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HEN the Camden Cardinals signed 
Gene Perry, a two-handed pitching 
marvel from the sticks, the hometown 
fans knew they had something. Perry, 
for all of his conceit, his general 

dumbness, and his egotism, promptly proceeded 
to cut himself a large piece of cake and make 
himself entirely at home. 

He got under the tottering team like a 
foundation, pitched them cruel, hit them wicked, 
and woke up the club like an alarm clock. Before 
a month had rolled around, the Cardinals were the 
talk of the Associated League, forging to the front 
with the speed of a prairie fire, and changing both 
the complexion of the fans and the pennant-
winning situation. 

Larry Jones, the Camden manager, rubbed 
his eyes and waited for Perry to blow up. It didn’t 
seem human for any one to pitch shut-out ball 
consistently. The wonder from the tall grass failed 
to collapse, however. In fact, as more time 
elapsed, he seemed to get better on the diet of 
hard work that was given him. 

“Look-it,” “Red” Riley murmured, after one 
particularly grueling July game that Perry had 
turned in, trimmed with victory. “The kid 
certainly does his stuff nifty. But it’s too good to 
be true. Now is the time to rest him—before he 
goes all to pieces.” 

Jones winked at Bob Ballinger, the big 
catcher, lounging on the rail of the clubhouse 
veranda. 

“I bet every time anybody hands you a nickel 
you have it acid-tested to find out if it’s the real 
article, Red,” said the manager, “You and a frog 
croak the same way. The first game Gene pitched 
was a laugh to you. You said then that he was a 
case for the fire department—a false alarm. The 
second week you called him ‘Ice’ because you 
thought he was going to crack. And the third week 
you had him tagged ‘Egg’——” 

“Well, wasn’t I right?” Riley grinned. “He’s 
an egg that’s brought home the bacon!” 

Ballinger laughed. “I think I’ve got the dope 
on Perry. He always wins because he’s got an 
object—a reason—some gal he can show off for. 
As long as he can clown around, play Romeo, and 
tell a dame lies about her eyes, he’s the whole 
cheese—like the Swiss. But wait till he hasn’t got 
a cutey in the gallery. That’ll be the time to look 
out.” 

Jones rubbed his chin reflectively. There 
were undoubtedly words of wisdom in the 
catcher’s statement. Perry was harmless, but Perry 
couldn’t have been more of a chicken chaser if he 
had been a clerk for a poultry dealer. What tires 
were to a truck, so was romance to the conceited 
busher. It was always a case of this girl or that girl 
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with the champ moundsman. 
“Who is it now?” Jones inquired. 
Riley shrugged. “Ask me how far is distant 

or how deep is down. I saw ‘Stupid’ last night 
with a blonde, and I saw him in front of Benson’s 
Drug Store this morning with a brunette. Take 
your choice—if you ain’t color-blind.” 

Ballinger was about to say something when 
the subject of their conversation strolled out on 
the porch. Gene Perry was as dapper as if he had 
just left the hands of a good valet. He was tall and 
slim; he had ears large enough to listen to any 
remark, dreamy brown eyes, and a chin that stuck 
out like a Hudson River pier. He nodded to the 
three on the porch, touched his necktie, and 
coughed. 

“Walking back to the hotel, Gene?” Jones 
asked. 

Perry shook his head. “Not right away. The 
truth of the matter is that I’m worried. Listen, did 
any of you happen to notice a girl in the grand 
stand during the game?” 

“A girl wearing a hat?” Riley asked. 
“That’s the one,” the pitching marvel made 

haste to answer. “What’s her name? Where does 
she live?” 

“Who said I saw her?” The shortstop 
guffawed. “I didn’t.” 

“Did she wear gloves?” Ballinger cut in. 
“I wouldn’t swear to that. Did you notice 

her?” 
“No; I didn’t see her,” the catcher drawled. “I 

was just wondering if she had gloves on. Why all 
the excitement?” 

Perry looked at his wrist watch. “When I 
went out to bat in the second I saw her sitting 
there in the stand—like a beautiful picture—
something done in oils——” 

“Ha-ha! In oils? What does she look like—a 
sardine?” Riley inquired. 

