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Foreword

FJames Lardner

My father was the third of Ring Lardner’s four sons and got named after

him over his publicly stated objections:

“When you are christened Ringworm by the humorists and wits;
When people pun about you till they drive you into fits;
When funny folks say “Ring, ring off,” until they make you ill,
Remember that your poor old dad tried hard to name you Bill.”

A songwriter on the side, my grandfather could sit down at the
piano and play from memory long stretches of a Broadway show he
had seen. He could work similar and greater wonders with the talk of
ballplayers and other unschooled Americans. Many writers “tried to
write the speech of the streets as adeptly and amusingly as he wrote
it, and they all fell short of him,” H. L. Mencken said. “The next best
was miles and miles behind.”

Mencken based this assessment of Ring Lardner largely on Lardner’s
short stories. It was the body of work that also led Edmund Wilson to
compare him to Mark Twain, Virginia Woolf to hold him up as the best
prose stylist in America even though he had a habit of writing “in lan-
guage which is not English,” and lan Frazier to judge him “the literary
equivalent of a once-in-a-generation athlete, like Ty Cobb or Mariano
Rivera.” But it was in his newspaper and magazine pieces where he
honed and originally deployed his skills.

The Chicago Tribune set him loose by giving him a daily column in
1913. He filled it at first with inside dope about the Cubs and the White
Sox, as expected; then, when the season ended and there were no more

real games to cover, he told the story of a made-up game in the voice
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of an unashamedly self-important slugger (not unlike Jack Keefe of the
You Know Me Al stories that would start appearing in the Saturday Eve-
ning Post a year later). This slugger is fixated on a miscalled third strike
that was “a mile outside,” he says, “but if I'd knew he was goin’ to call it
on me, | coulda hit it 'way out o' the park.” The story ends with an aside
about a female spectator: “Ja see that doll in the box back o' our bench?
She couldn't keep her eye off o' me. We'll get 'em tomorrow, the yellow,
quittin’ dogs.”

Three years later came a short sketch that foreshadowed the darker
and more elaborate “Haircut,” about a barbershop patron held captive
to a monologue that begins with the senselessness of the conflict rag-
ing in France (“Most o' them don't even know what they're fightin about.
Nobody knows except the kaiser and the king and the fella that started
it, and they don’t know themselves.”), moves on to praise for the presi-
dent who had kept America out of the war (“All as | hope is that we don't
get mixed up in it. But | guess they’s no danger o that with Wilson at
the hellum. We'd been mixed up long ago if Rusefelt was president.”),
takes a poke at Wilson’s leadership chops (“Every time they sink a boat
and kill a few hundred people he writes them another note and they
say it was a mistake and they was aimin’ at a fish or somethin™), and
concludes with nostalgia for T.R. (“You wouldn’t never see them mon-
keying with old Teddy that way").

The You Know Me Al stories made Ring Lardner’s byline so precious
that his editors started sending him to the same places they sent their
serious reporters. At the 1924 Democratic convention he had instruc-
tions to seek an interview with William Jennings Bryan. “So | went to
his room and rapped,” he relates, “and a voice says, who is it, and |
told him the truth, and the voice says no, they’s nobody home. It was
the same voice,” he adds, “that said we shouldn’t ought to crucifix
mankind upon a cross of gold in 1896 or any other year.” That may
have been as close as Ring Lardner came, in his many political assign-
ments, to a scoop.

Once in a while a sense of historical duty caused him to tell a story
straight. This impulse took hold of him when, for example, he was writ-
ing about Babe Ruth, or the Dempsey-Firpo fight, or the seventh game
of the 1912 World Series, tragically lost by the New York Giants and the
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great Christy Mathewson, who is described by Lardner at game's end
sitting “on the New York players’ bench with bowed head and drooping
shoulders, with the tears streaming from his eyes, a man on whom his
team'’s fortune had been staked and lost and a man who would have
proven his clear title to trust reposed in him if his mates had stood by
him in the supreme test.” Students of baseball, football, and boxing his-
tory can learn much from these columns and from the excellent notes
and introductions supplied by Ron Rapoport, an editor superbly well-
matched to the task.

By contrast, the stories Ring Lardner filed from political conventions
and other heavy-news venues often have the flavor of those Daily Show
standups in front of a green screen; and there is something quite Ste-
phen Colbert-like about his mock candidacies for mayor of Chicago in
1919 (promising “a bone-dry United States, but a ringing-wet Chicago”)
and for U.S. president in 1920 (on a platform of having the “prettiest
middle name in the democrat party.”)

His highbrow admirers—Edmund Wilson, F. Scott Fitzgerald, and
others—tried to guilt-trip him into writing longer works about loftier
subjects. But he knew his comfort zone and |, for one, am glad he never
decided he was too much of a bigshot to spend time on, say, a contem-
porary retelling of the Snow White story in which she marries a “wealthy
bond thief who liked them young,” or a gossip column parody in which
we learn that “George Gershwin is Sullivan-Gilberting with his own
brother, Ira,” and “Aleck Hamilton and Aaron Burr have phfft,” or a
gangster-movie riff on Verdi's “Rigoletto” in which the assassin “Frank

Sparafucile” bemoans a spell of underemployment, singing:
“Since Christmas I have killed only one man.
This war is sure hell on a poor honest gunman.
My funds are so low it’s beginning to scare me.
Have you a few lires on your clothing to spare me?”

And Rigoletto (“Rig”) replies:

“I have a few lires on my clothing, but really
I haven’t so much I could Sparafucile.”
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In 2013 the Library of America came out with a Ring Lardner anthol-
ogy containing all the great short stories—“The Golden Honeymoon,”
“I Can't Breathe,” “Alibi lke,” and the rest—along with much of his previ-
ously published fiction and some nonfiction. Thanks to Ron Rapoport
and the University of Nebraska Press, we now have this rich collection
of Ring’s journalism—work that was widely read in its day (his columns
ran in as many as 150 newspapers) but then sat mostly undisturbed in
archives for the better part of a century.

The British comic novelist David Lodge has identified two good rea-
sons for reading Ring Lardner, and they both apply to this rediscovered
journalism as much as to Ring'’s short stories. One is his trailblazing place
in modern American literature; the other, which Lodge has properly put
first, is the fact that he was “a wonderfully entertaining writer” and one
of “that select company of writers who can make posterity lift its head
from the page and laugh aloud.”
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Introduction

Ring Lardner was a journalist his entire working life. From his first arti-
cles as a sports reporter for the South Bend Times, where he covered
Notre Dame football, minor league baseball, and local events, to the
columns of radio criticism he wrote for the New Yorker just a few months
before he died, Lardner never abandoned his roots.

Writers of fiction often begin their careers as reporters for newspa-
pers or magazines, only to leave journalism behind when their novels
or stories become successful. Not Ring Lardner. For all intents and pur-
poses, Lardner pursued parallel careers, turning out the short stories
that secured his place in American literature while carrying on as a
journalist all the while.

His output was astonishing. Between 1913 and 1919 Lardner wrote
more than sixteen hundred “In the Wake of the News” columns and
other articles for the Chicago Tribune—which is to say he wrote virtu-
ally every day—even as he was publishing You Know Me Al, Alibi Ike,
Gullible’s Travels, and Champion, among other stories. The fact that the
overall quality of his columns remained so high, says Jonathan Yardley,
one of Lardner’s biographers, “must be counted among the extraordi-
nary accomplishments of American journalism.”

After leaving the Tribune and moving to Long Island, Lardner contin-
ued writing fiction and began writing for the theater as well. His primary
outlet, though, was a weekly column for the Bell Syndicate that ran in
more than 150 newspapers and reached some eight million readers. For
three years he also wrote the continuity for a comic strip based on “You
Know Me Al” that ran in many newspapers around the country. By then
he was one of the most famous men in the United States and bigger
than many of the stories he covered.

“Lardner Gives Real Dope on N.Y. Fans” read one newspaper headline

over a column he wrote about the 1921 World Series. “Ring Lardner Will
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Run If Coolidge Withdraws” appeared over a political column in 1924.
And in 1922 there was this: “Lardner Balks at Knickers for Women.” He
was consistently afforded this name-in-lights treatment, and since the
Bell columns were accompanied by sketches drawn by Dick Dorgan, in
which he was prominently featured, Lardner’s face was just as familiar
to the public. When the Indianapolis Star wanted to tell its readers it
would be publishing Lardner’s coverage of the 1925 World Series, it sim-
ply ran his picture under the headline “No Need to Introduce This Guy.”

Between 1919 and 1927 Lardner wrote more than five hundred col-
umns for the Bell Syndicate, most of them as a weekly Letter to the
Editor. He wrote about politics, war, prohibition, social conventions,
family life on Long Island, sports, and any other topic that came into his
mind. Occasionally he wrote extra pieces for the syndicate on the major
events of the day. He covered the World Series, heavyweight champi-
onship fights, political conventions, the inauguration of Warren G. Hard-
ing, a disarmament conference held in Washington pDc, an America’s
Cup in New York, and more.

Lardner also wrote about the theater, which was a particular passion,
as well as spoofs of opera plots and fairy tales, and he often included
poems in his work. At the same time he wrote a number of nonfiction
pieces for magazines, such as the Saturday Evening Post, Cosmopolitan,
and Colliers, which also published his short stories.

In assessing the sheer volume of this output, one question arises:
where did he find the time? Lardner was not a recluse working undis-
turbed in a lonely garret. He had a wide circle of friends, was an avid
golfer and bridge player, a regular theater-goer, a frequent traveler, a
prolific letter-writer, an occasional visitor to the Algonquin Round Table,
a loving husband, and a devoted father of four sons. For a number of
years he was the bemused lord of a manor house in Great Neck, Long
Island, where titans of business and show-business celebrities lived in
close proximity and where the party scene was so relentless that his
neighbor and drinking companion F. Scott Fitzgerald moved to France
in order to get some work done. Lardner was also a drinker of legend-
ary proportions—he and another neighbor, a silent movie actor named
Tom Meighan, called themselves “two-bottle men”—which may have

contributed to his death from tuberculosis at the age of forty-eight.
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Because he was so busy, and because his Bell contract paid so well,
Lardner abandoned writing fiction for three years after moving to Long
Island. But when, at Fitzgerald's urging, a compilation of his early stories
was published, and it was well received by both the public and critics,
his editor, the legendary Maxwell Perkins, insisted that Lardner return
to fiction. Lardner gave up the comic strip and within three months
wrote “Haircut,” his most anthologized short story. Over the last eight
years of his life Lardner wrote fifty more short stories, two plays that
appeared on Broadway, and three unproduced musicals—practicing

journalism all the while.

The one constant in Lardner’s fiction and journalism is his use of the
vernacular, which depends on such literary aberrations as ungrammat-
ical dialogue, misspellings, haphazard punctuation, and odd abbrevia-
tions. He must have driven his copy editors crazy. Indeed, a comparison
of his Bell columns as they appeared in various newspapers shows that
some editors “corrected” what he wrote. Thus, “instants” became
“instance,” “happly marred men” became “happily married men,” and
so forth. Hugh Fullerton, the Chicago baseball writer who helped Lard-
ner get several jobs early in his career, tells of a spring training trip they
took with the Cubs to a small southern town where a telegraph opera-
tor had some trouble transmitting their copy. When Fullerton asked if
it had finally been sent, the operator said, “Yours went all right, but that
other fellow’s was awful. It took me an hour or more to correct his spell-
ing.” To the extent Lardner learned of these and other outrages, they
must have driven him crazy.

When Lardner took over the “In the Wake of the News” column at
the Tribune, he inherited what had previously been little more than a
collection of notes about sports. But almost from the beginning he indi-
cated that he wasn't interested in simply stretching boundaries. He
meant to break them altogether. Buried near the bottom of a column
barely a week after his “Wake” debut in 1913 was an item bearing the
title, “The Pennant Pursuit. A Novel. [By the Copy Boy.]":

AsVern Dalton strod passed the jymnaseium one day in April, bound for
the college ofice, where he was going to make arrangmunts for entring the
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college next fall, the ball nine composed of 20 (twenty) or more members
came out on its way to the athletic feild. O said Verne I wonder if 11l ever
have a posichion on that team and figth for the glory of my ama mather,
but he did not have much hope because his parents had said he must
devoat all his time to study. (To be continued.)

This was Lardner’s first shaky attempt at using the vernacular in print
and would soon be followed by others. Lardner also expanded the
boundaries of the column’s subject matter. He wrote numerous poems
and song lyrics and told of his growing family. (To a reader who com-
plained these columns had nothing to do with sports, he answered, “If
kids ain't sport, what is?”) He regularly ran letters from readers and
answered them. He turned comments on pressing baseball issues—the
inability of the White Sox to score runs, the spitball, the upstart Federal
League that was posing a threat to the American and National Leagues,
and more—into “Cubist Baseball,” a brilliant parody of literary modern-
ism. And he wrote about himself in a comical way, as when he declared
his candidacy for mayor of Chicago:

Me for Mayor:

The formal petition which will place the Wake’s editor in the running as
a nonpartisan dependent candidate for mayor was filed yesterday with a
window washer in the office of Judge Scully and Denny Egan. The peti-
tion was written on the back of the carte du jour of a well known dive on
Dearborn street . . .

A Tribune editor was the first to suggest that Lardner write a baseball
story to be printed in the feature section. When Lardner submitted one
in the form of letters from a vain and clueless but somehow endearing
pitcher named Jack Keefe to a friend back home, the editor thought
misspelled words, shaky grammar, and use of the vernacular were out
of place in the paper. So Lardner sent “A Busher's Letters Home” to the
Saturday Evening Post, where it was printed in June 1914 and created

a sensation.
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The public and the magazine demanded more “busher” stories, and
by the end of the year he had written another five. They were collected
two years later in the book You Know Me Al one of Lardner’s crowning
achievements. In all he wrote ten magazine pieces in 1914 and twenty-
nine more over the next three years. This allowed him to double his
Tribune salary of $100 a week and put him well on the way to stardom.

While it is clear that Lardner used “In the Wake of the News” as a
laboratory where he could practice the techniques of his fiction, the
reverse was also true. Suddenly finding himself acclaimed for his stories,
and becoming more comfortable and proficient in writing them, he
brought his new craft to the pages of the Tribune. At about the time the
Jack Keefe stories were being published, the “Wake” column began
running letters from a ballplayer named Bill to his friend Steve that are
similar to the original, if not always as well crafted. Beyond that, Lardner
moved into territory no sports columnist before or since has ever occu-
pied on a regular basis. He left not only the events of the day behind,
but sports as well.

He gave his readers an inside look at the newspaper business and,
in the “Friend Harvey” letters to his editor, Harvey Woodruff, he com-
plained about his working conditions. He sent up the plots of “Carmen,”
“Rigoletto,” and “Madam Butterfly.” He made sport with Arthur Conan
Doyle, lyrics of war songs, and love letters. He wrote a parody of golf
instruction manuals purporting to show how to use a spoon while eat-
ing. He chastised a Tribune editor for fussing over the misspelling of
the name of a character in Oliver Twist, and wrote a column titled “Fif-
teen Cents Worth” that directly prefigured “Haircut.” Weeks would go
by without any reference to sports.

No matter how far Lardner strayed from writing about athletes and
the games they played, however, “In the Wake of the News” never left
the Tribune sports section, where it appeared alongside reports of
baseball and football games, horse races and golf tournaments. It doesn'’t
seem to have occurred to the paper that the column might have been
more appropriate in the news or feature sections. Lardner had estab-
lished himself as a sports humorist and, in the eyes of his editors and
readers, that is what he would remain for six years.

“All | ask from Lardner,” Woodruff once said, “is copy.”
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Lardner’s commitment to journalism has led to an ongoing debate over
what might have been. Did it distract him from concentrating on writ-
ing fiction? Did it keep him from writing the Great American Novel? Did
it ultimately consign him to a lower place in the pantheon of American
writers than he otherwise might have earned? Edmund Wilson, one of
the leading critics of the era, expressed these concerns after some of
Lardner’s early work was republished in a book. Wilson admired the
stories, but wanted more. “Will Ring Lardner, then, go on to his Huck-
leberry Finn or has he already told all he knows?” he asked. “Here is a
man who has had the freedom of the modern West no less than Mark
Twain did of the old one. ... If Ring Lardner has anything more to give
us, the time has now come to deliver it.”

Fitzgerald also weighed in after Lardner died in an otherwise affec-
tionate tribute to the man with whom he had spent so many compan-
ionable hours in Gatsby country. Lardner’s achievements fell short of
his capabilities, Fitzgerald wrote, because, “During those years, when
most men of promise achieve an adult education, if only in the school
of war, Ring moved in the company of a few dozen illiterates playing a
boy's game. A boy’s game, with no more possibilities in it than a boy
could master, a game bounded by walls which kept out novelty or dan-
ger, change or adventure. . .. However deeply Ring might cut into it, his
cake had the diameter of Frank Chance’s diamond.”

But Lardner knew himself better than any critic. Ring Lardner Jr. wrote
that “when | asked my father if he would ever write a novel, he said that
after one chapter he would be even more bored than the reader.” And
in a letter to Theodore Dreiser, Lardner spoke of “novelists, whose
patience and energy are far beyond any good traits | can claim.”

So Lardner spent his life writing what he wanted to write: the short
stories that are held in such high critical esteem, the theater pieces and
song lyrics he enjoyed beyond measure, and the journalism that has

been neglected, and uncollected for too long.
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A Note to Readers

Ring Lardner’s fiction has been reprinted and anthologized many times
over the years, but the only two books devoted solely to his journalism—
What of It? (published in 1925) and First and Last (1934)—all but ignored
his work in Chicago and are now long out of print. Other anthologies
have included some examples of his nonfiction, but these are always
as an appendage to his short stories. The time seems right then for a
fresh look at Lardner’s journalism, most of which has never been repub-
lished in any form.

In disinterring the archival tombs that are the only places where much
of Lardner’s journalism can be found, | encountered a few problems.
Occasionally Lardner would drop a word or compose a sentence that
made no sense, hazards that every journalist working on a deadline con-
fronts. He was also inconsistent in his usage. He variously rendered the
New York Giants' ballpark, for instance, as Polo Grounds, Polo grounds,
polo grounds, Polo’s grounds, and pologrounds. And his haphazard use
of commas could lead to consecutive sentences like these: “If you are
in the Monday Opera 500 club, you belong. If you ain't you don't.”

As noted above, Lardner was also the occasional victim of indifferent
copy editing and linotype operators working on deadline presented
another hazard. The result was that a column could vary significantly from
newspaper to newspaper and contain numerous typographical errors.

| have used my best judgment to try to determine what Lardner actu-
ally wrote and | apologize for any mistakes | may have made. The same
is true for any errors that may have crept in during the sometimes
fraught process of converting blurred and darkened copies of microfilm
into a digital format.

Lardner often made reference to people and events in the news at
the time, and since the time was close to, and in some cases more than,

a century ago, a number of those references are now obscure. | have
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supplied context in footnotes for some of them, which | hope will offer
useful perspective, as well as explanatory notes for some of the pieces.

Finally, it should be noted that nearly all the articles and columns in
this book are presented as they were written. A few of Lardner’s accounts
of baseball games have been made shorter by leaving out his lengthy
description of the play-by-play. This was a convention of baseball cov-
erage before radio and television revolutionized sports reporting but
makes for tedious reading today, a fact that Lardner acknowledged in
a parody of the form that appears in this book. | have indicated these
and a few other cuts with ellipses. Also, | have changed some of the
headlines—and written a few for the “In the Wake of the News” columns
that didn’t have them to begin with—to make them correspond more

closely to the subject matter.
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Ring Lardner Tells His Sad,
Sad Story to the World

OMAHA WORLD-HERALD, BELL SYNDICATE, JUNE 8, 1924

The best of men will break into verse at times. It now becomes Ring
Lardner’s hour. Ring, you must know, is striding toward Cleveland right
now in order to help “cover” the republican national convention for the
World-Herald. On the eve of the big conclave he steps to the front of
the stage with the following, which he entities, “An Autobiography”:

Hardly a man is now alive

Who cares that in March, 1885,

I was born in the city of Niles,

Michigan, which is 94 miles

From Chicago, a city in Illinois.

Sixteen years later, still only a boy,

I graduated from the Niles High School
With a general knowledge of rotation pool.
After my schooling, I thought it best

To give my soul and body a rest.

In 1905 this came to an end,

When I went to work on The Times in Souse Bend,
Thence to Chi, where I labored first

On the Inter-Ocean and then for Hearst,
Then for the Tribune and then to St. Lews,
Where I was editor of Sporting News.

And thence to Boston, where later a can
Was tied to me by the manager man.

1919 was the year

When, in Chicago, I finished my daily newspaper career.
In those 14 years—just a horse’s age—
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My stuff was all on the sporting page.

In the last five years (since it became illegal to drink),
I’ve been connected with The Bell Syndicate, Inc.

I have four children as well as one Missus,

None of whom can write a poem as good as this is.
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Getting Started

Ring Lardner got his first newspaper job, so the story goes, when the
editor of the South Bend Times came to his home in Niles, Michigan, in
1905, looking for his brother. Rex Lardner, who was four years older than
Ring, had established himself at the Niles Daily Sun and Edgar Stoll, the
Times’ editor, wanted to hire him. But Rex was out of town and Stoll
asked Ring whether Rex had a contract with the Niles paper.

“| said yes, which was the truth,” Lardner wrote years later. “| asked
how much salary he was willing to offer. He said twelve dollars a week.
Why? ‘Oh,’ | said, ‘| thought | might tackle the job myself.” When Stoll
asked if he had any writing experience, Lardner said he often helped
Rex, which was, he admitted, “far from the truth.”

Lardner, who had failed at a number of jobs, and not enjoyed any of
them, was then working as a meter reader and collector of bad debts
for the Niles Gas Company. (“| never heard of any good ones,” he wrote.)
He was ready for something more interesting and was not about to let
the truth get in his way. The following week, he reported for work at
the Times, where, for twelve dollars a week, he covered everything from
high school sports to Notre Dame football, with some general news,
court reporting, and society and theater news thrown in. He never
received a byline but it was the best on-the-job training a twenty-year-
old reporter could have had.

Though his writing for the Times was competent enough for a begin-
ner, it seldom gave any indication of the imagination he would apply in
the future. One exception was a roundup of the previous year's sports
news that appeared on New Year’s Day, 1907. The first sentence showed

he meant to have fun and he kept his tongue firmly in cheek throughout.



Lardner would summon up the memory of his days in South Bend a
few years later in articles he wrote for the Chicago Tribune—his first
“Memoirs of a Baseball Scribe” is one example—just as he wrote a num-
ber of pieces about leaving South Bend for Chicago, as shown in the
second “Memoirs of a Baseball Scribe.” And he would summarize the
origins of his career in a nutshell in the poem preceding this section
that appears to have run only in the Omaha World-Herald, which ran
nearly all of his Bell Syndicate columns.

Lardner’s first job in the big city was with the Chicago Inter-Ocean,
where he wrote his first article on major-league baseball in 1908: “Twenty-
Six Cubs Will Be Taken On Southern Journey.” He does not appear to
have met any of these Cubs, nor would he write about them again until
the following year when he was at the Tribune. But the article is note-
worthy on two accounts. First, it adopts the jocular tone he would sel-
dom abandon in the future when writing about baseball-Vicksburgers
and Vicksburgerines, indeed—and second, a look at the Cubs’ roster in
the closing paragraphs gives an indication of what Lardner and his read-
ers were in for.,

These were the Cubs of Tinker to Evers to Chance. They had played
in the last three World Series, and won the last two, and were the reign-
ing lords of the game. But beyond that, the team contained some great
characters who soon came to enjoy Lardner’s dry wit as much as he
enjoyed them. Players like Frank Schulte, Jim Schekard, Heine Zimmer-
man, Mordecai Brown, and others were story-tellers, practical jokers,
poker players, drinkers, and all-around good companions who made
numerous appearances in Lardner’s work. The players and reporters
mixed freely on their long train rides together and Lardner took copi-
ous mental notes.

Nor did the players seems to object when Lardner made them figures
of fun in print. They enjoyed his satirical parodies of popular songs,
which he sang while accompanying himself on the piano, and regarded
him as one of them. It may have been for the best, however, that the St.
Louis Browns had left the Cubs’ spring-training site in West Baden,
Indiana, before Lardner wrote of their best pitcher: “Rube Waddell left
in his wake various broken hearts and bottles.” Lardner’s description of

the first game ever played at Forbes Field in Pittsburgh shows he could
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also write a sweetly evocative piece when called upon, while his story
on the Cubs winning the 1910 National League pennant demonstrated
the creativity that would always be one of his hallmarks.

Looking for more money—and, as he was about to be married, a less
itinerant life-style—Lardner left Chicago late in 1910 to work for The
Sporting News in St. Louis. He lasted there only three months before
leaving in a dispute with his bosses, but he made the most of them,
turning out 10 “Pullman Pastimes,” which gave his first extended look
at the lives of ballplayers and reporters on the road. As such, they pro-
vided the template for the short stories that would make him famous.
He then moved to the Boston American where he covered the Boston
Rustlers—they would become the Braves the following season—who had
yet another colorful bunch of players.

Another disagreement with management led to Lardner’s resigna-
tion during the 1911 World Series and he returned to Chicago. He was
twenty-six years old and had worked at five different newspapers. It had
been a remarkable apprenticeship, one that pointed him in the direc-

tion of bigger and better things.

