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LINTOTING OF DOC < &Y SEWELL FORD

A TALE WHEREIN PROFESSOR SHORTY MS CABE ,ON SHORT NOTICE,.SAVES A LADY FROM SOCIAL DISASTER

BLL, It was 1lke this: [ starts out
to buy & bull pup,. 1 might have
zot him, too, If It hadn't been for

L\

Toe  Pinphoodle; but, seoin’ the way
things torned out. 1 don't bear no
grudge. It was the Doe T met firse. I'd

seen him driftin' up and down tha stuirs

onoce or twice, but dida’t pipsa him off
epecial. There's too many frenks around
Turty-stcond street (o keep cases on all

of ‘emu

But ooe day about a month ago I was
Eittn’ In the front office bere, gettin®
the edarache from hearing Swifty Jos
tell about what be mennt to Jo to Gans
that last time, when the door swingm
open so hard It most takes the hiogea
ofT, un'rf W ﬁ;_.‘- a streak of arms and
lege and tall hat making' a dive under
the bed couch In thoe corner.,

“They'va most got the range, Swifty,”

#ays L “Two fest to the left and you'd
been a bull's-eye. What you got your
mouth open xo wide for? Goln' 1o try
te calch the next one In your teeth?”
Swifty didn't have tme 0 uncork sny
repartes before some o struck the
L outside like @ came down
= of foldin’ wieps fest first, and
§ Hitla sharp-nosed woman with pur-
fowers In her hat bohs In aed sq s
ones nt emch of us. Say, I don't want
to be looked at often ilke that! It felt
like beln' sampled with a cheese tester.

“IHd Montgomery Smith just come In

here?* says she *Did he?! Don't e,
now! Where ta ha?' and the way zhe
Je them little black eyes around
wan ¢nough to tear holes in the mut-
ting

“"Lady—"" mays T

"Don't lady me, Mr. Fresh!” says ehe,
throwin' the gimilets my way. “And tell

-atealer over there
grin off'n his face

that broken-nosed chil
o teke that monkey
or 1'1 ch hig ayes out."™
ee!™ yells Bwifty, throwin’
ersault through the gym door
snappin’ the lock.
“Anything more, miss?" says 1.
here to ple
“Humph!" gays she. "It'd take some-
thin® better than you to pleass me
“Glud 1 was born lucky,” thinks I, but
thought It under my hreath,

"We'ra

slow play, either! He wag tho EZrogegy to
Fay & word, but he comes pretty near
winnin' me right there. 1 ssts ~Swifty

R  — - '

“is My WNonty Hiding In That Roor?

him with the whlak-broom,
a glass of jce-water, and In
& minute or so his volce comas back

Gy, yes, he had ooe. It wax o little
shuaky, but, barrin’ thut, It was a2 smooth
g mayonnpise. And language! Why,
s5t tellin® me how much obliged he was,
e near stood the dictlonary on Its head.
There wa'n't no doubt of hils wirm feelin’
for me by the time he was through. It
wias almost Hke beln” adopted by a vich

to work on
hands out

 about the bull pup:

kind of dignified. He was the style of
chap that would blow his Inst dlmes on
havin' Ris collar 'm cuffs polished. nnd
woulid go without eatin’ rather than
frisk the rree lunch at the bear joint.
He was willin® to tailk about anything

but the female with the keen-cutter
tongue.

“8he ls a mistaken, misgutded person,”
suys he “And by the way. Professor

MeCabe, there Is & fire-escape, I belleve,
whitch leads from my office down to your
back windowa, ‘Would It be presuming
too much If I should ask you to admit
me there occasionally, in the eévent of
my being—er—pursuid again?”

“It ain't a board Wil is it. Doc? says

“Nothing of
says he.

“Fad to hear {1 mays T "As a rule,
I dom’t run mo rock-of-nges r=fuge, but
ne ltng's you'ra 4 neighbor of mine, halp
yourself"

S0 we fixed it up that way, and about
fvery so 4ften I'd see Duoc Plophoodle
uiidin® In the back window, with a wor-
ried look or his face ond iron rust on
his trousery. He was a qulet nelghbor,
though—didu’t torture the corpet, or deal
in volts culture, or Eat me to cach
ehecks that eame back with remarks in
red ink wTitten on “em

I was wonderin® how the Vedle stunt
was caichin’ on. when all of = sudden
e buds out In an §=hat, thin year's
model, and begins to lug around an [v'ry-
handlad eane

“I'm glad their comin’ your way, Dod.””
says I
*Thanks.” says he. *“If I can in any
measiurs repay some of the many kind-
nesses which you—""

“Sponge It ofl,"” says I “Maybe
want to throw A lady off the sc
seif some day."

