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“Oh, I wouldn’t think of hurting you,”
Bill said.

“Well,” said Clarence doubtfully, “I guess
I’ll come along. But what’ll we do for car
fare?”

“We walk,” said Bella.

“All the way downtown? It must be
five miles.”

“All right, the exercise will do you good.”

So, as soon as the men had changed their
clothes,
The three of them started out,
With Bill and Bella full of hope,
And Clarence full of doubt.

The trip to town took a long, long time—
A couple of hours or more—

But they reached the Coliseum at last
And stumbled in the door.

They found the wrestling promoter
In a room at the rear of the place;
He sat behind an office desk
With a big cigar in his face.

On the back of his head was a derby hat;
His name was Barney O’Flynn;

And he looked like an honest, friendly guy
So Bella started in:—

“I have here,” she said, “two of the most
colorful and sensational wrestlers in the
entire United States. I am their manager.
This is Mr. Ali Boubou, the Terrible Turk,
one of the shiftiest, fastest and most skilful
wrestlers that you ever saw. He has built
up a national reputation for speed and
cunning.”

“Never heard of him,” said Barney.

.«

AND this,” Bella continued, “is Mr. Bill
Bozeman, the Bearded Behemoth. He is
generally conceded to be one of the most
vicious, bone-crushing grapplers that ever
entered the ring.”

“Never heard of him either,” said Barney.

«What! You never heard of Bill Boze-
man?”

“NO.”

“And you never heard of Ali Boubou, the
Terrible Turk?”

“There’s been at least a hundred Terrible
Turks in the wrestling business, but this
particular Terrible Turk is a new one on
me.”

“Of course,” Bella admitted, “these boys
have never worked in the Middle West be-
fore. But if you had ever been connected
with wrestling in New York—"

«] worked for three years at Madison
Square Garden.”

“Ever been in the South?” Bella asked.

“Yes.”

“Ever been in California?”

(tN ’"

“Ah! That explains it. These boys made
their reputations on the Coast. But they got
so good that nobody out there would take
them on any more. All the other boys
were scared of them. So they started East
—and here they are in Hennepin Falls—
and they like the town—so they would just
as soon stay here a while.”

“Well, I'm not preventing them.”

“But you don’t seem to realize what an
opportunity is knocking at your door, Mr.
O'Flynn. These boys are heading for the
big cities in the East. But on the way they
want to try out a lot of new stuff they've
been working on. They want to do this
in some small town. So you can snap them
up for practically nothing.”

“Oh, they want to wrestle for nothing?”

“Practically. You can sign them both on
a six months contract for a mere hundred
dollars a week apiece. Only two hundred
for the two of them.”

“All that money for a couple of birds I
never heard of?”

“Let me put it another way, Mr.
O’Flynn,” Bella said. “Suppose we forget
all about the reputations these boys have
built up. Suppose we base the whole propo-
sition on nothing but what I can show you
right here and now in this room. Suppose
we forget all about the Terrible Turk, and
just take a good long look at Bill Bozeman.”

“I'm looking at him,” Barney said.

“All right, then. Look at the build on
him. Look at that mug. Look at that
beard. And then tell me, honestly and
truly, if you think there is a single wrestling
fan in all of Hennepin Falls who would not
willingly pay at least one dollar merely to
see this outlandish monstrosity climb into
a wrestling ring.”

it

WELL," Barney admitted, “there might be
something in what you say. I tell you what
I'll do. I could use one more bout tonight.
I’ll put on both these bimbos in the first
preliminary. That will be in just half an
hour, at eight o'clock. The match will be
for fifteen minutes. I'll pay each of them
five dollars—win, lose or draw.”

“Only five dollars apiece!” Bella gasped.
“You must be crazy.”

“Take it or leave it.”

“Make it ten.”

“All right, ten it is.”

“Of course you understand,” Bella said,
“that I'm letting these boys wrestle at this
ridiculous figure only because I want to
show you how good they are. After you
have really seen them do their stuff we can
talk business on a reasonable basis.”

