‘Named for Lincoln
Made in Lincoln

Test of the Oven
Test of the Taste
Test of Digestion
Test of Quality
Test of Quantity
Test f Time

Measured by Every
Test it Proves Best

Demand Liberty Flour and take no other.
does not handle it, phone us about it.

H. O. BARBER & SON

If your grocer

Once Tried Always Used
Little Hatchet Flour

Made from Select Nebraska Hard Wheat

WILBER AND DeWITT MILLS
RYE FLOUR A SPECIALTY

145 So. 9th St., LINCOLN, NEB.

TELEPHONE US

Named Shoes are Often Made
in Non-Union [Factories.

Do Not Buy Any Shoe

no matter what the name unless

it bears a plain and readable

: impression of this Union Stamp.

All Shoes Without the Union Stamp are Non-Union
Do not accept any excuse for absence of the UNION STAMP

Boot and Shoe Workers Union

246 Sumner St., Boston, Mass.
CHAS. L. BAINE, Sec.-Treas.

First Trust = Savings Bank !

Owned by Stockholders of the Firast National Bank

THE “BAKR'K FOR THE WAGE-EARNER
INTEREST PAID AT FOUR PER CENT
Tenth and O Streets Linceln, Nebraska

Oliver Theatre Bidg.

Underwood Typewriter Co.

137 North 13th Street

Green Gables

The Dr. Benj. F. Baily Sanatorium
LINCOLN, NEBRASKA

For nom-contagious obronio disssses. Largest, best
equipped, most besutifully furnished.
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CHAPTER XVIII.

I ENOCE OUT CORBETT, THE GHREATEST
BOXER OF THEM ALL.

HE Seaside A. C. at Coney Is-
land was packed that Frlday]

night when [ fought Corbett.

At least 8,000 people turned
out. Corbett was first in the ring, and
1 dido't keep him walting. George
Considine, Billy Madden, Gus Ruhlin
and Leo Pardello were In Jim's corner,
and Brady, Ryan, Jack and Dunkhorst
were behind me. Charlle White, the
referee, came In ten minutes later.

As soon as Jim and 1 met we shook
hands, and it was like meeting an old
friend, We were golng to tight all
right, but that was a business proposi-
ton. Corbett smiled as If he wns half
tickled to death to see me again, and
I guess he was. Jim was the only man
in the whole place who knew what
kind of fighting condition bhe was In
that, night. He knew he was fit to
fight for his life.

The bell rang, and we came together
slowly In the middle of the ring. I
had plenty of time to size Corbett up.
His skin was white as marble except
around his wrists and his neck and
his head, where he was tanned to a
sort of mahogany color. Anybody
could see that he'd been doing a lot
of work out in the sun.

My recollection of this fight is a lit-
tie confused. It wasn't like any fight
I'd been in bhefore. Right at the start
Corbett began dancing around, light
as a feather, in and out, reaching for
me with the left and getting away
from my rushes In a way that made
me feel so foollsh 1 had to stop and
laugh. Then when I grinned bhe’d jab
again and jump away like a rabbit,
The crowd was cheering Corbett for
his cleverness, and he deserved all the
cheering he got. 1 landed on him now
and then, but he was always going
away so fast that the blows didn't do
much damage. It's a lot easler to
beat a man who'll stand up and fight
than one who runs away and picks his
own time to trade punches with you.

I kept on chasing Jim as fast as I
could, slamming punches at him when-
ever he was In range. Most of them
he jumped nway frou or ducked, some
he blinked nnd some got through to
the wark. iu the eantime he was
pecking at me with both hands with-

IN THE NINTH JIM THOUGHT HE WAS
WINNING.

out stopping except for a sprint when
I got too bot on his trall. Now and
then he came to a clinch and as White
broke us away snapped left and right
to my face almost before I could move.
He was the fastest man and the great-
est boxer I ever saw that night. Along
in the third or fourth round Corbett
ran around and around me in circles,
while I stood and pivoted to face him.
When I finsily lunged out to get him
Corbett laughed and ran away un-
touched. As the fight went, along he
grew more and more conddent and
used his right bhand now and then,
sending it over as hard as he could.

