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tttx, go I gent some jttowera, and X will
pra call when X tet back.

" The last time 1 met you, me and
your father was working in the world's
aeries at Chicago. Jim was one swell
umpire and It aura busted me all up when
X heard about him getting killed. He.r ' - - 4- - r v. v

Lake; 'Bull Feeney was still In Portland.
The following letter came from Miss Pat-
terson: .ri ." f: i

"Dearest Bud:
'l can't find any trace of ber.. No one

seems to know' her address. The ushers
say they haven't seen her since tha Sun

- day afternoon when we did that foolish
thing. Did you know she waa the daugh-
ter of a very famous umpire? No won-
der she took so much Interest in the
game. Jt 8018 perfectly dreadful" to'
think of a girl on crutches sitting there
day after day watching you boys eo full
of . life and health!
, , "You don't suppose anything could

-- have hapuened to her? Someone told mo
she looked terribly frail. If there's any
thing further X can do, telegraph at once.

... ' S i "DOLLY.
That letter left its recipients panio-tricke- n.

,
The days . passed uneventfully. Tha

teams returned to the St. Clair
grounds. - Bull Feeney'a assignment sent
him to the same place. They were very
much shocked wfaen they beheld him.

"He ought to lay off." opined Fergu-- ;
sou. "The old boy ain't there no life,
no pep. Seems like he was ten years
elder. I seen him lookin' up at the stands
a littla Vh (la a cm Ha aaaa aVia ain't In

-, .

Hull res the monarch of all ha surveyed,
Tougfc l (aa they make 'em Chief Unafraid !
King of the limps, and crowned aa such.
Twice by tha Irish and ones by tha Dutch.

fialUufe of Btek McGovera,j
"YiiE falsa move! Implored- - Peewee.

"One false movethat's all I ask!
One falsa move and I crown you!"

Feet kicking up tha dust, fists closed,
and (Jawa working overtime, Umplro Bull
Feeney and Third Baseman Peewaa Fat-- .

tersqn were breasting each ether plgeon-fah.(o- nt

and backing: around in a wary
circle.
- They each let go a right at tha earn a

moment, and Peewee, who had oneo see
service in the ring, beat hia opponent to
the.jpunch,' following it up with left
that reached the same target.

Bull staggered back, recovered himself
and! returned to the attack, head down.
In the interests of peace and dignity,
Manager Brick MoGovern and some of
the more responsible players interfered.

Usually pugilistic encounters on the
ball! field have little significance and art
forgotten in- - a day or two, But this fracas
was! different. . , '

Fjrom the viewpoint of tho bail player
there is no auch 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 tha most terrible crime ever
perpetrated in organised baseball. Not
that Bull didn't' know hie business; that
was the awful part of it! Bull had been
la the majors, and. had even worked three
times in a world's series. He was game.
coo-heade- d, quick on his feet, and he
had a voice like a fog horn.

But, of all tber self-satisfi- truculent,
sarcastic, limelight-lovin- g and murder-inspirin- g

umpires that ever bellowed
through a reuizhe. Bull Feeney was the
thrice-crowne- d, king? Proudly he admit-
ted the charge, and dared the world to
majte him otherwise, : Therein lay the .

perpetual casus belli.
Tjho crowd rode him. of course, but thle

waif a mistake; it only encouraged the
mau Bull, got as much joy-ou-t of Irri-
tating the audience behind the wire pet- -
ting as a smaBboy does in poking sticks
through the bars of the circus cages.

Oh. Bull was really an awful thing,
arjd he pursued the even tenor of his
way, until Peewee Patterson, in sheer de-

fense, convoked a board of strategy in
t)e clubhouse one afternono. '

'Now, get roe right,' said Patterson.
"I'm naturally peaceful. J ain't lookln
for; trouble, but when any big bimbo
sticks-- , his pose between my teeth, he.goiinto lose HVthat's ail!"

iThis declaration of principles was ap- -

proved by the strategists.
j'But we got to use the old head on this--suk,- "

warned tuba Ferguson, eutfieldery
"We got to work on him. Fifty' dollars,
a punch is too much dough. My Idea if
to get something on him " '. ,

"Ye-a- h, I'll get my spikes on him some
day," promised Lefty Carroll; "that what
I'll get on him.