“Maybe so,” said Barney. “And now
you'd better lead your animal team to the
dressing rooms in the basement. Get hold
of Mike, the trainer, and tell him I said
he was to take care of them.”

“Before we go,” said Bella, “you might
fix me up a pass for a good ringside seat.
As manager of these boys, I've got to be
on hand to see how they get along.”

“All right,” said Barney.

He gave her a pass on which he had placed
His name in a hurried scrawl;
And Bella and Clarence and Bill turned
round
And went out into the hall.

Now Bill was delighted at Bella’s success
In pushing this little deal through;
When he thought of the ten dollar bill he
would get
It seemed too good to be true.

But Clarence was sore because Bella had
failed
To get any cash in advance;
He wanted some supper before the big bout,
And now there was no chance.

Bella, however, was chiefly concerned
With the problem of working out
A plan of action for Clarence and Bill

In their coming wrestling bout.

“I'm going to give you boys a little ad-
vice,” she said. “You want to remember
that wrestling is just like the carnival busi-
ness—the important thing is to put on a
good show. If you can get the newspaper
boys writing about you, and the cash cus-
tomers talking about you, Barney O'Flynn
will give you a return match, and more
money, and maybe even a steady job.”

“That’s what I want,” said Bill, “a good,
steady job.”

“All right, then. Listen to me. Your main
points, Bill, are size and ugliness. You want
to play them up.”

“How ?” Bill asked.

“You got to act like a hairy ape—like
the Wild Man of Borneo. Let's see you
scowl at me. That’s good. Now show your
teeth and sort of snarl. All right, now stick
out your chest and thump on it with your
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hands. Rumple up your hair. Pull your
beard. That’s the stuff.”

“You think that’ll do?” Bill asked.

“Yes, but we want even more than that.
Do you think you could growl—or roar like
a lion?”

“Sure,” said Bill.

“Fine. When you go after Clarence, it
might be a good thing to jump up in the
air a few times, let out a big roar, and
then make a grab for him. Try that, Bill.”

Bill gnashed his teeth, and glared about,
With a horrible fiendish look;
He leaped in the air, and when he came
down
The entire building shook. .

Then, roaring and raging, he made a rush,
Like a tiger attacking its prey,
And landed on Clarence, who promptly set

up
A shriek of surprise and dismay.

And the door to the office of Barney O'Flynn
Was suddenly opened wide;

And Barney, surprised and disgusted as well,
Came out of the door and cried:

“Hey! What’s going on here?”

“You see,” Bella explained, “the boys are
so anxious to start wrestling that they can’t
wait. They were just practicing a little.”

“They can practice downstairs,” said
Barney.

And Barney went back to his office
And angrily closed the door,
And the rest of them started down the
stairs
That led to the lower floor.

And Clarence, the timid acrobat,
Had a number of things to say;

He began to complain about this and that
In a whining, snivelling way:

“Listen, Bill,” he said. “You've got to
cut out the rough stuff—jumping on top
of me like that.”

“When you get in the ring,” Bella said,
“there has to be a little rough stuff. The
customers expect it.”

“All right, then,” Clarence announced, “I
quit right now.”

“COME on, Clarence. Be reasonable,”
pleaded Bella. “Bill doesn’t mind if you
get rough with him. Why should you mind
if Bill gets rough with you?r”

“With Bill it’s different,” said Clarence.
“If he gets all bruised up, it isn’t going to
mar his beauty, because he hasn't any beauty
to start with. But I have. I'm a high-
grade acrobat. I am endowed with one of
the most beautifully formed bodies that has
ever appeared before the American public.
And I've got to protect it. Probably you
don’t know it, but I was once measured by
a professor at Columbia University, and he
said that my measurements and proportions
were as perfect as a Greek god.”

“Bill isn’t going to do anything to you
that will change your measurements, Clar-
ence. Your proportions will be perfectly
safe.”

“Yes, but he might do something that
would mar my perfect symmetry, and in-
terfere with some of my best acts—like
living statues, for instance.”