South Bend Has Cause to Be Proud of
Athletic Record the Past Year

SOUTH BEND TIMES, JANUARY 1, 1907

Looking back over the past year local followers of sport have three things
to be thankful for. There were no fake fights pulled off in our midst, the
High school football team went through the season with no deaths and
only one defeat and the South Bend ball club did not run absolutely last.
For the first of these sources of gratefulness, let us extend a vote of heart-
felt thanks to the local promoters of pugilism, who have booked very few
matches; for the second to the High school football team itself for its great
and successful fight for the sectional championship; and, for the last, to
the Terre Haute club, which absolutely refused to give up its hold on the
cellar door.
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There are also manifold matters of deep regret to the heart of the true
sport lover, but these we will pass over in brief, since it is not good for the
heart to be sorrowful at the opening of the new year. For one thing the
tennis championship of Navarre Place was never satisfactorily settled.
There were innumerable claimants of the honor, as there are of every
championship title, but on the showing of all the wielders of the racket
north of the bridge, it would be unfair to single out anyone as being supe-
rior to his neighbors. The bait casting club has not held its regular meet-
ings for some time and there is really no telling whether or not it has
breathed its last. The tournament arranged with Kalamazoo which was
to have taken place last summer has been postponed until the 22nd of
August 1952 and the locals are already hard at work in preparation.

The career of the 1906 South Bend baseball team is as a sad tragedy,
which we will call “The Broken Elevator.” For some reason or other, the
promoters of the play lost sight of the plot and allowed several villains to
make their entrance at the wrong time and break up the action. These
same villains were originally slated to appear in the role of heroes and
their sudden change of heart was thus rendered all the more grievous.
One of them was found guilty and sent to the reformatory at Grand Rap-
ids, while another waived arraignment, pled guilty and is now serving a
life sentence in the Three I league. The Grand Rapids prisoner has visited
here twice on parole since his conviction and on both occasions, proved
that he had entirely reformed and was leading a model life.

When the villains got in their cruel work, the play was running most
smoothly, having only the production led by Actor Ganzet to cope with.
The climax did not come all at once, but in chunks of a little at a time,
until the damage was done and the stage too hot to hold the offenders.
However, the chance for revenge has not passed forever and we all take
comfort in the time-worn adage “He who laughs at the finish, laughs
like .

Begging your pardon for switching figures, the South Bend ship sank

gradually until it struck what it thought was bottom. This afterwards
proved to be merely the hull of another ship which had suffered a like fate
and was covering the whole bed of the sea. For some time after the first
sinking, those on shore daily cast anxious glances at the surface of the
water and hoped against hope that the masts would be seen to rise again.
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But there was nothing doing in the rescue line and the life saving crew
was powerless to give sufficient aid.

However, to the cheerful among the owners of the South Bend ship
there is ground for consolation in the fact that some parts of the vessel
were not hurt by the wreck atall . . .

The high school football team of 1906 will be looked back to for many
seasons by the members of elevens to come, with reverence and pride.
The boys, under the skillful coaching of Donald DeShane and the cap-
taincy of Otis Romine, swept everything before them with the exception
of the teams representing Winona and the High school of a hamlet known
as Niles. The only defeat of the season was suffered at the hands of the
Winona aggregation, which is recognized as being in a higher class than
the average high school team. The locals did not have their full strength
in the contest with Niles, although the last named team was not one to be
sneezed at by any means.

The Notre Dame football eleven was one of the best in the history of
the college and this after a discouraging outlook at the opening of the
season. The success of the gold and blue is due to the clever drilling of
Coach Barry and the presence on the team of three or four stars of the
first water. A victory over Purdue and a great fight against the Indiana
team' are among the team’s achievements. Judging by the comparative
scores, Notre Dame ranked well in Western football and the students are
looking forward to a state champion eleven next fall.

The lack of snow last winter was fatal to the racing game in this city,
as there is no track where summer racing can be held. If the plans of many
of South Bend’s leading citizens do not go amiss, there will soon be a
driving park in this city and the regular summer meetings will become a
feature of local sport.

Rowing races in South Bend are mostly indulged in by teams of oppo-
site sexes, which makes the sport doubly interesting, but precludes the
possibility of making public the records. Boat races are numerous on the
old St. Joe in the warm summer evenings and slow races have become
quite a fad among the rowers.

Bowling has made rapid strides during the past twelvemonth and is
now at its zenith in this city. The formation of the Elks’ and Antlers’
leagues has done much to bring the sport to its present place of popular-
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ity and there has not been any flagging of interest in these organizations
since the season opened. The bowling stars of former years have main-
tained their reputations and others, unknown previously to the sport, have
come forward to take their places in the front ranks. Among the latter class
are Chief of Police James McWeeny, for whom an average of 115 is now a
mere bagatelle, and FE. Hering, who rolls 233 in one game and, then,
feeling sorry for his less fortunate competitors, drops to 98 in the next.

Golf has taken its regular place among the summer sports and its
advance must be attributed partly to the efforts of Harry S. Turple, who
instructs the members of the St. Joseph Valley Country club in the Scotch
game. His able tutelage has aided many of the golfers to play a greatly
improved game and as a result, to take much more interest in the sport.

That chess and checker records are not available is to be regretted.
Playing the slot machines was very popular at an earlier season of the year,
but has fallen off a trifle in the last two or three weeks. Curling is confined
mostly to daintily scented boudoirs, although we have heard some curlers
on the street.

Memoirs of a Baseball Scribe (Part 1)

CHICAGO TRIBUNE, JULY 15, 1915

Grand Rapids had a third baseman who thought that water was created
for chasing purposes only. But for his insatiable thirst for something
stronger this man would have been in a big league—a star in it, too. He
might even have “gone up” if he could have got enough liquid refresh-
ment at night. But no; he had to have it in the morning, which, as every
ball player is supposed to know, is unethical.

He had a whip of steel and a fast ball as smoky as most pitchers’. He pre-
ferred warming up with some catcher to practicing in his regular position.

South Bend, where I first reported the pastime for gain, had two press
tables. They were in front of the grandstand, on the field. Mine was a few
feet from the visitors’ bench and the rival sheet’s close to the home dugout.

John Ganzel’s Grand Rapids team came down for a series and the third
baseman proceeded to light himself up the minute the club got in town.
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By game time he was so bad that Ganzel wouldn’t allow him to play. Being
near the Grand Rapids bench, I heard the torrid dialogue between man-
ager and man. Ganzel came over to me at length and asked that I print
nothing about the matter. Being agreeable in those days, I promised to
pass the story up.

The rival sheet’s reporter, however, had no such request from Ganzel
and ran half a column of the stuff, with pictures. It was in his paper the
next afternoon.

The afternoon after the next afternoon I took my place as usual and
proceeded to write down the batting order in my massive score book. I
was interrupted by a sharp pain in the shin. A ball had struck me, and the
ball had been thrown by the steel whip of the Grand Rapids third base-
man. He was doing his customary warmup stunt and one of his shots had
escaped his catcher.

The catcher, Dan Howley, was standing directly in front of me, not ten
feet distant.

“Move over a little, will you?” I said. “I don’t want to get killed.”

Dan moved to a position which made mine safe except from a ball
thrown deliberately at me.

And right away there was a ball thrown deliberately at me.

I ducked and the ball whistled past my ear.

“What are you trying to do?” I yelled at the third sacker.

“You’ll find out if you set there long enough,” he said.

The ball had bounded back off the screen and he had recovered it. Tak-
ing careful aim, he shot at me again. Howley was quick enough to get his
glove in front of the ball and divert its course.

“Cut it out,—!” said Howley. “You’ll get in trouble.”

“I don’t care if I hang,” said——. “I’m goin’ to get that bird.”

Howley picked up the ball and held it. The third baseman went to the
bench to secure another ball. Failing to find one, he grabbed a bat and let
fly. The missile fell short.

“@Give me that ball,” I said to Howley.

Howley gave me the ball and, standing up, I threw it as hard as I could
at my friend. If it had hit him in a vulnerable spot it might have hurt him.
But he caught it in his bare hand and it came back several times as fast as
it had gone. It missed target by inches.
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Ganzel and the other Grand Rapids players were returning to the bench

from their practice. I summoned Ganzel.
«

is pegging at me,” I said. “You’d better make him cut it out.”
came over to the table.

“This is the guy [he didn’t say guy] that knocked me in the paper,”
he said.

Howley interposed.

“No, it ain’t,” he said. “It was the other fella.”

“It don’t make no difference,” said——. “They’re all alike.”

“You lay of’n my ball players!” said Mr. Ganzel.

“It was the other fella,” repeated Howley.

“Whoever it was,” said, Mr. Ganzel, “you lay off’n my ball players or
you’ll get killed. I’ll do it myself.”

Grand Rapids had lost two straight.

“The next time you tell me not to print a story I’ll run it on the first
page,” I said.

“You do and see what happens to you,” said Mr. Ganzel. “I got a notion
to fix you now.”

The arrival of Chief McWeeny (Jim) and a short speech by him saved
my young life.

I shed few tears when

guzzled himself out of baseball and when
Manager Ganzel suffered worse than death—the management at Cin-
cinnati.

Lardner told this story somewhat differently for a 1931 article in the Sat-
urday Evening Post. In that version the aggrieved player became angry
when Lardner, the game's official scorer, called an error on what he
insisted was a hit.

Memoirs of a Baseball Scribe (Part 2)

CHICAGO TRIBUNE, JULY 28, 1915

There came a day in the late summer of 1907 when I was taken violently
ill with big league fever.
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“I’'m going to Chicago for Labor day,” I told my boss.

“You have fine taste,” said he.

But it was not for pleasure that I was going.

I went, or came, and on my arrival called up a friend who had the honor
of knowing Hughey Fullerton personally to speak to. On Labor day morn-
ing my friend escorted me to the newspaper office where Hughey was
working. If we’d known anything about the metropolitan newspaper busi-
ness we never would have sought Hughey at his office in the morning,.
Our ignorance took us there, and there, for some queer reason, was Hughey.

“@Glad to know you,” ‘I said.

“@Glad to know YOU,” replied Hughey, with no regard for the truth.

“This fella,” said my friend, “wants a job on one of the papers.”

“What line?” asked Hughey.

“Sporting,” said L.

“Well,” said Hughey, “I don’t know of any openings just now, but if
you’ll go out to the game with me, we’ll talk it over.”

That day was one of the most enjoyable in my existence and doubtless
the most boresome in Hughey’s.? He wasn’t writing baseball at that par-
ticular time and he put in an off-day at the Sox park purely as an accom-
modation to a busher whose dissertation on the national pastime must
have been as entertaining as brown pop.

A canvass of the representatives of the various papers developed noth-
ing in the way of a job and Hughey could have been forgiven if he had
dismissed me permanently from his mind. But at the parting he said:

“Try to get up for the world’s series, and maybe we’ll have better luck.”

And it was at the fourth game of the series in Detroit. that he intro-
duced me to Duke Hutchinson, sporting editor of the I.O., and Duke, in
an unguarded moment, engaged me.?

A week later I reported at the 1.O. sport desk for duty.

“Sit over there,” said Duke. “You’ll find shears and paste in that drawer.”

So I sat over there and opened that drawer. A large rat jumped out.

“Eighteen-fifty a week isn’t a bit too much for this,” I thought.

“That’s Ben,” said Duke. “You’ll like him when you get better
acquainted.” . . .
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Twenty-Six Cubs Will Be Taken on
Southern Journey

CHICAGO INTER-OCEAN, FEBRUARY 2, 1908

The world’s champion Cublets went so far last summer and fall that the
training trip laid out for them seems short by comparison. The West Side
bugs are rather glad than otherwise that their favorites will not stray a
long way off. It will be an easy matter to secure daily tidings of the world
beaters’ doings when they are as close to civilization as Mississippi.

Mr. Chance will load his likely stable on an Indiana bound rattler March
3. The car will first hesitate at West Baden, where the champs will bask
in the baths for ten more or less sunshiny days. Very little actual work will
be done at the Hoosier resort, the stop there being almost solely for the
purpose of dragging the kinks from twenty-six frozen backs.

On the 14th, the band will ramble southward toward Vicksburg, Miss.,
where it will be loudly welcomed by all the Vicksburgers and Vicksbur-
gerines. The inhabitants of this sedate city have been saving up all winter
to make a big noise when the Cub flyer toots its station toot. Vicksburg is
said to be the ideal spot for training, particularly at times when snow, sleet,
and chill blasts kindly remain absent.

The champs will sojourn in Vicksburg until the 24th, playing exhibi-
tion games with the natives daily, or at convenient periods. On the 24th
the Chicagoans will again take to the road and will play in Meridian on
the 25th. The monotony of the saunter homeward will be broken by the
following stops.

Montgomery, Ala., March 26 and 27.
Atlanta, Ga., March 28 and 3o.

Chattanooga, Tenn., March 31 (with Toledo).
Birmingham, Ala., April 1, 2, and 3.
Memphis, Tenn., April 4 and 5.

Nashville, Tenn., April 6 and 7.

Evansville, Ind., April 8.

Terre Haute, Ind., April 9.
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Fort Wayne, Ind., April 10.
Indianapolis, Ind., April 11.
Dayton, Ohio, April 12 and 13.

From Dayton the team will go to Cincinnati, where the opening game
of the real fight is slated.

Manager Chance will not be burdened by a large assemblage of hope-
fuls on the trip South. The team which swallowed the Tigers whole will
be re-enforced by only five youngsters. These will be Catcher Evans,
Outfielder Elston, and Pitchers Walsh, Merker, and Donahue.

Of this quintet Evans is a recruit from the Lynchburg Virginia league
club. He was some slugger with the Southerners and was also considered
one of the best receivers in the organization. Outfielder Curt Elston hails
from Lancaster, of the Ohio and Pennsylvania circuit. He is touted as cute
on the bases, a skillful trapper of flies, and a trusty batsman. There are a
few other good qualities which this youth is said to possess, but no one
seems to know what they are.

Martin Walsh has been heard of before. He is a brother to the famous
Edward* of the same name and about the same size. He was seized from
the Danville team, where he made an enviable record and was the source
of many misgivings amount the batsmen.

The two other young pitchers are Chicagoans by choice. John L.. Dona-
hue is a former member of the stout Spaulding semipro team and Albert
Merker heaved for the Swing aggregation of the Commercial league. They
have both been the object of several major league scouts’ admiration for
some time past and are said to ripe for fleeter company.

Twenty-six Cubs will be in the party when the start is made for West
Baden. They are as follows:

Pitchers—Brown, Ruelbach, Lundgren, Frazer, Overall, Pfiester,
Walsh, Donahue, Merker, and Durbin.

Catchers—Olis, Kling, Moran, and Evans.

Infielders—Chance, Evers, Zimmerman, Howard, Tinker and
Steinfeldt.

Outfielders—Schulte, Sheckard, Slagle, Hofman and Elston.
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The Peerless Leader Takes Charge

CHICAGO TRIBUNE, MARCH 4,1909

West Baden, Ind.—]Jack Pfiester and a miniature blizzard were almost
simultaneous arrivals at this treacherous place today and their coming
was about the only instance worthy of note. Jack was greeted with a smile
by Manager Chance. The snow was not.

It appeared in time to dispell all thought of gamboling on the green,
so gambling of less strenuous, but more costly nature was indulged.
Southpaw Floyd Kroh, who called with four kings® in a battle last sum-
mer, proved conclusively he had been putting in a hard winter of prac-
tice at the indoor national pastime and has added to his deposits of the
Bolivar bank.

M. Pfiester was “called” by the peerless leader for not coming earlier
to training quarters. As he is three ounces overweight, he will have to work
night and day to get in shape for the first brush with the Giants. He says
his arm has felt good all winter and that he has tried it out a trifle, not
curving them, however. He came up from Cincinnati, a three hour and a
half ride, which always takes five hours.

The athletes were hustled out of bed at seven bells and taken out to a
covered promenade, bundled in heavy sweaters. They were hustled three
miles around the track and then sent to breakfast. In the afternoon most
of them varied the monotony by a hike to French Lick and a bath in the
rejuvenating waters.

Jimmy McAleer and his fat Browns had stolen away in the night, bound
for permanent training quarters in Texas. Rube Waddell left in his wake
various broken hearts and bottles. He also left a note saying he would
pitch all the games in the next world’s series against the Cubs and would
call in all the fielders. This had a discouraging effect on Chance, and he
does not know whether or not it is worth while to continue training.

Orvall Overall® was the hardest worker of the day and he took off four
pounds, leaving only a paltry 220 to carry around with him. Frank Schulte
did not put in an appearance, nor did Jimmy Sheckard. In the latter’s
case, Chance received a letter telling him that James had started for Hot
Springs and would join the crowd there on Sunday.
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The manager has to watch Jimmy Archer continually, because the lat-
ter has discovered an outlaw cave which sometimes is called the Archer
cave, and the P. 1.7 is afraid he will jump to the outlaws. Overall and
Brown wish he would, as there is no chance of their winning a pool game
or bowling match as long as he is in the camp.

If there is a cessation of snow, uniforms will be donned tomorrow. The
7 o’clock Marathon race has been ordered again, but Chance is not satis-
fied to let his youngsters and “oldsters” get away with nothing but that.
If the blizzard continues and keeps the men off the playing field, a long
dash over the hills will be added to the program. And there are some hills
in these parts. A. Bert Semmens, standing on the top of one of them,
looked down and saw Overall and thought it was Jimmy Slagle.

The Badger fight for the benefit of Catcher Malone is scheduled for
tomorrow or Friday night. This squad has little time to stay in Indiana,
and whatever is due to be pulled off must happen soon. The bunch will
leave these parts Saturday for Hot Springs, and West Baden will be left
without excitement until Tuesday, when the rest of the Cubs and Pitts-
burgh batteries will blow in.

There is no telling whether Acting Manager Tommy Leach will con-
sent to let his pitchers work with the Chicagoans, as the latter thus would
be given an opportunity of learning in advance what new deceivers Mad-
dox, Willis, and the rest have in stock.

F. Chance has admitted he would not stay among the oranges. “I
wouldn’t miss our fun this season for all the fruit in California,” said the
P. L. “Of course, there is sure to be something beside fun, for I think the
Giants, Phillies, Reds, and Pirates will be hard to beat. But our reception
the first time we appear at the Polo grounds will be worth sticking around
for. If you want to add any pet names to your vocabulary just open your
ears and listen to what these ‘bugs’ call me and the rest of the boys when
we make our entrance. We’ll be about as popular there as a distillery in
West Baden.”

Floyd Kroh is sure to be as well received as Chance or any of them, for
there are two Polo grounds fanatics who did ground and lofty tumbling
stunts when he swung his long left arm in a mixup that followed Merkle’s
generous act,® but Kroh will meet the onslaught cheerfully if he is but
given an opportunity to work against the tribe of McGraw.
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First blood was reported today. Jimmy Archer showed up late in the
afternoon with a dislocated cheek, caused by a disagreeable tooth. The
jaw is to be lanced tomorrow, and in the meantime Jimmy is forgetting
the pain with a long succession of strikes and spares.

Record Crowd Opens Forbes Field

CHICAGO TRIBUNE, JULY 1, 1909

Pittsburg,” Pa.—Before the biggest crowd that ever saw a ball game the
world’s champion Cubs beat Fred Clarke’s Pirates on Pittsburg’s beauti-
ful new field this afternoon, 3 to 2. A throng of 30,338, or ninety one more
than the former record, paid their good money to Messrs. Dreyfuss and
Murphy, and there were at least 5,000 more who came in on invitations
from the president of the Pittsburg club.

If there had been no ball game at all the masses of sweltering human-
ity would have paid for their coming, for the stands on Forbes field look
out on some of the prettiest scenery to be found in Pennsylvania. And the
stands themselves are pretty enough to draw sightseers even if there were
nothing else for them to see.

A sight of the crowd was worth a journey to the park, although said
journey is anything but comfortable. From early in the forenoon until the
game started the masses of people crowded their way into the beautiful
suburb, Bellefield, and fought for points of vantage.

The women came dressed as if for the greatest society event of the
year, and perhaps it was for Pittsburg’s year. Gorgeous gowns, topped by
still more gorgeous hats, were in evidence everywhere. Most of the gowns
were white and formed a pretty combination with the prevalent green of
the stands.

Beyond the outfield fences Schenley Park and some of the handsomest
buildings of the Carnegie Institute were visible. The stands, themselves
constructed almost entirely of Pittsburg steel and concrete, completely sur-
rounded the field and yet were not big enough to hold the mammoth crowd.

There was an overflow from first base all the way around the outskirts
of the yard to the home of Jap Barbeau and Harry Steinfeldt.'
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Policemen were scarce, but the throng, disappointed though it was by
general appearance and the final outcome of the game, was a peaceable
assemblage and was just as polite as it looked. When most of Pittsburg’s
inhabitants and excursionists from the surrounding cities and villages
had found seats either in the boxes or stands or on mother earth, Prof.
Nerillos’ military band began attracting much attention to itself by parad-
ing toward the home bench. There the usual line of athletes was formed
and the procession started for home plate.

At that point the Cubs themselves, officers and magnates of the two
big leagues, including President Pulliam and Acting President Heydler
of the National league, President Dreyfuss of the Pittsburg club, and
President Ben Shibe of the Philadelphia Athletics, who came over to see
whether or not Barney had anything on him in the way of a ballyard,
joined the crowd and started for the flag pole. Then, without any of the
usual accidents, the stars and stripes were hoisted with a pennant bearing
the words “Forbes Field,” trailing a little below.

When the ceremonies at the flag pole had been completed the proces-
sion came back to the playing field and the two teams took their fielding
practice amid more noise than ever has been heard in Pittsburg or the
adjacent locality. When the gong rang for the beginning of the game, John
Morin, director of public safety, which in English means chief of police,
appeared in the middle of the diamond and looked bashfully up at the
third deck of the box seats. There was seated Mayor Magee, and he threw
the first ball on to the field. Director Morin caught it neatly and journeyed
to the pitchers’ mound. From the slab the strong arm of the law hurled
it almost over the plate and into the waiting hands of catcher Hacken-
schmidt'' Gibson. After that all human obstacles disappeared from view
and the battle was on.

PI..’s Team L.eads Arabella to the Altar

CHICAGO TRIBUNE, OCTOBER 3, 1910

Cincinnati, Ohio—The wedding of Miss Arabella Cinch to Mr. Chicago
Cub occurred this afternoon at the first Cincinnati Pastime church, Mr.
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Garry Herrmann officiating. F.d Reulbach was best man and Harry Gas-
per bridemaid.

For some reason or other, several pews were vacant. But the guests who
were present were charmed by the beauty of the ceremony. One of them
was so charmed that he gave vent to his enthusiasm in loud conversation
with Usher Brennan, and was led down the aisle and out of church by a
policeman. The simple bat ceremony was to have been used, but it was
decided at the last moment that it was too simple. So a bunch of Cincin-
nati friends of the bride and groom enlivened things by throwing some
old and new boots at the happy pair right while the service was going on.
Seven red boots were collected by the janitor after it was all over.

The marriage was the culmination of a long and romantic engagement.
Mr. Cub met Miss Cinch down south last spring and it was a case of love
at first sight on both sides. Miss Cinch’s parents were agreeable, but rivals
for the fair lady’s hand tried to break off the match several times after the
engagement was announced.

In July last, Mr. Pittsburg Pirate became a dangerous suitor and it was
predicted freely that he would come between the engaged pair, for Mr.
Cub was losing some of his good looks by a series of accidents and ill-
nesses. However, Miss Cinch finally made up her mind that she would
rather marry Mr. Cub disfigured than Mr. Pirate handsome. Mr. New
York Giant hung around until the last moment hoping she would prove
untrue to her first love, for he, too, was enamored of her, though he really
was not in her class. But he knows tonight that it is all over with him and
he may as well join with the rest in congratulating the newly weds.

A wedding breakfast at the Havlin hotel followed the ceremony. The
parents of the groom, Mr. and Mrs. Chance Cub, signed for all the refresh-
ments, which certainly were some refreshments, believe them. The young
couple will remain in Cincinnati until Tuesday night. Then they will go
on a honeymoon trip to Chicago and will pass one day at the end of the
week in Pittsburg before finally settling down to light housekeeping. They
will be at home at Polk, Lincoln, Taylor, and Wood streets.

In other words, the score this afternoon was 8 to 4 in favor of the Cubs.
The latter gave Harry Gasper an awful trimming and did some mean
things to Bill Burns after Harry had been chased. Furthermore, the Reds
did all the awful fielding of which they are capable, and they are capable
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of a great deal. Ed Ruelbach had everything he ever had in his life, and
it’s remarkable that the Reds hit him as hard as they did.

The P.L., seated on the bench, thought they must be getting the signs,
not in any illegitimate way, however, so he had Kling and the big pitcher
switch their signals two or three times, but the switching didn’t seem to
do any good. However, it didn’t make any particular difference whether
Edward was hit hard or not, for Gasper, Burns, and the Cincinnati defense
were a strong enough combination to offset any heavy batting on the part
of the home folks.

The Cubs were not shy with the stick themselves. They grabbed off
thirteen base knocks, of which three were made by Henry Zimmerman,
successor to John Evers. Steinfeldt really hit the ball harder than any one
else on either club. He drove runs in with two singles and was the victim
of two swell catches by Paskert and Miller of long, vicious swipes.

The victory gave the pennant to Chicago beyond peradventure. The
Giants can win all the rest of their games and the Cubs can lose every-
thing else on the schedule and it won’t make a bit of difference, so far as
real results are concerned.

This is Mr. Chance’s fourth pennant in the five years that he has been
the Peerless Leader. He is proud of the accomplishment and proud of the
team. Also, he is looking forward to a night of sweet sleep, something he
hasn’t enjoyed in a month.

This is a true statement. The P. L. has been worrying his head off
because of the condition, or lack of condition, of his men especially his
pitchers, and he was the most tickled gent in Cincinnati when this game
was over and the flag was cinched.

In 1907 and 1908, after nailing the bunting Chance and his wife divided
between them a bottle of wine. Subsequently, the Cubs copped the world’s
championship. So you can bet that Mr. and Mrs. P. L. had a cold bottle
tonight, and it was the same brand they had consumed in other years.