In the ninth round Jim thought he
was winning. He rapped me a cou-
ple on the chin and then swung his
right to the same spot so hard that the
force of the blow shoved me I k on
my heels. 1 could see his eyes blaze
as he thought he had me staggering,
and for a minute he rushed and took
a wild chance mixing with me in the
hope of landing a knockout. 1 grinoed
and blocked his blows and walked
right into him without starting a
punch. In the next round he went at
me just as hard. It was wonderful
how that fellow could land and get
away. I chased him around and
around the ring until I was tired, and
still he sprinted or dashed In again
when he saw an opening. My nose

—

was bleeding. and my right eye was
badly swollen,

The tight was half over mow. All
along Tommy Ryan kept telling me to
“take my time"” and “jab him.” When
I walked out at the beginning of each
round Brady yelled instructions after
me so loud that Corbett couldn't belp
hearing. 1 asked Brady if he was try-
ing to get me licked, and he kept qulet
after that., Ryan was still telling me
to jab and box and take my time, but
as the fight went along the crowd
yelled *“Corbett, Corbett. Corbett!"
louder and louder, and 1 began to
think what the decision might be if 1
didn't get him. Why should 1 be
changing my style to suit Tommy
Rynn and be boxing a man like Cor-
bett instead of cutting loose us hard
aud fast as 1 could until 1 landed the
right punch? I began to suspect that

| Ryan was a little more interested in

Corbett than he was in me. 1 told
Ryan to keep still and went out to
fight my own fGight Round after
round 1 chased Corbett and landed
whenever | could get him into a cor-
ner. Even then he blocked most of
the blows with his elbows or his
crossed arms. But one of my swings
glanced from his shoulder and hit him
on the jaw and shook him badly, and
after that 1T landed oftener. In the
nineteenth Jim looked tired. He tried
to duck under a left and lost his foot-
ing and fell. He jumped up quickly.

Through this nineteenth round Ryan
kept yelllng to me and telling me to
“stick the left, out’” Near the end of
the ronnd there was a fuss in the cor-
ner, and when I walked back for the
rest before the twentieth Brady was
in the corner and Tommy Ryan had
disappeared. Brady told me afterward
that Ryan's advice made him more
and more susplicious as the fight went
on. He began to suspect that Ryan
was trying to make me lose, B0 he
jumped up and told Ryan to get out
of my corner,

“Get down or I'll bust your head.”
Ryan said,

Brady jumped down and went out |

for two policemen with their clubsa.
He put them right behind my corner
and climbed up again. ®

“You get away from this corner,”
sald Brady.

“Get away yourself before I take a
punch at you,” sald Ryan.

“This is my club, and I'm Jefl's man-
ager,” said Brady. “I'm just hiring
you., If you don't get back there and
keep still I'll hand yon to those two
cops, and they'll throw you out.”

Tommy looked at the cops and climb-
ed down. Brady jumped up, and as I
came back to my corner he whispered:
“Jim, they've got the tip over in the
other cormer that Corbett's going to
get the decision. Your only chance is
to knock him out. Forget everything
about boxing and go out and fight.”

From that on I never gave Corbett
time to stop on one spot. I knew I'd
have to get him. 1 had my second
wind, and the tired feeling had all
gone.; As for Corbett, he was wiltng.
Game and clever as he was, he could
not stand the pace much longer. He
ran for his life around the ring, and
when I caught bim he slipped his left
shoulder into me and clinched. In the
twenty-second I swung my right so
hard that it knocked him down, al-
though it only landed on his shoulder.
Corbett jumped up instantly and mix-
ed with me. I put a heavy left into
his ribs. which were red and sore now,
and he winced and lost some of his
speed.

The bell rang, and I went back to
my chair. Tom O'Rourke ran around
to my corner and said to Brady: *For
heaven’s sake send this man in. He's
losing!"

“1 am, am 17" I said to myself. Just
then the bell rang for the beginning
of the twenty-third, There wasn't
much time left, and I surely didn’t
want to risk losing that championship
decision. 1 jumped out of my chair
and ran at Corbett as hard as [ could
go. He jabbed lightly and skipped
away, but before he could gather him-
self 1 was after him with a rush. I
dréve him back nearly to the ropes,
and here I saw the right chance at
last. I hooked my left into his stom-
ach, throwing him back hard against
the ropes within a yard of his own
corner. As he bounced back 1 brought
the left up obliguely to his jaw—my
double punch. It lifted Corbett up in
the alr, and he fell to the floor solidly
like a sack of grain, His right arm lay
under him and his neck rested across
the rope of the ring. He strugglédl a
little and fell back limp, and White
began to count. While the count was
going on 1 saw Consldine trying to
throw a bucket of water over Corbett
to arouse him, which was against the
rules of the game. Reaching through
the ropes, I kicked at Considine to
drive him back, and he fell over two
or three people, water bucket and all.