“I saw her looking at me, and her eyes were 
like wondrous stars,” the pitcher went on. “In their 
shine I could not resist hammering out that three-
bagger. Then when Armstrong sacrificed and I 
voyaged home, I saw her applauding. I even 
noticed her hands. They were very white with 
long, slender fingers.” 

“Long fingers, eh? Ten to one she’s a 
pickpocket. I had a friend who dropped in to see 
the double-header last week, and while he was 

watching us give ‘em the works somebody took 
his watch,” Riley declared. 

Larry Jones handed the shortstop a torrid 
look. “And you haven’t any idea who she was, 
Gene?” 

Perry shook his head again. “I only know that 
she had wonderful Titian hair and white, 
glistening, pearllike teeth. There’s a chance she’s 
waiting for me now out by the players’ entrance. 
Who knows?” 

“I don’t!” Ballinger grinned as Perry sighed, 
buttoned his coat, and departed. “The dizzy dumb-
bell! Did you get all that guff? He’s in again!” 

“White, glistening, pearllike teeth,” Jones 
murmured. “How does that sound?” 

“False!” Riley snickered. 
 

II. 
HE following afternoon Camden hooked up 
with the Pompton Browns and dropped their 

first game in two weeks of consecutive victories. 
The Browns had looked like a certain setup for the 
visitors, but nobody had taken into consideration 
the fact that the hometown pitching idol was due 
to turn in a miserable performance. 

For three frames Perry showed his usual 
flashy stuff, the dazzling repertoire of baffling 
curves, drops, and the speedy bullet ball that few 
were able to solve. In the fourth Perry slowed up, 
and three of the Browns walked. The next two in 
order got to him for a double and a single 
respectively. 

Pompton, immediately realizing he had 
blown, promptly began to carve a choice 
collection of hits from his delivery. Before Jones 
was able to hurl “Iron Arm” Anderson into the 
breach, the deadly damage had been done. 

With half a dozen markers to the good, 
Pompton played safe, and the curtain’s dropping 
on the ninth found them the jubilant victors of a 
game whose winning was little better than petty 
larceny. 

“Well, what a fine bust you’ve turned out to 
be—throwing a game to the canines!” Jones said 
to Perry, on the way back to Camden. “What’s the 
matter—are your arms out of order or are you 
sick?” 

The star twirler fingered one of his ears 
nervously. “Er—it’s funny how it happened. 
Really, I can’t alibi myself. I was playing them 

T
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pretty, until all of a sudden I began to think about 
that girl with the red hair.” 

“What girl with what red hair?” 
“The one I was telling you about yesterday. 

She wasn’t waiting for me at the players’ 
entrance, and I haven’t been able to get a glimpse 
of her since. I’ve gone through the town like a dry 
agent looking for a case of wood alcohol, but I 
haven’t found a sign of her. I’m all upset. That’s 
what threw me off my balance.” 

Larry Jones breathed hard. “I’ll throw you off 
your feet! If a girl with red hair whom you don’t 
even know is going to make a wreck out of you in 
the box, you’d better hand in a quick resignation 
and take the street. You’re so cuckoo that you 
ought to be put in a clock!” 

“I can’t help it. That’s the way I am,” Perry 
said unhappily. “Last night it was moonlight, too, 
and I had to take that goofy Stella Rand out 
walking, when all the time I was thinking of 
Titian hair. I’ll—I’ll try to do better tomorrow.” 

The effort was futile. When the Cardinals had 
dropped three more games in a row, Larry Jones 
saw it was time to put his number twelves down 
firmly. He held a council of war with such results 
that Bob Ballinger showed up at headquarters the 
next afternoon with some important information. 

“Well,” the big catcher began, “I got a line 
on ‘Red Head.’ It’s this way. Barney O’Toole, the 
Swedish ticket chopper at the gates, remembered 
her. Barney said she came over here in Eddie 
Shaw’s flivver taxi. So I called up Eddie, and he 
told me she had stopped him in front of the Hotel 
St. Vitus. So I dropped in the St. Vitus and got the 
dope from the day clerk on duty. Her name is 
Ruby Blair. I found out that she is an actress, 
waiting in town to join a show that plays Trenton 
a week from next Monday.” 