No, he isn’t superstitious. He said after the game that the number
thirteen had made it possible for him to lead his club to the champion-
ship. It was his thirteenth year with the Cubs and he had berth No. 13
and locker 13 all through the season. When there was a twelve section
sleeper he took the drawing room and numbered it 13. Once more, no,
he isn’t superstitious.
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Now that the strain is over, the Chicago players will have to go on work-
ing pretty hard They will be asked to practice every morning here, at
home, and in Pittsburg. Some of the regulars, Kling, Steinfeldt, and
Sheckard, for instance, may be allowed to sit on the bench and watch some
of the games, but the pitchers will keep on working in turn unless the P.
L. gets a hunch that some of them would do better resting. Hank Weaver
will have a chance to butt in, and so will Frank Pfeffer and Tom Needham.

But we mustn’t forget the feature of the afternoon’s doings, which was
the champion long distance triple play of the age. It helped Ed Reulbach
out of a deep hole and Jimmy Sheckard was the hero of it, because he
started it with one of the prettiest throws he ever made.

In the third inning, Egan singled to center. Corcoran was hit by a pitched
ball. Gaspcr laid down a bunt. Zimmerman was slow to cover first and
Reulbach’s throw was bad. so the bases were full with none out. Miller
lifted a fly to Sheckard and it was a pretty long one, too. The fleet Egan
started for home as the ball was caught. Sheckard’s peg hit bottom just
at the edge of the infield grass. It skipped straight into Kling’s hands
without wasting any time and Egan was tagged out. Corcoran was afraid
to go to third on the play and Gasper, who had started for second, was
forced to turn around and hike back to first. Kling’s relay beat him there
and Archer did the rest of it.

Pullman Pastimes: Frank Schulte
Is His Own Entertainer

THE SPORTING NEWS, JANUARY 12, 1911

Never an ardent devotee of poker, never much of a reader or magazines
nor novels and never a singer with enough confidence in himself to give
the entire public the pleasure of hearing his voice, Frank M. Schulte, alias
“Schlitz,” alias “Bud,” alias, “Wildfire,” alias “Schultz,” is thrown on
his own resources when the Chicago Cubs are journeying hither and
thither. And they certainly are some resources. Mr. Schulte careth not
whether he has an audience. When he is in the mood to talk, he will talk
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and talk loud, and he isn’t particular whom he criticizes nor who is listen-
ing to his monologue. Mr. Schulte is at his best after the Cubs have lost
a hard game. He likes to win, all right, but he doesn’t see why defeats
should be the cause of tears or post-mortems.

Aboard the sleeper after one of these defeats, for which two or three
slips were responsible, there are gathered various little knots of athletes
telling each other how it happened, how the beating could have been
averted, and mourning and wailing over the unkindness of fate. In his
seat all alone, or with a willing listener, sits Mr. Schulte.

“The boys seem to forget there’ll be a game tomorrow to play. They
act as if this was the last one they ever were going to get into. The pen-
nant is lost now, and there isn’t a chance for us to cop that World’s Series
money. Let’s hope the White Sox don’t finish first. A city series'? with
them will net the boys enough to worry through the winter on. They
didn’t trim us today because they played better ball. Oh, no! There never
was a day when any team played better ball than these ten-time champion
Cublets. Rigler called everything wrong and the luck was dead against
us from the start.

“You saw Jack Murray hit that one out of the ball yard? Well, that’s no
credit to Murray. He had his eyes shut or was talking to someone back in
the grandstand when he let that one loose. He didn’t meet the ball square.
Oh, no! The ball hit his little fingernail and bounded off over the fence.
Besides, Edward (that’s Reulbach) intended to get him to bite on his fall-
away. Edward didn’t want to get the ball over the plate. No, Edward was
blinded by the dust and he pitched within Murray’s reach when he really
thought he was throwing to catch Doyle off second.

“Yes, and Schulte played that ball wrong, too. He ought to have left the
park and stood on the approach to the elevated station. Then, you know
there was a high wind blowing. Otherwise, that would have been a foul
fly that Archer could have eaten up. But the pennant’s gone now and we
might as well arrange a barnstorming tour of some kind.”

Then, if feeling particularly good, Mr. Schulte breaks into song, so
softly that he can’t be heard more than two seats away.

“Kidney stew and fried pig’s feet—

“That’s the grub I love to eat.
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“I guess there’s no use of our going to Boston at all, the way luck’s
breaking against us and with all the umpires in the league ordered to give
us the worst of it, we haven’t a chance to take a game, even from the Doves.

“Heard a lot of talk about the champagne wine,

“But a great big stein of beer for mine.

“Here, boy, bring up that pair of cobs. Born and bred in the Rockies,
sound as a dollar, catch him around the collar, hit him with a bootjack
and—sold for 40 dollars to that gentleman right over there.

“Fancy foods I leave alone.

“For they ain’t the kind of grub I’m used to gettin’ down home.

“Never mind, boys. There’ll be another ball game tomorrow and Schulte
will play right field and bat third. Three cheers for the national pastime!”

This is followed by a few moments of staring out the window into the
dark night. Then, if he is one of his rare poetic moods:

“This baseball season soon will end,
Or else I’'m a liar;
Then I’ll go back to Syracuse
And drive my old Wildfire.
Against the fastest horse there
My old Wildfire will go
And show his heels to all of them
Upon the pure, white snow.
How glad I am the time is nigh
When reins and whip I'll wield,
"T'is easier to drive a horse
Than run around right field.”

Another five minutes of staring out into the gloom. Then: “Kind of
looks as if the Athletics would cop that other piece of bunting. Well, if we
can recover from today’s hard luck and disaster and win a few more ball
games on the field and forget the ones in front of the hotels, we may still
climb up to that old pennant pole.

“Just let Edward get that fall-away perfect and teach Leonard (King
Cole) that the plate is only a couple of yards wide, and the swatters are
not all eight-feet-two like himself, and let Harry Mclntire slip that old
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spitter across a couple of times and John Pfeister ease a few hooks over
with that left soupbone of his and patch the bones of big Orvie’s arm
together and have Mordecai warming up back of the clubhouse all the
time and Rich rolling a ball around in the palm of his hand, and maybe
we’ll get there yet.

“Course, there’s not much chance for us against all that hard luck and with
all the umpires leagued on the other side, but those old Cublets never quit.

“Say, if we should happen to win out against the umpires and score-
keepers and the president of the league and the President of the United
States and all the governors, that World’s Series would be pretty soft for
us, wouldn’t it? The Athletics would probably forfeit the games when they
knew we were going to play.

“I’ve heard a lot about this Eddie Collins. I’ve never seen him, but I
wouldn’t be surprised to find out that both his legs were cut off just below
the waist and that he didn’t have any arms and was stone blind. Harry’s
spitter will make him look sick. He’s never seen any good spitball pitch-
ing. He’s only been up against F.d Walsh. And those Philadelphia catch-
ers can’t be much account, either. Why, Detroit runs wild on them. Yes,
it does. The Tigers never get less than 46 runs against the Athletics. |
guess they must just waltz around those bases.

“Talk about Coombs and Bender. What would they do with Artis or
Joe or the P. L. or Frank Schulte up there?

“They’ve never seen any good batters except guys like Cobb, Crawford,
Speaker and Lajoie. No, I guess we’ll probably scare them so that they’ll
refuse to play.”

More looking out the window.

“Put on your own gray bonnet
With the big ‘C’ upon it
And we’ll board the Pennsylvan-i-ay.
In the town of Philly
We will knock them silly
On that first World’s Series day.”

“What’s the matter, Joe? Some one have a pat hand? Must have grabbed
’em off the bottom, sure. Don’t let them get the best of you.”
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“But, just to argue, suppose we did get into that World’s Series, and
the Athletics refused to run out of the park and Bender and Coombs didn’t
make any attempt to faint, and Thomas and Livingston didn’t tell Mack
their arms were broken, and suppose Harry’s spitter wouldn’t break and
Orvie’s arm was as badly broke as I am, and Collins should happen to
catch hold by accident, of course, of one of Leonard’s fast ones and we
should lose a game or two or three or four. I guess we’d go off and die
then. There wouldn’t be anything left in life. Of course, they’d offer us
the losers’ end of the money, but we wouldn’t accept that. No, it would
be much better to starve to death. What do you think about it, Mr. Kling?”

Mr. Kling is Mr. Schulte’s roommate and each is so doubtful about
the sincerity of any of the other’s remarks that their conversation is a
guarded affair.

“Lay off me,” returns John. “Your job is to get out there in right field,
catch ’em when you can reach ’em, chase ’em when they go past you, throw
’em when you get ’em and hit ’em when they’re over. You don’t belong in
the real mechanism of the team and you talk a lot too much for an outsider.
You and Hofman and Sheckard ought to pay to get into the ballpark.”

“Yes,” is Mr. Schulte’s comeback, “and I guess you can lay off the rest
of the season. You won’t have anything to do if we should happen to get
into that World’s Series. Just as soon as O’Day says, ‘Brown and Kling
for Chicago,” the Athletics will tie their legs together for fear they might
forget and try to steal a base or two. You can play pool with your right
hand during the games, because it will be easy for you to do all that catch-
ing and throwing with that big mitt.

“Sing, sing. What shall I sing?
I’ll sing you a song about Johnny G. Kling.
When Collins starts stealing the bases on him, he
Will holler to Archer, ‘Help, Jimmy! Help, Jimmy!’
“I wish it would hurry up and be midnight, so I could go to bed.”
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Pullman Pastimes: Dawson’s Reform
Credited to Two Cubs

THE SPORTING NEWS, FEBRUARY 2, 1911

Last year the Cubs had some mighty good-looking youngsters on their
training trip: “good-looking” referring more to their athletic ability than
their facial beauty, although some of them might have classed as comely.
They showed so much of merit in the practice down at New Orleans that
Manager Chance had to do a lot of thinking before letting them out; in
consequence, they stayed longer than is usual. Some of these recruits
were not “city broke” and it became the duty of the veterans to teach
them things about street, parlor and table manners.

One pitcher in particular—we will call him Dawson because it’s such
a pretty name—was new to the habits and customs of the great world.
It’s a safe bet that he never saw a hotel before he went to West Baden.
We’re too tired to look it up but we firmly believe he must have stayed at
home while his bush league team was traveling and his home must have
been a cave. At any rate, he didn’t know how to start putting on any clothes
but his baseball uniform and his use of table weapons was original, to say
the least. The man who made seven million dollars on that combination
necktie and mop invention would have been able to sell this recruit any
amount of these goods, provided the ties were flaming scarlet and pale
pink with heliotrope stripes.

Now ball players are not a mean lot at all. When something like this
breaks in, they carefully refrain from hurting its feelings by unkind
remarks. Rather, they go about the work of reform in the most gentle man-
ner possible. Among themselves they will ask “Where did this circus get
the new clown?” or “Where is the sword swallower from?” but they don’t
fling their superiority in his face. However, it generally becomes necessary
to take action to make the poor object human, especially when he demon-
strates at the outset that he and a bath tub are only casual acquaintances.

To return to Mr. Dawson, Schulte and Sheckard appointed themselves
a committee of two to make a man of him. They got along so well that he
was able to consume a meal of victuals without adding anything to the
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color scheme of his trousers before he was sent back for “more season-
ing.” Which reminds us that Charley Dryden originated this one on him:
“Why did Dawson get this pepper and salt suit?” (“I’m sure I don’t know,
Mr. Dryden. Why DID Mr. Dawson get that pepper and salt suit?”) “So
he could wear it two seasons.”

There was a quick jump out of Montgomery one afternoon and dinner
had to be eaten on the way to Birmingham. Sheckard, Schulte and Daw-
son sat down at the same table; design on the part of Schulte and Sheck-
ard and accident on Dawson’s, for he didn’t care what celebrities dined
with him. The two celebrities ordered large steaks; so did Dawson.

Sheckard came right down to the point while the meat was on the fire:

“Frank,” he said to Schulte, “I’ve been watching you eat for three years
and I haven’t been able to catch onto the way you do it. Why, you can fin-
ish in ten minutes a meal it would take me an hour to eat. And it’s all
because you have the knack of getting your food all in a bunch and then
getting it all in your mouth in a hurry. You could really leave the dining
room after the first mouthful and then go back in the other car and finish
your supper at leisure.”

“Yes,” admitted Schulte, “I know I don’t waste any time at table. I
learned a long time ago that it doesn’t pay. I attribute my speed to the ease
with which I can use a knife and I’ll bet there isn’t another man on the
ball club who can get a plate full of food from the table to his mouth as
fast as I can without spilling a lot of it.”

This dialogue was continued until the waiter returned. Then the lec-
ture became an illustrated one. Before he had eaten anything, Schulte
ordered some wheat cakes and when they came he started a wonderful
exhibition of the conservation of time. Three wheat cakes, a quarter
“chunk” of a large steak and four or five French fried potatoes were rolled
up together by the aid of a knife and fork and delicately conveyed to the
mouth, the knife alone being used for cartage. There wasn’t room for all
of it between the right fielder’s lips, but most of it made an entrance and
the balance was suspended on the knife until available apace within the
mouth was found.

Mr. Sheckard expressed his admiration of the feat. But Dawson just
looked. It’s one cinch he that he was disgusted, for he didn’t wait to fin-
ish what was before him. At breakfast in Birmingham next morning, he
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sat with the manager and Joe Tinker and Archer and it was noted and
reported that he had become acquainted with a fork and was getting more
friendly with it every moment. Ever and anon, he looked at Schulte’s
table, then then turned away with an expression of horror. Frank of Syr-
acuse and James of Columbia got no credit for their labor, but they had
started Dawson on the road to “recovery.”

“We saved his life,” remarked Sheck. “If he had kept up that clip he
surely would have cut his face open from ear to ear before the real sea-
son started. And he never would have made a good pitcher with only
half a head.”

“Oh, I wouldn’t make it as strong as that,” replied Frank. “There
are two or three good pitchers right on our club who get along with no
heads at all.”

Mr. Dawson was now a friend of the fork, but he was a stranger to the
barber. He shaved himself, but he hadn’t endured a hair cut since Methu-
selah was a messenger boy.

At this time, the real Cubs were playing the exhibition games, the young
team having done its heavy work during the New Orleans stay. But the
young pitchers were still being used.

“Dawson,” said Sheckard one night, on the way from Birmingham to
Memphis, “the chances are you’ll work part of the game tomorrow. Chance
told me that he was going to play first base. Now, two pitchers have been
let out on this club for a peculiar reason: Their hair was so long and thick
that P. L. couldn’t see across the diamond to Steinfeldt. You know, he gives
Steiny all the signs—what hop to take a ground ball on and all of that
kind of thing. If his vision is obscured, it makes him so sore that he not
only releases the man responsible for his anger, but usually scalps him. If
I were you I’d sell about 75 cents worth of that lettuce.”

This drew a smile from the ordinarily glum countenance of Dawson,
but he was relieved of half his hair the next morning and much improved
in appearance.

A discussion of the cost of Pullmans came up on the way from Mem-
phis to Nashville. Harry Steinfeldt said they were built at an approximate
cost of $30,000 apiece and Ed Reulbach said they were worth at least three
times that sum. Inasmuch as neither athlete had the faintest idea of what
he was talking about, this debate proved very interesting, The youngsters,
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including Dawson, listened to it breathlessly at first, but even their inter-
est waned when the debaters got down to such prosaic arguments as the
cost of the soap used. Seeing that enthusiasm was lagging, Mr. Hofman
felt it his duty to revive it.

“Boys,” he said, “you ought to see the sleeping cars over in Persia where
I used to live. They cost 8,000,000 pesos each; that’s about three billion
dollars in our money. The climate is much warmer there and there are no
roofs on the cars. Every berth is built out in the open air and each one is
200 miles from its nearest neighbor. The space between is filled with
beautiful beechnut groves, gardens of underground moose plants and
lakes of hair tonic. The porters always travel around the cars in electric
runabouts and it takes the slow ones two years to make up all the berths.
Wire screens are built over the berths, but at that, the occupants would
die of suffocation it they didn’t carry strychnine guns with which to shoot
the elephants that try to make their beds on top of these screens.”

“Yes,” added Mr. Sheckard, “and the dining cars they use over there
are nothing short of miraculous. You could put three Deserts of Sahara
into one of them and still have room for the forests with which they are
decorated. The waiter rides in on a camel to take your order and he
can’t serve you inside of eight years, even if both he and the camel get
humps on them.”

To all of which the kids listened intently; and they probably wondered
if insanity was the keynote of success in the big leagues.

The Rustlers Go Marching Through Georgia

BOSTON AMERICAN, MARCH 15, 1911

Augusta, Ga.—Just a week ago to-day the Rustlers arrived at Augusta and
it is the opinion of every man on the squad that the week has been well
spent. Up to yesterday the weather was ideal, and there is no reason to
believe that yesterday’s chilly unpleasantness will be repeated. But the
cold air and slight mist failed to stop the Regular rehearsals and it will
take a lot of worse weather than that to break up Manager Tenney’s plans.
The men were up early this morning ready for another hard day’s labor.
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The usual morning batting and fielding practice was on the card with a
game between the Regulars and Yanigans®® booked for the afternoon.

Manager Stouch of the Augusta team informed Tenney that it would
not be probable for his club to meet his team before Saturday, but this
did not bother Fred much, as the present system is rapidly rounding the
athletes into form.

The news that Pitcher Cecil Ferguson would not be with the Rustlers
was heard with sorrow in camp for Fergy is a great favorite with the other
players. Also, he is recognized as a good pitcher and the Rustlers realize
that they can’t probably be as strong without him as with him. Ferguson
thinks his services are worth more than his contract calls for and he is reluc-
tant to give up his job as salesman for a Boston plumber’s supply house.

It must be a pretty good job he has if it can keep him away from the
pastime which pays salaries that are not to be sneered at. The bunch is
still hoping he will change his mind and it is probable he will be unable
to resist the call of the game when the real season opens.

Poet Collins,'* being informed that President Russell'® was tired to
death with the showing so far of his recruits, thought it proper to express
William Hepburn’s sentiments in verse. So he took his pencil in hand and
dashed off the following masterpiece:

“Hurrah, hurrah,” the magnate said, said he,

“Hurrah, hurrah,” they all look good to me,

“Right now I’d like to bet we will finish one or two or three,

“While we are marching through Georgia.”

Mr. Collins said the word “Marching” should be capitalized, explain-
ing that it meant spending the month of March, just as Wintering means—
“Oh, well, you know what it means.”

The five athletes, Clark, Burke, Perdue, Collins and Rariden, who had
their heads shaved,'® have been dubbed the “convicts,” and they certainly
do look the part. Mr. Burke is sorry he fell for it now, but his sorrow won’t
hasten the return of his hair, which was one of his chief beauties. Wilbur
Goode desires to inform the public that his name is pronounced just plain
“good,” to rhyme with “would, if he could,” “stood,” “hood,” etc. He
has been called “Goodey,” “Gooda,” and lots of other things and has
stood for the mispronunciations long enough. He says he can’t see why
it is so hard to get it right, for no one ever thinks of saying “Josh Clarkee,”
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or “Bill Burkey.” The “e” in all those names is silent, as in hippopotamus.
Speaking of a hippopotamus, Hub Perdue announces that he is good
enough to pitch in the National League or the American, and that it will
take some hard luck to keep him away from a regular berth on the staff.

Hub hasn’t had a chance to exhibit any real pitching powers to date,
but he surely possesses confidence, ginger and a sense of humor three
times very valuable to a big league slabman.

Yesterday’s game, which went to the Yanigans in six innings, 4 to 2, was
marked by the fact that one pitcher worked the full route for the defeated
Regulars. The pitcher was Buster Brown. He didn’t exert himself a great
deal, but was glad to learn that he felt no ill effects from his trial gallop.
Hub Perdue pitched the first two innings for the Yanigans and Chick
Evans finished it up. Hub was in a tight place in the first inning and a
double play saved him a lot of trouble.

Two weeks later, in a dispatch from Roanoke, Va., Lardner described

the after-effects of a 34-0 victory by the Rustlers over Greensboro.

... Sunday at Greensboro was necessarily quiet. It would have been
quiet anyhow from choice, for the players were so weary from Saturday’s
chase around the bases that they had no pepper to do anything but just
sit around.

Peaches Graham remained in his apartments and conversed with the
rats. One of them, a big fellow, told Peaches that he was a catcher on the
Rodent team that plays a bunch of field mice every Saturday for a pound
of cheese. His name is Trap, probably because he is a rat catcher. The
manager on the team is the Pied Piper of Hamlin and he and Trap are
having a disagreement over salary. So Peaches and the Rat had much in
common to discuss.

Hub Perdue stood up all day because he had slept on what he called a
tombstone and his feet having extended several feet over the end of it,
were not as badly bruised as the rest of his body. However, there was one
nice thing about that hotel. It gave you plenty to eat and the plenty was
good, too, but as Hub said, you couldn’t sleep in the dining room. There
must have been a private eating place for the rats, for they didn’t disturb
the athletes at their meals.
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Bill Sweeney took advantage of the holiday to catch up with his busi-
ness correspondence. You know Bill is the company in the J.M. Sweeney
Company, of Newport, Kentucky, which makes and sells various patent
medicines. Among its productions are pills that cure colds, grippe, char-
ley horse, mumps, measles, croup, rheumatism, gout, diphtheria, whoop-
ing cough, toothache and warts.
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Baseball

Baseball was good to Lardner and he was good to it. When his “busher”
stories were published in the Saturday Evening Post, and later collected
as You Know Me Al, they became enormously popular with readers
everywhere. In Oak Park, lllinois, a young Ernest Hemingway began
signing articles for his high school paper “Ring Larder, Jr.,” while in Eng-
land, Virginia Woolf, whose knowledge of baseball was nil, pronounced
herself a fan of Jack Keefe.

But the stories had a larger effect, one that is felt to this day. They
established baseball as a fit subject for literary fiction. In the decades
that followed Lardner’s work, important American novelists such as
Bernard Malamud, Philip Roth, Robert Coover, Mark Harris, Don Delillo,
Chad Harbach, and others would follow Lardner into ballparks and
locker rooms and emerge with stories of their own.

This all began with Lardner’s baseball reporting and particularly his
fascination with the men who played the game. He wrote about the
great stars of the era—Babe Ruth, Ty Cobb, Christy Mathewson, Casey
Stengel—but also about the game’s “characters,” the players whose
company he most enjoyed. Frank Schulte, Rollie Zeider, John Kling, Ping
Bodie, Peaches Graham, Jim Schekard, and others made repeated
appearances in his articles.

Lardner attended many World Series games while working in Chi-
cago and later for the Bell Syndicate in New York, and his coverage of
the series over the years shows his development as a writer. Early on
he proved his mastery of the straightforward game story. His accounts
of key games in the 1909 and 1912 World Series, for instance, are expertly
constructed, full of keenly observed detail, and, in the description of

Mathewson’s loss in the latter, heartbreaking.
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Once Lardner took over the “In the Wake of the News” column at
the Tribune in 1913, his approach to the game quickly changed. His “A
Athlete” column, which leads off this section, was written shortly before
the World Series that year and was a forerunner of the “busher” stories,
as well as an indication of things to come. Nothing was off-limits, even
if it meant he would often leave the games themselves entirely behind.

At later series he would write “Friend Harvey” letters about his travel
plans, make fun of play-by-play accounts, send up wartime propaganda,
talk about his golf game, comment on what the umpires were wearing,
and more. Of all these, his articles during the 1922 series must be counted
as his masterpiece. He wrote five columns about his quest for a fur coat
for his wife, and | could not resist including them all.

Lardner’s coverage of the 1919 World Series deserves special atten-
tion. The legend is that he quickly became aware that his beloved White
Sox were throwing games to the Cincinnati Reds. He is said to have
called Ed Cicotte, one of his favorite players, to his hotel room after a
game in which the star Chicago pitcher had been badly beaten, and
demanded to know what was going on. He also collaborated with his
Tribune colleague James Crusinberry on the lyrics to a song that began
“I'm Forever Throwing Ballgames.”

Yet none of Lardner’s suspicions appeared in his coverage of the
series. While Crusinberry wrote several articles in which White Sox
manager Kid Gleason, sensing that something was amiss, agonized over
his team’s poor play, Lardner wrote one lighthearted story after another.
The closest he came to mentioning the scandal, which did not come to
light until the following year, was a cryptic reference in a column that
appeared October 9, in which he said he was examining a baseball used
in a game and that “it looks soiled on the northwest side and | will worry
my life away wondering who put a dirty finger on that ball which | have
got and my children will still have it after me.”

In the years that followed Lardner sometimes said that the Black Sox
scandal destroyed his interest in baseball, but this is an exaggeration.
He well knew that gambling had long been a part of the game—he refers
to it several times in pieces here—and that there had been suspicious

occurrences in previous years. Lardner himself often bet substantial
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amounts on the events he covered and, wrote Ring Jr., “the way he
spoke about the event later gave me the feeling he was at least as con-
cerned about losing a substantial bet ... as he was about the moral
turpitude of the players.”

What did decrease his interest in the game was the arrival of Babe
Ruth and the lively ball, a subject he discussed at length in “Br'er Rab-
bit Ball” and “Why Ring No Longer Covers Baseball.” (It should be noted
that he covered four more World Series after writing the latter.) In a
letter to the legendary New York Giants’ manager John McGraw, when
both men were nearing the end of their lives, Lardner did not sound
like a man who had turned his back on the game that had defined his
life in so many ways. “Often | have wondered whether you ever enjoyed
the feeling of security and comfort that must be a manager’s when the
reporters assigned to his club are ‘safe’ and not pestiferous,” Lardner
wrote, “a gang such as Chance and Jones and Jim Callahan were sur-
rounded with for a few years in Chicago, and | don't say that just because
| happen to be one of the gang. ... The managers referred didn’t wince
when they saw one of us approaching. They were our friends and we
were theirs.” He did have to admit, though, that “Baseball hasn't meant
much to me since the introduction of the TNT ball that has robbed the
game of the features | used to like best.”

