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Meet Mr. Frederick Atkins aid Chief Little Wolf, two of the friendliest, 
most sociable characters ever to drop on the mat at Sydney Stadium The 
Chief is only a Little Wolf.. ..here's a mere sixteen stone twelve. Thqy do 
this because it feels so good whm they stop. If you must be technical, 
this is a forearm jolt....so is this....and this. Little Wolf forces Atkins 
back against the ropes. Just like brothers, aren't they? You can't 
tell thea. ..or tear them... apart. There's acme knee action. He'll be 
down in a minute madam'. I'll bet the Chief would rather be back in his 
wigwan. But Little Wolf can hand out punishment too. Here he gets 
Atkins in his favourite hold... .the Indian deathlock. Atkins knows the 
ropes too. But it's a fall to Little Wolf. He's coming madam' Would 
you mind, Mr. Atkins? Thank you so much. There he is - madam!! Rugged 
wrestling thrills the record crowd of 12,000. It's all in wrestling style. 
Nothing barred - pardon - there's the arm bar. Now Atkins has his let 
around the Chief's leg which is around Atkin's leg, which is around well, 
you work it out. But it's a fall to Atkins. Him heap Big Chief. Hmph. 

% ifap* Hey' don't "ad# him. Just as well this bits not in sound, 
the Chief's remarks at this point are just a little bit indelicate. Now 
Atkins really gets mad and the crowd is thrilled to fever pitch. Little 
Wolf pays a flying visit to the ringside seats. He decides it's nicer up 
there with Atkins. And what a reception he gets. That* s one Wolf v«*nt 

The Chief's not coming back and I don't blame him. 
Little Wolf.... Atkins is a Big, Bad one. 

migiTT itook, the Ohaef's 
now he does. Quick, duck! 

After all, he's only a After all, he 