“And you dug that up yourself!” Riley 
exclaimed. “Honest, you’ve got the Burns boys 
looking like rube constables after a chicken thief. 
It’s a gift!” 

Jones frowned thoughtfully. “That means 
she’ll be leaving a week from next Monday. If we 
can stall Perry along until she exits for keeps, but 
at the same time fix it so he’ll get back what little 
sense he ever had, we’ll be sitting pretty again. 
This requires meditation. I’ll have to think it over 
carefully.” 

The next evening, after dinner in the Hotel 

Antique, where the Cardinals resided when in 
Camden, Jones tapped Perry on the shoulder and 
ushered him into the smoking room. 

“Listen, Gene,” said the manager. “Are you 
still thinking about that redheaded skirt you saw 
just before you went all to pieces?” 

Perry, in his sudden excitement, put a match 
in his mouth and tried to light it with a cigarette. 
“Do I still think about her?” he bawled. “Do 
canaries like seeds? The thought of her is running 
me ragged. Last night I had a dream. There was a 
big church and a minister was there. Louise—I 
don’t know her name, but I call her that—and 
myself were standing in front of him. I was 
holding a ring in my hand. What do you suppose 
that meant?” 

“I’m a ball-club manager—not a dream 
doctor!” Jones snapped. “Promise not to kiss me 
or weep on my collar and I’ll hand you a piece of 
news about this sleep destroyer of yours. I found 
out something about her. To begin with, her name 
is Ruby——” 

“My jewel!” Perry cried. 
“And she’s sold on you,” Jones went on. 
The pitcher smiled happily. “Sure—that’s 

understood. Go on. Tell me more. Tell me a whole 
lot more.” 

“Don’t lose your mind yet. There are 
complications,” Jones said confidentially. 

Perry stopped smiling. “What do you mean—
complications? You talk like double pneumonia.” 

The Cardinal manager looked back over his 
shoulder. “This is the way it was,” he explained 
smoothly. “Ruby came to the hotel this morning. 
She: wanted to know all about you and told me all 
about herself in return. Eh—it seems she is the 
heiress to a big estate and comes into her fortune a 
week from next Monday if, in the meantime, she 
hasn’t been going around with any—eh—baseball 
players. 

“The party who left the estate had a grudge 
against ball players—pitchers, in particular—and 
if she pulls a bone an old aunt of hers out in Salt 
Lake City gets the sugar. Understand? It seems 
that detectives are watching Ruby night and day—
sent here by this same aunt. You can understand 
that no matter how much she’d like to have you 
take her out for dinner she can’t do it—yet.” 

“The poor kid,” Perry moaned. “Say, I saw a 
movie the other night called ‘Tracked By Fate,’ 
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and it was almost the same as this case, only the 
aunt was an uncle who lived in Oregon.” 

Jones winced and coughed. “That’s the way 
matters stand now. If you want Ruby to cop the 
coin pay no attention to her, even if you should 
meet her face to face in the street. Remember 
she’s being watched. Eh—I almost forgot. She 
told me she’s going to write you a letter at the first 
opportunity.” 

After a few more words Perry departed, and 
Jones slipped into the writing room. He was there 
a half hour or more before Ballinger and Riley 
joined him. 

“I see the kid over at the drug store 
celebrating with a nut sundae,” the catcher 
explained. “From the look on his pan it seems that 
he’s dizzy with the idea.” 

“The dumb darb!” Riley snarled. “I’ll bet if 
some one gave him Grant’s Tomb for Christmas 
he’d want to keep it!” 

Jones produced three cigars, lighted the one 
that wasn’t broken, and handed the two others to 
his players. “Listen to this masterpiece and tell me 
how it sounds. Don’t be afraid to point out any 
weak spots. Perry’s just the kind to walk out if he 
ever thought we were riding him. I have to be as 
careful as a mouse with a strange cat. Here’s the 
letter I’ve prepared. I’m going to have it 
typewritten and mail it on my way out. All set?” 

“Shoot!” both requested. 
Jones settled back and read: 
“‘My Wonder Man: Though we have never 

been introduced I call you that at night when I 
dream about you. I have seen your marvelous 
work on the diamond, and I hope you do not think 
I am forward when I went to Mr. Jones and told 
him all. You see, I have noticed your attention, 
and I feared that perhaps you would speak to me 
before you realized how I am situated. I can only 
beg you to be patient and to wait until I come into 
my own. 