The First Game

CHICAGO TRIBUNE, SEPTEMBER 28, 1913

By A Athlete* [*Unassisted]

We ought to of trimmed ’em. When Egan, the big slob, said I was out at
second he musta been full o’ hops, the big boob. I like t’know where he
was at las’ night, the big bum. Some o’ them umps oughta be on the chain
gang, the big boobs.

Matty pitched wrong to Collins. That little bum couldn’t hit a curve
ball with a mattress. Matty’s been pitchin’ long enough to know how to
pitch, but sometimes he pitches like a damfool. I wisht he’d let me tell
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him somethin’. But d’ya think he’d listen to me? He knows it all. He oughta
knew he didn’t have speed enough no more to get one past that guy.

Wisht Mac had let me wallop when I had the big Indian three and
nothin’ that time. ‘Member? Merkle was on third base. I looked 'round
and Mac gives me the sign to take one. That’s rotten baseball, I think. I
took one that I could of hit out 0’ the park. Then the big Indian hooks
one on me and I missed. Then I’m lookin’ for another hook and he comes
with a fast one. And the Catfish calls me out. That last one was a foot
outside. If I’d a known he was goin’ to call it on me, I’da hit that one out
o’ the park. The big rum.

Then there was that third innin’ decision, when Egan calls me out at
second, the big slob. Barry missed me that far. I wouldn’t lie about it. He
missed me that far. If I’da been out, I’d never opened my clam. But Barry
missed me that far. The big slob. He was lookin’ out in right field some-
wheres. Barry missed me that far. Bet if you was to go to Barry now and
ast him, he’d come through and say he missed me that far. The big rummy.
I’m glad we don’t have them umpires in our league. No wonder Milan
steals bases. He’s probably out all the time, but the umps is lookin’ out
the window. Why Barry missed me that far.

I ain’t no pitcher, but I bet I know as much about pitchin’ as some of
them pitchers. Ja see what Matty handed Collins? He slips him a fast one
right over the heart when all he had to do was hook one and Collins
woulda fell dead. Matty’s been pitchin’ fifty years and he don’t know no
more’n a baby. McGraw’d oughta tell some of them guys somethin’. But
no, he sits on the bench and don’t say nothin’ till the inning’s over. And
then it’s too late.

‘Member when Merkle was on third base? I’da busted ’er up right there
if Mac had let me alone. But he makes me take one when I had the big
Indian three and nothin’. That first one came right over and I coulda hit
it out o’ the park. But, no, I had to stan’ there and take it. Then he comes
across with a hook and I missed it. And then I'm lookin’ for another hook
and he comes with a fast one and Klem calls it on me. The big rum. It was
a mile outside. But if I'd knew he was goin’ to call it on me, I coulda hit
it ‘way out o’ the park. Some o’ them umps oughta be on the chain gang.

How long’s this Egan been umpirin’? I thought Finneran was the worst
I ever see, but this Egan’s got him skun.! Didja see what he pulled on me?
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Mac tells me to steal and down I goes. Schang makes a perfect peg, but I
give 'im the hook and Barry missed me. Egan says: “Yer out” I says:
“What fer, you big rum?” He walked away. He knew damwell what I’da
said to him if he’d stuck around. He walked away and didn’t give me no
chance to say nothin’. Barry missed me that far. The big, no-good slob.

Matty’s been pitchin’ a hundred years, but he don’t know no more
about pitching 'n some kid. He goes and hands Collins a fast one when
the old hook woulda knocked him dead. His fast one ain’t what it was. It’s
straight as a string and it don’t hop. But he goes and slips it to Collins
and that’s jes’ what Collins was layin’ for. At that, it was a wild pitch. It
was six feet over Collins’ head, but he was jes’ lucky enough to meet it.
No wonder them Athletics wins the pennant every year. I never seen a
team have the luck break for ’em like it does for them big slobs.

We’da got ’em. though, if Mac’d left me alone when Merkle was on
third base. The big Indian had me three and nothin’, and I wanted to take
my wallop. I knowed he wouldn’t have nerve enough to hand up three
hooks, and I knowed the first one was a-goin’ to be a fas’ one. But I looked
at Mac and he shook his head no. He makes me take the first one and it’s
a straight one, right over the heart. Then the big Indian hands me a hook
and I swung at it ’cause it’d been a strike anyway. Klem was callin’ ’em
all strikes anyway. So I swung and missed, and then he comes back with
a fast one when I’m lookin’ for another hook, and the stuff’s off. I took it
and Klem says it’s a strike. Mighta knew he’d call ’em all strikes. It was
that far outside.

Bender pulled a boner at that. He oughta walked me and took a chance
on Larry. But he got away with it, the big lucky slob. But he never woulda
got away with it if it hadn’t a-been for Mac and then Klem callin’ that
third strike on me.

An’ didja see what Egan done to me? Where’d they get them umpires.
They oughta be peddlin’ eggs, the big boobs. Barry missed me that far.

We’ll get ’em tomorrow. Big Rube’ll make ’em quit like dogs, the big,
lucky rums. They was ready to quit today, only Egan and Klem wouldn’t
give ’em no chancet.

Watch me tomorrow. Plank’s pie for me. I’m liable to knock a couple
men dead in them bleachers. We’ll fix ’em. the big, lucky slobs. Rube’ll
make ’em look sick.
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Ja see that doll in the box back o’ our bench? She couldn’t keep her eye
off 0’ me.
We’ll get ’em tomorrow, the yellow, quittin’ dogs.

RING’S ALL-STARS

Peaches Graham: Nine Men in One

BOSTON AMERICAN, MAY 28, 1911

“You know,” remarked the Sporting Editor, “we get out a Sunday paper
once a week, so you needn’t sit there doing nothing just because there’s
nothing in sight to do. There’s a certain amount of space to fill and you’re
supposed to be one of the fillers. How about interviewing a catcher?”

With that, he turned away without giving the reporter a chance to reply.
So the poor slave knew that it was up to him to make the perilous journey
to the Rustlers’ clubhouse again and run the risk of arousing the displea-
sure of one or more of the idols of the town. The necessary nickel was
borrowed with no little difficulty, but the journey to Walpole street was
made without mishap.

As luck would have it, the only occupants of Mr. Neary’s hotel, aside
from the proprietor, were Messrs. Rariden and Graham, whom the reporter
recognized as catchers by their receptive attitude. The Rariden party looked
far less formidable, so it was to him that the reporter spoke first. But the
result showed clearly the truth of the old saw “Appearances are deceiving.”

“What do you want, boy?” came from the lips of G. Graham, whose
countenance now looked kindly by contrast with that of his brother art-
ist. “Perhaps I can do something for you if it isn’t too hard, and if you
refrain from asking foolish questions. If you have come to find out how
to catch, you’re wasting your time. I’'m a baseball team—do you get me?
A Baseball Team.”

“There he goes,” remarked Mr. Rariden, as he started out the door,
while the reporter wondered how anyone ever got sufficiently familiar
with him to call him “Bill.”
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“That’s what I am—a baseball team,” screamed Mr. Graham, and the
reporter, anxious to humor him, smiled and nodded sympathetically.

“I won’t be interviewed on how to catch,” the famous athlete contin-
ued. “That’s just like trying to tell how to enjoy a sirloin steak—one’s as
simple as the other. But if you’ll give me all your attention and not mis-
quote me. Il tell you how I became a baseball team and some of the things
I did when I was one.”

The reporter was cute enough to know that it was too late to stop now,
so he produced a cigarette paper and prepared to take notes, and the nine
ballplayers in one got the following out of his system:

“First and foremost, even you must have noticed that I am called
‘Peaches,’ not merely ‘Peach.” Why? Because I’m plural. Ty Cobb is some-
times spoken of as the ‘Georgia Peach,’ but never as the ‘Georgia Peaches.’
That’s because he’s just a fielder and only one peach. 'm a catcher, a
pitcher, four infielders, three outfielders, one utility man and one pinch
batter. That’s why ’'m Peaches, a whole crop of them.

“I ought to speak of myself as ‘we’ and ‘us,” but if I did, folks probably
would call me conceited. I started playing professional ball when I was
four years old. You know I was born in Persia and came to this country in
one of the old fashioned balloons when I was a little over two. For the next
year and a half I worked as a drummer on a street car, selling transfers,
but the pay was small, a little over $140 a week, and that was just about
enough to keep me in collars.

“Our trolley line passed a ball park in Spring Valley, Ill., and it was
there that I first saw the national pastime. The Spring Valley team used
to play the Kewanee club once every Saturday and two or three times on
Sunday. There was great rivalry between the two towns and sometimes
pools of as much as eighteen cents were up on the games.

“My entrance into the sport was the old story—one of the stars hurt
and no one to take his place. I volunteered and played shortstop one day
so much better than the star that they sent the latter to jail for thirty years.

“Well, it happened that there was a contagion of croup in Spring Val-
ley that year and every ball player on the local team was taken with it except
me. I had my throat removed before I came across the ocean.

“The manager was in an awful fix, or thought he was till I came to the
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rescue. He had all those games scheduled with Kewanee and had posted
a forfeit of $2,300,456 to insure his playing them.

“That night the epidemic hit the town, he came to me and said:

“Peach’—I was only one, then—‘I"'m up against it right. I’ve got some
ball games booked and no players.’

““Manager,” I answered, ‘why do you say you have no players when I'm
still here?’

“‘But you can’t play the whole game,’ said he.

““TIry me and see,” said L. For in those days I had more confidence than
money.

“So the posters advertising the next day’s game were left up, and when
the hour for the battle arrived the park was crowded. Every fan present
was a doctor, for all the rest of the people had croup. The Kewanee team
came on the field joyously for the players thought the series would be
forfeited. You can imagine their astonishment when they saw me in uni-
form. Their astonishment turned to alarm when they witnessed the spec-
tacle of one man going through fielding and batting practice and warming
up to pitch besides.

“Perhaps batting practice was hardest for me to master because it
came first. I hadn’t yet worked up the full speed of my legs by running,
so I had to pitch slow ones from the box so I could get to the plate in
time to pick up a bat and hit at them. It didn’t do to miss any swings or
foul off any for that meant I had to run back to the grandstand and tire
myself out.

“I was so fast on my feet by the time the bell rang for my fielding prac-
tice that it was simple for me to hit a ground ball or a fly and then run to
one position or another and field it. I completed my preparations by acting
as catcher to warm up to the pitcher, and as pitcher to do the warming up.

“The game being played on the Spring Valley grounds, the Kewaunee
team was first to bat. I cut loose two fast ones at the first hitter. He missed
them both. The effort of getting from the box to the catcher’s position
was proving terribly wearing and I knew I couldn’t stand it long. So then
and there, I invented a new delivery, which I called the Round Trip. It was
thrown with a caressing, beckoning motion. When the ball wasn’t hit, it
came right back into my hands.

“You can imagine that this delivery was a great saving of energy. I
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couldn’t use it continually, else it would lose its power to deceive, but I
signed myself for it six or seven times an inning.

“The Kewanee hitters were helpless before me for eight innings. Mean-
while, I had been unable to score a run myself. The hit-and-run play was
my favorite, but you must know it was hard to pull off. To accomplish it
I had to start from first toward second, or second toward third, while the
pitcher was winding up and at the same time dash for the batter’s box so
I would be on hand when the ball came up to the plate.

“The result was I couldn’t get set to swing. Several times I missed con-
nections at the plate and the catcher would throw me out at some base or
other because I had been obliged to stop short on my journey on the base
lines to return to bat.

“So the count was o to o when the ninth inning came. In Kewanee’s
half my real troubles started, for the opponent began to bunt. It took me
by surprise and eight runs were scored before I thought out a way to spoil
the play. I finally did it by mastering the pop-up delivery, which forces
batsmen to hit little flies.

“I'wasn’t feeling exactly gay when I finally got the side retired and went
in to try to overcome that lead of eight runs. But the owner of the team
had bet a pound of chocolates on the result, and I knew I was as good as
dead if I failed him in this crisis.

“Did I get the nine tallies? Yes, I did and not by hitting them over the
fence, either, although I could tell you I did that and get away with it. I
beat Kewanee at its own game—I began to bunt.

“First I laid down a perfect one and easily beat it out. Then I bunted
another one and sped for first, yelling at the top of my voice, ‘Second base,
second base.’

“The pitcher, who picked up the ball turned to throw to second but no
runner was trying for that bag. Then he started to throw to first. [ imme-
diately changed my course and started for second. He did finally throw
to first, and the first baseman made the catch just as I landed at second.

“A big argument followed. Kewanee claimed it had one out.

“But who’s out?” I boldly asked.

““You are,” was the reply.

“Where and why am I out?’ said I.

““At first base because the ball got there before you did,’ said they.
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‘How do you figure that?’ said I. ‘I left first base as soon as the succeed-
ing batter bunted, and here I am safe at second. Nobody tried to get to
first, so there was no play there.’

“Well, the umpire and the Kewanee players finally had to admit the
force of my argument. The game went on and on the next bunt the pitcher
unhesitatingly threw to third. I dashed to first and no effort was made to
stop me. Thus the bases were full and the rest was simple, so long as [
could keep the bunts on the ground.

“I succeeded beyond my wildest dreams. All I had to do then was lay
down nine straight bunts and just touch the plate with my foot after each
one, thus scoring one tally at a time until I had nine.

“The Kewanee boys were a pretty sick looking lot when it was all over.
But the Spring Valley owner was tickled to death and that night, on the
way home, he took a crisp dollar bill out of his pocket and handed it to
me. ‘This is a loan,’ he said, ‘but there’ll be no interest.’

“There isn’t much left to tell. I beat them three more games and then
they quit coming. Finally it got so bad that no team would play at Spring
Valley unless I left town. So I left and since then I have been forced to
play only one position at a time, which, as you may imagine, is pretty
tame sport.”

“A posse of cops is on the way here,” remarked Jimmy Neary.

Mr. Graham paid no heed.

“Yes, sir, I have played first, second, third, fourth and fifth and all the
outfield positions, and I have pitched and caught.”

“And what do you like best to do, Mr. Graham?” asked the reporter.

“Smoke a pipe,” said they.

Always a better talker than player, Graham was in the twilight of his
career when Lardner caught up with him. He was traded to the Cubs
midway through the 1911 season and his career ended the following year.

He finished with a .265 lifetime batting average and one home run.
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Ty Cobb’s Inside Baseball

BOSTON AMERICAN, JUNE 18, 1911

He’s Always Quarreling, but His Craze to
Win Does That, and He’s Popular.

He was here last week, not long enough to get very well acquainted with
the general public of Boston, but plenty long enough to convince said
public that he is not yet prepared to yield the baseball crown to Joe Jack-
son or any other “upstart from the minors.”

It is not strictly accurate to say there is only one Cobb, for he has a
brother, also a ball player, and a son, who may be one. But there is only
one Ty Cobb, and, as Charles Comiskey says, you have to hand it to him.
This same Charles Comiskey had seen “King” Kelly, Bill Lange, Hugh
Dufty and all the other great ones perform in their palmy days and he
hesitated not a moment when the question was put to him: “Who is the
greatest ball player of all time?”

Cobb had beaten Comiskey’s team time after time, had taken the pen-
nant from the White Sox in the final game of the 1908 season, and yet the
Chicago owner gave him his full meed of praise, instead of calling him
“lucky,” or “fresh,” or “dirty,” as many another has done.

Cobb’s various accomplishments are ancient history. There is nothing
to be said of his mechanical ball playing that the “fans” have not seen for
themselves and appreciated. But there is a great deal to Cobb’s work that
does not appear on the surface or that is overlooked by the public because
it is busy watching something else.

The general impression prevails that Cobb is not popular with his
teammates and that he has hardly any friends on rival teams. Nothing
could be farther from the truth. Ty has an argument with one of the other
Tigers almost every time the Detroit club engages in a close game. Other
great ball players have their “spats” under similar conditions, but that
does not mean that they are disliked. Cobb quarrels more often with his
mates simply because victory means more to him than it does to the major-
ity of athletes. He is crazy to win, and he sometimes forgets his manners
in the heat of battle.

BASEBALL 41



For the benefit of the “fans” who have been led to believe that Cobb
has few friends on his own team or on others, it might be well to call atten-
tion to the scene that takes place before every Detroit game. Cobb will
usually be found “warming up” with some of the members of the “other”
club. He is “kidding” them and they are handing it back to him, but there
is no real hostility between him and the men with whom he happens to
be conversing. And the same is true when he is with the rest of the Detroit
players. Ty is something or a “kidder” and he likes word battles next to
the actual conflicts of the diamond.

In the Spring of 1908, Cobb had a real fight with Catcher Charley
Schmidt. It took place in the Southern training camp.? It was caused by
a disagreement between the two over Ty’s treatment of colored people;
rather, one colored person. Schmidt and Cobb went behind the stand at
the ball park and had it out, and the catcher, who has taken up the fight
game professionally, had all the better of it. Cobb admitted that he was
licked and then he and Schmidt became fast friends. As for the other
Tigers, they were divided about evenly in their partisanship, but none of
them held anything against Cobb for his share in the proceedings.

The recent coldness between Cobb and Sam Crawford was brought
about by an argument between Ty and Donie Bush over signs. Bush was,
and still is, just ahead of Cobb in the batting order. Now Ty has a com-
plicated set of signals for the man on base when he is at bat. He claims
that he must use at least five hit and run signs to deceive the opposing
battery. Most players have only one. Bush got mixed up two or three times
and failed to read Cobb’s signs aright.

In the middle of one game, in the 1910 season, one of these mix-ups
occurred and it resulted disastrously for the Tigers. Whereupon Cobb
gave Bush a sharp “call” and Donie, who is some conversationalist him-
self, came back. But be seemed to be getting the worst of it and Sam
Crawford went to his rescue.

It was then that Sam and Tyrus got into a rapid-fire duel of epithets
that could scarcely be called complimentary. They said everything they
had to say and then didn’t speak to each other for a long time. Manager
Jennings insisted on a patching up of the quarrel this Spring, and now
the two are good friends.

Crawford, who, by the way, is faster this season than he has been for
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years, seldom gets mixed on signs. Cobb is ahead of him, and Ty does
whatever he is told to do by Sam when the latter is at bat. And the plays
that the two pull off through their silent understanding are good samples
of the real value of “inside baseball.”

In the first inning of last Monday’s game here two were out and the
bases were empty when Cobb came up and beat out a slow hit to Purcell.
It was natural to suppose that he would either attempt to steal on the first
or second ball, or that Crawford and he would work the hit and run. Two
balls were pitched out, but Ty failed to go.

On the next one he started at full speed and Crawford, instead of swing-
ing or letting the strike go over, laid down a bunt and beat it to first. It didn’t
have to be a perfect bunt, for the Red Sox were taken entirely by surprise.

Purcell came in to field the bunt and third base was left unguarded for
the moment. Of course, Cobb kept right on going, and, of course, he
reached it in safety. The play was a dandy, but it was wasted, for the usu-
ally reliable Delehanty fell a victim to Hall and struck out.

If it had been in the latter part of the game and if the Tigers had needed
a run to win or tie, you can bet that Cobb would have attempted a theft
of home, and he would have come close to getting away with it. As it was,
he had to play safe and conserve his best efforts for later on.

The public gains its impression that Cobb is unpopular through his
evidently harsh verbal altercations on the field, with members of his own
and rival teams. He does argue with the rest of the Tigers and he does
quarrel with his opponents, but it is all in the day’s work, and is usually
forgotten the moment the game is over. It is Cobb’s overwhelming desire
to win that is at the root of all his squabbling.

Cobb appears unable to get through a battle at Philadelphia without
some sort of unpleasantness. He has quarrels with Frank Baker and Cy
Morgan, which appear to be fixtures. Boston “fans” will remember the
birth of the Morgan-Cobb disagreement.’ The controversy with Baker
arose over the latter’s assertion that Ty had spiked him purposely. There
was a great of fuss about this case, and the two players have been at each
other ever since.

The Tigers say that Baker deliberately kicked Cobb when the latter was
sliding back to third base in one of the games of Detroit’s recent series at
Shibe Park. Cobb then attempted to tread on Frank’s foot. It is hard to
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get at the truth of these complaints and cross-complaints because each
club backs its own man. But Cobb has friends among the Athletics and
that was proved last Fall, when he took part in the All-Star series that
helped the American League champions in their preparation for their
brush with the Cubs.

Cobb doesn’t care whom he “bawls out.” Hughey Jennings has been
scolded fiercely by the “Georgia Peach.” To be sure, Hughey has been
there with the back talk but it never served to frighten Cobb into silence.

Cobb stands out there in center field and tells his mates about all the
mistakes they make. Then he tells them again on the bench. He informs
the pitchers that they worked like high school kids against certain batters,
charges the infielders with ignorance and negligence and even “calls” his
fellow outfielders when he thinks they have pulled a “bone.”

Some of them shoot hot language back at him and swear they will never
associate with again, but they are all his friends after the game, or after
they have had two or three days in which to think things over.

Tyrus isn’t immune from criticism. When he makes a mistake it never
goes unnoticed. But he doesn’t make many and so his critics don’t have
much chance to get back at him.

If Cobb were born to be unpopular, his sharp tongue would surely make
him very much so with his fellow players. But to prove to your own sat-
isfaction that the other Tigers are his friends, you have only to “knock”
him in their presence, or assert that Jackson, Wagner, Lajoie, Speaker, or
someone else is his superior as a ball player. If they don’t just laugh at
you they will show temper and express themselves after the manner fol-
lowing: “If you’d travel around with us and see him every day you wouldn’t
talk about other ball players in the same breath. And if you claim that
Wagner or Jackson or anyone else is in a class with him you’d better go to
the nearest alienist and have your bean examined. We’ll pay the fee.”
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Ping Bodie’s Monologue

CHICAGO TRIBUNE, OCTOBER 3, 1913

If you live on the south side you undoubtedly have gathered from the
billboards the info that Frank Bodie has sold his soul—i.e., decided to go
on the stage. If the city series is over before Oct. 10 which we earnestly
hope and pray will be the case, Ping will open a four days’ engagement
at the Alhambra on that date. If the city series is not over by Oct. 16,
which heaven forbid, Ping will appear the first three days of the following
week. So reads his contract, which also provides that his stunt be a mono-
logue, duration not set, subject matter, baseball.

The management assures us that Ping will not be the only thing on the
program. The subject, baseball, is a broad one, as is the monologuist. But
the chances are that Ping will confine himself to those details or phases
of the sport with which he is most familiar. He might talk interestingly
on “Pilfering the Pillows” or “Sliding into the Sacks.” However, without
having seen him for some weeks—not since he accepted the theater’s
generous offer—we guess that his real theme will be “Inside Ball” and
that he will handle it about as follows:

“I can sure hit that old pill.

“Some of you smart guys say I’m solid ivory. Do I look like solid ivory?
Or solid anything?

“I don’t pull no more boners than some of you smart guys. But Ping’s
to blame for everything. If Buck misses a fly ball Ping had oughta run in
and caught it. It wasn’t Buck’s fault. It was Ping’s. If I’'m on first base and
they give me the hit and run and I go down, and Larry misses his swing
and I get throwed out twenty feet, it’s ‘Whadd’ya think o’ that big bone-
head trying to steal?”’

“I don’t have to play ball in this league. If they don’t want me, why
don’t they can me? I know where I can go and play ball, in the bushes
where they pay the money. Couldn’t hurt my feelings by canning me. I
wish they would let me out. I should worry.

“I can sure hit that old pill.

“I guess I’m a bonehead. I don’t know anything. But the guys that talk
that way about me are sitting on the bench while I’'m out there working
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and winning ball games. How many games would we have won from Philly
if Bonehead Bodie had been on the bench?

“I don’t have to play ball. I can go out there to San Fran any time I
want to and get a job. But I’ll be playing ball long after some of those
smart guys have got the can.

“If 'm so rotten, why do the play me? They’ve got a lot of fellers sit-
ting on the bench, doing nothing. They don’t have to use me. Let ’em
put me on the bench. Iskabibble.

“I can sure hit that old pill.”

One of the most feared sluggers of the 1910s, Frank Stephen Bodie was
nicknamed Ping for the sound of his fifty-two ounce bat hitting the era’s
dead ball. When he played with the Yankees, Bodie was Babe Ruth'’s
first roommate and delivered a classic response when asked about it.

“That isn’t so. | room with his suitcase.”

Matty

THE AMERICAN MAGAZINE, AUGUST 1915

What kind of a pitcher was he? Where do you get that “was” stuff? When
he’s through it’ll be time enough to talk about him like he was a dead
corpse.

Oh, yes, I’ve heard all that junk they been pullin’, but wait till he comes
acrost with four or five good games in a row! Then you won’t be able to
find nobody that even suspected he was done. The boys that’s been writin’
subscriptions on his tombstone will pretend as if they was just jokin’ and
really knowed all the time that he was the same Matty, only a little bit slow
about gettin’ started.

He’s been all in a whole lot 0’ times before this, if you b’lieved what you
read. They was namin’ his pallbearers as far back as 1909, and they been
layin’ him to rest every year since, but when they’ve drove back downtown
from the cemetery they’ve always found him standin’ on Main Street, big
as life and wonderin’ whose funeral it was. You’ve heard the old sayin’ that
a cat’s got nine lives? Well, boy, Matty makes a cat look like a sucker.
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They called in a special doctor to look him over last time their club was
West. He couldn’t sleep and they was a pain in his left arm, and his neck
kept stiffenin’ up on him. The special doctor says it was some kind o’
nervous trouble. Great stuff! If Matty was goin’ to be bothered with ner-
vousness I guess it would of happened before this. If he was nervous every
time he had a chanct to be, he’d of broke both legs ten years ago, knockin’
his knees together.

Besides, do you think a stiff neck and a pain in the left arm and unsom-
nia is goin’ to stop him from pitchin’? His brain ain’t diseased and he’s
still got the same right hand he always used. And as for the not sleepin’,
I never noticed him out there on the field with his eyes shut.

