaught his
exclamation, what difference? lle had
come to say to her much more

sShe felt It

She asked him after he was settled
beside her and she was driving him
home: “You haven't had lunch, Rod?"

“I never thought of It," he admit.
ted.

The snow had begun to bhlow so
blindingly that it became almost an
adventure to follow the famillar road
to the house. It shut In Rodney Brad
don and Agnes Gleneith together.
away from contact or sight from all
others, Increasing the tension of their
intimacy, though during the drive.
Rodney ‘sald scarcely a word, and he
did not touch her,

In the house he made no attempt to
touch her. They went into the pleas.
ant, easy “east room.,"” which on or
dinary days overlooked the lake. Now
the snow swirling at the wide windows
shut them In, as It had when they
were In the car.

Rodney appreclated
turned to

*You'll
shouldn't.”

“If yon want to, Rod.™

“Sou know the trouble with me. 1
love you. . . ., You sit there, will
you? And I'll stand here. I'll not
annoy vyon more than I must, "
I'v® sald I love you. I've had medl.
cal training. [ know what love Is, or
Is supposed to be. But it's not that
with me when I think of you. .
I suppose every hopeless fool denles
it He tries to make himself out bet.
ter than he 18"

“You couldn’t, Rod, she said gently.

She was seated where he asked her
to be, and watching him, looking up
at him, so tall and troubled before
her; and a little ungainly, as always,
in his brown ready-made clothes.

He was more carelessly molded than
Jeb, except In his brow, his chin and
his hands. Perhaps especially In his
hands, so lean and strong and capa-
ble. Her eyes came to rest on his
hands, restralned close beside him as
higs bhrother's never would have been
at such a moment,

How this man fought the appeal of
physical sensation! And why did he
down It so?

Because he was capable of a feelin,
beyond his brother's; far beyond any
other man she knew,

Agnes recognized this now, «f not
with bher mind with her stirred In-
stincts, which aroused their peedling
excitements through her,

“Money means nothing to you, 1

&oow, Agnes" be sald, “The fact

this, and he
her, gratefully.

let me tell you what 1

| In comparison?

that I've none; that's not my trouble.
it's me and my lfe—Iisn't It?"

“Your life?”

“The fact that you never could live
| A

She sald, without thinking, “Why
not?" for she did not willfully intend
to lead him on; but never, with any
man who had made love to her, had
she found herself so confused by feel-
ing,

“There'd be nothing in It for you
but being my wife.”

“What would that be like, Rodney?”
Now, why had she sald that? Did she
want him to break the restraint he
held npon himeelf?

“Being my wife?
to tell you?”

“Can yon, Rod?"

“Can 17" He was gazing at her so
that her eyes fell before his, fell to
his hands, which he was keeping con-
trolled beside him. *“I ean tell you
all about Iit—what it will be every
hour of the day—and night,” he sald,
so that she hardly heard him,

“T thought for a time, Agnes,” he
went on, “of taking up another line,
for you. 1 mean, with the ldea that
it might Jjust possibly Increase my
chance with you, Not to make more
money, but to make myself different,
for you. But I couldn't be different.”

“Not youn, Rod.”

“No: It'd be no use.
one job I can eare to do. You know
what It Is It's—to find out what
makes one person live and another dle
What brings one c¢hild health and
strength and happiness, and what con-
demns another to be a cripple or to
paln or wretchedness for life. What
does 1t? Not God, not Divine judg-
ment and punishment. We don’t be
lleve In travestiesa like that any long-
er. And It's not the sins of the fa.
thers, In most cases, elither, It's some
condition we can discover and cor-
rect. It's some secret of blologieal
balance that we can uncover, It's sim-.
ply a problem of biology that I've got
to work at as long ag I'm any good, 1]
counldn't turn to anvthing else If 1
tried to. It's the one thing that mat-
ters to me—except yvou.

“T've been trying to put you two
together, | mean to Imagine you to-
gether—my life, as [ live it, and you.
| ean do It In my dreams. Oh, I love
youn 80 much; and 1 can see I'll nev.
er have you, Don't mistake me
in how 1 Imagined you in my dreams,
dear; oh, my dear. You were there
waliting for me; that was all., You
alwnys were there for me at end of
day. Wherever 1 wns, whatever |
was doing., I was golng back to you.
No: I'll tell 1t all to yon, Some day, !
dreamed, have a little gir]l like
you. A very little girl with blue eyves
and hair like flax us yours used to be,

Do you want me

There's only

we '

L 1]

“It wasn't strange, Rod. Don't
think | misunderstand. Kiss me, Rod."