“‘Then we can be properly introduced by Mr. 
Jones. I think you are a really remarkable pitcher, 
but lately your work in the box has not been so 
good, and I have been so disappointed. I 
understand the Cardinals are playing the Rahway 
Pirates tomorrow, and I want to see you win. If 
you don’t win I fear I shall lose a good deal of my 
admiration for you. So please try to do your best 
and pitch like you used to. Yours affectionately, 

Ruby.’“ 
Riley, with an effort, got his mouth closed. 

“Hot towel!” he mumbled. “That’s certainly the 
hummingbird’s high hat!” 

“Where did you ever dig up a nifty like 
that?” Ballinger asked. 

Jones grinned. “I’m sorry I can’t take the 
credit. I borrowed the plot from a movie called 
‘Tracked By Fate’ that I saw the other night. 
Rather good, don’t you think—the sentiment and 
everything?” 

The shortstop nodded. “You tell ‘em. People 
who live in tin houses shouldn’t throw can 
openers!” 

 
III. 

ROM the first ball that Perry sent over the 
following afternoon Jones knew the hoax had 

worked and that all was right with the world. The 
ball, a tricky outcurve with plenty of stuff on it, 
broke at the plate a split second after the Pirate at 
bat swung wildly. The next two over were called 
strikes, and after that the side was retired without 
effort. 

“She’s up there in the fourth row!” Perry 
chanted, when he came in from the box. “I can see 
the sunshine on her beautiful red hair. But there’s 
some gink with her whose teeth I’d like to push 
down his throat. He’s a little fat jobbie tricked out 
in a gray-check suit. I don’t have to notice her or 
speak to her and make her lose her estate, so I 
think I’ll walk over and smack him one for luck!” 

Jones grabbed his arm. “Be yourself!” the 
manager growled. “That’s undoubtedly one of the 
detectives she told me about. Lay a finger on him 
and instead of getting her gelt she’ll be selling 
lead pencils in the street for a living.” 

“Not so long as I have two dimes that belong 
to me!” Perry yelped. “What right has he got to 
hang around her when I can’t?” 

“Advertise for intelligence!” Jones ordered. 
“Show her she has a good right to be proud of 
you. Register with a circuit smash. Pole out a 
homer!” 

Perry obliged a few minutes later with a long 
hit that sent the Rahway outfield rushing toward 
the fence. He beat the ball to the plate by a quartet 
of inches—chalking up a tally that started a 
batting offensive that did not end until there were 
four runs on the board and Riley had flied out. 

F
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After that Perry improved with each inning 
until the local fans were staring with fascinated 
eyes at his perfect control and superspeed. He 
held the enemy scoreless and hitless until the 
game concluded, and Camden, overjoyed with its 
twelve runs, gave him an ovation such as had not 
been seen in the town since the evening Mary 
Garden sang for the Liberty Loan. 

“I guess that ought to bring me a letter in the 
morning mail!” Perry mumbled, as he pushed a 
way into the clubhouse and sought the showers. 

Riley watched him go and turned to Larry 
Jones, who was considering his watch with an 
anxious eye. 

“Listen, chief. I can see where you sit up late 
every night writing the mush stuff from now on. 
All he expects is a letter in the morning mail—
he’s as nutty as them sundaes he continually 
eats!” 

“Preparation is half of the battle,” Jones 
returned. “I expected something like this, and I’ve 
got a letter all written.” He produced a folded 
piece of paper and handed it to the shortstop. “I’ve 
a date with the secretary of the League, and I’ve 
got to shoot right back to the hotel and get 
dressed. So I’m leaving this to you, Red. Have 
this letter copied by the public stenographer, get a 
carbon, and mail the original before you eat. Pay 
her what she asks and don’t pull a bone. I’m 
trusting you.” 

“Leave it to me!” Riley grinned, tucking the 
note in his pocket. “I won’t slip up on it, and 
that’s a promise.” 

