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fied grin on his face, turned his plane 
homewards. 

Slim's brain cleared just as the front 
trenches of his comrades loomed before 
him. With a jerk he pulled back the 
stick and his plane straightened out of 
its dive and crashed into the trench. 
With a heave Slim went flying over the 
plane's nose and plowed up the dirt and 
grime of No Man's Land with his face. 
He came to an abrupt stop at the feet 
of an officer. 

"Well," said the Captain as he pulled 
Slim to his feet, "I see you're a Flying 
Fool by the insignia on your plane. You 
sure upheld the name when you came 
flying ·9ver the nose of that plane and 
lit in the mud." 

Slim made no answer, The officer 
gave a startled glance at the smashed 
shoulder and yelled for the company 
doctor. After the doctor had made his 
examination, he rose to his feet. 

"He needs immediate attention, bet
ter attention than I can give him. Send 
him to the rear at once." 
* * * * * * • 

After spending two months in the 
base hospital, Slim again reported for 
dutv. But it was not the same Slim 
that had left two months before. His 
nerves were all shot. His entire body 
shook with fear every time he went near 
a plane. 

The men of Flight B left Slim en
tirely alone. What use had they for a 
coward? 

"Yes," said Slim to himself, "I'm 
just a coward." 

Major Hudson completely ignored 
the nerve-wrecked flyer. He, too, had 
no use for a coward. In his office the 
Major was talking to his only son who 
had just arrived from the States for 
duty. 

"Remember, son," he said, "don't dis
grace the proud name of Hudson by 
turning out to be a coward like Slim 
Nelson. I had great hope for him when 
he first came here. He could handle a 
plane like a born flyer." 

Young Bob Hudson shared his 
father's dislike for Slim. Always he 
avoided the cowardly fl yer. 
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Then, one night, the alarm that all 
flyers hate to hear sounded. The long. 
drawn-out whine of the siren warned 
the Squadron that a Boche bombing 
flight was coming. Hastily, the men of 
Flight B (that is, all but Slim) pre
pared to take off and stop the bombing_ 
party. 

But none of them was as quick as 
young Bob Hudson. His plane climbed 
skywards in short circles. In the near 
distance he could hear the dull explo
sions of the bombs. Already the deadly 
Boche had started work. 

Bob Hudson met the Germans di
rectly over the flying field. They paid 
no attention to him at first, until a dead
ly two-seater Rumpler left the Right and 
started back to put Bob out of the fight. 
A Rumpler is capable of giving two vet
eran aces a good beating and here was 
a new recruit facing them alone and 
unaided. Young Bob Hudson was cer
tainly no coward. 
. Anxiously the rest of Flight B stool 
in the center of the field and watched 
the on-coming struggle. 

"Why don't the young fool start fir
ing?" growled a field mechanic. 

Yes, why didn't Bob Hudson start 
firing? The Germans had already fired 
two drums of bullets. Suddenly the 
truth struck the men on the field. 
Bob had been in such a hurry to give 
battle to the Huns that he had failed to 
look at his ammunition rack. He had 
left the ground without a shell in his 
plane. 

"They'll get him sure!" yelled the 
white-faced Major. "I have to stand 
here and watch my only son slaughtered 
before my eyes and I can't give him any 
help." 

With a cry the gruff old Major cov
ered his eyes with his hands. His 
shoulders shook with some inward emo
tion. 

The men of Flight B were preparing 
to take off and help Bob, knowing all the 
while they would be too late. 

In a moment, surprised, they looked 
to the opposite end of the field. There 
~-as Slim's plane streaking across the turf 

Turn To Page 31 
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The Mudder 
It ran in the Langford family 

By ]AMES McNITT 

0 DOUBT you've heard of 
Colonel Maitland, whose 
horses have borne ?is black 
and gold c,olors mto na
tional prominence. He had 

I eight trainers working con
l!==:::::::::='==J' stantly to keep his charges 
in trim. 