“When 1 go, T will, If you'll let me.
I couldn’t bear it now, 1 see how youn
feel—sorry for me, It's plain 1 ean
never have you. T won't make you
gsay It. 1 know, T alwayvs knew, That's
why the dreams began; but they'll be
gone now, too, That's best, 1 sup-
pose, -

Ten minutes later, Rodney left: and

she knew better than to try to detaln |

him., *“I'm driving yon back to the
station,” she sald.

“NO. Lot me leave vyou here. ., ., .
You ean send me, If you will, with
Simmonsg; but you—let me Kkiss you
now."

Never with such tenderness, never
with so much strength restrained, had
A man's hands clasped her. His arm
did not encircle her, HIis hands upon
her shoulders, he drew her to him:
she lifted her lips and kissed him.
Once; that was all; he did not try to
repeat it

“Agaln, Rodney,”™ she whispered,
reaching up, stretching on tiptoes to
offer herself once more.

“You don't repeat—death”
nied her.

he de

Agnes moved about the empty house,
gazing out at the snow,

She could do no differently about
Rodney:; she dld not love him. She
felt for him with a keen pity which
had no equal In her meetings with
men: but she did not desire him. Was
love—desire? Was that the declsive
sensation In your life?

Was admiration for a man, sympa-.
thy for him, caring for him, nothing
Did no qualities In
youn or Iin him count unless you de
sired him?

Flames were leaping and snapping
from maple logs freshly lald on the
huge stone hearth of the hall: and the
green glass eyes In the palr of jag-
uar heads on the wall opposite
gleamed thelr reflection of the dane-
ing fire.

Five years ago her father had shot
the jaguars In Brazil, having sudden-

| ly found need to cease to be a manu-

facturer of electrical equipment and
to become, Instead, a hunter set upon
traversing tropical jungles to kil
something dangerous and savage.
Among other trophles, he had brought
these back, Installed them here, and
dubbed them *“Hanse! and Gretel.”

This house, which had never been
as happy as the home on Easter Lane,
had descended undenlably after that,
Of course the jaguar heads had noth-
ing to do with the descent: they were
simply a symbol of what had hap-
pened.

What had bappened in this house?

Rogna, the little Swedish mald ap-
peared. She was a lady's mald shared
by Agnes and her mother: ¢ slender,
small - boned, golden - halred. bright.
cheeked, Impulsive type of Swede. She
was overemotional, Indeed, but dis
ereet. Rogna, If any one, knew what
had happened in this great Important
house; for Agnes suspected that her
mother, In her despaliring helplessness
to regaln what was slipping away,

I
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sometimes “talked to" Rogna. Never |

to a soul would Rogna repeat a word
of It

“Mother's returned?”
her,

“Oh, yes! Mr. Braddon just phoned.”

Agnes started, Rod? Was he re
turning ?

“Mr, Judson Braddon,” Rogna sald.

“What did he say?”

“He Is coming out. He did not In-
quire whether or not you would be in,
Miss Agnes; he sald to tell you he
was coming out, He will drive.”

Twenty miles through this snow!
thought Agnes. Jeb would.

“Also Mr. Gleneith has returned to
the city, He will be home on his
train.™

Mother! thought Agnes.

“Do you require me, Miss Agnes?”’

“No. Look after Mother, Rogna”

“Oh, T will!™

The two girls gazed at each other,
both knowing. There was no sense
whatever In Agnes' pretending before
Rogna. “She mustn't use rouge, Rog-
na, Don't let her. It—Iit doesn't be-

come her; and It won't do her any
good ™

Agnes asked

Lying In the deep, warm water In
her bath of palely tinted porcelain,

Agnes shut her eyes and saw, not Rod

on his train traveling away from her,
but Jeb foreing his ear toward her
throngh the snow, She could see him
gtrain and laugh
skidded, but come on, on, on to her,
whatever tried to hold him.
her Imaginings, he stirred her. Come
on, Jeb! Oh, come on!

