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- AND NOW SUMMER IS OVER EEE

. Chapter I

. < . - THE GAME -

- s - -
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. And now summer 1s over, ey and .fall 1§w1n‘full sw1ng. On the
surface thlngs seenr’ 1ike énﬂbther Saturday afternoon s though it has:
extra crispness, addlng mlghtlly to the glow and freshness of the coed
cheek; and help: .~ the 1ung of the athlete on the field bveathe 1ts full
depth. It has extra gold in it too, which cause%ithe panes in the buil~
ding across the playing field give off special 1;19;re, at times blind-
ing, but“ﬁbstly crowningﬁWith a halo of loveliness ybuthfulprmgnhood,
sitting expectantly and h0pefu11y in the cheerlng stands.

"This was the scene, thp silence, the silent whlsper, and the serenlity.

And the placld contentnent.

-their y
Hardly had the crowd settled ln thisuluxurlant compladency, batély

had the cheerleader excecuted. his Dervish‘dance,‘hls.v01ce throggh the
megaphone still ringing true and clear,.whEn the first exploesion had
burst upon them. Grabbing the ball on the first kickoff, Foster ran a
;full seventy yards. The poor cheerleader had missed the whole ShOW..HlS
.back turned to the playlng field, exhortlng his cnarges to further 4
'charges of spilled and flaming’ emotlon, he saw them sally ;orth to
gulp and yelp: Foster, Foster, yea, Foster, rah, rah, rah!: Foster, Fos-
ter, Foster! He knew he hadn't led them in a cheer -for Foster. HOchomel
He was baffled, he was stunned, he was bewildered. He whirledwébout in
mid-air, and taking in in a flash what had happened, he broke into the
special cheer he had in readiness for Foster.

fﬁe,muscies of his neck were taut and throbbing with the suddenqbend
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and twirliin,'theair » but far be it from a cheerleader to weaken. On and

on he would mount to greater mountains of exertion, unto the very peaks,

™ until the .Last exhalation of breath would topple lzu.mmnzar And so with:

every ounce of his strength he leaped hlS highest leap, and his schoolmates
with hlm, when on ‘,‘the third play Foster ran exhastedly with the ball tight=
clucgched to his breast~and fell over the goal line in exactly five mi-
nutes after the game had, étarted. It was superb, it was glorious. One
thlrd of the first quarter, and already a toucdown for Portgravel What

further triumphs were in store for Captaln Foster and his team on this

fateful afternoont’ ; " )

The student body ,With the:n.r cneerleader » fell into their Seats P thank-
ful for the moraenrary repite of the anti—cllmax, which was a poor kick-

¢¢h .

" off by their quarterback. It was Providence itself which had 1ntervened ¢
What if it .nhad veen an elghty yard ‘kick .or even a sixt}*, or even a fifty;

£
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surely they would have to mmp agam. As it was they Just. could si’c still,
quiet their pulses, and wa:.t for further developments. Aha, there 1s a
da.squleting moment and a bit of a tug at the heart » Which gave it a gal-
lop, as some guy on the other side grabbed the ball and ran nigh to eigh-
teen yards for a first down. Nah, it wasn't any more than a little fillip
at the heart str:mgs. Pat, pat, patl but no more. They could s:l.t open-— ‘;
eyed: gnd watch:fheir hero with conf:.dence., Soon he'll recover his breath .j
and prove,. a bulwarl{ againsi further: encroachment of their goal by the
enem.y And they were fully Justlﬁ“@d Wlth Foster 1n the center s his

. aides around him, with the clever maneuverlngs of the little quarterback,

they foiled move -after .move until the oppos:.t:l.on play was beginning to
peter out. and finslly brought to a standstill.

The shiftv quaterback received the kickoff next, and made some good
yardage, worth a little wave of the handkerchief and then a settling

L]

down again to watch the gruell‘img scrimmaging, and skirmishing, the
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bloody struggle and maneuvering back and fTorth. The .enemy was digging in and
doggedly flghtlng back. There were spills and*pilings up, bruised muscles
and slight concussions; youth bravely going on, with none being carrled off
the. field, Suddenly the quarterback, appearlngv;rogngegeap of struggllng,

- wriggling bodies, started to call signals fat and furious. Seconds later,
by the miracle of the lateral pass, the ball dropped into Foster's waiting
arﬁs, who proceeded immediately by sheer brute force, and .by clever dodgisng
‘and interference, to a second touchdown. The quick ﬁction, the power-drive
and brilliant excecition which ieft the foe'completely.befuddled and be- -
numbed, also left-thé stands on the Portgrave side of the field stupéfied,

their reflexes a bit tardy and their cheer belated. o 5

-
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‘Blanca was not with George.‘Her‘knowledge of the game and her. desire .