Among them was "Pop" La?gford. 
He was a singular personage If ever 
there was one. He had the peculiar tal
ent or handicap of being able to train 
<Jnlv " mudders," or horses which ran 
their best in rough weather. Every 
horse he had ever turned out alone had 
inevitably become a "mudder." Event':
allv Colonel Maitland discovered thts 
tr;it and began turning over his medi
ocre horses to be made into first-class 
mudders. These horses were run in dry 
races just enough to give them the knack 
of racing and to build up long odds 
against them. Then they were saved 
for a rainy day, when they usually 
romped away to an easy win. Rem~m
ber Pharaoh III who passed the favonte, 
Buttercup, on the home stretch ir; the 
1924 Belmont Handicap race to wm at 
odds of forty to one? The muddy track 
slowed up the favorite considerably. 
Well Pharaoh was trained by Lang-

' ford. 
Buddv Langford was a chip off the 

old block. He was light and wiry, an;I 
soon developed into a jockey. Here hts 
father's trait asserted itself. Buddy 
could ride only mudders. Maitla.nd 
soon found this out and let Buddy nde 
Pop's proteges with great success. 

But there was another son, who was 
too heavy for a jockey, and wh? ha;I 
no special inclination to follow tn hts 
brother's footsteps. Being of no use 
around the race-tracks, he was left in 
school. 

A~d what a school! This year there 
seemed a wonderful chance for a state 
championship for the s.carlet and gold 
football team of Hampden. Sixteen of 
the best last-year men were returning, 
and the promising fledglings were turn
ing out in great numbers. Among them 
was Johnny Langford, who for no par
ticular reason at all had suddenly ac
quired a yen for football. He worked 
long and diligently and the first split 
found him still on the squad. To tell 
the truth, it was entirely due to his 
brainwork, a necessary quality for the 
quarterback position to \vhich he was as
pmng, for he was only a mediocre 
player. But it seemed that he had picked 
a poor position as far as chances for a 
letter went. Dresbach had been un the 
second all-state team the year before, and 
Kemp was a heady, capable player. So 
it was that Langford stayed on the side
lines to watch Hampden trim State Col
lege High 27-0; Hampden Heights 49-
0; Temple City 37-6; Browning Cen
tral 14-0; Hampden Tech 19-0; Hamp
den Catholic 24-3; Kellogg 41-13; and 
Browning Eastern 17-0. 

It was not until the Nason game that 
he got his chance. Dresbach appeared 
rather dazed, having spent the better 
part of his energy in aiding his team
mates to garner twenty points while 
holding Nason to three. Kemp was con
fined to bed with a slight attack of in
fluenza. Thus it was that L angford 
found himself racing across the field to 
report to the referee. The ball was in 
Hampden's possession on Nason's 35-
vard line. 
·. The next play was a complicated 
triple pass which functioned perfectly for 
a gain of seven yards. Courtney slid 
off tackle for five more. A short pass, 
Gibson to Beatty, garnered fourteen 
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yards. The Nason line held and ~Iac
Leod was stopped. Then Langford de
rided to carry the ball, but he was over
eager and fu-mbled. A Nason linesman 
scooped it up and carried It to the 25-
vard line be ~ore he was stopped. Two 
tries at the line netted only three yards 
and Nason kicked. The play was hur
ried and the ball was downed by a 
Nason man on his own 45-yard 1ine. 
Langford gained two yards at center. 
Gibson went around the end for five. 
Courtney was stopped at the line. 

MacLeod dropped back for a kick. 
It was a pretty spiral, good for 45 
yards. ' The Nason safety man ran it 
back 15 yards with fine interference. A 
pass was incomplete, and as usual the 
Hampden line held for two attempts. 
Nason kicked a high spiral to the Hamp
den 20-yard line, where Langford was 
waiting. It struck his arms and bounced 
through, rolling to the five-yard line, 
where a Nason end fell on it. 

Two tries at the line failed, and then 
they released a clever place-kick fake 
which carried the ball across. The same 
back who had calmly kicked the field 
goal earlier in the game, now placed the 
ball squarely between the posts. The 
score was Hampden 20, Nason 10. 