Jim was counted out, and Charlie
White helped to carry him to his cor-
ner. After a minute or so he revived
enough to stagger over and shake
hands. 1 felt sorry for him, for he
certainly had made a great and a
game fight.

That was a night to be remembered.
The fight had been so sensational that
when it was all over the crowd went
wild. Hundreds of people swarmed
over the ring, some cheering for Cor-
bett because of his fine showing and
some for me because I had won llke a
champion with a knockout. 1 got
dressed as soon as I could and started
for Ben Cohen's. 1 had my lucky No.
1 room there that night. It was only
a block or so from the club, and I tried
to hustle through the crowd. But it
was no use. Before I knew what was
happening a lot of men grabbed me
and shoved me up on their shoulders.
There wasn’t any use in struggling, so
I just lay back across a bunch of
heads as if I had a couch under me,
with a big cigar in my mouth, and
made the best of it.

MY STORY
Onl; MY LIFE

o
From photo taken April 15, 1910,

[Copyright, 1910, by McClure Newspaper
Syndicate. Copyright in Canada and
Great Britain. All rights reserved.]

CHAPTER XIX.

1 GO ON THE STAGE AND THEN GET BACK
INTO THE FIGHTING GAME.
DIDN'T do any fighting for over
a year after beating Corbett.
Brady had me busy in the show
business, After the Sharkey
ight Tom and 1 had sparred every
night for a week at Koster & Blal's
old place, torn down now. We were
arrested the first night for violating
some sort of an anti-boxing law. Man-
ny Friend was our lawyer, 1 remem-
ber that Bllly Brady got Impatient
over the legal way of handling the
case down there in the Jefferson Mar-
ket court. He Jumped up, pushed
Manny aside and made a redhot
speech, telling all about our boxing
show. When bhe was all through the
Judge asked. "“Are you counsel in this
case?”

‘I am not,” sald Brady. *“I'm no
lawyer. I'm just telling you facts.”

“Well,” said the judge, “if you aren't
a lawyer you ought to be, Case dis-
missed.”

There wasn't any more trouble this
time. I played a part in “The Man
From the West,"” a big show that Bra-
dy fixed up for me. When I boxed
at any theater it was genermlly with
my brother Jack, and we weren't both-
ered,

About three months after the Cor-
bett fight John L. Sullivan had a big
benefit at Madison S8quare Garden, and
I boxed with him. Three half minute
rounds were enough. John had put on
fat after quitting the game. 1 just let
him punch at me and ducked under his
swings until he was winded. BSulli-
van made a speech, 1 didn't

Fitzsimmons boxed an exhibition
with Thorne that night. S8harkey
sparred too. 1 told Tom about meet-
ing bhis father at Queenstown when I
went to BEurope and how he saw me
off at the pler.

“Good luck to yez,” he said, “and
may yez lick all the fighters in the
world except me bye Tom.”

“You haven't licked me yet,” sald
Tom, grinning. “I ain’t licked until
I'm knocked out cold.”

When winter came along I had a 1it-
tle experience that came near putting
me out of the gnme. Bob Fitzslmmons
came around to one of the theaters
one night to shake hands and have &
talk, Bob sat in a box until the show
was over and then came behind the
scenes. I stood there in my hts
without even putting on a swealer,
and I was wet and hot from the box-
ing. The cold wind blew on me, and
1 felt chilled before Bob left and I
went to my dressing room.

Two doctors and three rubbers work-
ed over me all night. In the morning
I didn't feel much better, but thought
I'd go to the hotel and get a good
sleep. Joe Maxwell, the singer, and I
went to breakfast. 1 ordered a lot of
lamb chops, but when they came in I
could only eat one, and that was a
little one. That settled it. Maxwell

==

GRIFFIN EPEINTED AROUND THE ROFES
WITH ME AFTER HIM.

insisted that there must be something
gserfously wrong with me and made
me go to see his doctor. The docter
ordered me to bed. It was pneumonia,
and, remembering how mneir pneumo-
mia came to killing rme in San ¥ran-
eisco, 1 hustled to 'my room in the
Hotel Minot and stayed there several
fays until I was all right again.

Nine months after the Corbett fight
I was to have met Ruhlin for twenty
rounds in Saengerbund hall in Cincin-
nati. Billy Detaney took charge of
my training again, and we opened a
eamp and started bhard work. Every-
thing was going along fine, and the
whole country was interested in the
match when it went wrong. The may-
or of Cincinnati was in favor of the
fight and had given us assurances that
there'd be no interference. But the
governor ordered it stopped. An in.
junction was issued, and the matter
went to court. Billy Brady was the
principal witness. He told the judge
how Mr, Roosevelt, who had just been

tlected vice president, went to the big
ights in New York and bow he had
reserved boxes for him, That was a
lact. Mr. Roosevelt likes a good fight
better than anything else. But all that
lidn't make any difference. The fight
was called off.