to see it were hardly proportionaEe with her imﬁgtience'to sit-tﬁroughba

chilly afternoon ﬁétching a gory spectacle. Rather, she found her féther?s o

o
A

business, which was brisk on Saturday éfternooﬁs, far more alluriﬁg.;Therg
was' the high price her father paid for hér presence there. For the custo-
m&fs were highl? flattered by the attgndance on thém of this haughty and
beautiful young lady, especially the males, of whom there were many on
Saturdays. This money Blanca hoarded against the éum her father had pro-
mised ‘towards a new automobile, for her own and sole possession. Her father
- smiled under his thick moustache when night came and he handed over the
mone& for her day's work. There was a twinkle in his eyes. And a good thing
it was - for the "old" man - that she was so eager”for the money for the
ﬁew car, i£~being constantly én her mind, that she hadn't noticed that
twinkling smile. For she was as shrewed as her ﬁétﬁer,and suréi§ Wou;d'

i have divined that there ﬁasva trick somewhere in the transection. As mat-
ters stood the Joke was entire}y on her. She hadn'f guessed that her father
had long made up his mind to buy her a car. It was'likeé a dream to him -
that time in the future when he'd see his daughter behind the wheel. His

3 proud and beautiful daughter!
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George found a seat near Cynthia between quarters. There were her

girl friends on one side, and Miss Printe and }¥r. Bibbly on the other

side of her. Miss Printe moved closer to Mr. Bibbly, making room for~Geofée"

beside Cynthia, an admirable arrangement all around. »
Said ¥r. Bibbly'ﬁo'Geonge across Miss Printe: "I understand you own
full coverage of thewéohool at the Eventide. Also I am aware that you are
in my class in Engllsh L T "
"It means Hr. Blbbly?" said MlSS Printe, perking up her head and "~
smillng directly into his face. . - o
‘ "It means, Miss Erlnte," said Mr. Bibbly. Wlthvdry humor, "that I

#
shall censor George's stuff in the paper.m ) S

-

s

George smlled‘across Miss Printe, "And all along I had an 1dea that

it was tne edltor's function.n T . 3

"In the classroom I am editor," Mr. Bibbly snorted with raised eye—
brow that displayed a wink in the eye.f“A cop}, foé instance, for class -
criticism. It's been done before. Wafch out for'that needling." Ayd he
slapped his thigh'ﬁor sheer glee. "That needling,oh, in your last iﬁstaxL
ment,of the Puritaﬂic Prudishness of Portgrave.'Thet was prime. I was hav-
ing my soup thaf evening when I read it, and would you'kﬁow, it slopped
over on my chin. But it poured the oil of peace on the town's boillng ‘emotio

nOh, now, Mr. Bibbly," Miss Printe could hardly suppress.thé thin
and. delicate gurgle of laughter.

"it's George all over," Cynthia expressed a whlsperlng admiration.

"You may not be aware of it, Mr. Blbbly," George allowed w1th Pon-
tifio,ponderousness, his eyes sparkling with the humor of it, 9but you are
the inspiration of mine,so called,nonrconformis%ftendencies."

nI?" gr. Bibbly wondered, as he smacked ‘his lips hard. "But remember,
if you attack us cruelly, I shall Ve cruel and mark you ruthlessly," he

chafed. > Lo

ik
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team
dr, Bibbly's eyes were alight with the wonderful autumn afternnon the ,’
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N Pfinté&still'has one &ye open." " i o ’_?'4. E
"No, they have gone into the act togethepfﬂﬁut the old buzzard, . ]
would you believe it, he goes glum everytime she’touches his arm. He, - 1
goes énto‘i.shock."g o » % =

)

o\
got_ hold of the ball and didn't rellnqulah it until theyrru hed the enemy
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WHels got &éeé feelings. And he isn't so old."

#"Qver thirty anyway."

~"E’i’h.e:::&;zw:m. are thlrty ‘or over Jou Wouldn't think of abdicatlng.

" Nevefégo 1nto a trance llke that.n T .

- # € o

Maybe»jou ‘haven't- experlenced deep love,": and ‘she looked deep [

o

1nto his eyes.™ .
A&

. BI am catching on," he breathed hotlj into her ear. "The stars and i

the moon Wlll be good company tonight. What say, we walk The Oaks;tcnlght?"