Peewee protested "Let's get down to
business: Now, here's something they
tried on a guy down south once, and.X'H
tell the world It wag rich."

Patterson's voice trailed off Into the
dramatic tenseness of a born conspirator.
The others listened eagerly. The plot uq
folded, and presently all could appre-
ciate that the midget third-saek- er had
injdeed unearthed a slender sword calcu-
lated to penetrate even the thick hide of
Bull Feeney, and leave him writhing mis-
erably at their feet.

A WEEK later the king of uraps seated
himself one evening in the lobby of

his- - hotel to indite two letters. The first
was in the nature of a report to the presi-
dent of the league and presented no dif-
ficulty. 'It read: '
j"Dar Mr, Powell:
j"I put Manager MoGovern out of the

ga.mo yesterday for abusive language. He
is! a dog. Tours truly,

"JAMES P. FEENEY."
jThe second letter represented the first

sep into an unfamiliar world. He
frowned thoughtfully at tha hotel letter-hjead- s,

chewed tha tip of the penholder,
laid it down, looked about him, and sur-
reptitiously produced from an Inside
pocket a small pink envelope that had
come in the morning mail. For the twen-
tieth time he read the contents, and for
the twentieth time & wave of turkey red
began at his gills and spread to the back
of his neck. His heavy features strug-
gled unsuccessfully, against a sheepish
gjrin. .And small wonder! The age of
miracles was here again! Bull Feeney
hkd received a mash note! Cupid was
burning incense at tha shrine of an amp!
lfet unbellovera read: y.
,t "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 I hope you

i npi laae oiiensa, or inm 4 am too
Id. .

I go to all the games, and I think you
e trie very test umpire in tna league.

It must be wonderful to be mo big and
strong and fearless, and I would Just tore
tft know you, but X suppose you would not
pay any attention to a mere girl --thoush

y friends say X am not bad looking.
Anyway, I can't resist confessing my
irauon xor a man woo can race we

wd- - like you can,; and 1 just hop yon
aire hot married 1 , . ; '.

. now, I've said it. and X do hope
you won't be angry, but will Instead find
time perhaps to write to P. O. Box 341
and make me wildly happy, ;

"Your true admirer, I

"JT7ST A GIRL."
The only woman Bull Feeney had aver

ioved was a little Id lady back in St.
Louis, and Bull wrote to hia roother reg-
ularly every month. But recently he had
been yaguely conscious oi a growing in-
terest .in a face that looked at hini from,
tiha sea. ot spectators in the St. Clair' '
stands.-- ?

' " XV .'-- a

f The face was that of a frail girl who
always occupied the same seat. She wag
Usually dressed In blue with a sort of hal- -,

Ielujab. bonnet with pink rosea. The hat

was always talkln' about you. and ahow- -
Ing me your letters. You look a lot like'
htm, only of course lot prettier. X

mean ill X ain't never eeen anyone who
pould come up to you for class. , The boys
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
knew about the crutches, r about you
being bo. bad hurt. j

- y V-,-

: "Now, gweetie, I want you to "know .

that them crutches don't mean nothing
to me at an. only I hate to see you look.
ing so pale and weak.! You leave It to old
Bull to fix thing! all Jake, ,honey. X trot
one of the grandest mothers in tha world,
and I'll send for hert right away. Then
X got a cabin up in the mountains on a
timber claim, and Iff 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 rsee en yeur llt. r

" Babe, your letter sure haf .made tht
world look a lot different. ,tdon't! geti
no more fun out of riding tha players or
the crowd, or handing out the fines, be-
cause X realise now that most all the
boys, are married and have wivet and
kids, or else they got! some, tittle gweetie.
only, they'll never hsjve none as nice as

, the one that I got.
' go, .honey, just you take good care

of yourself and . wait for old Bull to
make things come out all right. You
ain't no more crajy about me than X am
about you.

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

fyou, Thafe the kind of fuy X am.
' 'Yours truly,

" 'BULli FEENEY. M

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

gilenca was golden. Finally. Rube Fer--
guson tilted back in his chair and sighed
profoundly.

"There ; it goes;'! he commented.
'There goes your old! ball game! I'll tell
tho world that's gumming it up the priet-tie- st

X ever seen. Say, who started this
thing?"