After the misfire in Cincinnati the
Fwentieth Century A, C. of San Frin-
tisco made an offer for a fight be-
{ween Ruhlin and me on Nov. 15, six
r seven months away, We signed up.

Down in my bome town, Los Ange-
ks, the boys wanted to. see me In the
ting. for 1 hadn’t boxed there sinece
winning the world’s champlonship. So
A muteh was made with Griffin, the
dume old Grifin who bad given me my
first fight when I was a seventeen-
vear-old boy. 'We were to fight four
rounds,

1 gness my fight with Griffin was one
of the funniest that ever took place in
a ring. 1 Intended to stop Hank in
four rounds, but 1 couldn’t get a
chance to hit him. From the moment
we put our hands up he sprinted
around the ropes, with me after himas
hard as 1 could go. He ran around the
ring so fast in the fourth that 1 nearly
got winded trying to catch him, That
coon was tlckled balf to death over -
staying four rounds with the cham-
pion,

While in Los Angeles 1 had made
another match with Joe Kennedy of
Ban Francisco, a four roupd bout, to
be fought at the Rellance club of Oak-
land a week after the Griffin affalt.

Kennedy was a big fellow of about
my own weight. He started out In
I'risco by taking a decision over Gus
Ruhblin In twenty rounds. He was
clever. After beating Ruhlin, Joe
went to New York to make a clean-
up. The first man he fonght was Pe-
ter Maher, and they figured Peter easy
for Joe, who was touted as the com-
ing champion. Joe made a show of
Peter for one round, and in the see-
ond Peter managed to get over his fa-
mous wallop, and Joe turned his toes
up toward the ceiling until the tem
count was finished.

The Rellance Athletic club was
packed on the night of the 24th. When

“I'M ALL EIGHT, BUT 1'VE GOT COLD
FEET," 8AID GUS.

we began fighting Kennedy started
cleverly and got through the firat
roand all right, but in the second 1
dropped him with a stralght left on
the jaw, and he was counted out.

1 was beginding to feel like fighting
agaln now. Billy Delaney had fixed
up the training camp, and In a few
days 1 went to work, At first I did a
lot of hunting and hill climbing—the
best training in the world. 1 expected
a hard fight and trained for it. A few
days before Nov. 15 1 was in the best
shape of my life, and when 1 boxed
that four rounds with Grifin in Los
Angeles they had said 1 was fat and
would have a hard time to “come
back” again, We went down to the
bay. The last day's work was done in
the gympasium of the Rellance Ath-
letic club. It was a ladles’ day in the
gymnasium, but the club gave them
another room to exercise in, and al-
most all of them, for that matter, came
in to see me work. When that day's
tralning was over I stepped om the
gcales In the dressing room and
weighed just 21214 pounds, stripped.
That is the lowest fighting welght 1
remember except the 204 pounds at
which 1 won the champlonship from
Fitzsimmons.

There was n lot of betting golng on.
Iavas a 2 to 1 favorite, and the Rublin
money was all from the east. Cal}-

rnians were with me.
toRuhlln was still staying out at Blank-
en’s, taking it easy on the last day.
They told me that be looked in great
shape and seemed to be confident of
winning. Gus was welghing 202 pounds
stripped. He was of my own height.
He had plenty of cleverness. He was
gtrong. He could take a punch. In

| reach he had a big advantage over me,

having a stretch of seventy-elght and
three-fourths inches, the longest of all
the heavyweights,

On the morning of the fight I came
down from my room in the Metropole
{n Oakland and found the weather out-
side gloomy and wet. That was my
lucky weather. All my big fights have
been won on wet days. Late In the
afternoon Delaney and 1 went across
the bay to San Franecisco and had din-
per together at the Western, where Al
Smith was. Then we went to the 8t
Nicholas, a big, quiet hotel, and I slept
for an hour while waiting the call to
the ring. I can always sleep well just
before a fight. That's an indication nf
good nerves. y

Ruhlin left Blanken's Six Mile House
at 7 o’clock and drove into town with
Pop Blanken and Billy Madden. After

.the fight they told a funny story dbout

that ride. When they came into the

city Pop turned to Gus and asked him

how he feit. It was raw and cold and

damp. Gus shivered and said, “'Gee,

T'm all right, but my feet are cold!"
“What, already?” asked Pop.