Nason kicked off to MacLeod, who 
was downed on the 30-yard line. Court
ney made five yards at tackle and Gib
son picked up three more at center. On 
the next play Hampden was offside and 
received a five-yard penalty. Then 
Langford dropped back for a pass. He 
received a perfect center and after wait
ing his chance, threw a short pass. It 
was a poor one and sailed wide of its 
mark straight into the arms of a Nason 
man. Interference massed about him 
and he ran along the sidelines, watching 
the opposing team fall away one by one. 
Only Langford was between him and 
the goal. Johnny took a few steps for
ward, then dived for the Nason runner's 
feet. The twisting form eluded him and 
ran for a touchdown. Again Nason 
made their point, making the score 20 
to Nason's 17. By thi3 time Hampden 
was thoroughly demoralized, and Nason 
was fighting like tigers. But time was 

SouTH HIGH PIONEE~t 

short, and the game ended with a first 
dO\vn for Nason on Hampden's 25-yard 
line. On the way to the locker room, 
Coach Fields touched Langford on the 
arm. "You won't need to come back 
next week," he said coldly. 

Browning Western was to be the op
ponent for the following week in the 
last game of the season. Western had 
won the city championship of Browning, 
a thriving metropolis of five public 
schools, and had held the state cham
pionship three times in the last decade. 
Only a tie in an early game the year 
before had prevented them from repeat
ing. This year they brought a large, 
fast team, thoroughly drilled in the art 
of football. The Kings of North were 
bringing six hundred students to sup
port their undefeated Purple and White
gridders. Hampden had been slight 
favorites before the last game, but their 
poor showing, coupled with Western's 
23 to 6 defeat of Southern, had switched 
the odds. Streaming headlines blared. 
forth their usual ballyhoo: 

"Kings of orth Favored to Remain 
Supreme." 

"Waltham's Form in Southern De
feat l\1akes Western Easy Favorites." 

" Hampden Machine Goes Boom
Western Confident." 

"Hampden Will Take Trimming, 
Say Experts." 

But the average sports writer over
looked the fact that the close call of 
Hampden was due to misplays on the 
part of Langford; that Hampden had 
held on virtually every occasion; and 
that the Hampden backs had ripped 
through the highly-touted ason line 
time after time. 

Rain, rain, rain! The Hampden 
coach growled irritably. Here it was, 
Thanksgiving day morning, and rain 
coming down in torrents, rain that 
would slow up the game considerably. 
No spectacular passing, no flashy broken-
field running, no trick plays, dangerous. 
to operate but great ground-gaining 
plays. r o such plays as those used in 
rreceding games could be hoped for. 

* * * * * * * 
The rain did not seem to have damp-

.. 
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-ened the ardor of the spectators, although 
their colors were beginning to look be
draggled. Eighteen thousand people 
were crammed into Hampden Field. 
The Purple and White Western team 
was already on the field practicing when 
the gate opened and the Scarlet and 
Gold jersied Hampden team poured on 
the field. A great deep-throated cheer 
went up and the one hundred-piece 
Hampden band began, ".Hampden, the 
•Conqueror." From the Western stands 
•came the defiant answer, "Gods of the 
•Gridiron." 

Down on the field the teams were 
warming up. Punting, passing and run
ning, the teams prepared for the strug
gle. Out of the sky came a twirling 
ball propelled by MacLeod's foot. Gib-

on set himself to catch it, but before 
it reached his arms a figure dashed be
fore him, seized the ball and tossed it 
back to the kicker. From the sidelines 
-came the irritated voice of the coach, 
'"Langford, come here! I thought I 
'told you to stay away from here." 

"Sure ,-ou did. But you're going to 
need me today." The youth was calm, 
•<lebonai r. 

"Oh, is zat so?" replied the coach, 
struggling to control himself. But 
Langford was gone. 

\Vhen the game started Dresbach was 
in his usual position, and Langford 
could scarcely persuade the coach to keep 
him in the stadium. 

We will not dwell on the horrors of 
that first half. It seemed that the mud 
in no \vise hampered t1tc strong West
·e rn team. They pushed over t \\'O touch
downs, failing to make the extra points, 
however. 