"Don't look at mi" protested Peewee.
"We was all in on it. What X want to
know is: how come Bull to get switched
off on to little Sweetie? ? You feliowe
know who he's talking about. It's that
little Jane that sits' lover by first base.
The one we call Sweetie.' .

"She ain't on crutches!" protested'
Rube. -

"Yes, she is; I seen her on the street
tha other day, and be's a mighty nice
little girl. Lefty, Where did you ait that
day?" '; ,

"Don't try to star nothln with me,"
growled Xefty.i "I eat Just where you
nuts tojd me-t- o the right of the plate.
I coma down the aisle and swung over
toward thirit base- - -"

"First base!" shrieked Peewee. "Thafe
the right-han- d side."

"No, it ain't," snarJed Xefty. "Not the
way pitchers look at - it, it ain't! And
don't an umpire face (the stands the same
way? -- I doped it cult, and I'll bust you
one right on the-"- -

"Oh," moaned Patterson. "That letter
was supposed to be from a girl, not an
umpire or a pitcher I X aak you a simple
questions did you ever see a left-hand- er

that wasn't cuckoo?; I'm effa you for
UfarX'ra through l? 4 .

Truck Parrow banged a heavy fist on
tha table, "Oh, no, you ain't! You ain't
through by a long ways. You go to Bull
Feeney- - "
'.1 &te! .

" ,

"Yeah, you? Wasn't it your . bright
idea to sink the hooks into him t

Rube broke in;
T!l tell the world I'm for that uyl

Looks like we dene him a lot of dirt. Ura.
pirin' is e, tough Job.

Truck Parrow nodded emphatically,
'Til say u is, X was! an umpire ne In

4h Texas league. BuJl'g got my ym
.

pathy. Peewee, you gotta tell the old
boy that we crossed him. He won't feel
no 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; hon-
est, I would! Let's make It a commit-
tee, I'll do the. talk in", but some of you
fellows oughta. come along, or he won't
believe me."

Rube Ferguson grunted dismally:
"I'll see you through.'
"Well, .I'll be the other goat." said

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

After that interview between the king'
of the umps and three representatives of
the board of strategy the three ball play-- 1
era sat down to think; it over.

: "If he'd only opened up on us," Pee-
wee groaned, "instead of just 6ltting
there lookln. I'm going to drop p. line to
my Bister, and tell her to get acquainted
with this Jane, and sound her out. 9

Dolly's a good scout. Maybe Sweetie can
be Induced to fall for this guy and then
everything's Jake."1 I,

"Now you're talktu!" said Lefty.
"Your slater can introduce tho whole
gang and then we can air smoke It up
about what a grand fellow Bull la. Now
you're getting the old eye on the ball I ' .

This game aint lost! yet!
"No." Rube admitted, "it ain't lost, but

there.! two out in the ninth, and I'll' tell
the world it's going to take a ewell little
pattjn raly to save the beans!"

mi lead off, then," said Peewee."
And he did wrote home that night

and implored his sister tocom to their
rescue. In Miss Patterson's behalf, it
should be stated that she did her very
best! Nothing could please a young girl '
more than a, romantic commission like
that. A week passedj and. then another.
Peewaa and bl teammates war in Salt
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.. framed brown hair and accentuated bath --

'

"the delicacy of her features and the pal-
lor of her skin. More ud mora he had
come to look for her, drawn by a baunt-- r j

wgi,memory ot having seen her t else-
where. '',:y'-:K'"- ' ' J-

J!.

, Ono or twice he had wondered
whether it would be safe to wait outside
the gate, and kind of tip his hat a little
as she passed out. But umpires find It a
bit risky to encounter the crowd after a
ball game--a-t least umpires like Bull
Feeney. He wa perplexed until 1 and
behold, here had coma the letter! ph.
wonder of wonders!

He dipped hi fen in Ink and under- -
took to reply with painful earnestness,

i "My dear young Xyady:
"Your valued letter reeelvgd and con-

tent noted."
Ha studied over that for a moment,

tore It up, and tried again,
"Dear Sweetie :.'

