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The Tiger 
on the Mountains 

Peter Haines^ detective, encounters a yseti-
llemait ivho craves excitement—and gives 

him plenty of it 

By E.Phillips Oppenheim 

PADDY C O L L I N S was an enter
pr is ing youii^' New York journa l i s t 
who had come into Ave thousand 
dollars and was spending it in 

foreign p a i t s . He passed most of his 
t ime in a rgumen ta t i ve discussion, and 
nothing pleased him more t h a n to make 
sensational s t a t emen t s and suppor t 
them with a s t r eam of eloquence, and 
by brute force if those who differed 
from him could be induced to follow him 
So far. He sto(jd at the bar of the Hotel 
de F rance , and laid down tlie law about 
Monte Carlo. 

" W h a t ' s all this ta lk about Monte 
Carlo being the hub of the world for 
adventure and queer doings, and t h a t 
sort of stuff?" he demanded. ^'I'll tell 
you there isn' t a soberer or a quieter 
s]K)t on God's ea r th , and I'll tell you 
why. I t ' s the gambl ing tha t makes peo-
l)le lead Sunday-school lives here ." 

Mervin Holt , a well-known diner-out 
and wi t of tlie place, who had jus t es
caped from a gala dinner , edged his 
way into the discussion. 

"You in t r igue us, my friend Collins," 
he said. " Proceed, we beseech you. I 
wa rn you t h a t my friend here, Pe ter 
Haines, and I are in u t t e r d isagreement 
witli your premise." 

"Well , tha t ' s more in te res t ing ," the 
Irislinian declared. "I have no use for 
the fellow v.'ho agrees with me. I'll tell 
you why what I said was the t r u t h . 
You see tha t g rea t big building across 
the way. Tha i ' s th(; octopus tha t sucks 
diy all the passions of this p lace—that 
and a smaller, very superior step-sister, 
when its liuiikies deign to open the 
doois. I'm telling you, a big crowd of 
jjfople nowadays haven't room for moie 
than one passion in their lives. You'll 
see 'em s t reaming in there hour af ter 
hour, from ten o'clock until two in the 
nKjrning. When they've had the i r li t t le 
whack there they ' re like a wet glove— 
no life in 'em—no spir i t for love-mak
ing, no stomach for fighting, no hear t 
for even a good al l -around quar re l . Tlie 
gambl ing emascula tes the place." 

"Th i s , " Petei- Hames observed pleas
ant ly , "is all ent irely new point of 
view." 

" I t ' s damned well the t r u t h , " Collins 
asser ted. "I ask you, when do you ever 
see u fight in the s t ree ts here? When 
do you ever see a drunken man? When 
do you ever see any real love-mak
ing even, except between those painted 
dummies and their gigolos? I am not 
count ing t h a t sort of muck. I tell 
you thei'e's no red blood in the ])lace. 
The man who gets led away by those 
lying' novelists and story wr i te rs , and 
comes liei'e for adventures , gets damned 
well left. . . . 

" • a / -TnSKY-ANr) -SOD. ' \S round, bar -
' ' man. I've wasted my nione.v on this 

triji , but tl iere's never a penny wasted 
t h a t goes into honest l iquor." 

"You are a man , " Mervin Holt re
marked, "a f te r my own hear t . You 
have the gift <if fo r th r igh t speech, the 
courae.e of ytiur opinions and the addi
tional advan tage of being' amazingly 
ignorant u|ioii the iibiecl yi,ii choose 
fill- ili^i-ussii.n." 

"Get behind, you fool!" P e t e r 
Hanies mut tered . "Lotarde may 
recognize you." All of the con
spi ra tors now were creeping up 

the s ta i r s 

Tw-iiW* 

Paddy Collins set down his glass . 
Mervin Holt wagged a forbidding fore
finger. 