-, "Uh-huh!® . w e éﬁ

e - e . 1
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They were resumlng plaj in tne second half. Portgrave klcked off‘and rd
hY
here therunexpected happened. B2ering High which hadn't shown much f‘lght~
in the first half came out snorting mad. It was startling; especially in

the Portgrave'stahds, quiet now as the South Pbrtgravé‘cé&etories. They

off thelr own territory. When firally they gave up the ghost at mldfleld,

e

it was to have their man klck the. ball far toward the Portgrave gqal‘posts.
Portgrave ¥igh brought the ball forward fourteen yards and succéeded mak-
.iné a couple of first downs, when they had to kick. In the exchaqge'éee—
ring won yardage. They made their  downs,sometimes by a few iﬁéhes, but.

fg

éood enough to reach the enemy's goal. Which was also their last. But
Foster and'compénywere.held only to two more ta}lfés. l

Miss Printe was roused twice from.her torpor during\the general me-
lee, the sguawk and squash, and thg\tuialt and uproar of the second balf,

to utter a little sgueal on each occasion, while Nr. Bibbly was kickej alive ;
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only once, during wh.:.ch he was heard to trbter a grunt,
"What { dif:ference a change of scenery makes »" ”George observed
1The roaring . litm of the classroom is but a purring k.:.tten here."

"His roar really 1S only a purr ' in the- classroom, never a s;aarl,"

Cynthia‘-defencea-him. "Just & high note, that's-all.n

A frenzled. mob got hol‘.d oi‘ Foster in their fury of worship and the
letting off of ho:Lllng energy dammed up dur:.ng the long and trylng after—
noone- They grahiaed him up on, their. shoulders and carried him off. George
’ watched the proceedings with happy smlle. Things were going Well - so ‘

far. But he kepk a close eye on_ hJ.s frlend.,:i‘here came a qulckem.ng of -
bohbing heads ard heaving shoulders. And above all the poppings  he saw -
Foster's head. Then there would be no Foster. Then he would. come up again,.'
Row Fosi;er wasn®t smiling. ”Was he worrled > was he hurt‘? They were tosgrng
h:t.m now- froa aram to arm.’ uha{: the h—l! It loo&ed to hlm as 1f Foster were
helpless 1n then' haDdS. Sure enough' If they keep this up they sure will
cripple him for next Sa‘curday's* last and most important game. On clo-
ser exammatlon he made the startl:mg discovery that - Foster's handlers “
now were of the crowd of Stanton, who had run for the captaincy and had
.lost to Foster- Quite possz.ble that they might in this confus:.on 'bake re—
venge and put Foster out of circulation for that game.’ ‘ .
George nosz was qulclcfw on the move. Calling on a few friends around
him, he Spearlxeaded a small column which cut knife-like into the crazed
cordon that had seized Foster: Georje s knotted flsts cracked an open—
1ng Whlch the column 'behlnd made into a wide. corrldor. A flailing smash
on the arm, slashing like ‘the sundering edge of a ‘hatchet » stunned the
bap.less fellow who had ‘jusf 'then happened to hold. down Foster's head, and

he was quite willing to surrender head and all to 'Geor'gie.

5
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"Okay , fellowé, letts go." A few more fists fell, and a wide passage
was cleared. "Can you make it under your own steam?"

"Sure can, George. They can be rougn' Can't understand that heln—

-

less feellng

. - you .
""A surprise attack, they don't give,a chance to stand on your own feet.®

"What got into tﬁem°ﬁf£ ) - o ) S
"The Stanhon gang To ‘cripple you for the next game.  You were storm—
tossed llke a Shlp in a gale. All rlght, here's the.gjm. Get ehowered.
Don't think they'll bothér#‘you again.n N »
"I'll be ready, if they do. Thanks, George.“
~ Foster went into the gym, and as George turned to go .he faced Cynthia.
“1You hére?" he was surprised. i .

"It was magnificent," she said, "I saw the whole thing.™"

"Just a few fool kids.m o T g ’
"So: you think - or .just say 'so," and she looked up to.him, "{he pre-
cision of the cutting wedge. ind to look at youl™®

"Oh, come, come...' ) ‘ _ =T

ﬂCertaiﬂIy‘clothes can fool you. Those 'fool kids! didn't kgow what
hit them. Roosevelt and the’ Rough Rlderc n . ) j

"Let g9, blease.n L : ‘ . '

"Until The Oake --tonight.n "

"Until. The Qaks - and bring the stars with you!"

Mr. Josiah Flahrel, editor of the Sunday sunplement of the Eventide,
was -4, 51mnle man, of simple tastes, of unruffled . and serene temperament,
mlddle-aged and of Irish lineage. So fdr as George knew he was the only

except ir. Doaks,
man on the “venLLQefwno Wore mustache“ It was well trimmed at either
end, so it would never grow into the handiebar variety; but at its thick-

est - the center - a recalcitrant hair would grow out of bounds and creep

into the mouth, or into the nostril upward. iiost of the staff were on the
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alert for such slinking thieving hairs, and wére never amiss to report

such a delinquency- and so wheﬁ.Mr; Flahrel ﬁotiéed undue agtention '
being paid him, he would repair 1mmed1ately to repair it. He Would Smlle;
broadly at the discovery, procped to his private office, and trim the
unruly hgirs with thgntiny'well—sharpened scissors he'carriedfin the up-
per léft.vqst—pocketffor tha;;purQOSe. He would reappéarwwfth a broad

silent smile; He was a silent likeable- fellow.