On the fourth pla~· in the second half 
Dresbach lost his temper and swung at 
a Western man whom he accused of 
rough playing. He was immediately 
sent from the game. Coach Fields mo
tioned to Kemp, and was about to send 
him in when he noticed the other's un
usual pallor. "Doc, come here a min
ute," he called. "Doc" Wellant came 
forward. A look at Kemp and l,e 
turned to the coach. "Good heavens, 
man, Kemp isn't over his influenza. Send 
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him home, quick!" 
While Kemp was being helped from 

the stadium, the coach turned to the 
bench. Langford looked up expectantly, 
but the coach passed him by. "Go on 
in, Holmes." The sub raced across the 
field. He was not an especially bril
liant player, but he was steady and con
sistent. The teams seemed to be unable 
to do much but kick for a while, but 
soon Western backed Hampden up to 
within their 20-yard l ine. MacLeod pre
pared to kick out of danger. The center 
was low and before he was fully ready 
to kick a vVesterner had broken 
through. 

Suddenly he went down, stopped by 
clever blocking on the part of Holmes, 
and the kick sailed safely away. But 
back of the line of scrimmage lay 
Holmes, his leg crumpled queerly be
neath him. He was quick'Iy carried 
from the field, and Freeland went in 
for him. 

But plainly, Freeland was not the 
man for the position. Errors on his 
part soon brought the team back within 
the danger zone. Coach Fields moaned 
with despair and sent in Langford, first 
admonishing him not to carry the ball. 
1\IacLeod dropped back in kick forma
tion, but Langford received the ball and 
handed it to Gibson, who tore around 
end for eight yards. Western stopped 
the next play. L angford then knifed 
through center for five yards. Mac
Leod tossed a short pass to Beatty, who 
dropped it. Langford took the ball, and 
behind clever interference scurried thir
teen yards. :\IacLeod threw a pass to 
Langford good for 28 ya rds. Gibson 
was stopped and 1\IcLeod thrown for a 
three-yard loss in two successive tries. 
Langford skirted the end for eight yards 
and Graham, playing at Courtney's po
sition, made first down on the twenty
one-ya rd line. 

Both halfbacks concentrated their ef
forts at right guard, making a wide hole 
through \Vhich Langford made 11 yards. 
Graham took the ball to the three-yard 
line and Langford plunged over. ~Iac
Lcod plunged for the extra point. 

Hampden 7, \Vestern 12. See pas.26 
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BILL'S SISTER 
Continued Fl'om Pase 16 

decided that the ewport men had taken 
the hint that he knew. · 

* * * * * * * * 
"You'll be the school heroine Mon

day, Joan," teased Bill, when he came 
home, weary but triumphant, after the 
game. "Willison told the team and they 
won't keep it any secret." 

"Why, gee! That's awful. Why 
everyone will know about it!" 
And Joan, who had intended to "show 
everybody," was frantically wondering 
what to do. 

The game had been finished splendidly 
with a delighted Benton group going 
homeward to announce a score of 
20 to 0, "in favor of Benton, of course!" 

A small and discontented group from 
Newport High were wondering how 
"that Benton hunch" had found out. 
The Newpo~t boys had taken the hint 
when Spencer was held out until the 
'third quarter. They " ·eren't dumb, 
they told themselves afterwards. 

"Somebody spilled it," mutttred one, 
dar~:ll', "and I'd like to know who!" 
* * * * * * * * * 

Bill's casual, "thank you, kid," meant 
a lot to Joan. She had been mean, she 
thought, to be sore at Bill because she 
wasn't noticed. It wasn't his fault; and 
he wasn't as conceited as she had 
thought, she decided. 

"Well, that's that." 
"I hope those Newport fellows know 

now that we mean business. I guess 
next year they won't plan any dirty 
work to win for them." 

"No," Joan agreed, "but aren't they 
apt to go after you on the side?" 

"Guess not," Bill said. "Anyhow, 
you're due to be a greater figure in the 
history of Benton High. A tradition; 

" a-a-
"Oh, shut up," ordered Joan, chas-

1ng him out of the room. 
He returned a few minutes late.- de

manding to know which snapshots she 
intended to give to the newspaper. 