It was a silent, preoccupied Perry who 
sauntered out to the box the next afternoon to 
draw the cork on the game with the Newark 
Nationals. He wound up, spilled the pellet, and 
showed speed and control of his famous variety, 
but there was a set, determined lock on his face 
that Larry Jones could not help observing. 

Perry, turning southpaw against a left-handed 
batter, blanked him, struck out the next National 
with his right wing, and served the third. This one 
tapped, ran, but was thrown out at first, and the 
Cardinals strolled in. 

“What’s the matter, Gene?” Jones asked. 
Perry shook his head. “You’ll find out after 

the ninth—if I don’t go up in flames before then!” 
The manager watched the air-tight, perfect 

demonstration of the twirling art until the ending 

of the eighth. Ballinger had hung up one run, and 
the score was all in favor of the Cardinals. Perry, 
silent and grim, gave the visitors their last chance 
at bat, held them hitless, and ended the game. 

“You sent that letter all right, Red?” Jones 
asked, when the Camden cheering dwindled a 
trifle. 

“Certainly. The public stenographer at the 
hotel was out for dinner so I had to take it over to 
Marvin’s real-estate office. That peachie blonde—
Stella Rand—did the job for me on her typewriter. 
I told her the whole story about how we’ve been 
kidding Perry along to make him win for us, and I 
doubt if she’s stopped laughing yet.” 

Jones wheeled around suddenly. “Stella 
Rand!” he exclaimed. “She’s the girl that Gene 
used to travel with before he got this Ruby Red 
head on the brain! Are you sure that letter was O. 
K. when you mailed it?” 

“How do I know?” Riley shot back. “I didn’t 
look at it. My contract don’t mention nothing 
about me playing the part of a sociable secretary 
and losing my dinner. Here’s the carbon copy 
Stella gave me. Look at it yourself.” 

The Cardinal manager snatched the folded 
paper, opened it, and read aloud: 

“‘My Wonder Boy: I am writing to you on 
the typewriter again to foil those horrid detectives 
who are watching me. Did you notice the one 
sitting beside me in the grand stand? He’s just 
about as fresh as they come, and I would consider 
it a great favor if you would knock him cold after 
tomorrow’s game——’“ 

“Just as I thought!” Jones roared. “I never 
wrote anything like that! She’s double crossed us! 
Get Gene—get him quick! If he starts any rough 
stuff he’ll learn what we’ve been doing and——” 

Some confusion in one of the grandstand 
aisles abruptly ended what he was saying. The 
next instant Ballinger dashed up. 

“Perry’s lost his mind!” the catcher panted. 
“He’s knocked one chap for a loop, and he’s 
fighting six more! You’d better hurry——” 

Swinging around again Jones made the 
shortstop a present of a snappy right hook to the 
button that laid him on his shoulder blades. Then 
Jones pushed the catcher aside and galloped 
toward the scene of confusion and riot. 
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IV. 
BOUT fifteen minutes later Perry, on a 
bench in the clubhouse, opened his one good 

eye, felt his jaw, and touched his nose to see if it 
was still there. 

“Here’s where he quits cold!” Larry Jones 
murmured in Ballinger’s ear. “The best pitcher 
that Camden ever saw, too!” 

Perry sat up straighter, pushed the spirits-of-
ammonia bottle aside, and began to laugh. “Ha ha! 
Really, this is most amusing! You’ll pardon me if 
I laugh——” 

“Ring for the wagon!” Riley yelped. “He’s 
still raving!” 

Perry looked across at Larry Jones. “The joke 
is on you, chief. Louise—Ruby, I should say—

certainly fooled you fine with all that stuff she 
was telling you. The little bird in the check suit 
wasn’t a detective at all—he was her husband—
she admitted that before she fainted. What shows 
me what a phoney it was is the little jobbie 
himself. Just after I clouted him I recognized him. 
He used to pitch for a stick team out in Ohio, 
when I first began to play ball myself. Where did 
she get that stuff about losing her money if she 
was seen with a baseball pitcher?” 

He stopped to laugh again. “Er—how do I 
look? I think I’ll drop in and see Stella tonight. No 
more Titian heads for me, thanks. I’ll take the 
blondes every time, even if they are peroxide. You 
never see them trying to put over any funny 
stuff!” 
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