A week or #0 later T misses him alto-
g=ther. and the janitar tells me he's pald
up and moved. Wall, they come and
g0 ke that, so It don't pay to feel
lonesome: but I had the floor swept
under the couch reg'lar, on a chance
that he might show up agaln.

It was along about then that I hears
I'd heen wantin® to
hive one out to Primross Park—where

the kind, I assare youo.”

i
‘ant my-

of cars. There was a girl on the back
looks like of natural
sees me. too, shouts te Fruncols to put
brake and begins
wavin® her parasol at mé to hurry on
wiz Sadie Sulllvan.
“Hurry up. Shoriy!

seat that
on

It

the emergency

Run!” she yells.

*“FThere fsn't a minute to jose™

1 geta up on my
1 badn't wo more'n climbed aboard be-
the muachine was tearin’

fore

macadam agaln,

“Anybody dyin "

ir
“Not Mr.
old girl

‘Why.
dies’

home,

P

* says L.

inncknoy's Aunt

says 1.

to say she's got kittenishT™

“*Thera's no age lmit to that kind
foolishness"
a serious attack. Wa've
Eot to stop it. though, for I promised
Pinckney 1I'd stand guard until he came

of
looks like

says Sadie,

back from Newport™

I hadn't seen the old glirl myself, hut

I knew her record, and now

off =he’ll

tao#a at that,

says J, “or does the
bargaln counter close at & oelock T
“Aunt Tillle's cloping.™ says she, “and
wa don't head her
an old villzin who ought to be in jall*™
Tillle, tha
that owna the big pluce up
near Blenmont?™
"That's the one,” says Sadie,
she's qualified for an
“You don't mean

“and

I got It
revised to date. She’d hooked two hus-

up the

mMArTy

ald In- |

v it was & case of holdin’ on and hoping |, dav,” savs she, “and nelther &0 1. so
She | the thing would stay rignt side up. 1| thet settlos It. And hera comes the
hadu't worked up muosh enthusiasm  reclor now.*

aboot gettin® to St. Paurs-1fi-the-Wood
bafore, bat 1 did then, all right.

“There's her carriage walling at the
chapel door!” gays Sadie. *“SBhorty, we
must stop thin*™

“It's out of my
il help.”

We mude a break for the front door
and butted right In, just as though
they'd ment w= cards. It wasa't very
light Inside, but down at the far end
we could see u lHitle bunch of folks
standin’ around ax it they was waltin®
for somethin® to happen.

Szdle dldn't make any false motlons,
She =piledd down the cantar wlnle and
took Auot Tillle by the arm. She was
a dumpy, piefuced old girl, with plenty
of baliast to keep her shoes down, and
& lot of genulne store lalir that was
puffed and weaved llke the specimens
you see in the Sixth-svenue showcascs,
SBha was actin' kind of nervous, and
ETinnin’ a =illy kind o7 grin, but when
e Fpots-Badia sahe puts on a fook like
the hired gir! wears when she's been
caught beln’ glswed by the grotery boy.

"“Yon haven't done It, have you?" says
Badle.

*No." says Aunt Tillle:

and line™ eays I, "but

this

"but its golng

bande in her Lime, but nelther of "em | to-bhe done just as soon as the rector
haid Iasted long. Then &he gave It | gets on his other cont.’™
up for A spell, and it wa'n’t until she Now, plense don't, Mra. Winfield™

was 656

that she begins to

bow clothes

1tke onme of the squab octot.
she'd bagun to sAhow xlgns of wantin®
to =it in o shady corner with a man.

had discouragea ons bald-

Pinckney

headed miniater,
bachelor &nd dropped: strong hints to
couple of widowars
callln® frequent for afternoon tea. Then

sxgain and

warned off

that

i new ons had showed up.