“"Rod—dear, dreaming Rod. I'd llke
to love you! I would; but I don't.”
And he hadn't 8o much as let her
say It

It wasn't the fact that Jeb was mak-

widened the difference between them.
For Rod was right about it: money
did not rule desire

Money might be one of the factors
that destroyed it., Moneyv—or at least
the epoch of thelr marriage In which
the most money had come—was sep-
arating her mother and father,

lefore a mirror on the other sglde
of that wall between thelr rooms, her
mother frantically was trying to make
herself more attractive to Father, and
to look younger, . . . But Rogna
would wateh the rouge. Rogna would
not let Mother look ridiculous to Fa-
ther when he eame home—ridiculons
to Father, who used to klss her when
they hugged Agnes hetween them In
the blg bed of the house where Moth-
er had been a bride.

Oh, what was love?

At Inst Father ceame. Baskerville, the
huge boar hound, had affectionately
knocked his hat off, and he carried It
crumpled, Cravath, the butler, had
opened the door,

“'D evening, Cravath, . . .
Tlght One!™

That meant her and no one else, Al-
wnys, a8 long as she could remember,
it had been Father's greeting. Light
One! Dark One! His two daunghters
-~—hig two bables, once, Beatrice al-
ways had been dark, like Mamma: Ag-
nes light, like himself,

“Dark One! Light One! Dark One!
Light Onel!™ he used to accent In
rhythm as he tossed and eaught hils
children In turn before he kissed them
—Dark One! Light Onel—and shooed
them away.

He bent and kissed Agnes now, care-
ful to keep his snowliness from her
dress. “Hello, Light One!™ he re-
peated. “How’s Dark One?

“Oh, she's fine, Father ™

“How're the busters?”

“Father, they're wonderfulI*

“Good. Where's your mother? Int™

“Yes, Father; she's In*

“Good.”

Cravath had taken his things and
disappeared, leaving father and daugh-
ter alone before the fire., Agnes liked

Hello,

| to have him linger with her, but the

thought of her mother, walting for
him, tortured her. There had been a
time when, If she had not met him
at the door, he would have leaped up
the stairs, two steps at a time, to find
what was the matter.

Now he stood, back to the fire, with-
out Impatience. He had been away
for a week In New York City: and
his daughter, swept as she was with
affection for him, and with pride In
him, and with gladness In all her mem-
ories, could not down disturbing
doubts. What had he “done” In New
York during seven days — and eve-
nings and nights?

He was full of feellng: and how
good-looking he was! You could not
possibly think of him as a grandfa-
ther.

He was now within two years of
fifty, and he didn't appear forty. He
honestly didn't

His halr was as youthful as Agnes’
own., He differed from hers, however,
in having a crinkle In it which made
it take tousling well. (Always, in
thogse mornings when she had run Into
his and Mother's room, he had been
tousled. Now she had not seen him
s0. But had some woman In New

York? The idea would not down. It |

wouldn't!)

Father and daughter shared the
same blueness of eye and stralght-
pess of nose. Indeed, In the fullness
of her lips and the turn of her good
little ¢hin, Agnes was a dellcate re-
finement of him; but even allowing
for women's proportions, she was
smaller. He was six feet stralght, dis-
tinctly more than average helght; Ag-
nes, for that comfortable countryside

north of Chicagoe where women are |
tall, was rather under the average,
and also, for her helght, slighter than |

be moved by personal motives or Influ- |

her father, though no ounce of
“welght"” appeared on him, He saw
to that, with squash and riding

(TO BE CONTINUED). .
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and swear when he |

Even In |

Satin Slippers

By KARIN ASHBRAND
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LAIRE CARTER was applying lip-

stick to good advantage on a per-
fect cupid’s bow, and looking over her
shoulder Into the mirror behind her
at her alluring little self.

The new walter had bheen most at- |

tentive all week., Already he had asked
her to a college dance. He was a rah-
rah boy, working for his tultion. Noth-
Ing so classical as this young Adonls
had ever come into Clalre's life hefore.
His being there In the same restaurant
with her made It easler to be on her
feet all day. To ecarry heavy trays to
impatient consumers, To recelyve puny
tips, which, however small, served to
eke out the pittance alloted to the
Yellow Canary's help.,

Rand was at the bar ordering drinks
for the jolly fat quartct at the window.
On his way over to their table he slid

over to her and whispered out of the |

. corner of his mouth so that the boss

wouldn't notice, “Can vou go?”
“I told you I ecouldn't,”” she
back, “I ean't get those
slippers, I ean't go barefoot.”
“Let me buy them for you.”
“No: thanks."
“You can pay
day."”
“No. I gotta give all my money to
Ma this week ‘count of her operation,

whis-
satin

me back next pay

- She’s paying off the doctor. Ask one

of the college dames."