So give him a chanct. The year’s still young yet. L.eave him get warmed
up and then give him a good look. This spring was hard on old soupers.
You can’t expect a bird that’s been hurlin’ the pill in the big show fifteen
years to set the league afire in June when May mistook itself for Feb’uary.
Don’t talk like he was gone and ask me what kind of a pitcher was he. If
you want to know what kind he s, I’ll try and tell you.

You’re just bustin’ in, kid, and I don’t know if you’re there or not. But
if you don’t want to be huntin’ a job as floorwalker or night watchman
somewheres in a few years, the best thing you can do is find out all the
bad habits Matty’s got and then get ’em yourself.

It must be a awful strain on McGraw, handlin’ this bird. Unless he
keeps his eye right on him, he’s 1i’ble to sneak up to his room some night
and play a game o’ checkers. That ain’t all, neither. If McGraw is ast out
to somebody’s house or to go to the theayter, he don’t enjoy himself on
account o’ worryin’. How does he know that Matty ain’t smokin’ a see-gar
or lappin’ up a dish of ice cream? Mac can’t never leave the hotel without
bein’ a-scared that Matty’ll buy a magazine and read it. And I s’pose that
oncet or twicet a season he goes all to pieces and chews a stick 0’ gum.

I don’t know if the job 0’ managing him is worse off the field or on.
When he’s out there in the box he seems to lose his head entirely. With
the bases loaded, they’s always a chance that Matty’ll make a guy pop out
instead o’ whiffin” him. Then, with a man on first base and nobody down
and the batter sent up to bunt, he’s Ii’ble to forget he’s a pitcher and try
to do a little fieldin’. You can’t never tell. Maybe he’ll run in and grab the
bunt and force a man at second base, instead o’ standin’ still like a see-gar
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sign and hopin’ somebody else’ll do somethin’. Yes, sir, I bet McGraw
don’t sleep a wink on the road, or to home neither, from frettin’ over this
guy and wonderin’ how he can learn him somethin’.

They’s a flock o’ pitchers that knows a batter’s weakness and works
accordin’. But they ain’t nobody else in the world that can stick a ball as
near where they want to stick it as he can. I bet he could shave you if he
wanted to and if he had a razor blade to throw instead of a ball. If you
can’t hit a fast one a inch and a quarter inside and he knows it, you’ll get
three fast ones a inch and a quarter inside and then, if you’ve swang at
’em, you can go and get a drink o’ water. He plays a lot o’ this here golf,
and I bet if they’d let him throw at the hole instead o’ shootin’ with a club,
he’d stick ’em in there just as often as he wanted to from sixty foot away.

Lain’t tryin’ to make you believe that he don’t never fail to pitch where
he’s aimin’ at. If he done that, he wouldn’t be here; he’d be workin’ agin
the angels in St. Peter’s League. But he’s got ten to one better control
than any guy I ever seen, and I've saw all the best o’ them. If one o’ these
here Af’can dodgers* seen him comin’, he’d either quit his job or fix it
up for a A.D.'T. boy® to notify his widow, ’cause even iv’ry’ll crack if it’s
hammered steady enough.

I s’pose when he broke in he didn’t have no more control than the rest
o’ these here collegers. But the diff’ rence between they and him was that
he seen what a good thing it was to have, and went out and got it, while
they, that is, the most o’ them, thought they could go along all right with
what they had. Well, you don’t see many o’ Matty’s schoolmates pitchin’
in the league now, do you?

Matty didn’t never take the trouble to tell me nothin’ about himself
and how he got wise. Maybe he seen in the Bible where it says about you
should not ought to ride a good horse to death. That’s it, ain’t it? He’s
just like one o’ these here misers. They get a-hold of a lot of money and
then they don’t let none of it go, except just enough to keep ’em from
starvin’. Instead o’ money, Matty got a-hold of a curve ball and there here
fadeaway and a pretty fair fast one and a slow one and a bunch o’ control,
and then he locked it all up and took a little bit of it out to spend when
nec’sary, only most o’ what he’s been spendin’ is control, which he’s got
the most of, and which it don’t hurt him none to spend it.

Take him in a common ordinary ball game, agin a average club, and
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every day pitchin’, and what he’s tryin’ to do is stick the first one over
so’s he won’t have to waste no more’n one ball on one batter. He don’t
stick it over right in the groove, but he puts it just about so’s you’ll get a
piece of it and give the Giants a little easy fieldin’ practice. If the Giants
gets a flock o’ runs and goes way out in front, he’ll keep right on stickin’
that first one over, and maybe he’ll allow a little scorin’.

But if the guy workin’ agin him is airtight, and the game’s close, and
you get a couple o’ men on and a base hit’ll do some damage, he unlocks
his safe and pulls out some o’ the real stuff he’s got and lets go of it.
Maybe the curve he’ll show you ain’t as good as some you’ve saw, but it’1l
come where you can’t get a good hold of it. Or if it’s a fast one you don’t
like, that’s what you’ll get, and even if it ain’t as fast as Johnson’s, you’ll
find that it comes past you a couple of inches higher or lower or this side
or that side of where you could wallop it good. Or maybe you’ll see this
fadeaway that he got up himself, and it’s about as easy to hit as this here
Freddie Welsh.¢

That’s the way he works in a reg’lar game, when they ain’t much depen-
din’ on it. He don’t really pitch till he’s got to, and then he sure does pitch.
The rest o’ the time, he’s puttin’ that first one where they either got to
hit at it or have a strike called on ’em, and leavin’ it to the guys back of
him to take care o’ what’s hit. That’s why he’s been good so long and that’s
why he’s goin’ to be good a whole lot longer. And McGraw’s smart enough
to help him save himself. You don’t see Matty pitch one day and warm
up the next. When he’s pitched his game, he’s through till everybody else
has tooken their turn, except oncet in a while, when the race gets hot, and
then maybe he works a innin’ or two and pulls out one o’ the other guy’s
games, besides winnin’ his own. But that ain’t often. He ain’t never tried
to make no Walsh” out of himself, and if he had tried, the Giants might
maybe of win one more pennant, but they wouldn’t have no Matty round
to keep ’em in the race for another.

McGraw treats him just right to keep him a-goin’. But I don’t give
Mac no credit for that. He’d be a sucker if he didn’t. It’s pretty soft for a
manager to be able to set down by the fire in January and say to himself:
“Well, we got to win ninety-five games next season to cop. That means
that Marquard, Tesh-er-eau and my young fellas must grab seventy
between ’em. Matty’s twenty-five is already in.”
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When it comes to a World’s Serious, that’s diff’rent. If the Giants wins
it, it means more dough, not only for the players but for the owners o’ the
club. And as soon as it’s over, Matty’s got five months to rest up.

So he’s in there about every other day, and he ain’t savin’ himself nei-
ther. He’s still tryin’ to get that first one over, but they’s a lot more stuff on
it than when he’s pitchin’ a reg’lar season game. He ain’t so willin’ to let
guys get on the bases and he’s ready to do more work himself and leave less
to his club. Well, the Giants hasn’t set the world afire beatin’ the clubs in
our league, but where’d they of been in any one o’ them Serious’s if "twasn’t
for Matty? And if you want to make them Ath-a-letics or the Boston Red
Sox either one give you the horse laugh, tell ’em Matty’s easy to beat.

He’s been beat in every big Serious he’s been in, except in 1905, when
he was still a kid. You know what he done then, don’t you? He worked
three o’ the five games and if goose eggs had of been worth a dollar a
dozen, the Ath-a-letics could of quit playin’ ball and toured the world in
a taxi. As I say, he’s been beat in all the other big Seriouses, but I seen the
most 0’ them and I’m tellin’ you that most o’ the games he lost was a crime.

You know, kid, ’'m with our league all the while and pullin’ for ’em
whatever they’re up agin. But they’s been times when I felt like as if we
should ought to be ashamed to take the money, when I couldn’t holler
none over winnin’ because I was feelin’ so sorry for this big guy we’d beat
and didn’t have no business to beat. A man can’t have no real time cele-
bratin’ when he knows that if the luck had of broke even, he’d be payin’
off. At least, I can’t.

I wisht you could of saw him tryin’ to hold a jubilee that night in Bos-
ton a couple o’ years ago. The Red Sox winnin’ give me a even two hun-
dred bucks, but all the while I was spendin’ it, I felt like as if it didn’t
belong to me. Honest, I’d of almost gave it back and seen the Boston club
licked rather than to of saw ’em win me the dough the way they did. If
I’d of stayed in Chi and just read about it in the papers, it wouldn’t of
been so bad. But to be right there and see him get robbed o’ that decidin’
game, and the honors that should ought to of been his’n, was enough to
upset my stomach and take all the joy out o’ the two hundred.

You remember how it was: They’d win three apiece, and the Giants
was full o’ the old con-feed-i-ence, while the Boston club’s dauber was
way down in their shoe. They’d had the Serious all but won, three games
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to one, and then New York had came along and evened it up. McGraw
has Matty ready and Stahl® uses this young Bedient, who’d pitched a whale
of a game a few days before, but was nothin’ but a kid and up agin a
tougher proposition than a kid should ought to be ast to face.

Well, I’ll have to slip it to young Bedient. He was about as nervous as
if he was pitchin’ to the batters in practice. You’d of thought, to watch
him, that it was a exhibition game and that the only crowd there was a few
hundred rubes from Jones’s Crossing. He wasn’t a bit scared, and he give
’em a awful battle. The Giants got a run off’'n him; I don’t remember when
or how they done it. Anyway, they done well to get a run and the bugs
should ought to of throwed their money at him when he was tooken out.

I think it was the eighth innin’ when Bedient got through. The run scored
off’n him was the only one o’ the game, ’cause Matty was workin’ like they

[73%})
I

ain’t nobody else can work. With that up on the score board, it looked
all over. I didn’t think they’d tie it up in a thousand years. Well, in Boston’s
half o’ the eighth, or seventh, maybe it was, Stahl or Wagner happened to
get a hold of one and cracked it for two bases. They was down to the tail-end
0’ the battin’ order and I think one was out before the ball was hit.

Whoever the guy was, he was left there till they was two out and it come
Bedient’s turn to hit. Stahl took him out and sent up this Henriksen. He
was a new one on Matty, and it’s a good thing for him he was. The count
come to two and two on him and then he reached outside the plate and
cracked one down the third base line. It was a two-bagger and the score
was tied up. Hooper went out and the innin’ was over. The crowd went
crazy, but, honest, I figured that was the last run the Boston club would
ever get and that it was just a question o’ time till the Giants grabbed
another and settled it.

Stahl sticks Woodie in to pitch and they was no scorin’ did on neither
side in the ninth. But in the tenth, Murray catched one o’ Woodie’s fast
ones on the nose and drove it a mile into center field. It come near clearin’
the whole works and bein’ a home run. It didn’t make no diff’rence, ’cause
Merkle was there with a base hit and Murray scored. They was two down
when Meyers come up, and he hit one just as hard as he ever did in his
life. The ball come right at Woodie and hit him in the side. He was game
enough to pick it up and throw it to first base, but I bet he couldn’t of
pitched another ball if his life had of depended on it.

BASEBALL 51



They helped him off’n the field and they was a pretty sad lookin’ gang.
They figured just like me: That they’d been lucky to tie up the score in
the seventh or eighth, or whenever it was, and that they had about as much
chance as a rabbit o’ doin’ it again.

Then come the mess that spoiled my meals for a week, and me pullin’
my head off for Jake and the boys. Jake sends Engel up in Woodie’s place
for two reasons: because he’s a better hitter, though Woodie ain’t no bum
at that, and because Woodie prob’ly couldn’t of walked that far. Well, Engel
sends a fly ball to center field and it should ought to have been the one out.
But it wasn’t. Snodgrass drops it and Engel pulls up at second base. Now
they’re playin’ for one run and Hooper goes up to sacrifice. I never seen
no better pitchin’ than Matty done to him, and they was no more chance
of him buntin’ the first two fair than they was o’ hittin’ ’em out o’ the park.
I think he missed one entirely and fouled the other one. Then Matty gives
him one that he couldn’t meet right and he flies out to center. Snodgrass
held onto this one. Well, I guess Matty must of gave Hooper everything
he had, ’cause when Yerkes came up, the old control was gone. He walked
him, and everybody went completely nuts, ’cause it was Speaker’s turn.

The Giants crowded round Matty to give him a chance to rest up, and
when he begin pitchin’ to Speaker, he wasn’t wild no more. He slips Spoke
one that he had to take a wallop at, but all he done to it was pop it up in
the air. The ball was foul and I guess I could of jumped out 0’ the stand
and ran out and catched it. But Merkle thought Meyers was goin’ to get
it, and Meyers thought Merkle was goin’ to get it and finally Matty seen
they wasn’t neither one going’ to get it, so he started after it, but he was
too late. The ball fell about fifteen feet this side o’ the coaches’ box, and
when it come down they wasn’t nobody under it.

I could hear Spoke yellin’: “Pretty lucky that time, Matty! But I’ll crack
the next one.” Speaker’s all right, but he should not ought to of called
Matty lucky; not that day. If he was lucky that day, I’d hate to see him
when things was breakin’ agin him.

This foul ball 0> Spoke’s was the third out by rights. The game should
ought to of been over, and me settlin’ with the guy I made the bet with.
But the way things had came off, they was one out, and men on second
and first and Speaker up, and I don’t care who the pitcher is, he can’t fool
this here Speaker all the time. Spoke done just what he said. He cracked
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one and before Devore could get it back to the infield, Engel was acrost
with the tyin’ run, and another base hit would finish it.

I’d like to of knew what Matty was thinkin’ about. He could be excused
if he said “Golly,” even if he don’t pitch on Sundays. But if he was sore,
he kept it to himself, and he went out there and give Lewis what he had
left. He was just as wild as when he was pitchin’ to Yerkes; that is, he wasn’t
exactly wild, but he wasn’t given’ ’em no good balls to hit and he couldn’t
bunk ’em into swingin’ at bad ones. Lewis stood up there just as patient
as Yerkes, and Matty walked him, too.

That’s about all they was to it. The bases was choked and Gardner
wound it up with a fly ball to Devore, which should ought to of been four
out. Yerkes come in with the winnin’ run and I guess Devore’s throw is
just about gettin’ to the plate now.’

That’s how lucky Matty was in that last game in Boston, and that’s a
fair sample o’ the luck he’s had in all these World’s Seriouses except the
first one. If a rotten pitcher got a dose like that, I wouldn’t slip him no
sympathy. But it sure does give me the colic to have them things happen
to a guy that don’t have to take off his hat to nobody, and then see the bugs
run round hollerin’, “Well, I guess we can beat the great Mathewson!”
Yeh, they can beat him with a whole blacksmith’s shop full o’ horseshoes.

What makes him the pitcher he is? I been tellin’ you he’s got a lot 0’
stuff, but so has other pitchers. They’s others that’s got pretty near as
good control, but they ain’t nobody that’s got the combination like him
and knows how to use it like he does, he’s a tight-wad with his stuff, and
they’re spendthrifts. Some pitchers can’t see Wagner come up without
wantin’ to whiff him and hear the crowd cheer. Matty don’t want to whiff
him. He’d a lot rather have him hit the first ball and pop it up in the air.
Cheers won’t do them others no good when their souper’s gone. They
can’t live on what the crowd thought about ’em that time they made the
big Dutchman take a drink o’ water. Then, he’s got this fadeaway that
none o’ the rest has got; not like he’s got it.

His curve is somethin’ like Joe Wood’s, only now he ain’t as fast as
Woodie; that is, not all the time. Maybe he’s got enough real speed left to cut
loose a little of it two or three times a day, and he don’t never cut it loose till
he’s got to. But goin’ along that way, he’ll have his fader and his curve and
his speed when I and you is thinkin’ about who we’ll call on for pallbearers.
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But his fadeaway and his curve and his fast one and his control wouldn’t
none of ’em be worth near what they is worth if he didn’t know all they
is to know about pitchin’. It’s the old bean that makes him what he is.
When somebody cracks one off’n him, it ain’t because he guessed wrong;
it’s because the ball come about a inch away from where he was goin’ to
put it; maybe it slipped or somethin’. When this young Saier has pulled
one over the fence on Matty, McGraw don’t say:

“Why didn’t you keep it outside?” or “Why didn’t you do this or that?”
He knows Matty was tryin’ to do the right thing and knowed what was
the right thing to do. He don’t have to sit up nights with him, learnin’
him. And it ain’t nec’sary for Matty to buy one o’ these here books on
“The Art o’ Pitchin’.” He could write a whole sacklapedia on that, and
then not tell half he knows.

He’s just a little ahead o’ the rest o’ the gang in them things—stuff,
when he wants to use it, and control and noodle. And besides that, he’s a
ball player. They ain’t no danger of him hittin’ .400, but at that they’s a
whole lot worse hitters right on his club. When he goes up there with a
bat, it ain’t just to kill time or because it’s his turn. His intention is to get
on, or to push somebody else round, or drive in a run, and he don’t swing
at everything that’s pitched or keep his bat on his shoulder neither, like
some o’ them pitchers. He’s been known to crack one when it counted,
and you don’t often look in the papers and see “So-and-So batted for
Mathewson in the ninth.”

He ain’t no speed marvel on the bases, yet I’ve saw him steal a base and
slide into it, too, where most pitchers would be a-scared they might soil
their pants. As for fieldin’ his position, he’s just as good as anybody, and
to have him in there is just like havin’ five men on the infield. He can grab
the bunts, and after he’s grabbed ’em he knows where to peg ’em. He
don’t never fail to cover first base when he should ought to, and you’ll
always find him backin’ up plays where some pitchers would be takin’ a
afternoon nap. Yes, sir, he’s a ball player, and that’s a whole lot more’n you
can say for a lot 0’ guys that’s gettin’ by with a pitchin’job.

They tell me Matty is some golf player. I didn’t never have no golf bat
in my hands, and I don’t know nothin’ about the game, but I bet all I got
that if he plays it at all, he plays it good. Yes, sir, I bet he’s a whale of a
golf player, and they tell me they ain’t no ball player can touch him in a

54 BASEBALL



checker game. Well, I’ve did some checker playin’ myself, and I know
they ain’t no thick skull can get away with it. It’s a game that takes brains,
and Matty’s the boy that’s got ’em. But if he was to tackle blind man’s
buff instead o’ checkers or golf, he’d make a go of it. That’s the kind o’
guy he is. They’s nothin’ he’s tried that he didn’t keep tryin’ till he could
do it and do it good.

It didn’t surprise me none when he turned down that trip round the
world. I guess none o’ the boys that made the trip is any the worse off for
it, but it wouldn’t of been in line with Matty’s dope to go along. It would
just of meant spendin’ some o’ the stuff he’s savin’ up to keep him in the
league. Every game he pitched would of been just one less game he’d of
had left in him, and the games wouldn’t of got him nothin’ neither. And
still, he’d of had to let himself out and do some real pitchin’, or else the
crowds would of got sore on him. At that, I guess he’d of went if he hadn’t
of made the first part o’ the trip with ’em, the trip from Cincinnati out to
the Coast. They tell me that he had to shake hands with two thirds o’ the
population of every burg they stopped at. The bugs flocked round the
train, and the hotels, all yelpin’ for Matty, and it was up to him to let ’em
see him, or they’d of been a riot. Well, they all had to shake hands with
him, and by the time a couple o’ million hicks has shooken your hand,
you feel like as if your old souper was beginnin’ to go back on you. I s’pose
that’s the way you’d feel; I don’t know, ’cause I wasn’t never pestered
much with people tryin’ to slip me the glad hand. Matty prob’ly says to
himself: “London and Paris and Egypt and Rome and them other towns
on the schedule is all big towns with big populations. If half them popu-
lations shakes hands with me, I won’t have no more arm left than a angle-
worm.” So he scratched his entry, and you can’t blame him. And I bet
McGraw didn’t coax him much.

When the Giants don’t want Matty no longer, he can make a world trip
of his own, and go acrost the ocean in his own yackt. But I guess by that
time they’ll be runnin’ trains acrost or maybe the oceans will of went dry.

College man, war hero, Christian Gentleman (one of his actual nick-
names), Christy Mathewson may have been the most beloved baseball
player of his time. Whereas players like Ty Cobb, Honus Wagner, and
Walter Johnson were admired—Lardner did a similarly appreciative long
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article on Cobb for The American Magazine in 1915—they were not
adored in the manner of Mathewson.

Lardner’s hopes that Mathewson’s poor start in 1915 was nothing to
worry about were not realized. He won only eight games and lost four-
teen, a great comedown from his 24-13 record the year before. The fol-
lowing year he was traded to the last-place Cincinnati Reds, which
inspired Lardner to write the following poem, which is sometimes mis-
taken for an obituary. Mathewson died in 1925 of tuberculosis, which he
developed after a chemical gas attack during a World War | training
exercise in France.

My eyes are very misty

As I pen these lines to Christy;

Oh, my heart is full of heaviness today.

May the flowers ne’er wither, Matty

On your grave in Cincinnati,

Which you’ve chosen for your final fadeaway.

Mordecai Brown: The Reporter’s Friend

CHICAGO TRIBUNE, DECEMBER 6, 1916

So far as the big leagues are concerned, Mordecai Brown, they say, is
through. If the gentleman from Indiana needs consolation he may per-
haps find a bit in the knowledge, hereby imparted to him, that there is
more genuine regret among the baseball writers of our beautiful city over
his departure than over the passing of any other athlete whose work has
redounded to the honor and glory of Chicago, etc.

Brownie was not only the most popular ball player among the ball play-
ers, but also far and away the most general favorite among the scribes.

That he was liked and respected by fellow members of the Cub pitch-
ing staff, speaks volumes for his personality. Pitchers, most of them, are
human, and being human, not apt to harbor the tenderest feelings toward
those indubitably their superiors in skill. Brownie was, in his top form,
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the best of a great pitching corps. Yet every other member of that corps
was sincerely fond of him.

However, we are dealing here with his standing with the newspaper
men. He was not a live source of news, owing to his reticence. His mod-
esty prevented his giving us valuable columns about himself for use on
rainy days.

But he could tell, by looking at you, when you were broke. While you
were still wondering from whom to borrow five, he would come up and,
without a word, hand you ten.

As present day salaries go, he was drawing far less than he was worth.
But he was drawing far more than were we reporters, and knowing this,
it hurt him to see us spend. So he did most of the spending for us, against
our protest, of course.

We (editorially, this time) never fully appreciated Brownie, though he
had done us innumerable favors, until one day in the season of 1909. It
was the last day in Philadelphia and the next stop was in New York. We
had a tentative engagement in New York at eight-thirty that evening, an
engagement we wanted to keep. In the forenoon, we sought out Charlie
Williams, the walking time-table.

“Is there a train out of here for New York round six o’clock?” we asked.

“Why?”

“I want to get there early this evening.”

“So does everybody else,” said Charley.

(Everybody was young then.)

“There’s a train on the Reading at six,” continued Charley, “and we
can get it at the station near the park if the game’s over in time. I asked
Shettsline' if he’d start early, but he wouldn’t. So we’ll just have to
take chances.”

The P. L. tried to help by selecting as pitcher, Orval Overall, one of
the fastest workers in the pastime. Big Orrie proved fast, and effective,
too, but no more effective than Sparks of the enemy. At the end of the
eleventh, we had given up hope of an extra evening on Broadway, for it
was a quarter after five and everything pointed to a long tie.

But in their twelfth, the desperate Cubs fell on the Philly pitcher and
drove home two runs, the first of the game.
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“Now, if he can just hold ’em!” we said, and started making up the
box score.

But the Phillies weren’t quite through. The top of their batting order
was up, and whoever was lead-off man singled. Otto Knabe walked and
the next gentleman sacrificed. A base hit would tie it again, and two such
wretched hitters as Magee and Bransfield were in line.

Out went Orrie and in came Brown; the tying run on second base; the
crowd barking at him; one out, and Philadelphia’s best batsmen to face.

Six balls Brownie pitched, six curve balls, the curvin’est balls we ever
saw. And three times apiece Magee and Bransfield swung, and missed
threes time apiece.

While the Cubs hurriedly changed their clothes, we as hurriedly wrote
our story; a story about one per cent as good as the game warranted.

On the train we shook the three-fingered hand.

“Much obliged, Brownie. I’ve got a date in New York this evening.”

“So Charley said,” replied Mr. Brown. “Come on in the next car and
I’ll buy you dinner.”

Mordecai Brown, nicknamed “Three Finger” because of a childhood
farm-machinery accident, won 239 Major League games, and his 2.06
lifetime earned-run average was third lowest in history. Lardner’s affec-
tion for him was returned, as shown in a letter Brown wrote to The
Sporting News when his “Pullman Pastimes” articles were reprinted in
1941. “That series should bring back many happy memories for us old-
timers,” wrote Brown, who was then sixty-five and operating a gas sta-
tion in Terre Haute, Indiana. “Ring is dead, but all of us old Cubs remem-
ber his rich humor and the youngsters of today should get a kick out of

his yarns, too.”

Noisy John Kling

CHICAGO TRIBUNE, MAY 16, 1917

The Cubs nicknamed him Noisy because they thought he didn’t say any-
thing. But the gentlemen who hit against the Cubs when he was catching,
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especially the very young gentlemen, will tell you there was never a catcher
who could tie him for garrulity.

“His line of chatter was effective, too,” says Larry Doyle.!! “McGraw
warned me, when I broke in, that Kling would try to get my goat, but the
warning led me to expect that he’d be rough, the way the catchers had
been in the Three Eye, when I was a recruit there. They’d called me a
busher and criticized my appearance and found fault with my swing. They
had me so mad for a while that I couldn’t do myself justice, but when I
got up nerve enough to give them as good as they sent, I had them stopped.

“Kling was different. His stuff kept my mind off what I was trying to
do, and a kid facing pitchers like Brown, Pfiester, Overall, and Reulbach
didn’t have much chance unless he concentrated.

“First time I met him was at the Polo Grounds. I came up in the first
inning.