“"He's a8 sticker,
know where Aunt
him, but Pinckney says he's bean com-
ing out from the clty every other cuy
for a couple of weeks.
Ing him at the station and taking him
£he says he's some sort of
and that he's
giving her lessons In a new falth cure
that she's taken gp. Today, though, af-

don't

for drives,
an East

Indian priest,

too,”
Til

waar raln-
caper aronnd
Lataly

an

00K

snyes Bndie.

lle

she's been ment-

suys Badle, gettin' g walst grip on the
old girl, and rubbin' her chesk up
against her shouldoer in that purry.
conxin' way she has. “You know how
badly we shquld all feal if it dldn't
turn out well, And Pinckney—"

“"He's a meddlesome, Impertinent
young scamp!” says Aunt Tlllle, grow-

nld

to | In' red under the Iavera of rire pow-

der. “Haven't 1 a right to marry with-

out consulting him, I'd like to know?"

"1 “Oh, yos, of course,” says Sadie,

found | soothing her down, *but Pinckney
spys—"

Don't tell me anything that he says,
not & word!™ she shouts. “T wbn't lis-
tén to It. He had the Impudence to
suggest that my dear Mulll was a—a
corn doctor, or something like that™
"Did he?" says Bsdle. "I wounldn't
have thought It of Pinckney. Well, just

Monty Might Have Been a Winner

Once.

“Looks 1ike out
hand, don’t ft¥

“Walt!" says she., “] want to get a
good jook at the man™

‘He was trailin’ along after the min-
Ister, and It wa'n't until he was within
Six feet of me thot 1 saw who It was,

we'd played our

“Hollo. Doc!™ says I. "“Bo you're the
done Mulll, are you?"
He near Jumped out of hia collar,

Pinphoodle 4ld, when he gwats Nl lamps

on mé. It only iasted o minute, though,
for he was a qulck recoverer, *»
*“Why, profespor! says he, *This 1=

BD unexpected ploasure™

|

shoulder, “that if 1 lhiad got hold of
a fortune in the way you gol yours
soung woman, 1 wouldn't make any
comments aboul mercenary marringea’™

Well say, up to that tfme 1 had &
haif-baked I(des that maybe I wasn't
called on to block NHis little game, bhat
when he begins to rub it into Sadfe 1
soturs on Doo right away.

“Hold on there, Doo,™
glve In that you've got our ouss
gquashed as it stood. But maybhe some-
ane else has got an Interest in these
doin's."”

“AR™
that be?*

R Montgomery Smith,™ says I.
ud 8 chunce shot, but it rung the
Doc goos se limp az a siraw hat
that's heen hooked up after a dip in
the bay, and his eyes took on that
shifty look they had the firet time 1
aver saw him.

“Why," say he. syutiowin’ hard,
and doing hin besrt to get back the stiff
front he'd been putiln’ up—"why, thers
is no such person.’

says L 0T

sAys ho. “And who might

“"Wo?™ says L. “How ahopat the oru
that calls you Monty and runs you
under tha weht™

3 says he. ""Sheo's nothing to

“Oh, waell,” says 7. *“that’s between
you and her. She savs different. Any-
way. she's come or tip here to put

In her bid; so that's no moren falf to
give her a show. Tl just bring her
in"

AS I starts townrd the front door Doe
given me one look, to see if I medns
busines=., Then, Sadle save, he turng
the color of pie-crust, dropi Auant TIi-
e as i she wns a lve wire, and jumpn
through the back door llke he'd been
kleked by o mule, I got back Jjust in

time to aee him hdrdle o five-foot
hedge without stirrin' & leaf, and the
inst :I:mpw we got of him he was

hendin® for a stroteh of woods up Con-
necticut way. >

“Lovoks like you'd fust
In" at o cuase of bigamy,” ssys. 1 to che
young preacher. as we was bringin®
Aunt Tillle out of her faint.