Joan ventured no reply, but went on 
reading, and Bill gave up with a sigh. 

l\'Ionday night coming home from 
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school Joan was the center of a group 
of eager students. She protested that 
someone else had told her and wished 
that Ella had not asked her to prontise 
never to tell. 

Joan thereafter was never calld 
Bill's sister--she was Joan Spencer to 
every one. 

"Success," she told herself, "is not 
always sweet." 

THE MUDDER 
Continued FPom Page 9 

Western kicked. Beatty received the 
ball and carried it to his own 40-yard 
line. Calhoun, right end, dropped a 15-
yard pass, but the referee ruled inter
ference and the pass was allowed. 
Hampden tried two more passes but 
both were incomplete and the custom
ary five-yard penalty was inflicted. 
Langford was stopped at the line and 
l\lacLeod kicked. The Western safety 
man was beneath it but when the ball 
fell into his arms he was tackled sav
agely by Langford and the center Mc
Intyre, with the result that the ball was 
jolted from his hands. Burgess, Hamp
den tackle, fell on it, stopping it on the 
15-yard line. A Western man inter
cepted the ball on a short pass and ran 
to his 40-yard line, but the play was 
brought back and Western penalized five 
yards for offside. MacLeod gained four 
at end, placing the ball on the six-yard 
line. Graham made three on a triple 
pass and Gibson carried it over. The 
kick for point was blocked. 

Hampden 13, Western 12. 
But Hampden was not content. The 

wolf, having tasted blood, was returning 
for more. Western received on their 
25, carrying the ball to the 30-yard line. 
Two tries at the line availed them noth
ing. Then Waltham, their all-state 
back, . tore through left guard for four. 
The Western guard suffered so severely 
that time out was taken, but he con
tinued to play. 

Western kicked and Chapin carried 
it back to the 50-yard line. Langford, 
seeing the dazed appearance of the left 
guard, cut through his position for 

[Continued on pase 31] 
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South - Exposure 
The Low-down on marks; aiso a new game 

Exposed by Lours R. CHASE 

THE FAR HILLS 
Bleak bluffs and rock slopes, 
Plateaus wild and free-
The wide sea's blue may beckon you, 
But the far hills call to me. 

Grassy knoll and green sward 
Velvet 'neath my feet. ' 
Far on high, near the sky, 
Hills, and cloud-hills meet. 

Far hills and far sky, 
Cloud-line where they part-
The wide sea's blue may beckon you, 
But the far hills hold my heart. 

-Tena Sikkema. 

That's just about how we feel after 
seeing the marks on last quarter's re
port card-and the farther away the 
hills are, the better we like it. We no 
longer get consolation out of hearing 
Leo Van Tassel or Dorothy Gray say: 
"Well, after all, marks aren't every
thing-if you feel in your heart that you 
know it, why worry about what some 
teacher puts on a little slip of paper?" 

If anyone is interested in seeing hu
man nature in the rough, just drop in 
some Friday morning at Coach Get
tings' office in the gym, and see how 
two big, strong, brave men like Danny 
Rose and the Coach feel before and after 
making their three-minute talks. No 
one would believe that Mr. Gettings 
could look so haggard, or that Danny 
could tremble so. (All Dan does is sit 
around and add up his golf-scores, over 
and over again.) 

The boys of 101, 201, and 102 have 
invented a new game. It's called "Get 
the Nosebag." The idea is this : Ar
range a flight of steps about six feet 

wide, and about twelve steps high. At 
the top of this, make a landing, and 
place a single door just wide enough for 
two people to squeeze through. On the 
other side of the door, have another 
flight of steps going down. Place a cer
tain number of people on the bottom of 
one flight, and the same number at the 
bottom of the other. At a certain 
signal, such as "Go ahead, 5th 
hour," the idea of the game is for 
all those on each side to cross over 
both flights and reach the other side. 
The team having all the men over first 
wins, and has the privilege of eating all 
the pie in the lunchroom. Most realistic 
results are obtained when teams are 
composed of about 300 men on a side. 
If you want to, you can enlarge the 
teams, make two doors of the same size 
as before, and call it "assembly." 