That waa awful- - Ha scratched it out
hurriedly, his face the color of a beet.
Someone sat down at the desk opposite
him. He frowned, gathered up paper,
pen and ink and retired to the seclusion
of his room. By midnight the floor was
littered with rumpled paper, but he had
managed to break through the formid-
able barrier of an opening paragraph.
.Once .started, he wrote at length, telling
her all about his mother n St. Xouis, and
the timber claim in the California Sierras,
where the railroad would one day build
a branch line, and where the stars were
the swellest you ever saw. There was
a trick squirrel that lived in a big pine
right at the door of the cabin he was
building funny little cuss which would
get awful mad, if you didn't notice lt--

Of course an umpire wasn't no saint,
or nothing like that, but ha didnt go in
for booze, and he knew how to be a
square shooter with a nice girl, as she
would find out, and would she please telj
him

Bull paused and wiped his ink-stain- ed

fingers on his trousers. His face took on
a blank expression. Maybe the, girl he
was thinking about and the one who had
written thd letter were not the same par-
son. Ho considered this possibility with
dismay, laid aside everything he had
penned and wrote this:
"Dear Miss Admirer:

Your letter Is O. K. with me. Where-
abouts do you alt?"

"Yours truly,
"JAMES Pt (BULL) FEEJEY.

Then he wept to bed.
Two day later. Pee wee Patterson, wild

with Joy. showed up at morning practice
and waved a letter in the faoea of the
board of strategy.

"Hooked him!" he crowed. The big
fish fell for It! Dear Mis Admirer
where do you ait? Oh. ho!"

They anatChed atj the- - letter, feasted
their ayes on it passed 4t around, and

, banged each other on the back, whooping
triumphantly:' I

Ain't that a, pip! WeII, the big
bail fathead. "What d'y know? I
gueas that ain't epearin' bim, huh?"

Rube Ferguson, first to calm down,
looked up from" the letter, a little pus- -.

xled.- V : ; I;.: -2 r:.
Wen. he damanded, "whera doeg aha

- ait?'.'. ...
:" ."t !'' ;

The others looked at Peewoe. Patter--;
aon met tho question .promptly: :

"Sh sita anywhere wo;want ,her to;
I got it all doped out. First wo dop up
another letter; make it strops, thig time,
see? Then we drees Lefty up as a Jane.

t and plant' htm
Lefty 'interrupted hastily: "Say, how

d'get that way r

the old Beat."
"Maybe she's sittln somewhere'a else,"

Peewee suggested. "All of us oughta give
' the crowd tha pnee-over- ." $.

v They tried to follow out this idea, but
all tbey succeeded in doing was to lose
the game, . and Brick McGovern was
driven to vigorous protests. Their ef-
forts at sleuthing were just as unproduc-
tive, i, Then ona Sunday afternoon, in the
last game of the series, the drama cli-
mated swiftly.

Bull Feeney waa umpiring on the
bases and U through tha game certain
players were aware that his condition
was very bad.

"What do. you figure that guy is do-
ing?" aaksd Ferguson. "Wednesday he
was lookln pretty good, I thought
everything was jake again. H was kid-di- n

with me, and seemed, to have all his
pep back, Yesterday be looked bad, but
this afternoon he's white as a ghost.
Brick was teUin ma that Bull tried to
beg off worklnyput 00 account of his
partner bring new, they wouldn't stand

.. . ..... .t T .-- It X Ivt w mju ypur e s.weaa as a cat."
"It's tha heat." said Peewee. "All

them fleshy guys suffer in fhe heat.'
"Ye-a- h, but - this ono - ain't oven

sweatln. You watch Pull trylirto cut
across the diamond en : plgy at third.
He runs like he was drunk. I. wonder if
be's hHUn the: old bottler.
that,. Lefty--2 remonstrated;' '"No; tthat?
bird is Just in; that's. ail. X don't think
he's going to last the game.

Lefty came very near calling the turn.
Bull Feeney Just, managed to finish on

' his feet --and that was all.
Then, the game over, the king of the

umps took a few uncertain steps toward
his dressing room, swayed a moment and
pitched forward on the grass. When they
got to his side he waa in a'cold faint.

Ferguson, Peewee, Lefty and Brick Mo-Gove- rn

helped to carry him into tha se-
clusion of the little room under the
stands. They shooed the other players
away.

- "We know what's wrong," mumbled
Peewee. "We'll take care of Win. Get
away!" .