missed nssist-

**Shocking:" sars he. “Shocking!™
8= he funs himself with a hymn book.
He was takin® it hard.

“Is my Monty biding in that room?* | uncle. guess pome of that's right,” says L Aunt Tillle wouldn't speak to any of
saye she, jubbin® a fAnger at the gym “0Oh, that's all right'" =ays I. *You And =may, but he was dressed for the | us, and as we bundled her inte her
“Cress my heart, he ain't’” says 1. can use that couch any tme the dis- joy¥tul bridegroom pirt!—striped trous- | carriage ahd sent her home slo looked
“I don't helleve you cnuld think quick | apy fn' it comoes on. Bhe was hot on &rs, frock coat, white puff tis and | a8 mad as g setiln’ hen with her fesc
enough to He," =says she, and with that | the trafl; eh, Monty 7T’ white gloves. He'd had a close shave | tied. ’ _
she fips out about as fast as she came “It was all a painful, absurd error,” and a shampoo, and the mussage artist “Shorty.” '8 Badle,. on the way
in suys he "o mistake in identity, I pre- had rubbed out some of the swellin' | back, "that was an elogant bluff you
I didn't stir untfl T heara her hit the | sume. Permit me to make myself known from undsr his eyes. Dian't look much | put up.”™ I
lower hall. T 1 I _bolts the door, goes | to vou,” and he shoves out his card, like the has-besn that done the dive “Lucky my hand wa’'n't called,” gays
and calls Swifty down off the top of the | Rasmulll Plophoodle, J. R. D.—that under my- aouoh, I. “Bul it wie rough on the preacher
ewihgin’ ro and we come to a parades | was the way It read. “Wall!® says J. “this |:“ where the | chap, wa'n't it?7 He had his mouth
rest slongslde the pouck “Long ways from Smith, aln't 1? privaie clach comes in, eh? Doc, youw've | ail made up to marry some one.
“Mon dear Mon eays I, “the | says 1. “The first of It soundk Uke a got & head llké\a horse. Blamed (I | didn't want to offer him a
ovelonn’'s pessed onut to s=ep. Come out | Perslan rus.™ b | !hfl-ull‘! ttn‘!lk h‘.-ld be nehamed of | yob mysell”
| glye up your rain check." “My Hindu birth name,” say¥s he. himeeif,” says S |lv Tunning off with “And who would you have picked
backs out fest first, climbs upon I'd have bet you wa'n't a domestle a allly old woman! out, Shorty™"
eouch, and drops his chin into his | Aller,” says 1. ““The Pinphoodle Iy Eng- Tho Sulllvan temper had got the “Well," says L lookin® her over wiah-
nds for a minute, while he gets over | Itgh, ain’t ft?" best of her., After that the desp lard | gu1, *“there uln't never beesn bhut onne
tl worst of the shoek, Say, at first He emlles ke Td nsked him to spilt a wne all over the ecook-stove. Aunt | girl that 1'"d chose for & sids partner,
night he wa'n't a man you'd think vy | pint with-me, and says ths Tillle throws four cat-fits to the min- | gud she's out of my Tliss now.
woman would loss her bresth tryin® to “But the tag on the e ute. Then Doco steps up, puls a muanly “Was her name Sulllvan once?” sayvs
catoh, less'n she was his i;.mil:mv,\'. and | passss up,” sayE L “Don't mrm half way round i;c:r bolt line, and | ghe
that was what [ figures out that this fe- | Judge of Rent Deodgers, does lete her weep on his Sunday coat. “It was” sawvy I.
miles pence disturber was "Those letters,™ makin® an- 3y thls time the preacher wus gll She didn't sny anything more for a
Monty might have hean a winner once, | othar merry face, * it Lthe aymhols hrnke-‘ up. He wus n nice, healthy- | spell after that, and 1 didn't; but
but It was & fong spell back. Just then | of my Vedic progressior lr:nklu young chap, one of the straw- | there’s tlmes whon converiation don't
e was some out of repair. Heo had a “1¢£ 1'd stop to think I'd fetched that,” b'ry-hlond kind, with pink-and-whits | fit in. A1l 1 know iz that yeu ean
hoad blg enough for a college professor, | sayvs 1. r'ht_:r‘kn and hair-as soft as & toy span- | git just as close on the back seat
und a crop of hair ithe an herb doctor, It was a jolly. T've never had tha fel's. It mrn.-l out that this Im_u his | 6f ‘one of them big benzine caris as
it his eyes were puffy undernsath, and | Vedic progreasion — rwnys, not hard | first eall to epiel off the splicin' seor- you onn on u parlor sofm; and with
you could sée by the cafe au lait tint to | enough to know it at the time, but I vice, Badis snuggled up against me T felt
hiw face that his Hver'd been on o long | wa'n't goin' to I&t hlm stun me.. “1 trust,” says he, “that neo one has= | {ike {t was alwaye goln' to bBe Sum-
strike. He was falrly thick through the Later on I got noxt to the fact that < any walid ol_;ue-:tlun to the uniting of | mer, with Souysa’s bhand plavin® some-
middle, but hiz legs dida’t match the | he was gome kind of a healer, and that thils couple? whore Behind the rabber tress.
rest of him. They wers too thin and | the proper thing to do was to call him “I will convince you of thut," says Firast thing 1 knows ws Tatches up
too short Doec. Eeems he had a four-by-nine olfice Doc Plaphoodle, speakin’ up brisk and | gt my shack In Primrose Purk and 1
I'd known you was comin' I'd had | on the top floor back, over the studio, cocky. "by pulting to this young lady | was stahdin’ on the harse block, ulong-