“I wouldn't enjoy 1. None of them
can dance the way you do.”

Claire approached her table with the |

- appropriate smile on her lips, The smile |
ing money, and Rod nearly none, that | - P ol lips. The smile

passed unnoticed by the man sitting

. there walting, alternately studying the

menu and seribbling on seraps of paper,

“Just a club sandweh and ecoffee”
he ordered abruptly, and kept on serib-
bling.

Gertie, on the next table, Intercepted
her on the way to the kitchen. “D’'va
know who that she asked in an
excited stage whisper, Indicating the
seribbling patron  with her thumb.
“That's Merland Ross, the novellst. Yon
lucky bum! You would draw that table,
He ain't married. either., He's as ensy
to look at as Rand.”

Claire brought back Mr. Ross’ lunch,
and took a good look at him. He was
easy to look at, she admitted to her-
self, but he looked as If he needed
sleep, and plenty of Iit,

He pald scant attentlon elther to her
or to his lunch, except to bolt it ab-
sently, Then he handed her a dollar
bill and left without waliting for his
change,

It was Gertle who pleked up the
scraps of paper from the floor where
he had dropped them, She erumpled
them In her hand and started to throw
them In the rubblish container,

“Say, gimme those."” demanded Claire,
“You aren't going to throw those
away?"

“Lands! Them are no
ploded Gertie, “Lookit!
are scrawled on wrapping paper, Lit-
tle bhits of craps!™ She handed them
to Clalre who smoothed them out with
tender fingers,

“They belong to my ecustomer”
(Claire sald, "I bet they're precious to
him, Writer folks seribble on tissue pa-
per If they can't find anything else,
I'm going to send them to him.™

She thrust them Into her pocket, and
the minute she was off duty she slipped
into a telephone bhooth to look up his
address, Marland Ross. Her lips
caressed the name even as her pen
wrote It on a restaurant envelope,
Rand stamped It and mailled 1t for her,

The next day Marland Ross appeared
at the restaurant and asked to see the
manager. I want to talk with the per-
son who malled me back my notes,” he
requested,

Rand was standing beslde the bhoss,
“It was Clalre Carter, sir,” he has-
tened to tell him.

Clalre was sent for,

Merland Ross held out his hand and
Clalre lald hers into It

“You don't know what those notes
meant to me,"" he told her, "I was
nearly crazy when I found out I had
lost them, They were the finishing
chapters for my new novel, ‘Rising
Tide,! I sent It off today. You're a
smart little girl, I felt that I had to
reward you somehow, Thanks."

He smiled down upon her from his
famous helght, withdrew his hand, and

ig 7"’

good ! ex.
Some of 'em

left., Clalire gulped and shut her eyes, |

In her hand was a crisp erackling slip
of paper. She dared not look at It
She had never recelved a reward be.
fore. Perhaps it would be the price
of a palr of satin slippers. Rand was
looking at her proudly. She could feel
his eyes on her, and she opened her
own eyes suddenly to stare at the bit
of paper in her hand,

It was green. One one side of it
was written In Merland Ross' bold
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Grimm Full o’ Hope
T'hough 1936 Pennant

Chase Is Plenty Tough

HARLEY GRIMM--"“What's that?
No, I'm not thinking about becom.
ing a pitcher just because I've got

. this big yellow-finger mitt on and be-

cause you've seen me warming up for
ten minutes. |I'm merely breaking it in
for Larry French, who's got a lot of
other things on his mind now besides
new gloves, and asked me to do It for
him, It's all in the day's work for a
manager. Even when you're with the
league champions, you've got to help
out wherever you can, and— What's
that?