"No, you don ' t ," he warned him. " I 
know you of old. my fire-eating friend. 
Y'ou don't pick a quarre l with me. Ti'y 
someone of your own size. We will dis
pute with words, if you like. Words 
are the chosen rapier of th is duelist . 
But when it comes to brute force, so far 
as I am concerned, it is a th ing extinct . 
I love all men, however much I niav 
disagi'ee with them. I quar re l with 
n o l l e . " 

"You've a fa i r gift of gab your
self," Paddy Collins observed, looking 
at his neighbor with curiosi ty not un-
mingled with respect . "Y'ou don' t hap
pen to be an I r i s h m a n ? " 

"I was spared t h a t — I was denied 
tha t pr ivi lege," Mervin Holt regre t ted , 
swiftly correct ing himself. " F o r the 

I r ish race in t he abs t rac t , however, I 
have an immense admira t ion . Individ
ually, I find them intellectually s t imu
la t ing ." 

" T T ' S more t h a n the Monte Carlo 
-*- whisky is anyway , " Paddy Collins 

grumbled. " I s there anyone else of a 
sizable jihysique who disagrees with 
m e ? " 

" I do, u t te r ly and completely," Pe ter 
Hames announced. 

Collins swung round and eyed the 
speaker with sat isfact ion. 

"Well , tha t ' s something," he ap
proved. "You ' re a man worth pu t t ing 
the hands up with. Let ' s hear your 
tongue first." 

"You ' re wrong fundaniental ly," Pe te r 
Hames pronounced. " In the first place, 
the gambling t h a t g;oes on there and in 
the Spor t ing Club provokes passions in 

a g rea t many men and women instead 
of deadening them." 

"The passion of a d i r ty greed, t h a t ' s 
al l ," tlie I r i shman scolfed. " I t makes 
men forget to t ake a t u r n in the ring-
now and then or to make love to the 
lassies when the wine's been round." 

" I say t h a t it provokes passion," 
Pe t e r Hames went on, "and I stick to 
it. Love-making isn ' t the only passion 
in the world. There ' s jealousy, there ' s 
fury a t hav ing lost your money, there ' s 
despai r . There ' s also the full hea r t 
and the t ing l ing pulses of the winner . 
Secondly, you, my friend, wlio, I th ink 
I am correct in saying, have spent 
some twenty-four hours in the place, 
know very l i t t le of w h a t you ' re talking' 
about if you say t h a t in the pr incipal i ty 
there a re no cr imes, no fighting, no dis
turbances , no t ragedies . We've no 
Amei'icaii pres.s here to blazon out our 
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day-by-day happenings, and there's a 
g'reat deal goes on that never finds its 
way into print." 

""VrOU say so," Paddy Collins sneered. 
-"- "From what I've seen of the Mone-

gasques—amongst the croupiers, at any 
rate—I shouldn't think there's one of 
them with a stomach for a fight." 

'"Again you speak in blissful igno
rance," Peter Hames assured him. "The 
Monegasque, when the time comes, is a 
very dangerous fighter indeed. His 
women, far from being what you think, 
are almost fiercely virtuous, and their 
mankind ai'e ready to slit the throat of 
anyone who tries to make them any
thing else. Where you get left in ig
norance is the fact that they don't 
report their little affairs. Journalism 
here is a dead calling. I could take you 

a hundred yards away, and we could 
stick knives into one another. The gen
darmerie would be exceedingly annoyed, 
but that would just be about their sole 
interest in the afl'air." 

Paddy Collins ordered another round 
of whiskies. He was promijtly fore
stalled, however, by Mervin Holt. 

"You, sir, are our arch entertainer 
this evening," he explained. "We may 
be a smug crowd, but we never sponge 
on a man for di'inks." 

"You are too small to talk to in a 
disputative manner," Paddy Collins de
clared. "This man Peter Hames here 
is my lad. He's contradicted me." 

"Yes, but Pm not going to quarrel 
with you about that," Peter Hames as-
sui'ed him. "I'm going to put it to you 
in this way. You don't believe there are 
bloodshed and murdering habits and 
loose passicms going about here, except 
those that are born in the gambling-
rooms. I contradict you." 

"Let us take a little walk together," 
Paddy Collins suggested. 

"Not at all," Peter Hames inter
rupted. "Let us be reasonable men. 
The final argument always remains. I 
propose to prove my contention." 

Paddy Collins licked his lips. He was 
beginning to like this prospective an
tagonist. 

"You'll show me a row?" he asked 
eagerly. 

Peter Hames laid his hand upon the 
joui'nalist's shoulder. 