the scrub iady Jdust undaer there.'” says | and that he was 3t startin’ to Intro- a f"'l‘ I"N'li“f“‘if questionm™ tha bubble. Sadla’d dropped both
I: “but It won't need it now for o couple | duew the Vedle stunt In' New York. Well, he did. As a cross-examiper | hands on my stounlders und was torn-
of woeks." Mostly he worked th2 mail-order ra for the defense be was n regulir Joo | In' them oxes of hers on me at sloza
He makes a stab at sayin’ something, | He showed me his sd in the Bunday ® . . o e Choate. Inside of two mémitﬁf- ho'd | range. ¥Francols wans lookin® straight
his breath hadn’t come back yet. onal column, and It was nll to the L T e T ST IS mudof lorn mosquito notting of Badie's | ahead. and there wasn't anyone In
He reévives enough, though, to take a t. Acoordin’ to his own specifica- THEN DOC PUTS AN ARM AROUND HER BELT LINE AND LETS HER WE EP ON HIS SUNDAY COAT. kick, shown her up for & rank sight. S0 1 just took a good look Inio
ook at his clothes. Then he works his he wis a head-liner in the East gider, and put us both through ]‘Hml pair of Irish bluea.
silk dicer up off'n his ears, and has a | Indlan philosophy businass, whatever that ropes.  “Now,'” says he :-'llh n kind of “What a chump you are, Shorty!”
peek mt that. It was o punky Hd, all | was, He'd just torn himself awny from | I goes to prop up the week-end, you !ter she'd gone off, the housekesper | to show him that he was wrong I |celm, = x‘\-d, I've-swi 1|'l\’-"d—!1:|9'v('riri— sh 1\'1‘|ﬁ]|.ﬂr5,
Tight, but it had saved a jot of wear | the crowned hemnds of Europe for an | know, at the cottage 1 bought off'n Mr. | found that her trunk 1 been smug- | would pat this affalr off unt ¥You can | ary !ml]t_‘.‘ ‘wo will proceed with the “Ah, quit your kiddin’” says [, But
and tear on his cocoa when he made | American tour, and he stood rea Jarvie. Pinekney was tellln' me of a | gled to the stutlon. Then o note was | have a regular chorch wedding, with | ceremony, ) I didn’'t make any move, And she
that ellde for home plate, and struck | ladle out ndviee to statesmen, tinker friend of his that owns a likely-lookin® | pleked up In her room. Tt =aid some- | fnvitations, and ushers and pretty Sudie was near eryvin' with the mad | didn't
the wall broken hearts, forecast the future, a litter, mo one Saturday afternoon I | thing about mesting her at the enurch | flower girls. And you ought to have |In her, she baln" 5 hard loser at any “Well, good-by.” says she, letiing out a
“Was this a long-distance run, or just | map out the roxd to Wellvilie for mil- ! starts to hoof It aver and siege ‘em up. | of S5t. Paul's-in-the-Wood st four-thir- | a gray sllk wedding gown—you'd look | same, “You'rs. an old fraud, that's | long hreath, ;
& hundred-yvard sprint™' says 1 “Neover ; lHonaires of thelr feed. Now that was reg'lar; wa'n't it? You | ty, and was signed ‘Your darling Mulll' | perfectly stunning in Tay sllk, wou | whnt you are!™ she splite out “And “By-byy¢ Sadie,”" says 1, and off she
mind, If it comes hard. 1 don't blame He sure had a full bag of tricke to| wouldn't think a two-eyed man llke | Ok, de It's almost half-past now! | know. Wouldn't all that be muich nlcer | ¥ou'rs Just marrying Plnckney's silly | goes
you a bit for side-steppin’ a heart-to- | draw from; but T've noticed that the | me could go astrav Just tryin’ to plek l(_';nl'l you go any faster, Francols?” ‘ than running off Ilke this, as though | old aunt to get her money.” Say, I don’t know how it wasn but
hoart talk with any such rough-and-ready | more gluss balls you try to keep in the | out a bull pup, would you? But ook I thought he couldn’t, but he did. He | you were ashumad of something?’ But that rolls off Doc 1ike a damdge | I've been feslin® ever since at I'd
converser as your friend. 1I'd do the | alr at once, the surer you are apt o | whnt T runs |inte! I'd got about four | jnmmed the speed lever up another | Say, It was a slick game of talk |suit off'n & corporation. Ha hnd us | missed nomethin® that v " “tin
mame mysslf.” queer the act And Pinphoodle didn't | miles from home and was hittin® ap | noteh, and In a4 minute more wé were | that Sadle lmr:d!_r! out then, for she | down and out. In flve minutes more | me. Maybe i1t was that Lol for-
He look= up kind of grateful at that, | iook like a gent t(hat kept the receivin® | a Daddy Weston clip on the side path, | hitting’ only the high pmces. We car- | was playin’ for time. But Aunt Tillle | hbe'd have a two hundred-pound wife | got to buy,
and stleks out a soft, lady-lke paw for | teller workin® overtime. There was | when | #e6s one of them big bay-win- | omed agalnst them red-leather cusliions | was no come-on, and g fifty thousand-doliar income. (Copyright Assoviated Sunday Mags-
me to shake Say, that wasn't = a ! sommethin® about him, though, that was | dowed bubhles slldin' past like & traln 'like a conple of pehbles In a bottle, and “Mulll doesn’t want to walt anether "It strikes me” sava he over his xine., Ine)
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IN WHICH HE SHOWS THE TRAITS OF CHARACTER WHICH PLUG FOR SUCCESS IN BASEBALL, AND COMPARES IT WITH OTHER LINES OF ENDEAVOR