““Well, Boyle,” he said, ‘I bet you’re glad to get away from Davenport.’

“I told him my name was Doyle and that I came from Springfield.

“Did you always hit left-handed out there?’ he asked me, and while I
was saying yes, Brownie slipped over a fast ball for a strike.

““You stand up like a veteran,” said Kling. ‘From the way you hold your
bat and stand, I’d say a curve ball wouldn’t bother you any more than a
fast one.’

“I told him I didn’t know which I’d rather hit.

““Well,” he said, ‘we’ll have to try you on both and find out. This next
one’s going to be a curve.’

“Then I thought to myself that it would surely be a fast one and I got
all set to crack it. It was a curve and I guess I pretty near broke my bat
swinging.

““You thought I was stringing you,’ said Kling. ‘You don’t know me.
But you took a mighty nice cut at that ball and now I know you’re stuck
on the fast ones. So I guess we’ll have to slip you another curve.’

“So Brownie pitched another curve and again I was looking for a fast
one and I was out on strikes.

“Don’t blame that on me,” said Kling. ‘It’s your own fault if you don’t
take a fella’s advice.’

“When I got back to the bench, McGraw asked me whether Kling had
been riding me. I told him no; that he’d talked all right.
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““You forget that!” said Mac. ‘Don’t pay any attention to anything he
says. He’s John Bull.’

“But I made a nice play on the infield before it was my next turn to hit,
and when I went up there again he wasn’t talking curves and fast balls. It
was all about what a beautiful stop that was, and how I looked as if I'd
make good whether I could hit or not. And he made me foul out on a bad
ball in the pinch.

“P’ll bet it was two or three series before I learned not to listen to Kling
and I don’t know how many base hits I lost by my innocence. But I have
one consolation. I know of other players in the National league who didn’t
get wise to him for years, and they weren’t bushers either.”

An exceptional defensive catcher, Kling played a key role on the Cubs’
world championship teams in the first decade of the Twentieth Century.
He was also an excellent pool player and several times threatened to
stay home and play the game professionally if the Cubs didn’t pay him
more. In 1909, he actually did so and won the world’s championship of
pool while the Cubs finished second in the National League. He returned

the following season and the Cubs won the pennant.

Casting Stones with Rollie Zeider

CHICAGO TRIBUNE, MAY 23, 1917

The editor has just received a letter which begins, “Dear Owl-eyes.” A
person who remarks on or calls attention to the physical defects of others
is perhaps unworthy of notice, but in this case the writer is so manifestly
unfair that we cannot resist brief comment in defense of ourself and in
justice to humanity.

In the first place, any one who has seen us will testify that our eyes are
probably our most elegant feature. They are large and lustrous, expres-
sive to a remarkable degree and practically irresistible. They compare
very favorably with Anna Held’s."?

In the second place, the person who wrote the letter is not what you could
call aVenus D. Milo. If we look like an owl, he certainly is twins with a parrot.
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The person who wrote the letter is said to be a ball player, but has never
succeeded in proving it. At different times he has occupied every position
on the infield, but has failed to make good in any. He cannot field, he can-
not run bases, he cannot think; in fact, he cannot do nothing except rid-
icule the personal appearance of others.

This person was at third base for a time, but the occupants of the third
base seats objected to the management, claiming their view of the short-
stop was shut off by his profile. He was shifted to second base, but his
nose prevented the center fielder from seeing the first baseman. He moved
to first base, but the other infielders were so affected by his appearance
that they could not throw straight. This person is now trying to play
shortstop and making a mess of it.

This person once batted .300 and stole over 100 bases in the Pacific
Coast league. It must have been a fine league.

Some enemy of Mr. Comiskey’s recommended him to the White Sox
and he tried to play the different infield positions on the south side. He
made a mess of it. He is now with the Cubs.

His limbs look like a wishbone.

He came from Auburn, Ind.

Many believe he is a German spy.

A utility infielder who played all four positions, Zeider is one of a hand-
ful of players who played for three Chicago teams—the Cubs, White
Sox, and Whales of the short-lived Federal League. One of the fastest
players in the game, Zeider’s 49 stolen bases for the White Sox in 1910
remained the club record until 1986.

Casey in the Field

CHICAGO TRIBUNE, MAY 13, 1919

Characters.

Casey Stengel, Pittsburgh’s right fielder.
Bugs, occupants of the right field stand.
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Time—Sunday P.M.
Place—Cubs’ park.

Act 1.

[Pittsburgh’s first inning is over. Casey, who has flied out, dons glove and
sun glasses and takes his position. ]

A Bug—Well, Casey, back to Pittsburgh for you.

Casey—O, I get three more raps today yet.

Second Bug—You ought to be wrappin’ bundles somewheres.

Casey—That’s what you do week days, I guess.

Second Bug—Do you want me to git you a job?

Casey—Not in a cheap dump like where you work at.

Second Bug—Well, we wouldn’t have you there.

Casey—Well, don’t worry. I ain’t lookin’ for a job.

Second Bug—Well, you will be lookin’ for one if you don’t wake up.

Casey— You should worry.

Third Bug—What do you wear them glasses fur, Casey? Can’t you
see without them glasses?

Fourth Bug—He’s gittin’ old. His eyes is failin’ him.

Casey—You should worry.

Act 2.

[Pittsburgh’s fourth inning is over. Casey has been called out on strikes and
is pretty mad about it]

A Bug—Never mind, Casey. You can’t hit ’em if you can’t see ’em.

Second Bug—Wias the sun in your eyes, Casey? You ought to wore
them glasses up to the bat.

Casey—Some of them umpires ought to wear them, I guess.

Third Bug—Why, what’s the matter with them umpires, Casey?

Casey—O, they’s nothin’ the matter with them umpires. They’re the
best in the league except when I’m up there.

Third Bug—You better shet up or they’ll tie a can to you.

Casey— You better shut up yourself.
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Act 3.

[Pittsburgh’s sixth inning is over. Casey has been left on second base, which
he reached on an error by Pick.]

A Bug—Well, Casey, you didn’t git fur.

Second Bug—That was some hit, Casey. It pretty near got past the
second baseman.

Casey—I should worry as long as I get on there.

Third Bug—Douglas is makin’ a monkey out of you.

Casey—Well, you’re makin’ a monkey out of yourself.

Third Bug—And you’re makin’ a monkey out of yourself, too.

Casey—Well, I get paid for makin’ a monkey out of myself. But you
pay to get in here and make a monkey out of yourself. That’s the
difference between you and 1.

Third Bug—You won’t be gittin’ paid very long if you keep this up.

Casey—You should worry.

Act 4.

[Pittsburgh’s eighth inning is over. Casey has flied out again. |

A Bug—Well, Casey, you’ve had your four raps. You’re some rapper.
Casey—Well, I either get out or I don’t get out, so I should worry.
Third Bug—Your team’s licked, Casey.

Casey—Yes, we never win when I don’t hit.

Third Bug—You must be in last place, then.

Fourth Bug—How’d you like to play on a good team, Casey?

Third Bug—It wouldn’t be a good team no more with him on it.
Fifth Bug—Well, good-by, Casey. Don’t forgit to write.

Fourth Bug—He can’t write.

Casey—Neither can you.
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How to Pitch to Babe Ruth

BELL SYNDICATE, AUGUST 8, 1920

10 the Editor:

This is just a few items of information about a ball player that maybe you
haven’t never heard of him so I will tell his name in the first paragraph
and his name is George Ruth but they call him Babe on acct. of him being
over 6 ft. tall and pretty near as wide and he is a great left hand pitcher
that don’t pitch.

Well 1 day in May I had seen a whole lot of different sporting events
that bores you to death and the White Sox from old Chi was playing in
New York City so I thought I needed a little more boreing and I went out
to Polo’s grounds and went down on the bench and Mgr. Gleason was
setting there and he says hello to me, but I just made a face at him, but
he asked me to set down a minute and a boy name Wilkinson was going
to pitch and he was out there warming up and finely he got warm and
come into the bench and Mgr. Gleason said:

“Come here and set down a minute Wilkie, as I want to talk to you.”

So Wilkie set down and Mgr. Gleason said to him:

“Say listen Wilkie. They’s a man on this New York club name Ruth
and he isn’t Cobb and he isn’t Speaker or Sisler or Jackson. He’s a bird
that if you ever throw a ball where he can reach it, that ball won’t be avail-
able for tomorrow’s game and baseballs cost as much money as other
commodities now days, so if you don’t mind, why when this guy comes
up there don’t pitch him nothing that he can lay his bat against it, but
roll the ball up there on the ground and I will take the consequences.” So
Wilkie said yes sir.

Well they started this game in the first inning and the White Sox didn’t
do nothing and it comes the N.Y. club’s turns to get their innings and
they was 2 out and Pipp got on 1st. base and along come Ruth. The next
I seen of that two dollar ball was when it was floating over the right field
bleachers. So when Wilkie come in to the bench Mgr. Gleason says what
did I tell you and Wilkie said I didn’t mean to pitch it where it went.

So the next time Babe come up all as he got was a 3 base hit cause they
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were pitching more careful to him. Well after a wile it come necessary to
put in a pinch hitter for Wilkie and little Dickie Kerr was sent in to finish
the game. Mgr. Gleason didn’t tell Dickie where to pitch to Babe because
Dickie’s what you might call a old timer, so Dickie pitched one at this
bird’s Adam apple and he hit it into the right field stand for another homer,
as [ have nicknamed them.

Now this isn’t no reflection on neither of these pitchers which I hope
is both friends of mine, but, if I was managing a ball club in the American
League, I would tell them how to pitch to this bird. I would stand on the
mound and throw the first ball to first base and the second ball to second
base and the third ball to third base, and then I would turn around and
heave the fourth one out in right field, because he couldn’t be in all those
places at once, and further and more they’s a rule that makes a batter
stand in the batter’s box and if a person pitches in that direction with this
guy up why all you can say about them is that they’re a sucker.

For inst. the last time the White Sox was here, a certain prominent
Chicago baseball writer was setting next to Col. Huston that owns a chunk
of the Yanks and this George Ruth comes up and the Col. says to him how
much will you bet that he don’t crack one out of the park on this occa-
sion. So the baseball writer says what’s the proper odds. So the Col. says
well I don’t want to cheat you and I will bet a pt. to qt. that he murders
one. So the sucker took it and the first ball was a foul that went into Mr.
Schalk’s ft. and the next was a ball and then the old boy took one right
over the middle for another strike and the next one hasn’t yet been located,
but when last seen was soreing over a cigarette sign in right center.

The most useless thing in the world when this guy’s up there to bat is
the opposeing catcher, because if you can throw a ball past Mr. Ruth why
it don’t make no difference if it’s catched or not, whereas if you try and
throw one over the plate, it won’t never get as far as the catcher.

A couple wks. ago a guy come here with the St. Louis Brown and struck
the Babe out 5 times in 1 afternoon and if he is smart he will let that go
down into posterity and the next time they tell him its his turn to pitch
vs the N.Y. Club he will say he has got a sore arm.
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Baseball Poems

Lardner began including poems in his baseball coverage as early as
1910, his second season covering the Cubs. They usually appeared in
notes at the end of his game stories and were often “written” by Frank
Schulte, the Cubs’ right fielder. Schulte was an excellent ballplayer who
twice led the National League in home runs and won two World Series
with the Cubs. Beyond his ability as a player, Schulte was a kindred spirit
and Lardner was lucky to find him. A clubhouse entertainer who spe-
cialized in satire, poetry, and comic depictions of his teammates, Schulte
was clearly an influence on Lardner’s early depictions of baseball play-
ers, in both his journalism and fiction. At first Lardner adopted Schulte’s
verses; later, with the player's acquiescence, he simply took over his
voice. Lardner became so protective of Schulte’s work, in fact, that he
complained about how it was treated by his editors. “They are making
such awful mistakes with Mr. Schulte’s poetry up in The Tribune office,”
he wrote Ellis Abbott, the woman he would marry, “that | am almost
discouraged by it, or with it, and will pass it up entirely unless they leave
it alone. It is bad enough to start with, without their ruining it.”

On March 6, 1910, after injuring a finger in a spring-training game in

New Orleans, Schulte wrote:

Right field it is not play,

I proved that very fact today;

Yes, yes, I showed them how today.
The first fly ball that came my way,

I caught it on my finger’s end.

It made my finger break or bend.

So just remember this one thing,

Get out there early in the spring.

And stick your finger through the ball,
And then lay off till next fall.

On April 12, after a game was rained out, Schulte wrote:
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Rain, rain, go away.

Save yourself for some sad day,
When Schulte doesn’t want to play.
Now I don’t mind a little storm
Quite early in the day.

But when I’'ve donned my uniform
I’d sooner, rather play.

Though Schulte would remain Lardner’s go-to poet, other players
were also given a chance to exhibit their literary style. Heine Zimmer-
man, the Cubs’ third baseman, led the league in batting and home runs
in 1912 and when he put together a 23-game hitting streak early in the

season, Lardner wrote the following on May 23:

Heine Zimmerman’s exuberant spirits, resulting from his tremendous
batting streak, have overflowed in the form of poetry. “If Schulte can write
it, why can’t I?” remarked Heine last night, and slipped us this child of
his brain:

There is an outfielder named Frankie,
He’s homely and ugly and lanky.

A good hitter once,

But now he just bunts,

And daily grows more and more cranky.

There is a third baseman called Heine,
A better third baseman than Steiny;
When, he meets one square,

Each lady bug fair

Says: “Golly, I wish he was meine.”

By the time Lardner returned to Chicago after his year in St. Louis and
Boston, he was confident enough to use rhymes in his game coverage—or,
rather, in his off-day and rainout coverage—as in the following lead from

the Chicago Examiner on April 13, 1912:
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It didn’t rain so awful hard, it didn’t rain so much; there wasn’t any
blizzard that could really be called such; we asked most everybody that
we met upon the street and couldn’t find a single soul who’d swear that
there was sleet; we asked some information from the man who gathered
mail, and he said that nowhere on his route had he encountered hail; we
ran across a pioneer who’d lived here since a boy, and he vowed he’d
seen a stronger wind sometimes in Illinois; but the awful combination
of the wind and rain and all, it rendered quite impossible the scheduled
game of ball.

And so the Cubs, who play (at times) with so much skill and science,
were forced to wait until today to get back at the Giants . . .

When Lardner noted another rainout in the same fashion on July 12, the
Examiner copy desk responded with a headline that neatly captured
the spirit of the story:

Sox and Athletics Have to Fly
For When One Inning Has Gone By
Water Issues From the Sky

Philadelphia, Pa.—The lightning flashed, the thunder roared, and then
suddenly there leaked and poured the wettest rain that ever caused a
postponement of a game. Now, just one inning had gone by when water
issued from the sky. One inning of a game you know will never in the
records go. But still, if you would like to hear what happened, listen,
reader, dear.

The pitcher for the Sox was Benz, who in the Winter butchers hens.
Chief Bender was Mack’s pitcher bold. He’s pretty good, but pretty old.
Well, Rath could find no ball he liked, and, sad to say, right out he striked.
But Captain Lord, sometimes called Harry, beat out an infield hit to Barry.
Jack Collins, who does lots of things, on this occasion took three swings.
Ping Bodie’s name was quickly Dennis; he died from Barry to McInnis.

And when he accompanied the White Sox to Boston, the following
appeared on August 26, 1912:
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Boston, Mass.—Dear Reader: Here we are once more in Boston by the
ocean’s shore, in Massachusetts’ famous town, the fish is fresh and bread
is brown, where it is sure a royal treat to eat and eat and eat and eat.

Three men are missing from the fold, the rest are lonesome, young and
old. Ed Walsh, he stopped in Meridian to see his two kids once again.
He’ll be here in the morning mail to beat the Red Sox without fail. Jack
Collins went to Pittsfield, Mass., to call upon his fair young lass. At least,
that’s what the boys all said; when we asked Jack, he turned real red.

Well, there’s another absentee, the holder of the captaincy. Way amid
the pines of Maine to see his family again went our smart captain Harry
Lord, for virtue is its own reward. He’s going to remain up there till we
have had our first affair with Boston’s Red Sox, then return, his well known
salary to earn . . .

There were also were times when Lardner would write a poetic sidebar

to his main story, as in this one from the Examiner of July 22, 1912:

New York—We interviewed the latest addition to the pitching corps [Eddie
Cicotte] on the proper pronunciation of his name. Here, is what he has to say:

This pretty name of mine is not,

As some folks claim, just plain Si-cot;
Nor is it, as some would have it, Sic-ot,
Although I’m sure I don’t know why not.
And furthermore, take this from me,

I don’t pronounce it Sick-o-tee;

And you can also make a note

That it is surely not Si-cote.

You stand to win some easy cash

By betting it’s not succotash,

Nor is it sassafras so cute,

Nor any other kind of fruit.

I do not call it Kokomo,

Though many folks pronounce it so.

I guess you’re wise enough to know
That this sweet name’s not Cicero.
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And now you’ve learned it’s none of those
Why I will just jump back to prose

And tell you plainly, truthfully,

The way you should refer to me

Having muttered all this, he went on to inform us that the proper way
is See-cot, with the accent on the first syllable, as in Fogarty, McIntyre,
Lord or Rath.

Lardner’s use of poems in what were, after all, reports of games, might
have seemed out of place to some readers, but once he returned to the
Tribune in 1913 to write “In the Wake of the News,” there could be no
complaints. He had a columnist’s latitude now and he meant to use it.
His very first “Wake” column, which appeared on June 3, gave a sample
of what was in store as he celebrated the fact that he would no longer

be a traveling baseball writer:

Opening Chorus

Good-by, everybody; good-by, Jimmy Cal,
Good-by, William Gleason; good-by, Doc, old pal,
Sully, Matty, Harry, and Morrie, good-by, good-by.
Sure hope you all will feel sorry the same as .
Good-by, good old Edward; good-by, little Ray;
Good-by, all you White Sox—I quit gadding today.
[Encore]

Good-by, Johnny Evers; good-by, Lurid Lew;

Good-by, Charley Williams; good-by, Lower Two;
Schulte, Heine, Jimmy, and Larry, good-by, good-by.
P’rhaps you’ll look me up when you tarry awhile in Chi.
Good-by, clams and swordfish; good-by, Gay White Way;
Good-by, joys of Brooklyn—I quit gadding today.

A few weeks later, he took his poetic relationship with Schulte to another
level, throwing in Zimmerman for good measure, and then inventing a

feud between them. It began with a story in the Tribune on June 19,
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where he claimed that a Cubs fan was offering Zimmerman, a notorious
baiter of umpires, $100 if he could control his temper and avoid being
thrown out of a game for the next two weeks. Half a $100 gold certifi-
cate would be presented to Zimmerman before that day’s game and
the other half if he stayed on his best behavior.

The Cubs and Major League Baseball went along with the gag and,
in a ceremony at home plate, umpire Bill Klem gave Zimmerman one
half of the bill. The Tribune commemorated the event with a picture of
Zimmerman in uniform examining his prize; the following day, Lardner

enlisted the aid of Tennyson to sum up the situation in a poem:

A Split Century

Half a C, halfa C,

Half a C, sundered,

Cut from the other half,

Half a big hundred.

Forward the Cub Brigade!
“Charge at the umps!” they said,

But Zim in silence stood.

O you big hundred!

Past the Great Zim the pill
Whistled. “Strike three,” said Bill,
And the Great Heine knew
William had blundered;

His not to make reply,

His not to query why,

"Though ’twas outside and high.
Silence is golden, Zim.

O you big hundred!

Players to right of him,
Players to left of him,
Players in front of him
Hollered and thundered,
Bellowing like a calf

At the whole umpire staff,
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But Heine’s jaws are locked,
Earning the other half
Of the big hundred.

The Tribune milked the story for the next two weeks, noting every time
Zimmerman's patience was tested and on July 2, a day before the two
weeks were up, Lardner wrote another poem, this time enlisting Shake-

speare as his muse:

Hene’s Soliloquy

The C or not the C, that is the question—

Whether ’tis nobler for the dough to suffer

Mistakes and errors of outrageous umpires,

Or to cut loose against a band of robbers,

And, by protesting, lose it? To kick—to beef—

"To beef!—perchance to scream: “Ah, there, you dub,
You n»

But that sharp flow of breath, what would it cost,

A sloughing off of these one hundred bucks,

Must give me pause—there’s the respect
That makes dumb agony of two long weeks;
For who would bear the crazy work of Klem,
Cy Rigler’s slips, the raw mistakes of Quigley,
The guesses wild of Orth and Hank O’Day.
When he himself might his quietus make
With a few cuss words! Who would Brennan bear,
Or shut up under Eason’s worst offense,

But for the dread of dropping all that dough,
Of losing all those togs, deprived of which
No guy is really swelll—Yes, I'll keep still.
Thus money does make cowards of us all;
And thus the native Bronx disposition

Is stifled by a bunch of filthy luc;

And ravings of my own fantastic sort

Are all unheard, though my long silence does
Disgrace the name of Heine.
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The following day, Zimmerman at last won the other half of the bill. To
the surprise of no one, the Tribune revealed that the anonymous “fan”
who had put up the money was the newspaper itself. And Lardner, who
knew a good thing when he saw one, was not about to let the story end
and enlisted Schulte to keep it alive. First, though, he had to be sure of
Schulte’s bona-fides.

“In recent interviews,” he wrote on July 6, “Luke McGluke, owner of
the Dublin club in the Japanese League, has made vicious attacks on
the Wake . .. asserting that the Wake was trying to deceive the public
by signing Schulte’s name to stuff he did not write and charging that
the Schulte poems, than which there is none other, were direct and
uncalled for knocks at the Dublin club.

“The Wake stands for clean sport and clean sport reporting and
desires to assure the public that it has been deceived if Mr. Schulte is
not the author of the things he writes.” He would print Schulte’s reply,
he said, and let his readers decide for themselves.

“In answer to the vicious charge made by President McGluke,” Schulte
wrote, “l will say that, to all intents and purposes, | write the verses over
which my name appears. By this | mean that | read them the day after
they are written, or rotten ... | nearly write them; that is, | sit near the
person who do. | will admit that (Cubs infielder) Red Corriden writes
some of them, but | give him the inspiration and always approve what
is rotten before it appears in print. Hoping | have convinced you that |
write what | write. | am, etc.”

That was good enough for Lardner, who wrote, “Mr. Schulte’s gen-
tlemanly note convinced the Wake that in regard to this here now
controversy, to which there is nothing to it. Mr. Schulte does not draw
his enormous salary from the Wake for the mere use of his name.” But
on July 18 the plot thickened when Schulte expressed some petulance

over the attention, and the money, Zimmerman had received in a poem
titled “Life.”

For two whole weeks, I’ve wrote this poem;

But not a cent for mine,

"Though Heine got a hundred bucks

For not saying nothing the same length of time.
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I need some money to buy fudge
And lemonade and clothes,

But I’'m not getting any,

So I guess I’ll have to close.

Note—Nevertheless, Mr Schulte has promised us another poem enti-
tled “A Epick,” the first installment of which will appear in an early
issue.—FEd.

“A Epick,” turned out to be a series of poems that Lardner purported
to believe wasn't up to Schulte’s usual standard and he responded on
July 28 with a parody of the battles between managers and players that
are a regular occurrence in baseball under the headline “Schulte Sus-
pended; Wake's Great Poet Bawled Out and Punished for Loafing.”

“Frank Milton Schulte, considered by many the most reliable and con-
sistent hitter on the Wake team, was last night severely reprimanded and
then indefinitely suspended for alleged soldiering on the job. The suspen-
sion followed a war of words between Schulte and the manager of the
Wake, during which Schulte sassed his boss. Regarding the trouble, Man-
ager Lardner gave out the following statement:

“Ever since the start of the Epick series, I have been convinced that
Schulte was not trying. I have been in the game long enough to know
that he is one of the greatest poets of modern times, but I must say that
his work on the Epick has been awful. I knew he was capable and natu-
rally reached the conclusion that he was loafing. I won’t stand for any-
thing like that among my men. Hence his suspension. He will be rein-
stated only when he apologizes to me and promises to try to give me his
best services.”

“A few details of the quarrel between the manager and his star were
gleaned from some of the other players. After Saturday’s Epick, Schulte
was called on the club house carpet. “You’ve been laying down on me,”
the boss is reported to have told him. “You’ve got to brace up or stand
for a fine.” “If you don’t like my stuff,” Schulte retorted, “get somebody
else.” This made the manager mad and he said: “That remark means a
vacation for you.”
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It is said that Schulte has long been dissatisfied with his berth on the
Wake and wants to be traded to Breakfast Food or Day Dreams." But the
Wake manager has no intention of letting go a man who is capable of fill-
ing so much space.”

Two days later, after two Cub players “substituted” for Schulte, Lardner
relented and the story came to a merciful end. “Schulte reinstated,” the
headline read. “Wake's Great Poet Will Be Back in Game Tomorrow.”

“It was formally announced at Wake headquarters last night that the
differences between Frank Marvelous Schulte and the management
had been patched up, and that Schulte would have his regular position
in tomorrow’s lineup. While Manager Lardner would not admit it, it
is said that he was far from satisfied with the work of substitutes, Art
Phelan and Red Corriden. Schulte has promised to work harder . . .”

Lardner’s baseball poems could be terse, as in one that ran on June
20, 1913:

Short Story

Shotten-walk:
Stovall-bang;
Pratt-Biff, blooie;
Good-by, Lange.

Or sardonic, as in one that ran on August 2, 1913:

Fust Now—

Their game is
Famous

For its

Witless
Blunders;
Those runless,
Wonless,
Catchless,
Matchless,
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Stopless,

Copless,

Useless,
Mooseless,
Spitless,

Hitless Wonders'

Or mocking as in one that ran on December 15, 1914:

Baseball—A Sport

Players who jump for the dough,
Bandits and crooks, ev’ry one.
Baseball’s a pleasure, you know.
Players should play for the fun.