By dint of vigorous massage, and lib-
eral applications of cold water, they re-
stored Bull to consciousness.

"Bull," besought Peewee. kneeling by .

his side, "you got me scared cucko. Don't
take it so hard, man! We been lookin
for her to try and fix things all Jake.
Just you tell us where she lives, and
we'll square it all up you won't have to
do nothln,"

Bull Feeney's lips curved in an odd
smile, "She's in the hospital." ha whls-- .
Psred, "That's the trouble; that's how
X corns to blow out like that."

"In the hospital?" cried tfty. "Gee,
what's the trouble. Bull? She ain't bad
off .is she? .

!

Feeney propped himself up Into a sit-
ting posturs with their help. He spoke
Slowly 1

"No. She ain't bad off new. She's are
ing to come out all right, and she's going
to get married to a big bum."

"Gee'" said Peewee. "Ain't that al-
ways the way? I ask you a simple ques-
tion: Did you ever see a girl yet that
didn't fall for a fathead?".

a quetr story, f eeney explained.
"This little girl, you mind, was a cripple.
Same trouble as Bill Kerrigan's kid. She
was interested in the, big bum, but not a
bit would sho encourage him, - till she
finds out whether an operation will help
her to walk. So she goes to the hospital
and falls for one of them bone-graft- s.

Operation is successful, but when she is
comin out from under the chloroform
she calls for this big bum by name until
Doe decides to send for him, and ask him
what's the big Idea, The fellow's expla-
nation makes everything O. K--, but tha
little girl is so weak that they see she
ain't going to pull through "

"I thought you said she was going to
be married?" Peeweo protested.

The king of the umpires grinned up at
them. The color was coming back to bis
giiis.'1 ; r - ,.-- f

"So I did," he assented. "I was but
callin the play the way It looked to me.
She ain't going to die. Better still, she's
going to walk that is. she'll be able? to
walk with theaid of the fathead. You.
see, 4ie didn't have much to offer her, but
he had always lived clean, and he was
built husky. There was one thing $
could give her, and the doctor, said,
'twould save her- - """ ,

"What was that?" they demanded.
- "Blood. he answered, "a quart of, lt,-an-

avery drop of it straight from tha
heart. Lift me up, you birdsT and mind
the bandages on me left arm; I promised
her I'd ba back right after the game I

fGoprrista. Ail rishta townred. : Priatad bj ur-- i

rafMst was' Metropolitan Vemjwpa Barrloa. Va
tors.) . i' , ' - ,

: --,.",
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His voice was as gentle as he could make
it, his demeanor respectful, his bread
shoulders drawn back - herecicaliy. and
his face directed at someone in the audit
ence sitting to the right cf tha home
plate. - 1, .:.-.-

"Lefty'sJiandkerchlef must be going,' '

warbled Peewee. "Sull's tipping hia cap'!,
Iask you a simple question: Ain't tiatree richest you ever seen?" V

How were they to know that Bull Fee
ney had eyes for only one person in. the
whole audience, and that she waa st
least BO feet from Where the gorgeously
arrayed Lefty CarroU'wsa waving one Of
Miss Dorothy Patterson's very best band
kerchiefs? How were they to know that ,

the kitfg of the umps bad bribed a bat-bo- y

to trail a certain young lady to her
home and report back that evening?

Leave the bull baiters to their abys-
mal ignorance, and consider only Bull
Feeney, one hour before train time, chat--
ting in the hotel lobby with bright-eye- d

little Toolie-wool- ie Kerrigan.
"So you trailed her all right,' di4 you

lad? You're a grand boy! And where
does she live?" ,

'"Boarding house on Sixty fourth,
street," said Tpoiie-wooll- e. "I got her
name from the 9roper et the corner, X

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 hos-
pital. J guess that's why she comes early,
and waits till the crowd ie out of the
park before she gets up. Her name is
Q'Ponnell: didn't get the first name --

say, what's the matter?"
Bull Fenney's jaws were opening and

closing spasmodically. His mind was
trying to adjust itself to the flood-wate- rs

of memory. He sank into a chair.
"If that wouldn't knock you klckin;"

he breathed. "It's Jim's daughter, 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 Is on
crutches and confessin' herself to be mo
own sweetie. Come here. Toolie."