BY JiM NABIUM
“ N the level,” continued the Old
Osimrl., as tha playerse bunched up
in the hotel corrider, “vou ball-
playvers stuck up agalnst a proposition
that doesn't exist in any other busl-
ness if you're chalking up odds In a
banking Joint, dealing o tripe In
butcher shop, or handing out Scrip-
dope from the pulpit, you
off & dozen mistakes for a day and
y with 1t; and atill be rated as
falr sort of a succesa in the
‘ The doctor burles every mis-
take he makes, the lawyer shoves his
d It ndvertised to
of justice, but the

it

turnl

|

mistakes are hooted at by
Dervishes, who thirst
and are advertised In

eveary paper in the land so that *he who
id he is halled as &
e entire universe
slips up in the pinches.

runs

other business, If you are a

Eood man, you are fouted as

Lhe renl goods at all times and the

rorld slops the palve all over your

faoales, and i you arc @ shellow-

headed dub v A4 vou wads of

svmpathy and plug t you all they can

if you are a good feilow. But let me

i there ne

he isn't often

*all J of other things

that aren’'t exactly #d as proper

garbh for a pink tes = al, and there ia

no dub so much on punk that he

l=n't ocoaslonally a

's nothing to it, bovs,

all demiands a b 10d

niGre I reasoning powers

head and cooler perve, and more con
tempt for the public ¢ye than ev
showed its mMmug in any other

joint. Take the sltuation that

player finds himssif butting

TTh asea populatad, two out, Tun

one
nesded to tia up and eave the day, and

A guy in to grab his cudgel and face
this sltuation Wwith the success of the
whole Jday's Business resting upon his
shoalders and 10.000 palrs of evem fo-
s od upon his effort The plicher
polses the ball alefl, starts to wind up,
and that guy knows that In two mare
minutes he will be either & dub or a
hero, Take the oxtlinary swoocessful
business man and steck him up agwinst

a

A situation like this
ness, and I'll gamhie
will jump |he governor belt and put
him down for the count. And If he had
o butt up egainst this proposition
every doy of his Jife like the bullplhyer,
you can take from me thers would
be an awful epldemic of nervous pros-
tration throughout the unlversa.

“In addition to these added gqualitics
that a successful balipiayer has to keep
packed up in his garret, ha has to pack
a thundering Tot of the goods that are
demanded as-a tribute to the god Success
in any other walk of life. The guy who
can grin in the face of troubls and let
out o few kinks in the pinches is the
one who will succead In any business
while the dub who hugs the what's-the-
use dope and lays down on his job when
he l= gp against it w t decorate the
official averages much, and he won't have
his name splatterad through the business
directory to any great extent ar.