Magnates don’t care for the mon’.
They can’t be tempted with gold.
They’re in the game for the fun—
That’s why Collins was sold."

Or, Lardner’s speciality, a play on words, as in one that ran on Decem-

ber 10, 1918:

The New Cub Boss
Some folks undoubtedly will speak
Of William Veeck' as William Veeek,

But those who wish to be correc’
Will speak of him as William Veeck.

As for those readers who preferred sports coverage of a more tradi-

tional bent, Lardner had this answer: “A Sioux City reader says there is

too much poetry in the Wake. We haven't noticed any.”
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THE WORLD SERIOUS

1909

Exhausted Tigers Extend Series

CHICAGO TRIBUNE, OCTOBER 15, 1909

Detroit, Mich.—The Detroit Tigers won the sixth game of the world’s
series this afternoon, 5 to 4, and thus made necessary a seventh contest
to decide the title.

But that doesn’t tell half of it. Without a doubt it was the most exciting
world’s series game ever perpetrated. There may have been just as close
battles in world’s championship wars in the past, but there never was such
anerve racking one when so much depended on the result. Whatever the
reputation of the Tigers in the past, it must be admitted that they showed
their gameness today and came out on top in a combat which many clubs
would have given up as lost at the end of the first half of the first inning.

It cost Detroit something to win the game, but no one is counting the
cost, and Tom Jones and Charley Schmidt, both of whom were hurt badly
in the tense ninth inning, would take the same wounds a thousand times
provided they could be received in such a good cause.

The Tigers didn’t dash gleefully off the field at the finish. One of their
number, Tom Jones, was carried away to the clubhouse by his teammates
unconscious. Another one, Charley Schmidt, hobbled painfully to the dress-
ing room, and all but fainted when he reached it. And still another, George
Moriarity, dragged his spiked limbs at a snail’s pace while the rest of his pals
gave him and the other two injured their expressions of sympathy.

While George Mullin will be hailed universally as the real star of the
contest, one must not lose sight of the fact that the work of Charley
Schmidt had as much to do with the result as anything else. Never before
today did Schmidt catch a world’s series game that earned him so much
as honorable mention. But he was there this time and no backstopper in
the country could have worked more consistently and brilliantly than the
stocky Tiger. He didn’t figure much in the hitting, but he did catch won-
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derfully, and he was the chief engineer in two double plays that did much
to bring victory Detroitward.

Gathering a bunch of three runs before a soul was out in the opening
round, the Pirates looked like winners all over until the home part of the
fourth. In this round the Tigers tied up the score and then proceeded to
get a little lead for themselves. They reached the ninth inning two runs
to the good, and because the weak end of the Pittsburg batting order was
coming, the game looked as good as won for the American leaguers.

But the Pirates had not quit. Jocko Miller, who had been doing better
hitting than at any time in his world’s series career, led off with a clean
single to right. Bill Abstein, who looked like a joke before Mullin in his
previous attempts, followed with a safe wallop to center, and there were
men on first and second no one out, and only two tallies needed.

Of course, it was up to Wilson to bunt. He did so, and laid down the
ball so perfectly that he probably would have beaten it to first base even
if Tom Jones had not dropped Schmidt’s throw. Tom made a nice try for
Schmidt’s peg, but he had to get in front of the runner to do it. Wilson
crashed into him with no thought of hurting anybody. The ball sailed out
of Jones’ hands and the Tiger first sacker toppled over as if shot. Before
Delehanty could recover the ball Miller had scored, making the Tigers’
margin only one. Abstein raced to third, while the Detroit players rushed
to the side of the injured athlete. Wilson stopped at first.

Jones was unconscious. He lay there, dead to the world, until Trainer
Tuthill and four other Detroiters lifted him to carry him to the clubhouse.
He was awake for a second during his trip, but he relapsed into the Land
of Nod and didn’t know a thing until it was all over. In the meantime the
crowd had forgotten the injured hero and was looking with all its eyes at
the two Georges—Gibson and Mullin—on whom everything depended.

Manager Jennings was out in the middle of diamond giving words of
encouragement to Mullin and readjusting his team. Matty Mclntyre was
called to left field and Davy Jones moved to center. Sam Crawford, whose
reputation as a first sacker is not to be sneezed at, came in to take up the
task of the wounded member of the Jones family. Sam had a chance to
show his skill immediately.

Mullin, cool and slow, shot a curve over for Hackenschmidt. Gibby
leaned against it and sent it bounding to Wahoo Sam. The latter picked
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it up cleanly and shot it home, whither Abstein was hastening to register
the run that would tie it and give the Pirates a chance to go home tonight
with the title. But Schmidt took Sam’s peg, blocked the runner off the
plate, and tagged him out while the crowd yelled madly. It was not known
at the time that Schmidt was even badly hurt. But the contact with
Abstein’s spikes tore a huge chunk out of the catcher’s thigh and he suf-
fered intense pain when he tried to stoop and sign for the next pitch.

Mullin’s troubles were not over by any means. There was only one out,
Wilson was on second and Gibson on first and the Pirates still needed
one to make it a draw. Of course, Phillippe!” was not given a chance to
bat. In his place came Eddie Abbattichio. The Italian fouled off two and
then waited for three balls. It was up to Mullin to retire him on his next
swing or hand back the advantage for which the Tigers had worked so
hard to their rivals. Mullin put all his stuff on what he offered Abby in
the pinch. As he raised his arm Wilson started running for third and Gib-
son for second. Abby missed the ball entirely and Schmidt’s hurried but
perfect throw to third caught Wilson and wound up the game.

It was in this last play that Moriarity was hurt. He couldn’t get out of
the way of Wilson’s spikes without risking defeat for his team. He stood
the gaff and did the tagging part so plainly that there wasn’t a murmur
about Klem’s correct decision.

The noise made by the Detroit bugs at the conclusion of the game
surpassed in volume anything that has been heard since the proceedings
began last Friday. There was a rush to congratulate the Detroit headlin-
ers, but the crowd, seeing the plight of Schmidt and Moriarity, gave up
the plan of carrying the athletes off the field by cheering the limping pair
all the way to the clubhouse. . . .

Perhaps because the Tigers had no more to give, the final game of the

series two days later an anticlimax. Pittsburgh won 8-o.
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1912

The Tears of Christy Mathewson

CHICAGO EXAMINER, OCTOBER 17, 1912

Boston—When Steve Yerkes crossed the home plate yesterday it made
the Boston Red Sox the world’s champions in the tenth inning of the
deciding game of the greatest series ever played for the big title. While
the thousands, made temporarily crazy by a triumph unexcelled, yelled,
stamped their feet, smashed hats and hugged one another, there was seen
one of the saddest spectacles in the history of a sport that is a strange and
wonderful mixture of joy and gloom. It was the spectacle of an old man,
as baseball players are called, on the New York players’ bench with bowed
head and drooping shoulders, with the tears streaming from his eyes, a
man on whom his team’s fortune had been staked and lost and a man who
would have proven his clear title to trust reposed in him if his mates had
stood by him in the supreme test. The man was Christy Mathewson.

Beaten 3 to 2 by a club he would have conquered if he had been given
the support deserved by his wonderful pitching, Matty is greater in the
eyes of New York’s public than ever before. Even the joy-mad population
of Boston confesses that his should have been the victory and his the
praise. The game was over, the title that probably will be the last one
fought for by that king of pitchers was lost, and Mathewson, cool and
usually unaffected by adverse fortunes of war, was a broken man. The
majority of the thousands present were too busy with their wild celebra-
tion to notice him, but there were a few who watched his slow and sad
progress to the bench and later to the club house.

Charley Herzog, who certainly cannot be blamed for New York’s failure
to win, rushed up to Matty as he staggered off the field, threw his arm
around the big pitcher’s neck and poured forth words of comfort and
sympathy. Mathewson did not seem to hear them. He shook Herzy off
and had no answer to the condolences offered by Doyle and McGraw, who
were eager to impress on him that he was in no way to blame for the defeat.

Matty picked up his sweater and moved on in silence. Soon he had dis-
appeared under the stand to join the other Giants in their dressing room,
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to hear their bitter arraignment of each other and to be told, time and
again, that he deserved better, a truth that none knew more positively than
himself. The Red Sox, fearful that they would be hurt in the rioting of the
crowd if they loitered on the field, had hastened to their own club house,
and the scene there was vastly different from that a couple of doors away.

Boston had come from behind twice, had tied New York’s early lead in
a brilliant seventh inning rally, had almost despaired when the Giants
scored again in the tenth, and then, to cap it all, had not only caught up
once more but had counted a third run, just enough to settle the question
of supremacy beyond all doubt. What difference did it make to the Red
Sox that they had been blanked in their part of the tenth and that the
world’s title would have belonged in New York, if Matty’s backing hadn’t
crumbled to pieces?

The palm was theirs and they remembered nothing else. They had
been accused of quitting and they had seen some of their opponents give
up more bare-facedly than they had ever done. The score was down in
black and white, 3 to 2, in favor of Boston, and that was enough to drive
sympathy for Mathewson from their thoughts.

Well, to begin with, the score was tied up at one to one when the Giants
came into their end. The party Snodgrass, more famous than he ever was
before, was thrown out on a ground ball to Smoky Joe Wood. Red Mur-
ray, who had driven in New York’s only previous tally and who was still
engaged in the task of making the country forget his falldown against the
Athletics, smashed a fierce double into the temporary bleachers between
Speaker and Lewis. Merkle immediately came through with what most
people considered a title winning hit. It was a sharp single to center, and
Murray had no trouble.

Speaker made a hurried play on the ball, for it was his duty to try for a
peg to the plate, but he fumbled in his haste and Merkle ran to second. One
of the most surprising things in the series followed. Herzog, who has played
in the series as if he were super-human, struck out. There was no question
about it. He just naturally whiffed and went back to the bench without
audible comment. The next occurrence was lucky for Wood in two respects.
Chief Meyers’ blow might have gone through to center and scored Merkle.
Furthermore, it might have killed Smokey Joe. As it was, it hit him in the
right side and dropped lifeless in front of him. He had sense enough left
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to pick it up and toss it to Stahl in plenty of time to get the chief for the
last out. Wood was badly hurt by this clout and he had to be assisted to the
bench. Fortunately, there was no more work for him to do.

Down in the right field corner Ray Collins had been warming up con-
stantly and it would have been up to Ray to get busy if the Sox had tallied
only one run instead of two.

Wood is a pretty fair hitter, but in his helpless condition there was no
chance to send him up to bat. So Clyde Engle was the party chosen. It
will be remembered that Clyde, in one of the other battles, had delivered
a double in a pinch. This time he hit as hard as he could, but he struck
slightly under the ball. Snodgrass raced over toward left, waved Murray
away and camped under the falling pill. It struck his hands squarely and
kept right on to the ground, moved by the law of gravity.'®

Engle had not run as fast as he could from the plate, but he speeded
up enough to get to second before Fred could recover the sphere and hurl
it to the infield. The Sox were now playing for one run, so Hooper was
sent up to sacrifice. His two attempts went foul. When he had to hit, he
sent a long fly to center, and it must be confessed that Snodgrass made a
good catch of it. At this juncture, Matty made his only mistake of the
inning. He passed Yerkes. We are not saying that the cool youngster
wouldn’t have hit safely, but it was bad business to walk him and Mathew-
son didn’t mean to.

Then came Merkle’s contribution to the cause. Speaker lifted the first
pitch for a foul and it struck bottom, although it ought to have been caught
easily. As was mentioned before, Merkle, Meyers and Matty started for
it, and all of them stopped. It isn’t safe to trifle this way with the Speaker
person. He picked up his bat, which he had thrown in disgust toward the
bench. The next thing Matty served him he cracked on the nose. It trav-
eled to right field a mile a minute and Engle sped home with the tying
run. Yerkes hustled to third. Tris waited to see what became of Devore’s
throw, and when he observed that Meyers fumbled it he chased to second.
Dufty Lewis came up with the chance of a lifetime staring him in the face.
Matty tried to make him swing at two bad ones. He refused. Then Mey-
ers and Mathewson consulted and decided it was better to walk Duff and
try for a double play rather than put one over. So Lewis strolled and
choked the bases. Matty pitched all he knew to Gardner and was rewarded
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by getting two strikes on the Boston third sacker. Two balls followed, and
then Larry pulled a long fly to right, a fly that Devore had to go back after.

He caught it all right and aimed a throw toward Meyers, for that was
his duty. But the throw reached the Indian long after Yerkes had touched
the plate . . .

1915

A Plea for Help

CHICAGO TRIBUNE, SEPTEMBER 29, 1915

Frend Harvey. I recd. yours of the 27 int. and would say in a reply that I
would jest as leaf go to the worlds serious under certun conditions. In the
1st. place please make Mr. Sanborn' keep the score of the diffrunt ball
games because I have forgot how to keep the score. All so in the 2d. place
have Mr. Sanborn write in his stuff how the games come out who wins
and who looses and so 4th. because I would probly over look miner detales.

In the 3d. place I would expect the paper to pay my expences to and
fro Boston and Phila or where ever it is there going to play the game at.
All so my bord bill at the diffrunt hotels and on the bord of the trains
accept when I am invited to meals by some sucker. And I will try to fill
my self up good when some sucker is paying for the meal so as the paper
wont be stuck so hard when I hafe to pay for them my self.

In the 4th. place I wisht you would ask Mr. Sanborn to get a hold of a
ticket to all the games for me and see that I get in to the press box and
dont half to set on some bodys lap behind the club house or over in the
next block. If it was here in Chi I wouldnent have no trubble because
people knows me here but its diffrunt in the east and not even the polli-
cemans knows who I am because when I was trying to get some wheres
near the ring side at the Mcfarland Gibbons dance I ast a policeman to
help me and I told him my name and where I come from and he says What
the (he used a bad word) do I care who you are or where you come from.
And he wouldent act like my escort.

It might be a good idear to leave me set between Mr. Sanborn and 1 of
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the boys from the other Chi papers and I would pertend like I was busy
writeing my own stuff but all the wile I would be lissening to what the man
from the other paper was dictateing to his operator and then I would leen
over and tell Mr. Sanborn and he could use it like he made it up his self.

I supose you will want me to pick the winner of the serious like I picked
the winner of the brutal prize fight down to Brixton beech. I can pick the
winner O .K. if you give me time to think over it. But may be it wouldent
be a bad idear if I and Mr. Sanborn was to both of us pick the winner and
him pick 1 club and I pick the other and then witch ever club come out on
the top you could put a peace in the paper that our man picked the winner.

I want it under stood that I been in both Phila and Boston many a time
in fact I lived in Boston for a while so its not no treat for me to vissit ether
place and I will expect my expences pade and I dont consider it no vacation.

I wonder if you could give me a little information a bout what should
a man ought to take a long on a trip like that in the way of close. I got 1
sute case and I know where I could borry an other 1 but I dont know will
it be necessary to take a long 2 peaces of baggage but still I want to be
drest jest as good of the rest of the repporters. I was thinking I would take
a long my buster Brown sute and my sailor sute and ware my velvet sute
on the train going and comeing. And then of course I will need a change
of linens and a extra hankercheif and a extra pare of hoses and a night
gown and I wont only need 1 night gown because I will spend most of the
nights on a train going back and 4th. bet. Boston and Phila if they deside
to play the serious in them 2 towns. But you know best a bout these things
and give me what ever information you can. And of coarse I will get all
cleaned up and shaved beffore I start.

And 1 more thing Harvey do you want my storys sent in by telegram
or male? I hope you will find time to give me all this information and all
so agree to the conditions named in the above and Im sure you will find
them fare to both sides.

Respy. R.
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A Rainy Day in Philadelphia

CHICAGO TRIBUNE, OCTOBER 8, 1915

Philadephia, Pa—Frend Harvey: Unlest it rains like its been doing all day
today there going to start the world serious here tomorrow. I and Mr. San-
born is stoping in the same hotel that the Boston Americans is stoping at
and the Boston Americans is 1 of the 2 clubs thats in the serious so if they
call off the game tomorrow we will know a bout it right away and will send
you word so you wont think there playing a game when they aint playing
a game because we will be right here in the hotel and will see for our self
weather the boston players gos out to the park or stays here in the hotel
and if they stay in the hotel that will mean its raining out doors. But [ want
to tell you something funny about us picking out this hotel to stop at.

1 dident pick it out myself but Mr. Sanborn did. I says to him the other
day in Chi where are we going to stop in Phila. he says we will stop at the
Aldine. I says fine its a good hotel. He says well the reason I picked it out
was because it will be quiet and not crowded and they wont be no ball club
stoping there so we will have plenty of room and be a way from the bugs.

So we come here to the Aldine club and come to fine out the hole Boston
eleven is stoping here and all so the Boston news paper men witch is even
worse. Of coarse the Boston clubs not here today because they been play-
ing a important game over to NY city but they will be here before I get
threw writeing this junk and the hotel will be jammed with people that
knows the diffrunt players by there 1st names to speak to. So when we found
this out I says to Mr. Sanborn your a fine guy and the next time I and you
comes to cover the world serious I will do the picking of hotels and I will
pick a hotel thats so good that the ballplayers wont never think of it.

And he says he got mixxed up because he had been stoping here all
summer and evry time he come here they wasent no ball players here
accept the Chi white sox and he figgured the Chi white sox wouldent be
here this time because they was playing some practise games with the
Cubs out in Chi. And he figgured the Boston Americans wouldent be here
because they hadent never been here when he was. Fine figgureing hay
Harvey because of coarse evry time he was here with the white sox the
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Boston Americans was on there home grounds playing some other west-
ern club and not on in Phila a tall.

Well anyway as a result of his figgureing wear in the same hotel where
the Boston Americans is comeing and if we half to sleep 4 or 5 in a bed
its mr. Sanborns falt. If it doesnt rain tomorrow they will be a big crowd
that ever seen a game in Phila on the National league grounds. Every body
will be there accept the people that lives in Phila. The latter cant get no
tickets. There the people thats supported the Phila ball club ever since
1876 so the owners figgure they saw enough baseball and don’t need to
see the world serious.

People that lives right here has been a round the hotel all day begging
we fellows from out of town to get them some tickets so they can see the
ball games. But we havent got no tickets to give them because all the tick-
ets had all ready been gave out to people from Seattle Washn and New
Orleans, St. Lose and Boston.

The owners of the Phila club has been very carefull to suply tickets to
these royal rooters from Boston that never done nothing for no body
includeing there wifes. They had to be fixxed up with tickets because 1
of them is the mare of Boston and would make a big holler if he and his
friends dident get in to the ball pk. In order to be elected mare of Boston
you got to be a base ball bug and all so a royal rooter and a man that will
stand up for Boston rights and can sing the river shannon. When a mans
running for mare of Boston the only pledge hes got to make is that he will
go to all the ball games and act crazy. He don’t half to sine no promuss to
keep the salloons open on Sunday.

They isent much to write a bout here today. Mr. Sanborn went down
to press head quarters this pm and got us both fixed up with a ticket to
the games. Besides the ticket we was both gave a red badge to ware on our
sutes to show that we was news paper men and entitled to get in and not
peeple from Phila. When I seen the color of the badge [ was glad I bought
a gray sute for fall instead of a pink 1.

Theys a lot of roomers going a round but you cant tell what to beleive
and what not to beleive. 1 of the roomers is that Alexander will pitch
tommorows game. I wouldent bet a nickle on it because the papers says
that Pat Moran told them so and of coarse Pat Morans is to smart to tell
the news papers what pitcher hes realy going to use. If he says its going
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to be Alexander its safe to bet that it will be Baumgardener or some body
may be Kiliifer.

Theys an other roomer that the Phillys isent going to play there 1st
inning because they dont think theys any use because Hughey Fullerton
says in his dope that there going out in 1 2 3 order, so instead of playing
and waisting the time they will just tell the repporters to mark them out
in there score books and then they will start-in with the 2d inning and
cravath at bat because hughey says that Cravath will get to 1st base. It
would simplefy matters a hole lot if Hughey would tell what was going to
happen evry inning threw the hole serious and then the clubs wouldent
half to play and the people and the reporters wouldent have to watch them
but just let Hughey tell how it was comeing out and save all the ware and
tare. Of coarse they wouldent be no money tooken in at the gate that way
but the club owners could fine there own home town fans so much a peace
to pay expenses of the serious and the home town fans would be just as
well off because they cant get tickets to the games any way.

They was a big parade on Broad st today and I and Mr. Sanborn and
some bum repporters from other towns was watching it and we dident
know what it was so finely Mr. Sanborn ast 1 of the by standers what was
it and he says it was the Phila firemans celebration. So Mr. Sanborn says
what is the Phila firemans celebrateing and the man didnt answer so |
horned in and says there celebrating because they put out a fire. Pretty
good hay Harvey.

And 1 more thing. I dont want to give no free advertising to no body
but Ive got 1 of these here watchs that cost a dollar. Well when I left Chi
yest the watch was on Chi time. And when I got to Pittsburgh last night
it jumped a head a hour to eastern time with out no body touching it.
Hows that Harvey?
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1916

Your Correspondent Sizes Up the Series

CHICAGO TRIBUNE, OCTOBER 6, 1916

New York—Mr. Bud Fisher, who draws the petey and Gaston cartoons,
called up today and asked: “How are you going to Boston?”

“In good shape,” was my apt answer.

“But listen,” was his startling rejoinder, “I am going to drive up there
friday and I will have room for you in my car.”

“That sounds fine,” says I, and I immediately went out and bought a seat
on the train that leaves here at one P.M. and gets to Boston at six oclock.
That’s what I think of Bud Fisher and his cat and his cartoons. Bud Fisher
may be a nice guy and everything, but the day I ride anywhere with him and
his car will be the day Brooklyn wins the World’s series from Boston.

And speaking of that, the World’s Greatest Newspaper has probably
been informed by its New York correspondents that there is a great deal
of betting and that the odds favor Boston, 8 to 5. Well, listen, as Bud
Fisher says, I was up in John Doyles billiard parlors today and John Doyles
billiard parlors knows all about the betting on everything, and the betting
on the World’s series is nothing to nothing. For some reason or other,
everybody seems to know that Boston is going to walk in and while the
people who live in Brooklyn are, ipsofacto, or whatever it is, crazy, they
have not reached the stage where they will back their so-called ball club
at odds of anything less than twenty eight to one.

Now, mind you, I am not saying that the Robins will lose, but if they
dont lose, I will work the rest of the winter for nothing.

Walter Trumbull, who writes baseball on the New York World, or some-
thing, says I ought not to use the capital “I”’ so much.

“What ought I to say,” I asked him, “when I am talking about myself?”

“Use we, or the writer, or your correspondent,” he says.

So your correspondent will try to remember that for the rest of this
remarkable story.

Your correspondent arose at ten o’clock and answered the telephone
and the man at the other end was Jerome Kern, who wrote most of the
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music to the Follies, and I cant say that fearlessly, but if we said he wrote
the libretto, he would sue the paper for a million dollars libel.

“Will you come to lunch?” he said.

So the writer said he would, and at lunch your correspondent met Pel-
ham Grenville Wodehouse, the Britisher, and he acted just as glad to see
the writer as if we had been Wilhelm Tell, the Kaiser of Germany.

So they talked and your correspondent tried to listen and finally got
bored and thought we had better hustle around and get some baseball
news. So your correspondent sought out Harry Hempstead, the owner
of the Giants, and asked him whether it was true that John McGraw would
be fired for saying that his team laid down to Brooklyn.

“Yes,” said Mr. Hempstead. “I am going to fire McGraw and here are
some other things I am going to do: I am going to make the price of box
seats ten cents a piece, and I am going to play Schupp at third base on
account of his left handedness, and I am going to trade Zimmerman back
to Chicago for Al Campion, and I am going to take the club to Medicine
Hat to train next Spring.”

In other words, the stories to the effect that McGraw is going to lose
his job are nearly as true as the ones about Brooklyn backing its ball club
at odds of eight to five.

John K. Tener?®, Garry Herrmann,?! and Ban Johnson* were inter-
viewed today on the big scandal, meaning the game New York is said to
have thrown to Brooklyn.

“What are you going to do about it?” the Commissioners were asked
by your correspondent.

Ban answered first. “I have been asked to take charge of the United
States army commissary department,” he said.

Garry Herrmann said: “Sweet Adeline. Sweet Adeline, at night, dear
heart for you I pine.”

Mr. Tener said: “May Old Glory long wave over the National pastime
and the home of the free.”

Some Brooklyn writer said today that the Robins would probably win
because they are not afraid of anything and that just about hits the nail
on the head, because if the Robins had been cowards they would have
faded in front of the fierce opposition of the Giants tuesday and on the
other hand, the Red Sox with the exception of Heine Wagner and Bill
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Carrigan, will probably be scared to death of catching in-fantile paralysis
during the two games here.

The latest dope on the series itself is that Rube Marquard will pitch the
first inning for Brooklyn and Babe Ruth will pitch the first nine for Boston.

Lardner Story Starts as Verse,
Turns to Prose as Fattens Purse

CHICAGO TRIBUNE, OCTOBER 7, 1916

Boston, Mass.—I thought that this was just the time to write my story all
in rhyme. I rose this morn at half past 8 and wondered how it got so late.
I shaved and dressed and packed my grip and got all ready for the trip
and went downstairs and paid my bill and said “I’m from Chicago I11.”

The cashier said: “Why, I dont care if you’re from there or anywhere,
so long as you have got the dough; just say good-by and off you go.” So
off I went and with elation rode to the new Grand Central station and
paid the driver forty cents for taking me from there to thence.

In fifteen minutes there I found a train that was Massachusetts bound
and got aboard and took a seat and ordered something nice to eat and then
the Cleveland boys came in and wanted money for to win and asked me
for to play some poker with nothing wild but the joker, Hugh Fullerton,
he just came in and ordered both of us some gin so then I whispered: “I
suppose I’d better write the rest in prose.”

So the details are that I won $7 in the poker game with the Cleveland
boys and they play the funniest game you ever saw. Six cards are dealt to
you on the draw and the joker is wild and then you draw down to five
cards. So I won seven and a quarter in their crazy game and then we were
in Boston.