"3

iy

2

“Hafk; hafk the presses, Geprge,%xjack Gordon gnegtedfGeégge"in the
rhythm of the new Ragtime. “Listenitd'their\rélling éouﬂd.‘Could be a
Beethoven symphony, or a funeral marcn - if ybu haven't'your séhffL“
"Sorry L am laté, Jack.," | ;

"Doubt if you are ever sorry for anything“-Jacg cajoledy "or dnybody.™
WALl wrong;fJack." )

nYeh‘7 " : ; \

e
%

- nYeh. I shoulqnever negiect anybody for anything. l ' ﬁ\
“Damn 1t, how can anybody quarrel w1th you?®m o
Hr, .Flahrel appeared at George's 51de. "Got anythlngffor me”" he

said in his soft 9ar8551ng v01ce. "It was §g§§ game I.heard, and some

hassel after the game, in which you had @ part.n




-and melt in tears of joy that my proohecy had come true.
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. WAnd here I have -been riling him for being 1ate'" .Lo Flahrel: "Donlt
know how close we came losing qur ace-cub.”
"Stop your riling him;" Flahrel grinned at Jacks :

')It's good for his saul. &»o he'd be- late less." Pulling George dowm

)
by him, wall right, all r:.ght I g:.ve in. I heard’ aooutﬁtoo. Now, George,

what Go you Want to do, write the story yourseli, or. glive me the .details

and 1'11 fiil in for you" :{ou ‘know I am a b1t faqter on the typewriter."

3
"Thanks, Jack, but I'll do it my own way . " ~’4

"What's going on arcund here‘?" Jd.Ck exclamed Only a cub and already .

o
an editor hangs ‘around waiting for-a word for him, leaving cqf,amns in the

5,

blank in case his majesty, the cub, would deign favor him with a few lines:

'Got anything for me!7"he mimed .,Flahrel's words. "But kidding c.Slde, kigq,"
he

he went on,: as, gave George a f*lnndly tap on the back ‘his face Wrea‘gheq

- -

in a smlle of encouragement,” "1f I were a coy female I should hide my fage

s R,

; g, A11 right go ahead,
we are all waiting for you = the é&i‘cor, the sta'ff the’ presses. Go zheads )

See if you can cerebrate that pecullar brain of yours fast enough! with S

" time — and the, presses... ) ‘ —

;
¥ !
A ¥
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~

"Hello there..."m

L

:All three turned their heads toward the. obtrudlng yoice. -
‘e M N / : §
"You agam”‘ Jack smapped. : _
: and .
rdello, Flahrel, hello, George,“ Comlng forward,,as if - dn.. an

afterthought, "to you %oo, J’ack." _ -

Jack raised his hamd and looked at Bob as if he had seen a ghost, .

‘as if he had wunted to ward off  an evil spirit. "Here again," he muttred,’

#

\J
"and alwasys at the right time!' : : Lo
"Hella, Zob,™ George said. George sa?xm't;red to his desk.

"o fooling, Bob, a deadline to meet - no time," Flahrel said.
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"Time! Sure time is of the essence," he .hurled ‘the words‘gon:pempt-
uously. M'!A' -long time I ‘have waited for an answer t‘éé the smears in Forrest's
she.et » The Morning Light. A1 I get is ominous silence. Is the Eventide =~
‘ on its dignity?" - " |

"We dldn't thlnk 1t necwsary, Bob," Mr. Flahrel said: calmly. > "espe-
cially since Forrest called 7off the dogg g h %

“Perhaps you haven't observed the yeople's reactlon to George's se:-

ries, Bob," Jack said. "Sort of a new renascence of spirit. The ravings

. of the ‘Eight" will defeat themselves."

"So I thought," Bob snapped.- 'back, "but sudden]y I realized that

Forrestv is gaj_mng a I'ally;mg pomt__
| “Among the rabble"" : _‘ _,

2

"Exactly. And you needn'ﬁ sneer.m . o '
"Now, don't you think I know?" Jack was confi&ent. .

B
) s

Tou may be-a good. reporter, but a*s* ‘a sl“e*xrth‘ A

-"All rxght > what s you get up your sleeve that‘s so sharp—eyed‘?“
nJust that they plan to do away with the Emporlum." C &'
"Burn it, with a burning "crioss in the burning ruin?® -‘J'ac‘k chuckled,
"Then you know?" , ;0

n"Just a '_good‘gueés. I know the companyﬁ Forrest keeps. Sof;iﬁuch the

worse for them if they do....”

CHAPTER ‘I

The Forgings of the Stars.<n,
Their Orbits and Seasons.

P

P

Well, George, how are you biologically? The Fates that come of the

seasons' ceasless changings and revolvings of the stars and planets, how

f