“What are living statues?” Bill asked.

Bella explained: “A bunch of yaps paint
their faces white, and climb into white
union suits, and then pose like statues. It’s
supposed to be artistic.”

“It is artistic,” Clarence said. “When I
was in that living statue act with Barnum
and Bailey’s circus, all the art critics said
that my rendering of the Apollo Belvedere
was better than the original. It was a cul-
tural treat. And you should have seen my
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interpretation in the Iaocoon

“The what?” Bill asked.

“It's a group of statuary,” Clarence ex-
plained. “Three men and two snakes. Il
show you how I used to look as the central
figure.”

group.”

From the wall he took down a number of
yards
Of emergency fire hose,
And he held it aloft and arranged himself
In an elegant, classic pose.

And Bill and Bella sized him up,
And inspected him front and rear,
And there came upon the face of each
A disgusted, contemptuous sneer.

“And now,” said Clarence, “you see why
I can’t afford to have Bill grab me in a
rough manner the way he did a few min-
utes ago. He might rub his arm across onc
of my ears and rumple it up.”

“And suppose he did?” Bella asked.

“He might give me one of these cauli-
flower ears. And how would I look posing
as Laocoon or Apollo with a cauliflower
ear? I tell you, I've got to consider my
career as a living statue.”

“If you duck this wrestling match,” Bella
said, “you’re going to start in on a career
as a living skeleton.”

“We do have to eat, don’t we?r” said
Clarence. “Well—maybe, but Bill will have
to be very careful—”

“All right,” said Bella. “Then that’s set-
tled. And now, Clarence, I want you to
handle yourself so you'll make a nice in-
teresting dramatic contrast to Bill. Bill is
supposed to be slow and powerful and
dumb, so you’ve got to be quick and skill-
ful and cunning. Bill represents brute
force—"

“And I represent intelligence?” Clarence
asked.

“Well, I can’t expect too much of you,”
Bella said, “but that’s the gencral idea.
You’re probably going to spend most of
your time running away from Bill, so you
might just as well do it in a spectacular
way. Can’t you turn somersaults or hand-
springs while you’re getting out of his way?”

“Sure—only Bill mustn’t grab me while
I'm off my guard.”

“Of course not,” Bill agreed.

“And here's another thing,” Bella went
on. “You’re a pretty good slackwire artist,
Clarence. When you're getting away from
Bill, couldn’t you climb up on those ropes
at the sides of the ring? Couldn’t you may-
be run around the top rope, and then jump
off onto Bill’s back?”

“T might try it,” Clarence said, doubtfully.
«I’'d have to be pretty careful, though. I
wouldn’t want to fall off and get hurt.”

“All right, all right,” Bella said impa,-
tiently. “And here’s one more point. I don’t
want either of you to win. I want the
bout to be a draw. Then we’ll have a better
chance to get a return match. Now go in
and get recady. I'll be in the audience root-
ing for both of you.”

The two men knocked on the dressing room
door, .

And the trainer let them in, .
And as soon as they had changed their
clothes, .

It was time for the show to begin.

The trainer led them up the stairs,
And then he had them crawl
Through the ropes that surrounded the
wrestling stage
In the center of the hall.

A powerful group of overhead lamps
Beat down with a dazzling light;
The surrounding darkness was filled with the
crowd
That had come to see the fight.

And the crowd, when Bill and Clarence
appeared,
Gave a somewhat feeble shout;
They did not expect very much from this
first

Preliminary bout.

The announcer arrived and held up his hand
Till all the house was still,

And then, in a loud and booming voice,
He presented Clarence and Bill:

“First match!” he announced. “One fall.
Fifteen-minute time limit. In this corner, at
two hundred and one pounds, Ali Boubou,
the Terrible Turk. In this corner, at three
hundred four and one-halfi pounds, Bill
Bozeman, the Bearded Behemoth.”

The announcer bowed and then withdrew;
The referee came along;

And the timekeeper, seated beside the ring,
Sounded a great big gong.