So then I went to the hotel and the first person I saw was Hank O’Day
and I said to myself “Here’s a story.” So I bot him a cigar. And I did not
get any story that you could print.

“Hank,” I said to him, “will you try not to make any mistakes in this
series?”
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“I never made a mistake in my life,” was his reply.

“No,” I says, “but it is a matter of record that you signed to manage
Cincinnati.”

So he did not have any answer to that, so then I left the hotel and went
down to where the Brooklyns were stopping. Now you know and I know
that I only know five men on the Brooklyn club, namely Larry Cheney and
Jimmy Johnston and Jack Coombs and Chief Meyers and Rube Marquard.

So I was going to interview one of them but could not because they
were all out at a show. So all the news that I got was that Marquard is going
to pitch the first inning for Brooklyn as I told you yesterday and Coombs
will pitch the second inning and Pfeffer the third inning and so on and I
know a whole lot more of inside stuff, but if I wrote it I might be interfer-
ing with Mr. Sanborn and besides the cost of white paper is high. I will
try to write a good story tomorrow.

Inning by Inning with the Red Sox and Robins

BELL SYNDICATE, OCTOBER 8, 1916

Boston, Mass.—Mr. Sanborn is supposed to be writing the game in
detail, but I will send it that way, too, and try to get it different. So here
is what happened:

Furst Inning.

We came out in a taxi, and somebody else paid for it. The umpires pointed
around for a quarter of an hour and as there wasn’t anybody on the field except
the ball players and the Brooklyn club, one could not help from wondering,
as they say, what they were pointing about. The announcer said that Mr. Shore
and Mr. Marquard would pitch. As regards Mr. Shore, we believed it.

So the first inning started and Mr. Shore pitched a fast ball over the plate
and a man named Myers hit it and broke the altitude record, and Mr. Cady
catched it and Mr. Myers was mighty glad, because he thought all the time
he was going to strike out. So then Jacob Daubert struck out, and there was
no question about it, because Jacob had three healthy swings.
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Then Jake Stengel, or whatever his first name is, rolled out, and then
the Bostons came to bat according to the rules, and Hooper and Janvrin
struck out and everybody said what a great pitcher Marquard is. But Til-
lie Walker hit one on the beak for 3 bases and then Marquard was not
such a great pitcher. But Richard Hoblitzell grounded out.

Second Inning.

For the life of me I can’t remember what the Brooklyns did, but it wasn’t
worth mentioning. Duffy Lewis came up for Boston and walked or some-
thing. It was Gardner’s intention to sacrifice, but he did not figure on who
was catching for the Dodgers. He bunted and Chief Meyers gummed it
all up. Scott did sacrifice and Cady was passed a-purpose and Shore struck
out and Hooper hit one in the eye, but Myers caught it.

Third Inning.

In Brooklyn’s half, Daubert struck out only once because they would not
let him bat twice. In Boston’s half, two guys struck out, and then Hoblit-
zel, who cannot possibly hit a left-handed pitcher, tripled to right, and
George E. Lewis. who cannot hit anything except in the regular season
and during the world’s series, doubled to left and scored a run, and then
they caught him off second base and nothing else happened until the.

Fourth Inning.

Believe me, Shore looked almost good enough to pitch for the Niles high
school team in this round. Stengel hit one somewhere and Wheat kissed
one in the eye and it went over Hooper’s bean, and Stengel scored and
Wheat was on third, and then this here George Cutshaw hit a single to
right field, only it wasn’t a single, because Hooper catched it prone on his
back and Wheat tried to take an unfair advantage and score while an out-
fielder was sitting down with the ball, but Hooper, remaining seated, threw
him out as far as from here to the city hall. The Bostons done nothing.

Fifth Inning.

I was out getting a sandwich.
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Sixth Inning.

From where we are sitting we could see the Charles river and a man went
by in a rowboat and Mr. Sanborn said: “Do you see that man?” and I said
“Yes,” so he said, “T'hat man is a sculler.” “Yes,” was my reply. “What is
the difference between he and a world’s series ball player?” asked Mr.
Sanborn. “I don’t know,” was my reply. “What is the difference between
a sculler and a ball player? “ “Well,” said Mr. Sanborn, “a ball player has
only one skull.” No runs.

Seventh Inning.

Olson and Cutshaw played up to form and Boston scored three runs.

Eighth Inning.

Pfefter pitched for Brooklyn and held Boston to one run.

Ninth Inning.

Shore left his fast ball on the bench and Brooklyn was just about to tie
the score when Carrigan cheated and changed pitchers. Boston refused
to play the last half.

Nothing Happened

CHICAGO TRIBUNE, OCTOBER 10, 1916

Boston, Mass—Friend Harvey, this is just a few lines to leave you know
how we are getting along. We are getting along good now Harvey and it
looks like we would be all through Wednesday night and back home some
time Friday.

A man named Hi Myers came pretty close to being killed today and
this was how it happened. He hit a ball in the first inning and touched all
the bases and the Brooklyns had one run. Then the Bostons tied it up and
acted like they were through for the day till a man named Del Gainer hit
one in the fourteenth inning and then it was all over. But if the home run
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Myers made had of win the game for Brooklyn and prolonged the series
to five games instead of four or if it had of wound up in a tie, I would of
borrowed a gun and shot Hi Myers. That is how I feel about the series.

Well Harvey I got up at nine o’clock in the morning and dressed in an
hour and a half like usual and had some breakfast and a man from St.
Paul paid for it. Then I packed up my typewriter and Bozeman Bulger
had a taxicab hired and took us out to Braves Field and I forget who paid
for it, but I know who did not. So pretty soon we wended on our way up
to the press stand and the royal rooters band was playing “Tessie” and |
did not have no gun on my person and besides I could not see them but
could only hear them and that is bad enough.

So somebody asked me who I thought was going to pitch, so I picked
up a copy of the Boston paper that I used to work on till they threw me
out and the paper said the pitchers would be Leonard and Cheney, so
then I knew it would be Ruth and Smith.

Well nothing happened till the first inning and then they was two out
and this here Hi Myers kissed one in the eye and it was a home run and
I dont know why they call him Hi because the ball he hit never went more
than three feet above terra and firma and everything.

So then nothing happened till the third and it was Scotts turn to bat
first for the Red Sox and it is a notorious fact that he never hit a ball in
his life. So he hit for three bases and then he staid on third base while
Thomas was getting himself threw out and then Ruth hit to Cutshaw and
you could not expect a Brooklyn infielder to make two perfect plays in
succession so Cutshaw fumbled long enough to let Scott romp in from
third and the game was tied up.

So then nothing happened till the fifth and then they was two out and
Thomas cracked one down the third base line and Wheat played it like an
old washer-woman and instead of it being a single like it ought to been it
got through Wheat and Thomas was going to make three bases. But Ivan
Olson conceived the brilliant idea of tripping him up and he did so and
nobody was looking except all the umpires, so after Thomas picked his
self off of the ground they told him to romp along to third base. Then
Mr. Olson and Heine Wagner, who was coaching at third, had some bitter
words and it looked like one of them would kill the other and make a good
story, but no such luck and when I say that I dont mean that either one
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of them deserves to die because they are both nice fellows, but it would
of made a good story.

So then nothing happened till the seventh inning, when Myers hit a
ball to Janvrin and the young dancing master kicked it round awhile and
finally picked it up and threw it to first base and Mr. Quigley said Mr.
Myers was out though nobody knew why until somebody explained that
Mr. Quigley was graduated from the University of Kansas.

So nothing happened until the last half of the ninth until Janvrin hita
left ball to left field and Wheat could not reach it so Janvrin was safe at
second base. So then Tillie Walker was sent up to bunt and Mr. Carrigan
knew he could not bunt and never could bunt but gave him one more
chance to prove it so Tillie staid up there till he fouled one and then Jimmy
Walsh came up instead of him and bunted one straight at Smith and Smith
threw it to Mowrey and Janvrin ought to of been out as far as from here
to Amsterdam, but Mowrey dropped the ball. This looked like the end of
a perfect day, but Hobby sent a short fly to Myers and Janvrin was a dead
baby at the plate. So somebody told Smith about Duffy Lewis and they
walked him a purpose and Gardner fouled out and we had to sit there
awhile longer.

So then nothing happened till the tenth this here Hitless Scott hit
another single and Thomas sacrificed and Ruth came up and if he had of
hit as far as he wanted to the horsehide as they call it would of died an
early death in the Charles River, but Babe did not touch it so far as the
naked eyeball could judge and William Dinneen said he was out.

So then Hooper hit one about as hard as last summers ice cream and
it was a single and Mowrey picked it up and made a smart play, whether
you believe it or not. He seen he had no chance to get Hooper at first, so
he bluffed to throw there and Scott overran third and set out for home,
but Mowrey still had the pill and tagged him.

So then nothing: really happened till the fourteenth and the Robins
done nothing, so Bill Carrigan decided this would be the last inning and
if nobody scored they would call it a tie and it took smart management to
figure that out because nobody could of possibly known it without look-
ing at the atmospherical conditions. So Hobby walked and Lewis sacri-
ficed and Carrigan told Lawrence Gardner to seek the shower bath, so
Gainer went up to hit and got one strike and then Hobby was invited to
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share Gardners bath and McNally went on to run for Hobby and the next
thing you knew, Gainer hit one to left field and McNally kept on going
till he got home and Wheat made a throw that might of caught Larry
McLean or Larry Lajoie but it did not catch McNally, who all he can do
is run. So the game was over, but the official scorers said Gainer made a
two base hit and insisted on it till we all booed at them. Nothing happened
after that and nothing will happen.

1917

Lardner returned from Paris, where he had been writing columns about
World War |, which American forces had recently entered, just in time to
see his hometown White Sox play the New York Giants in the World Series.
(More about his trip home appears in the following section.) His experi-

ences in France were reflected in several of those World Series columns.

Report from Behind Enemy Lines

CHICAGO TRIBUNE, OCTOBER 5, 1917

To Commander in Chief Rowland, General Headquarters,
White Sox Armies, Comiskey Park.

I have the honor to report that I have just completed a trip here from
Philadelphia with the enemy’s expeditionary forces. Disguised as a neu-
tral observer, I was able to gather much information which I trust will be
of value.

The army is made up of about twenty active units and is charge of
Major General McGraw, or some such name. Accompanying it are nine
or ten enemy correspondents, some of them apparently intelligent. I talked
with them and with several of the soldiers, including one commissioned
officer, Captain Herzog. The latter advised me that he had never tried to
raise honey dew melons in Maryland, but might plant some next year.

I had a highly unprofitable session with one Zimmerman, said to be a
brother of the man who wrote the famous Mexican note.” He is from the
Bronx and claims to be one of the heavy artillery.
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“Hello, Heine,” I said to him. “Why, hello, L.ahdi,” was his reply.
“Gimme a cigarette.”
And a moment later

“Gimme a match.”

Some of his comrades called him Zimme, but Gimme would be more
appropriate.

I got a rise from one Private Rariden by asserting that only one railroad
went through Bedford, Indiana. He flared up and retorted that there were
actually two regular passenger and freight lines and two coal roads. This
was exactly the information I was after and I have no doubt you will find
it useful. I feel quite proud of the strategy that brought it out.

Private Holke showed me a letter he had received from a friend in Texas,
asking for three tickets to each game played in New York.

“I hear the tickets are three dollars apiece per game,” said the writer,
“but I feel that we cannot afford to pay more than two-fifty. See whether
it is possible to get them at this price.”

Mr. Holke is unable to figure out why people who can pay their expenses
from Texas to New York and back for the sake of a few ball games should
feel it beyond their means to come through with the regular price for seats.

By careful questioning, I learned that in the initial battle, the enemy’s
defense against our possible counter attacks would be hand grenades
thrown by one of four experts—Schupp, Sallee, Porritt or Anderson.
Schupp and Sallee throw their bombs with the left hand, which should
be contrary to international law. Sallee, in addition to being a left-hander,
is thin to the point of invisibility, another violation of the spirit of the
rules of warfare. His camouflage is very effective, as he is frequently mis-
taken for one of the pickets on the fence. This is also true of Porritt, but
he has sufficient sense of honor to bomb right-handed.

Enemy correspondents are evidently convinced that the eastern invad-
ers are stronger and better prepared than your own men and a few express
the opinion that you will surrender in five days. I have pretended to agree
with them in their arrogant views, so as to foster in them, and indirectly
in their army, a chestiness which may result in disaster.

On our transport train was a heavy set genial young man whom I
instantly recognized as another spy, Germany Schaefer.

“Hello, Germany,” I whispered to him when no one was looking.
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“S-s-s-h,” he shushed. “Call me Schaef. I got through with that other
name the sixth of April.”

Well, sir, I trust that your armies will fight with that indomitable cour-
age and aggressiveness which has made them conquerors in Autumn wars
of the past, wars forced on them by barbarous West and North Siders
moved to hatred through jealousy of the South Side’s superiority in cul-
ture and invention, and that with Gott’s help, you may gain an early and
decisive military victory so that our people may return to their homes and
live in the peace and comfort to which they are accustomed and of which
these eastern vandals would rob us.

Respectfully

L.

The Modern Voltaire

CHICAGO TRIBUNE, OCTOBER 8, 1917

At the French Front—{Special to Le Petit Journal, Paris.]—Les Bas
Blanc made it deux out of deux from Les Géants hier aprés midi, win-
ning the second game of the serie, sept to deux. e jeu was un battle
royale up to the fourth inning, when the Sox lit into Monsieur Anderson
all spraddled out.

M. Anderson was taken hors de combat before the inning was over and
M. Perritt got his. The round netted the Sox cinq runs et settled le jeu.

Directeur McGraw crossed everybody by starting another lefthander,
Herr Ferdinand Schupp. This Boche was a world beater for un inning,
but in the deuxiéme he looked like un franc cinquante.

Opposed to the Hun at the start was M. Rouge Faber of Cascade, Iowa.
Rouge was hit hard in the deuxiéme inning, then settled down et pitched
trés bien. Rouge also gave un grande exhibition of base running, stealing
third in the cinquiéme inning avec that base already occupé. Plays like
that make the enemy look like a sucker.

M. Burns, avec trois ball et deux strikes, singled to droit. Herr Herzog
forced him at deuxieéme, M. Gandil to M. Weaver. Herr Kauff lifted une
mouche to right et Jacques Collins dropped it, but recovered in temps to
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force Herr Herzog at deuxiéme. Foreign Secretaire Zimmerman was hors
at first, Eduoard Collins to M. Gandil.

Herr Schupp fanned M. McMullin et M.E. Collins in the Bas demi.

Le deuxiéme inning was plein of excitation. Avec une out, M, Robert-
son beat out an infield coup. Herr Holke singled a concentrer. M. McCarty
singled to gauche, scoring M. Robertson, Herr Holke following him in
when Herr Schalk messed M. Jackson’s throw to lieu natal. Herr Schupp
et M. Burns wore trés facile outs.

In le Chicago demi, M. Jackson led off avec un single. Herr Felsch
singled a droit et M. Jackson took troisiéme. M. Gandil hit sauf over Herr
Schupp’s kopf, scoring M. Jackson. Herr Schalk tried to sacrifice, but
bunted into Herr Schupp’s mains et forced Herr Felsch at troisiéme.
Then Herr Schupp gave M. Faber une basse on balle, filling la bases.
That was bien suffisant pour M. McGraw et he yanked Herr Schupp et
substituted Anderson. Directeur Rowland took M. Jacques Collins out
and substituted Herr Leibold, un gauche-handed hitter. Herr Leibold
whiffed et M. McMullin forced Rouge Faber at deuxiéme. La taille was
now un tie.

Anderson went tres bien until the quatre. M. Weaver opened le Chi-
cago demi of that round by beating out a balancoire bunt. Schalk singled
a droit. Rouge Faber popped hors trying to sacrifice. Mais Herr Leibold
et M. McMullin both hit sauf, scoring deau runs. Anderson was taken
hors and in came Poll Perroquet. M. E. Collins et M. Generale Jackson
greeted this oiseau with hits et le totale pour le round was cinq runs before
Herr Felsch lined into un double play.

Le feature of the troisiéme inning was Rouge Faber’s base-running.
Avec un hors, M. Weaver reached premier on une botte par M. Fletcher.
He advanced to deuxiéme on Herr Schalk’s hors et to troisiéme on un
single par Faber. Le dernier took second on M. Robertson’s useless throw
a lieu natal. M. Rouge then stole third and was tres surprendre to find M.
Weaver there. L.e New York catcher threw a troisiéme et Herr Zimmer-
man, exhibiting grande presence de la intelligence, tagged Rouge. 11 est
un wonder Herr Heine didn’t throw the ball a le champ droit.

Les scorers officieles went noix in the sixiéme et gave M.E. Collins un
hit on a play un M. Collins was called hors par le umpire until le dernier
saw that M. Perroquct had dropped Herr Holke’s throw at first base.
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Otherwise, there was not beaucoup more to le jeu. Directeur McGraw
proved his generosity of spirit by letting us see quatre of his pitchers. M.
Tesreau butting in pour le final Chicago inning and retiring le coté runless.

Le New York neuvieme brought up Herren Kauff et Zimmerman and
M. Fletcher. Le first two named kept their records pure et M. Fletcher
grounded out to the world’s greatest series player, M. Weaver.

Il est the unanimous verdict autour de here that les Giants are the most
consistent world’s series team in le monde.

The following day, under the headline “The Modern Balzac,” Lardner
wrote another column in fractured French. We can only wonder if he
recalled his jovial suggestion to Eddie Cicotte after the World Series

two years later.

New York—]Je came East today avec les bas blanc et we had un unremark-
able trip. You know there is a difference between the White Sox et les
Giants. The ball players on the former don’t speak to the reporters, but
the manager is friendly. On the Giants team, le Managere don’t speak to
reporters, but the ball players are cordial.

This is what I was told. But je saw some of the Chicago ball players I
know and I couldn’t resist talking to them. The first was Eddie Cicotte,
who happened to be setting at the same petit dejeuner table. No sooner
had we got settled when a telegraph guy came in and said:

“The next stop is Syracuse. You can file there.”

So we said, “we have nothing to file there.” So the telegraph guy says
“haven’t you nothing to file?” So I and Mr. Crusinberry said, “No.” But
Eddie Cicotte said, “wait a minute. I’ll get off and file my spikes.” That
a right-handed pitcher’s idea of wit.

Mr. Crusinberry and I made all kinds of offers to Mr. Cicotte to throw
the next game he pitches, but the poor boob would give us no respectable
answer . . . .

Lardner missed the conclusion of the 1917 World Series, perhaps because
he had been away from home so long and didn't want to go back to
New York. Of course, he couldn’t pass up the chance to make light of
his defection.
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“The boss has just informed me that I won’t have to go back to New York
with the other Rats,” he wrote.

“Why not?”” I asked him. ““Don’t you like my stuff?””

““Yes, indeed,” he replied. “‘But you can write it just as well from
here.”

So he wrote about the game, which clinched the Series for the White
Sox, from home, noting that “You get all the thrills of writing, if any,

without enduring the pains of looking at the so-called athletes on the

field of play.”

1918

18 Holes

CHICAGO TRIBUNE, SEPTEMBER 7, 1918

Friend Harvey:

Well, Harvey, it was the first time Geo. Tyler ever pitched at Comiskey
Pk. and of course he hadn’t no idear where they kept home plate, though
it was right in plain sight, but anyway he couldn’t seem to see it, and when
he borrowed a handkerchief off Umpire Hildebrand in the 2d. innings to
get something out of Bill Killifer’s eye, I felt like hollering at him to pluck
the bean out of his own eye before he went after the molt in his catcher’s,
but they was all ready enough hollering in the press coop with Bill Phelon
and Rube Cook and Sam Hall in full bloom, and Sam’s the bird that was
tipped off in advance that the govt. was going to make all the seniles either
work or fight and he’s a sporting editor, so he fell down and broke a leg
and I only wished it had of been his larnyx.

But when it come the Cubs’ second innings, Tyler had a turn at bat
and found out where the plate was and after that his control kept getting
better and it got so good in the gth. innings that he hit Strunk’s and
Whiteman’s bats right in the middle and all that saved us was Jean Dubuc
striking out in the pinch and Jean was with Detroit long enough so as the
ballyhoo boy ought to know the way to pronounce him which is the same
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as in Towa, but instead of that, the boy called him Debuck like he was a
cartoonist, but he couldn’t even draw a base on balls. Jean hit .340 or
something out in the Coast League this yr., but it seems Tyler was pitch-
ing in the National LLeague all summer.

Well, everybody was crabbing about the 1st. game and how dull and
stupid it was, but they couldn’t nobody fall asleep watching this one, not
even the Deans that had been out on one of Tiny Maxwell’s personally
conducted slumming tours to the public library. I suppose you heard about
the two Irishmen, Otto Knabe and Heinie Wagner, and all of a sudden
Col. Barrow looked over the top and seen Heinie inside the Cubs’ barbed
wire and he shouted “Boys, who will volunteer to bring back my star lieu-

tenant?”*

and several responded, but by the time they was half way across
nobody’s land, Otto and Heinie was yelling kamerad at each other. It
seems Otto called Heinie something that got him mad and Heinie is one
of the best tempered birds in baseball and it takes a mean lexicon to rile
him, so Otto was the logical choice.

Well, Sam Agnew caught Bush for 7 innings, but he caught cold when
the band played the S.S.B. and made him take off his cap, so Schang went
up to hit for him in the 8th. and he hit all right, but they nailed him trying
to romp to third base on a single by Hooper and I couldn’t see where he
wouldn’t of been as well off on 2d. base with his club 3 behind, but I can’t
manage the Boston club very good from the press coop, though Bill Phe-
lon directed the Cubs O.K. from up there, because I heard him yelling
“pitiful fools” and I thought at first he was referring to those who had paid
to get in, but it was the Cubs he meant and he hadn’t said it more than five
or six times when they went out and grabbed themself a three run lead.
But as I say, I couldn’t stop Schang at second base and he probably cost
Boston a tally and when he was throwed out, poor Joe Bush was so desper-
ate that he took off his shoe to see if they was any runs in his stocking.

Well, Harvey, in regards to the morning game, we played out to Jim
Cruisinberry’s club, Lincoln Pk., and I and him beat the eastern cracks,
Nick Matley of Boston and Harry Cross of the Times Square A.C. and
at that I didn’t play my best game because it says on the score cards out
there that players must start from the first tee and besides when you live
in a loop hotel and step out of the elevator in the A.M. with your suitcase
and bat bag, you half to fight 3 or 4 bellhops that wants to caddy for you
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over to the desk and the management thinks you’re trying to jump your
bill and make you wait till somebody has run up to your rm. and seen that
you left your toothbrush and all and all it kind of throws a man off, and
besides the dressing room out there is a bench back of the first tee and
it’s a co-ed club so I played in my civies, but I did change a tire on Shields
Ave. right after the afternoon battle.

Just as we was going to tee off, a young man that Nick said was the
managing editor of the course come up and asked me if I had a button
and I said no I hadn’t been home for a week, so he said if I didn’t have a
button I must pay a quarter and he charged all of us a quarter apiece, but
we played the match for the lunches and I and Jim didn’t mind the quar-
ter when we seen we had them beat, but where do you think they took us
to lunch, Harvey? Out to the bards room at the ball pk., where it’s free.

Well, Harvey, they won’t be no morning game tomorrow though Chas.
Weeghman invited us out to Edgewater, but I have got to hustle around
all morning and find out how I am going to register here when I’m not,
and besides the Dr. says he wants to take a look at my throat and he’s been
so good to me that I can’t hardly refuse him a good time once in a wile.

But they’s another ball game tomorrow and I hope those aviators® stays
away so as I won’t half to carry a stiff neck on my vacation, and they call
them aces, Harvey, but I would say they was deuces wild, but if they must
see the game, why can’t they loosen up and pay to get in instead of want-
ing everything free like a reporter.

R.W. L.

1919

A Hot Tip from the Umpire

BELL SYNDICATE, OCTOBER 1, 1919
Cincinnati, O—Gents: The world serious starts today with a big surprise.
A great many people figured that the White Sox would be scared out, and

would never appear. But sure enough when we woke up this morning and
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come down to breakfast, here was the White Sox as big as life and willing
to play. The first bird I seen amist them was Ray Schalk, the second catcher.

“Well, Cracker,” I said, “I never expected to see you down here as I
had been told that you would quit and would never appear.” “Well, Bis-
cuit,” was his reply, “here we are and that’s the best answer.”

So after all that is said and done the White Sox is down here and try-
ing to win the first 2 games on their merits so it looks like the serious
would not be forfeited after all.

Most of the experts went to the 2 different managers to try and learn
who was going to pitch the opening game. So to be different from the rest
of them as usual, I passed up the two managers and went to the umpires.
The first one I seen was Cy Rigler and I have known him all my life.

“Who is going to win, Cy?” I asked. “I don’t know,” was his ample
reply. You can take that tip or leave it. Personally I am betting on his word.
He will give them the best of it if possible.

The next umpire I seen was Quigley. “My system,” he said, “is to call
everybody out.”

The two American league umpires could not be seen as they was both up
writing their stuff, but you can be sure that neither of them will give any-
body the best of it. So all and all, it looks like a even break in the umpiring.

That brings us to the hotel accommodations. A large Chicago newspa-
per has got the prize rm. of the lot, namely, the smoking rm. off the ball
rm. in the Gibson. This means that if any body wakes up at 3 in the morn-
ing and wants to smoke why they can do so without moving out of their
rm. And if they want to dance why all as they have to do is go in the next
rm. and look for a partner.

A great many people has written in to this hotel to ask how I am going
to bet so they can do the opposite and make big money.

Well, Gents, I might as well tell you where I stand. I dont believe either
club can win as neither 1 of them has got a manager. But I do know both
of the so-called managers personall