The king of the umps fished in his
pocket and produced & f 5 bill.

"I've got to be headin for the train."
he explained, "but there's a flower shop
on the corner. Get something swell in
the line of roses --pmk ones-- and take
'em out to her."
' "What'll I say?"

Feeney look at his watch. "Just tell
her that Bull says be' wise," he instruct-
ed, "and that he'll write from Portland;
she'll get the rest." j

"Fair enough," said Toolio-wooii- e.

"Half a dollar plus car fare."

AH. if Bull only toad sense enough to
ask Toolie-wooli- o for the exact ad-

dress! Instead his next letter went to
Bog 341, where is was extracted by Miss
Dorothy Patterson and forwarded to
Brother Peewee Patterson, according to
instructions. Patterson summoned the
board of strategy, and it members went
into session in his hotel room. Peewee
read the missive aloud:

" 'Dear Doris:
"I waa an awful boob, all right; not

to have recognised you before this, but
everything Is O. K. now. As soon ' as
you told mo where you ait. I knew it wag
the aamo little sweetie that X bad been
lamping all along, only X couldn't re-
member just, then where I had seen you
before. ; I got a kid to trail you home.

v
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. 'ghut up," admonished Paewee.

"Somebody's got to do it, and you're the
best looklp.' Jf you work Saturday,
you'rg off the next afternoon, ain't; you?
My sister's been on the stage, and she'll
rig you up, and go-wi- th you." -

"If I get pinched, warned fty. "I'll
knock you for a mile of tombstones! I'll
bust you all right on the Jaw! I'll- - "

He was howled down.
"Wa do this thing right' continued"

Peewee, complacently- - "Lafty Is going
to be Miss Admirer, and from a distance
she will be a pip. he tells him In the
next letter where to took, and Sunday
afternoon the keep waving a handker-
chief at him. Then ghe tells him to call
en her."

"We hit the road Sunday pight." ob-
jected Ferguson.. "Bull goes north, top.
No tellin' where he'll be working when
we come back."

"That's all the better" Peewee pointed
out, "It gives us time to smoke up a lot
of letters. Bull will write his fool head
off af soon as he getg a look at thlg Jane.
When we're all together again, we slip
him an address, and when he calls, we'll
have the whole gang planted irt the
house, and at the right moment we come
out and give him the grand rasa," Will
that baby quit riding us? X ask you a
simple question."

Tho ayes had it without a dissenting
voice.

"The reporters will eat them letters
up." mused Ferguson, 'The yarn will
go all over the country, Can you Imagine
what the bleachers will do with that
'Miss Admirer stuff? Peewee. I got to
hand it out; you're there ' kid; you're
there!"

e r
CO IT came tq pass that Bull Feeney

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

"I was Just tickled to death to get your
letter, and to know that you are mot of-

fended.
"X shall be sitting in the grandstand

next Sunday afternoon, just to the rigrt
of the plate, where I can see you best,
and I will have on a blue dress.

"I do hope that you will like me, and
will write and tell me so, because I am
just cracy about you. X suppose you'll
think I'm awful bold to say that, but it's
the truth, and I don't care who knows it.

"If you will Just tip your cap; when
you see me, I will know that everything
is all right, I will be the proudest and
happiest girl in the world, and,when you
come back, I will ask you to call. .

"Good-by- e, dearie, until X bear from
you again. - -

yotj;r devoted admirer."
Alas, poor Uuilt That letter sawed off

all four legs of the royal throne and
brought him down, overnight, to tho level
of mere mortals. In the grandstand-- . Just
to the right of the home plate, she had
said, and that was where aha always sat

tha pale, wistful girl with the pink
roses on the hallelujah bonnet. Who was
she? Where had he seen her before?
No matter! The miracle was that ahe,
loved, him. and aha waa young and beau-
tiful and. unbelievably fraiU t

. It was a, humanised Bull; Feeney who
brushed off the plate and caned for the
batting order-th- following Sunday aft-
ernoon. The board of strategy could
hardly contain itself for joy :

The king of the umps faced the grand-
stand. For tho first time in tho memory
of those who watched him eagerly, there
waa nothing belligerent 1st sOa aaasutar. be 904 yew sami six akta corner gro .