“Yon think from what you've geen
that I'd be a lot more help If I did go
in there and pitch?
Well, that's where
you're wrong,
got a pretty falr staff
just the same and get-
ting Curt Davis will
help us plenty, May-
be he'll start slow, but
you can bet he'll win
plenty of games for
us. And don't let any-
body kid you about
lLon Warneke, He's
got all his stuff and
youn ean take my
word, there's never been a thing wrong
with his arm. Also you can belleve
gsome more of the same about Blll Lee,
I'm telling you that we'll be going
along smoothly before long, and—

“Sure, | know Galan and Hack are
not hitting as good as they did this
time last year, But they're both fel.
lows who're really good hitters and
you can’'t keep them down. They're
likely to snap out of it any day now
and keep on going. Besides, we're
getting some pretty fair power in there
anyhow, aren’t we? Sure, we are. Look
at Billy Herman, He's slapped seven.
teen doubles so far and you now know
that's the kind of smart belting that
wins ball games, and-—

Warneke

That Kid Cavaretta
Is Okay at First Base

“How about first base? Well,
what about it yourself? That young
Cavaretta Is coming along okay. He's
flielding pretty and he's picked wup
plenty up there at the plate, So—

“Yeah, maybe | could go out there
because | honestly am feeling swell.
But | tried it twice this spring and
each time that ligament slipped in my
back. So, isn't it better for me to be
ready If necessary, and meanwhile give
a kid who's going so well his due
and— Don't believe a word of it. The
fellow who started that swelled head
yarn was dreaming.

“The rest of the race? It's golng to
he closer than It's bheen for vears with
those second-division boys glving the
rest of us plenty to worry abhout, Pltts
burgh's got all the power In the world
and If those Pirates just had another
good piteher It might be that nobody
could stop them,

“Brooklyn's no soft touch either, If
they had one fence buster they'd be
blamed hard to beat, Almost all of the
guys in the race think they've got such
a good chance that they Just hate to
give strength to get strength in some
other spot and-—Okay, go on over and
Interview Terry. I|'ve got to get some
hitting practice anyhow.”

' Terry Needs a Pitcher

gerawl: “Give to bearer one compli- |

L

mentary copy of ‘Rising Tide.
On the other side there was noth-

ing.

The Ukrainian Flag

The flag of the U, 8. 8. R, 18 red,
with the national device In the upper
left-hand corner, The constituent re-

but Where’s the Trade?

Bill Terry—="How do 1 know how
long my leg's going to let me stay In
there? It swells up blg and 1s =0 sore
at night that it's pretty tough sleeping.
and what's worse there doesn't seem to
be anvthing anvbody ecan do for it. But
I'll stick In there just as long as I ecan.

“Bartell? Don't believe everything
you read. He's had a charleyhorse In
his leg and that's naturally slowed him
some, but he's coming aleng all right.

“Trade? Certainly I'd make one.
I'm not saying we haven't looked bad
a few times In the last couple of
weeks, but we've got a pretty fair ball
club, Give us another pitcher to go
along with what we have and-—

“Why don’t | get one then? Say,

. why don't you go on over there and

publics of the union have their own
flags, llkewlise red, with the Initials of

the name of the republic In the upper
left-hand corner, In the case of the

Ukraine, the Initials are the Russian |

equivalent of U, 8. 8. R, meaning
Ukrainian Soviet Soclalist Republie,

“Having an Ax to Grind”

|

“Having an ax to grind” means tnj

enced by a desire for revenge, op to
have a grudge agalnst a person,

interview Grimm, What? Okay, you
can stay then, but don't ask any more
questions like that. Haven't you ever
met any other managers in this league?
Don't you know that If you were to
give up your right eye and a few other
knickknacks such as that they'd prob.
ably still be asking how you expected
that to—

“What? You're right, it's a tough
race. Mavbe It won't be decided until
three or four clubs are at the wire,
which would suit us swell the way
we're keeping close up now, Maybe
the breaks will decide it. Anyhow,

l there's no soft spots,

We've |

e e —

PREAKNEBB Pickings:
Bold Venture joined an [llustrious
company of ponies Including Sir Bar.
ton, Gallant Fox, Burgoo King and
Omaha that have won both the Ken-
tucky Derby and the Preakness. Twen.
ty Grand and Cavalcade, Derby win-
ners, were second when they tried
their luck at the Preakness,

Only two fillies have reached the win-
ners’ circle, They were Rhine Maiden
in 1915 and Nellle Morse in 1924, , , .
Tom Healey has been the most suc-
cessful of the modern trainers in the
$25,000 classic. He saddled four win-
ners, Vigil, Pillory, Display and Dr.
Freeland. The combination of Owner
G. L. Lorillard and Trainer R. W.
Walden was tops among the ancients,
They had all five winners from 1878 to
1882, Walden also was the winning
trainer in 1875 and was both owner
and trainer of Refund, who romped
home in front in 1888, . . .