THINGS WE CAN'T IMAGINE 
Mr. Krause smoking a big, black cigar 

at a Pep assembly. 
Junior Ford doing an outside loop m 

an airplane. 
Mr. Wickett teaching Zoology. 
Miss Shaw teaching Math. 
Roy Brown getting a measurement 

accurately the first time in Physics ex
periments. 

THOUGHTS WHILE LOLLING 
John Highstrete must have a reason 

for hanging around the bookstore all the 
time. . . . Why do the prettiest girls 
always go with the funniest-looking 
boys? ( Nothing personal, John.) . . . 
Now that the auditorium is almost fin
ished, we wish we had a plan of the 
building showing dl entrances, exits, 
tunnels, stage-doors, etc. . . . Pretty 
soon we'll have to make out programs 

Continued on Pase 31 
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SOUTH RESERVE TEAM 
ENJOYS INTERESTING SEASON 
Following the good example of the 

first team, the South second football 
team is going along at a great pace. 
They have won two of their games, tied 
one and lost one. 

In the first game of the season, they 
met the Ottawa seconds. The game 
ended in a scoreless tie after a hard 
battle. The next week there was no 
game, as Tech had no second team. 
However, the next week they defeated 
the Grand Haven reserves, 20 to 0. 
Battle Creek did not bring a second 
team so there was no game. The fol
lowing week they defeated the Creston 
reserves, 6 to 0. 

Central handed the seconds their first 
defeat when they pulled a last minute 
pass and the reserves lost their first 
game 13-7. 

The rest of the schedule called for 
games with Catholic Central,. Holland, 
and Union second teams, whtch cannot 
be reported at this writing. 

"Danny" Rose is coach of the team, 
which is for younger players, so they 
can advance to the first team. 

The team this year has been run by 
Meinardi and Sears at quarter; Cal
vll.ruso, Hoot, Schram are at halves; 
and Koepnick at fullback. 

Lipscomlb, Herrick, U hlman and 
Martin have been at ends; Rosa, Jones, 
DeVries and Gray at tackles; Rigney, 
Knowles, Smith and Scalabrino are 
guards· and Elliot and Reems at center 
have b~en the regulars on this team. 

BASKET BALL PROSPECTS 
The Trojan basketeers w~ll la~nch 

out upon their 1930-1931 crutse wtth a 
crew of experienced material. The ~earn 
has Eckardt, Joslyn, Geyer, Mtller, 
Everhard, and Miller returning as pos
sibilities for the first team. Some prom
inent football stars are going to try 
their luck at basket ball after the foot
ball season has closed. Among those 
who are coming from the football team 
are : McGee, Thomas, Cooley, Elliott, 
Heintzelman, Ford, D ood, and Bou
man. The junior high team of last 
year has a good chance to place on the 
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team in Sears, Monterusso, Martin, and 
Ketchum. 

Again the basket ball season will be 
filled with a heavy schedule with a 
junior high team being organized. The 
custom of last year will be repeated 
this season by organizing intra-mural 
teams later in the term. 

Regular basket ball practice began 
November 11, 1930. 

FUTURE PUGILISTS 
Mr. Rose, who came here last year, 

has inaugurated a new and different 
line of activity for the junior high 
school students in his gym classes. The 
boys have. taken a keen interest in box
ing, so a team was established last year 
on a small scale. The team will take 
better form this fall and winter, put
ting on exhibitions at the leading men's 
clubs of the city. Seventh and eighth 
graders will make up the bulk of the 
team with an occasional ninth grade r. 

The main reason besides entertainment 
for the boys is that the control of the 
combative instinct is trained down to 
such a degree that the fellows refrain 
from the conventional fist fight. Box
ing trains the boys to a high degree of 
self-defense which gives the boy a form 
of self-assurance and keeps him from 
the fear of being whipped by an oppo
nent. 