Then Bill caught sight of Bella Jones,
As she sat in the midst of the crowd;
And Bill resolved that he must act
In a way that would make her proud.

He knew that Bella was counting on him
To do his very best;

So he gnashed his teeth, and rolled his eyes,
And beat on his hairy chest.

He snarled and growled, and rumpled his
hair,
And gave his beard a pull;
Then he charged at Clarence across the ring
Like a wild and angry bull.

But Clarence, the clever acrobat,
Gave a skilful little twist,

And stepped aside like a Toreador,
So Bill completely missed.

And slammed himself against the ropes;
But promptly bounded back,

And turned, with a hideous howl of hate,
And started another attack.

The audience cheered, and began to sit up;
And some of them even stood;

It began to look as if this match
Might turn out pretty good.

For Bill got wilder and wilder—
He snorted and howled with rage,
While Clarence improved his clever tech-

nique
Of dodging about the stage.

And once, when trapped in a corner,
He neatly escaped from harm

By doing a circus handspring
Across Bill’'s outstretched arm,

And the customers clapped, and stamped
their feet,
And let out a mighty roar,
For a trick like this had never been seen
In that wrestling ring before.

At last Bill managed to grab his foe
In a clumsy sort of hug;

And down they sat on the canvas mat
And began to heave and tug.

Then over the face of Clarence there came
An expression of doubt and fear,

And he started to whisper excitedly
In Bill’s enormous ear:

“You’d better watch out what you’re do-
ing,” he said. “If you’re not careful you
might bruise me.”

“Don’t worry,” Bill whispered. “I'm not
going to hurt you. But I want you to
listen to me—I've got an idea. I think
you could do one of those handsprings
right at me, and hit me in the chest with
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your feet as you come over. It ought to
look swell. I’ll get into a corner and wait
for you.”

Then Bill let go and pulled himself up,
And slowly lumbered back
To his corner, and waited for Clarence to
start
His new and fancy attack.

And Clarence produced a handspring,
As nice as you ever saw,
But he missed Bill’s chest with his flying
feet
And landed smack on his jaw.

Bill tottered around, and finally fell
With a sickening thud on the floor;
But he wasn’t knocked out, and almost at
once,
He rose to his feet with a roar.

And he chased poor Clarence around and
around,
While the audience howled with delight;
For never before in Hennepin Falls
Had they seen such an elegant fight.

And Clarence, the acrobat, started to smile
With a rather self-satisfied smirk;
He was sure that the cheers were all for
himself
And his wonderfully clever work.

He thought he would try a more intricate
trick,
In hopes of a louder cheer;
So, as soon as Bill got near enough
He whispered in his ear:

“You chase me into this corner, and pre-
tend to grab me. But don’t really take hold.
I'm going to show you something good.”

“What is it?” Bill asked, suspiciously.
“Another kick in the face?r”

“Oh, no. This is one of the tricks that
Bella suggested. It’s going to be swell.”

“All right,” said Bill.

So Clarence backed up in a corner,
And Bill came closing in;

But just as Bill started to grab him
He made a sudden spin.

And then, with a graceful flying leap,
Like a bird that is taking wing,

He landed with both of his feet on top
Of the rope that encircled the ring.

And, balancing beautifully all the while,
He ran the length of that rope,
And rounded the corner, and kept right
along
At an easy, graceful lope.

While out in the midst ot: the wrestling ring
Bill stood like a man in a trance, )
And the audience clapped and cheered with

o
At (Jilgrence’s slack-rope dance.

larence kept running along the rope
AanillChE::r got in the rear of old_BlIl,
And then he decided he might just as well
Produce another big thrill.

So he poised himself on that springy rope,
Like a bird on ‘a telephone wire,

And started bounding up and down—
Each time going higher and higher.

Till at last he cut loose, and sailed through
the air,
In a wonderful flying leap,
And hit Bill's back with a terrible smack
And they both went down in a heap.

Then Clarence began to pull Bill's beard,
And he treated that beard so rough
That poor old Bill decided at last
He had had almost enough.

























