"I have heard of you, Collins," he 
said. "I know you're a great talker, 

ut you're no fool. You can keep a still 
tongue, act like a man of discretion 
when it's necessary, and use your fists 
when it isn't." 

"Y'ou're speaking golden words," the 
journalist agreed. 

"Then I will show you a row," Peter 
Hames promised. 

UP THE hill toward the tangled re
gion of Beausoleil went the two men 

arm in arm. 
"It will be half a dozen we have to 

tackle, maybe'?" the Irishman asked 
hojiefully. 

"Tonight," Peter Hames told him, 
"you may not have to clench your fist 
even. You may have to hold your 
breath and wait, but if we have luck we 
shall learn where and when this thing 
is to be fought out. There'll be four on 
the other side tonight, but T don't think 
they'll be fighting unless they discover 
that we're watching them." 

In her eyes there was a new 
expression. She was afraid. 
Her stubby forefinger, how

ever, pointed upward IllHSlrnIrd hy 
T. I). Shidmori-

Peter Hames pushed oi)en the door 
of the Cafe Regal. 

"Keep your mouth closed in here," 
he enjoined. "Let me do the talking. 
It's a bad place." 

The Cafe Regal was only moderately 
full. Mademoiselle Anna sat on her ac
customed seat. A little distance aviay 
a fair-haired young woman, who had 
recently taken to patronizing the es
tablishment, and who went by the name 
of Filine, occupied another stool. One 
or two of the small neighboring trades
people or passers-by were scattered 
about the place. 

At a table, talking earnestly together, 
were three black-haired, black-mus-
tached and bearded, olive-skiinied Mo-
negasques. 

"Those three men," Peter Hames 
whispered in his companion's ear, "are 
planning an assassination. That will 
give you something to be going on with. 
Now come to the bar." 

"I'll swear your grandfather was an 
Irishman," Paddy Collins declared vig
orously. "There's sober sense about 
your conversation. It's whisky-and-
sodas, barman—and doubles." 

"One moment," Peter Hames mur
mured. "This is business." 

He strolled behind, and olfered Made
moiselle Anna a cigarette. 

"Lotarde's coming," she whispered, 
her lips scarcely moving. "They had 
a meeting this afternoon. He has them 
all worked up into a jjerfect fury. It s 
to be tomorrow, or the next day." 

"The devil!" Peter Hames muttered. 
"I never thought they'd go so far," 

she went on. "I .sent for you directly I 
saw there was danger, but I didn't be
lieve they meant murder. They're mak
ing their plans tonight. Your room is 
ready. They'll be next door. If there's 
trouble, I'll come." 

"Keep out of it," he begged. "I have 
a man with me who was born figlit-
ing." 

"You forget Lotarde," she warned 
him. "He is a madman. He shoots at 
sight. Be careful. One of the three— 
Mercault—went to the palace yester
day, and apparently they refused every 
one of his demands. Be careful! He's 
watching us here. . . . I don't want your 
cigarette," she added, pushing his case 
away with a touch of insolence. 

p E T E R HAMES withdrew apologeti-
-*• cally, and the Irishman grinned at 
his apparent discomfiture. 

"Now, my amorous but clumsy guide 
into the land of adventure," the latter 
said, planting one hand firmly upon the 
counter, and swinging himself from his 
stool, "you need a lesson in the way to 
approach a reluctant will-o'-the-wisp." 

"Shut up, you fool!" Peter Hames in
terrupted. "We are going to sit in that 
corner. Listen! There are more seri
ous things doing than talliing nonsense 
to these young women." 

Mr. Paddy Collins left the neighbor
hood of the bar with reluctance. 

"Take 'em on another evening, old 
chap," Peter Hames begged. "Tonight 
you and I have got to tread on velvet. 
Within the course of a few minutes we 
may be fighting for our skins. By this 
time tomorrow night, if you stick it out, 
we may be fighting for our lives. 
When that's over, you can have a free 
hand v/ith the women. You asked for 
this, remember. I know the way to 
bring it ofl'. Both those girls are spies. 
One of them is our friend; the one who 
is just out of hearing is the mistress of 
Mercault, the leader of the dissatisfied 
Monegasques, and would give us away 
in a second if she had any idea what 
we were after." 

