4,

7ildcats win 21 to 20. DBut liston to the last six minutes before the final gun. I
quote frem ifr, Tunis' story:

"Then seconds ticl: off, ninutes went by eand Ton Gray faked, pivoted, and shot from
the side to bring the score to Springfield 23, ..nderson 2l. Then the fnderson
Indians rcared down tho court and Erskine rushed in to sink a one-~hander and tied
the SCCIe. : |

"Then a Vildcat fouled and Znderson Indians went ahcad 24 to 23,

"The liildcats wero spent, their feet were sore and hot, their legs were rods of iron,
their thighs ached with every step,. their lungs were leaden bellows that crucified
thom each time they pounded the boards. They were through. They woere beaten. They

couldn't, |

"Tom Gray waves his fist in their faces. 'You're gonna quit, are you? Gonna quit,
YyOU ZUYS eees just ..o whan we have it won ... alnost ... zonna quit on Don ... A
fine gang you are ... 2 fine team ... call yverself Vildcats! C'm on, gang ... let's
give 'em all we got! A gang thot won't be beat can't be beat! Givel'

"Bleven thousand people were watching this game: firewagon basketball, chances
talen, wild recoveries made, spills and tumbles and falls all over the floor, with
the outcome cf the contest and the Tourney, toc, yet to be decided."

But Tom Gray, the young tall weaving lad who played for his coach and his
team with all of the finest traditions of idealism in sport, in spite of his father's
attitudes, led his team to victery by 1 point in the last 50 seconds of play.

Then to the last game at State Tournament, where Don Henderson's Wildcats
are to battle with Bosse High School of BEvansville, whose great star, Jerry Keotes,
is already naticnally known., And Don with his five good average players who loved
thelr team and who had won thus far on grit and spirit, and with not a substitute
worth mentioning!

In the last minute in this crucial game, Don and his scrappy team come from
behind to tie the score nnl; to meet defeat by a single point. This is a glorious
climax to Iir. Tunis' recounting of games. In three brief chaptors he tells the
story of this. great gamo. . busketball player, a coach, or any basketball fan, once
into Jir o Tunis' account of this game would be glued to its pages. Ve read:

"The tension tightened, increased, become toaut and unbearable. There was no world

but this. Reality was that heated enclosure. Spacc was the confines of those four

white lines. Time was the electric clocl: overhead., Life was that intense, thrust-
ing surge bolow, |

"The final secondse The last seconds of tho rene, of the day, of the _Ioufné_.ment, of

ghc entire season. On the floor the ten beoten figures wrenched for victory. Or
ef'eat, ' .

"Then Kates leaped in and stole the ball. With a quick breank, the little blond

figure was out in the clear, dribbling i‘uriodsly down upon the Bu.ldog goa_l."

Thus Don Henderscn, the young coach who had b:rought Springf ield up through
the scason to the State, lost in the final gane by one point. | -

-ro Tunis knows what boys say to cach other in +he heat of battle, .Ile knows
all of the wverious psychblogicul devices that coaches use to drive or to quiet men--
according to their wvarious ieeds, bofcre or during or after a game. Hoe knows exactly
::vhnt coachf)s sey in the dressing rooms. e has observad curefully and his dialogua
;.s %‘:o od.‘ Ho knows Eow to 1:Jatcl:1 a basketball jame and how to revort it a.'f‘l:erward_.- ile
....I.ICWS thet ths great contribution of a sport Yo any boy's seducation is its correia-
cion of his physicel, mental, roral and spiritual valucs into the development of the
whole boy == the complute pex'sonﬂiity. '