Just to show that things were on the
up and up in those days a horse named
Welcher finished second in a field of
two in 1884,

Not In the Box Score:

There I8 an unwritten baseball law
that there ghall be no “throwing” at
night. The lights and shadows make it
80 difficult for a batter to dodge that
even the hardest-hearted pitchers pre-
fer to aim at the outside corners rather
than charged with mansiaughter,

Balteazar Sanchlle, recognized
in Europe as the world’'s hantamwelght
champlon, says he started boxing be-
cause he didn't want to go to work.
. ., The Meusels, Irish and Bob, are
playing sgemi-pro baseball In Los An-
geles, ., . .Pa Stribling now peddles
auntomoblles In Hattlesburg, Milss, . . .
Elmer Layden, the Notre' Dame foot-

he

| ball mentor, Is flooding the malls with

cireulars advertising his forthcoming
Olympie tour, . . Jack Kearns now
operates a tavern on Randolph street
in Chiecago, . . Vaughan Willlams,
long one of the most eapable soccer
referees, now 18 vice president of the
irookhattan A, C,

Bill Tilden Fading
as Box Office Magnet

A sports idol seems to be fading at
last. Although the Lott.-Stoefen-Vines
unit continues to do
very well at the box .
office, Pro Tennis Pro.
moter Bill O'Brien Is
losing money on his
Bill Tilden troupe. . ..

Tickets for the Louis.
Schmeling affair cost
four cents each, That
is, Mike Jacobs pays
$40 a thousand for the
cardboards and the
printing on them, This,
incidentally, is a high-
class Jjob, since fight
ducats ordinarily are prepared for $6
a thousand, . . . The Evans brothers,
who run the Loch Sheldrake resort
where Jim Braddock trained to win his
world championship, continue to bet
that the luck of their spot will hold
good when the title finally is defend-
ed. . . . Nasty mens say that the
real head of the opposition wrestling
trust is Billy Sandow.

Mike Jacobs, the sports Impresario
who probably knows more about Broad-
way than any living man, continues
an old-fashioned guy under his modish
haberdashery, He wears long under-
wear the vear around, . IThere are
hlg.tlhjﬂ ]!!II_‘.'*'I‘HL who will bet you that
the average annual salary of the Ath-
letics 18 less than $£2,000 a year al-
though the average among other c¢lubs
is8 double that amount. . . . The
Children's Ald Soclety Sandlot league,
which provided recreation for 3998
baseball playing youngsters last year,
I8 continuing the good work this sume-
mer with the able assistance of Col,
Jacob Ruppert, Willle Herkert,
secretary of the German-American Foot-
ball assoclation, once starred with the
I'-rnukl}*ﬂ Wanderers and was a mem-
ber of the G, A F. team which toured
Germany in 1930, ., . Left-handed
golfers no longer are bound by the
hellef that no southpaw can succeed at
the game,

Racetrack touts are gents who keep
up with the times. In states where
there are laws against the hopping of
horses they start work on a prospect
by flashing a badge and hinting that
they are narcotic agents. The rest of
the sales talk is to the effect that they
have spotted several gee.gees which
are hopheads and are letting them run

80 as to gather conclusive evidence

against the owners, Thereupon three
out of five prospects fall in with the
idea of getting down a sizable bet on
his sure thing. . . . If you have been
wondering where wrestiers come from
take a look at Oklahoma., Mat per.
formers from that state won 18 of
the 23 amateur and collegiate titles,
including six of the seven Olympie
team spots this year,

The Glants might like to know that
several Western opponents hint they
quit when the golng gets tough, The

| athletes say that when a Dean or a

Warneke is ritling the ball across, the
Polo Grounds performers seem all too
anxious to get away from the plate as
quickly as possible, so they (Joe Moore
is excluded by the scandalmongers) hit
feebly at bad balls Instead of walting
out the speed hurlers. . . . Dookmak:
ers are happy to discover that even
the parimutuel machines have a bit of
larceny in them and that a totalizator
once welched In England, This was a
movable device that was carted from
track to track and one day it left be-
fore the races were over,

TIPS ON TURF TERMS:

BILL DALY-—A horse which takes
the track and is never headed, Hardly
ever a favorite,

SHORT-—A horse (sometimes a play-
er) which tails off after making most
of the pace—also favorite players all
wind up short.

GUMBO—When the track's muddy,