The Irishman, who was beginning to 
find the enterprise entirely to his taste 
as he gained faith in his companion, be
came more and more amenable. 

{Continued on page 46) 
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Good Old Sports 
By Grantland Rice 

/IliiafialtJ 1,11 
Fidio Liu I 

George Wright was a baseball 
star sixty-six years ago and he 
is still as keen about the game 
as a kid on a sandlot. This 
veteran of veterans reports 
here on several other old-
timers who were playing 
baseball long before Ty Cobb 

was born 

A T A L L , port ly man passed (ni the 
other side of the s t reet . "There . " 
remarked my companion, "is one 
of the g rea tes t old-timers in 

baseball , one of the few left." 
The old-timer 's name is Denton Te-

cumseh Young. He began pi tching for 
Cleveland in 189U and won over 500 
ball games before he was th rough. 

But all th ings ai'e comjiarative. When 
I thought of anotlier ball player I knew 
Cy Young seemed to be a mere kid— 
j u s t a rookie. I saw this otlier old-
t imer in Flor ida las t winter watching a 
golf match, and again a t Foit-st Hills 
watch ing Fraidc Shields and Johnny 
Doeg fight it out I'or Liie tennis cham
pionship. 

This man played sliortstop for the 
Gotham Club of New York jus t s i \ t y -
si.x yea r s ago. Tha t ' s what 1 call a real 
old-timer, not .•::oiiie si.xty-six-year-old 
kid i)osing as a vetei'an of past spoi'iing 
wars . His name is George Wriglit. He 
is now living in Boston, and U)) to the 
moment of this writinc^ is still as keen 
about spoi t as any kid. G<-orge Wright 
is proof tha t you can ' t kill the spor t ing 
gei-m once it a t t acks the system. 

George Wr igh t was the great short
stop of his day. He played two years 
with the Gotham Club and in 18(J7 he 
moved to the Nat ionals of Washington. 
In 18G9 he was a stai ' member of the 
famous Cincinnati lied .Slockings, a 
team t h a t won evi-ry gauK- on its sched
ule and thereby sol a record no team 
has ever equaled. In 1871 .Mr. W'right 
moved to the Boston lit-d .Stockings and 
af ter fifteen years of major-league serv
ice he ret i red in 187'J. 

Looking liackward 

Here are the ball players Mr. Wright 
picks as the best men of t h a t earl ier 
e ra of the game, froni 18G.') to 1880: 
John iVIontgomei'v Ward , Koss fjarnes. 
Cal JMcVey, Robert Fei 'guson. J im 
White, Pop Anson, Mike Kelly, Kd Wil
l iamson, John Morrill , Buck F.wing', 
A, 0 . Spakliiip- and J im C'Rourke. 

Of these old-tin.i-rs Mi'. Wr igh t . 
a m o n g others , has ar, unbuuniled ad
mira t ion foi' the brilliancy of King-
Kelly, who in addition to his <;utstand-
ing playing skill had a vivid personali ty 
t h a t caught an<l hi-ld tlie fancy of the 
crowd, 

Mr. W'right gave nie the following list 
of ohl-timers who u-o bai k nuire than. 

Heroes of a famous fight. The grea t John L. Sullivan 
talking with his conqueror, "Gent leman J im" Corbet t 

K, I/s/o;l, 

forty years and who a re still l iv ing: 
J im White, catcher . Fores t City club 

of Cleveland 18G9, 187U and 1871; Bos
ton club 1871', 187.;, 1874 and 1875; 
Chicago 187ij-1877. 

Al P ra t t , pitcher. Fores t City club 
of Cleveland 18(;;)-1870. 

H a r r y ,'^hafer, th i rd base. Athlet ics 
of Philadelphia 18i;<.» and 187U; Bo.-ton 
1871 to 1877 inclusive. 

Tom Bond, pitcher. Brooklyn club 
1875; l la i ' t ford club 1875-1870; Boston 
club 1877, 187s :ind 1879. 

Jcjhn Burdock, second base. Brooklyn 
club 1875; Har t ford chib 187C; Boston 
1878. 

These Vflei'ans were playing- baseball 
b<'foi-e Ty Cobb was born. 