VARSITY MEMBERS HOLD 
MEETING AT DOOD'S HOME 

The second monthly meeting of the 
Varsity Club was held at the home of 
Peter Dood on Nov. 4, 1930. The din
ner which was Pt!t up for the club mem
bers was as invigorating as any that has 
been given. l\1any of the fellows from 
the football team were present and to 
place a dish of food in front of some of 
them means a rapid demolishment of the 
viands. 

Directly following the dinner the 
business meeting was held. Reports of 
the different committees about what is 
being done toward the party were given 
and then the new school song contest 
was brought up. It was decided that 
prizes of a fair sum of money will go 
to those who contribute worthy songs. 
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THE MUDDER 
Continued from page 26 

seven yards. MacLeod made three more 
at the same point. Three more tries 
netted thirteen yards. Then the West
ern coach removed the weak guard. Hi~ 
place was effectually filled, and the 
backfield turned elsewhere. Finally a 
late pass attack got under way, although 
Langford seemed the only one capable of 
catching them. Three out of four such 
attempts were made, bringing the ball 
to the 15-yard line. Then Langford 
started an end run, cut back through 
the line, evaded the backfield and crossed 
the last line. MacLeod kicked the ex
tra point. 

Hampden 20, Western 12. 
Western again received. Hampden 

held and Western kicked to Langford 
just as the final gun sounded. Langford 
ran close to the sidelines for 7 5 yards to 
a touchdown. The Western line gave 
way and Gibson plunged for the extra 
point. 

Hampden 27, Western 12. 
As the jubilant crowds poured on 

the field, Coach Fields rushed to Lang
ford. "Great Scott, Langford! How 
does it happen you played like that to
day?" 

L angford hesitated a moment then re
plied, "I guess I'm a 'mudder' just like 
the horses my father trained and my 
brother rode." 

And to this day he is known as Mud
der Langford. 

THE COWARnS LAST LAUGH 
continued from PaAe 6 

and leaping into the air. 
The two gunners in the Rumpler were 

Bob's wobbling plane when Slim 
reached the level of the fight. 

There was no time to sight his guns 
on the German. With a sneer Slim 
flung his Spad at the Rumpler. They'd 
laugh at him and call him a coward, 
would they? Well, he'd show them! 
Slim was laughing like a man gone 
mad. He was having the last laugh. 

With a surprised grunt the pilot of 
the German plane glanced at the ap
proaching Spad. Too late! With a 
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sickening crash the German and Slim 
met head-on. For a moment they hung 
suspended in mid-air. T hen, with a 
quick, short explosion, both planes burst 
into flame and started falling. They 
resembled two huge, fiery pin wheels 
as they zig-zagged through the sky. 

"And we called Slim Nelson a 
coward," said the Major. There was a 
queer moisture in the eyes of every man 
in Flight B. They were unashamed of 
these tears, for wasn't Slim a member of 
their own fli ght? o, not any more. 
Now he was a member of a Flight 
far greater and nobler than those 
engaged in war. Young Bob Hudson 
safely brought his plane to a landing. 
There were tears in his eyes, too, as he 
staggered into his father's arms. 

"I guess we called the wrong one a 
coward," were his only words. 

Later a group of flyers were gathered 
around a freshly covered grave. They 
stood with their hats off and a reverent 
gaze on their faces. Before them, en
graved on a huge marble slab, were these 
words: 

" Here lies the remains of R. P. Nel
son who, though called a coward, 
proved himself a man by making the su
preme sacrifice that his friend might 
live." 

And this is how Slim left the Army. 

SOUTH EXPOSURE 
Continued from paAe 29 

for next semester-and pretty soon 
there won't be no more South Expos
ure .... Wonder if basket weaving and 
meat packing will be offered next 
spring? . . . If R ay Wilkinson reads 
over our shoulder and keeps on bother
ing us, we're going to tap him out. 
... Another few weeks and we'll be ice
skating. All's Qui~t on the Northwest
ern Front-Pop must be in the Session 
Room. And so it goeth. 

The Runner 
He, who from room to room, 
Ru.ns through the halls in speedy flight, 
Wtll surely spend tenth hour 
In his session room tonight. 

- Bob Meyer. 