I 'he greatest old-timer in bo.King is 
still J ames .1. Corbett . He grows more 
ai\d more i't-markab!e as the years race 
by. Tall , s t ra igh t , athletic-looking and 
without a gi-ay hair in his head so fai-
as the eye can see, no one who did not 
know the facts coidd believe tha t J im 
Corbett knocked out John L. .Sullivan 
and became champion of the woi-ld 
th i r ty-n ine yeai-s ago. 

It is also renmrkable t h a t from the 
time of <'oi-bett's ascendancy neai-lv 
forty years ago oidy une heavyweight 
c!ian}pion has di<'d. Corbett , Jeffries. 
Burns, ,lohns(m, Wil lard, Demjisey and 
Tunney a re all living. Fit^.simmons 
alone has disapi)e:ire<l into the mists. 
I'liere are se\'eral in the l ightweight 
and other classes who go ;i long way 
l:,K-k, n.,tably Jack McAulitfe. 

Thei'e should be a >|)ecial pri'/e for 
the leading old-timers who ai-e still in 
action. I'ri:''.es shoulil be awai-ded to 
AloiiZo S tagg , Conine iMack and Keeiie 
Fi tzpat r ick , to name only a few. Siag;g 
was a crac-k athlete at Yale in the 
eiglilies. He began coaching- ai-ound 
1890 and is still the mandar in of a th
letics and head football c(/ach at the 
t ' l i iversity of Chicago, where for al
most flirty years he has seen his pupils 
step into ;u-tioii. How niany recall t ha t 
jus t tv\'enty-si.K years ago one (jf S tagg ' s 
teams tliudly sto))|)ed the triuiirijliant 
inai-(-h of .Michigan atul Yost when the 
hue Walter F ike r sa l l w;is in his pi-ime 
as one of the yreatest ol' the g rea t ' ' In 
111.- ho-t li-v, V al the Old Man ol' the 

^ 
c'-^NN\\>J 

Midway has had poor football mate r ia l 
to woi-k with, but when given the chance 
he is still one of the smar tes t of them all. 
Only a year ago he came through with 
a new forward-pass ing a t tack tha t drew 
the admira t ion of such mas te r s as 
Rockne and Zupjjke and Yost. 

And also in this class we have Connie 
Mack, \vho s t in ted playing baseball 
tifty-si-X years ago, The amazing veteran 
has looked . \ounger through this winter 
than for several years . There was the 
usual talk of his retii-ing some seasons 
back but you don't hear nmch about it 
now, not af ter the canipaigns of 1929 
and ]9;J0. Lean and s t ra igh t , the Ath
letic leader still walks with an elastic 
step and if you watch him on the bench 
through a hard game you will see the 
busiest mainiger in b:iseball. 

Thirty-seven Year.s of Sports 

Old-t imers a re bunched among the 
veteran t r a ine r s , but few go as far 
back as Keene F i tzpa t r ick of Yale, 
Michigan and Princeton. Keene has 
been a t Princeton many ,A-ears now and 
he holds one of the most remarkable rec-
oi-ds in sjjort—the record of unbroken 
service in his profession without miss
ing a day for uearJy thir ty-seven years . 
The records of such old-time t r a ine r s 
and coaches as Tom Keene of Syracuse 
and Jack Moakley of Cornell a re jus t 
ab(jut on a par with tha t of Keene Fi tz
patr ick, who in addition to t u r n i n g out 
his full share of t rack s ta r s has been 
invaluable in his t ime to such wtdl-
known coaches as Hur ry -up Yost and 
Bill Koper. 

Only a short while ago I r an into a 
g rand old vete ian, John ('. Bell of Penn
sylvania. iMr. Bell, still active and ;ilert, 
has knmvn more than his sliai-e of high 
hoiun-s in his t ime, including an at
torney-generalship . But he will tell you 
th:it he still gets his biggest kick in 
recall ing t h a t afternoon in the ear ly 
eighties when he lay acioss the H a r v a r d 
goal line with a football under his a rm, 
as the red and bine flags of Pennsyl
vania Univers i ty paid him t r ibu te . 
They may forg.et many events on the 
long marcli , but not the thr i l ls of the 
big game;' lhe\ ' played. 

Old-t imers all—as seen by 
Llanuza: .Mack, Fi tzpatr ick, 
Wright, Ciabet l and Stagg 
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