*I want te 1ell you that while 1t is
all right to shut out the oth fellows
without - hit, and a good pitcher may
often step o the robber and have the
Indinn sign on the other guys from got-

in hig own busi-
that his nerves

elt

Awny o tape. a pltchyr 1sn't going to
gt away with these stunts often enough
in fast company to make him a great
twirler. No matter how great his
physical amiiity, If he blows up in the
pinches he won't last long enough in the

Eume to get in the pass gate without
giving his nume. It's the ability to sot-
tle down and dish out ¥our best gooda

when you are up agalnst 1t and work
yours=elf out of holes that makes the great
ballplayesr, and It is the same qualifica-
tlons that makes the successful business
man. It's all well enough to say that the
who Is there w the goods never
gels into holes and doesn’t have to wark
Elmself out of them, but take It from me,
that guy huasn't been born yet. The Na-
tional Commi=sion dorsn’t know anything
ebout him, and you'l not find his nams
in the business dirsctory elther.

“I know that there are a lot of mush-
heads who will try to throw it into you

that baliplaying s solsly a physical ac-
complishment, and I'll admit that 1t/
doesn’t take the same brand of brain

goods that It does to run a bank er boo!tl

the Beef Trust, but
tip that there ure &
ball games won witly the hend than with
the hands and {e¢t, Bome wisa guy has
banded out the dope that ‘the sye is the

you can take my
bimmed sight more

window of the soul’ and that ‘s man’s
character and mental qualities are mir-
rored In his face,' and it Is this reason
that you can plpe off a good baliplayer a
bBlamed sight quickesr by looking Into his
mug than by examining hiz limbs like
you would a racehorse. It is character,
temperament and mental acumen more
thun physical ability that makes the
classy player stick out from the dubs Ilks
& mole on a debutante’s nose. Did you
ever se: a4 poud baliplayer with a sissy
face? Not on your Nfe. The guy who
can pull off an unexpected play in the
presence of a howling mob of bughouse
funs and get his plitcher out of a hole
when he is up agsinst It; who cum grab
hts cudge! In a ploch and slam out the
hit that cleans the bases, has determine-
tion and cool judgment plastered over his
mug so deep that it ruins him forever
as a candidate for honors &t a beauty
ghow. but somehow when one of these
mugs toes tbe pan In a pinch and sticks
oul hie jaw at the plicheér the fans feel
that somiething is golng to happen. The
bugs can split thair larynxes yelling vila
names and casting nspersions on  the
=onal heauty of a ballplayer's frontis-
ve if they want to, but just the same
when the guy with a jaw like & bear trap
and eyes [ike the glittar of cold s12p8] toes
the pan for the home team the boms fans
feel that they have a chance for their
monay.*

“l muess you've got us =ized up abonut
right, Dad.”* Interjected “Shorty.,”" 1
know I'd hate llke thunder te risk any
coin on this bunch at a besauty show.”

“Well,” repiled tha Old Sport, “'don't
Jet It worry you any, There is no beauty
column in the official averages, and you
may bé tho ugilest ald wart on the land-
scapsa, but If you can pound the leather
up against the whisky sds snd pull liners
out of the milky way the fans would a
blamed sight rather sen you out on tha
ball lot than an Apollo or &n Adonig
Even If you don't lemd that chaste ap-
pearance to the view that i=s splattersd
through the Hall of Statuary, bear in mind
that there are blamed few opportunities
to pose to sdvaniage anyway, when you
are ploughing up ths bdass pathe with
your wislibona, and digging grounders out
of the dirt. The postry of motion Jnean't
make much of a hit on the ball grounds.

and the chances awre that If you had
Narcissun. skinned a bloek, the fans
wounldn't motime {1

“But yours talking a5 U a ball

"THE, GUY-WHD- GRINS-IN-THE:
FACE.OF TROUBLE: AND-LETS
OUT-A-FEWEXTRA-KINKS:

HERE'S WHERE
| STRANGLE

IN-THE-PINCHES-I8-THE-KID-
WHO- WILL-UCCEED-IN-ANY-BUSINESS.

player

the altar of

beseball Dad.”

sbhouid sacrifice eversthing an

8L

the manager. "Yet 'l gamble that If
upl¥ou s&W = bunker who ihoughi of

nothing but money, a clothier who
spelled aboul shoddles and cheviots
all the tIme, or a grocerymun wihose

whole binmed existence
about prunes and potatoes,

wis
you'd

like kicking him into the middle of
next weok.” s
"“That's &ll right” replied the 0Old

Sport, "but I'm 1alkipg aboutl business
hours. T don't care a brass-mounted
continenial what a ball player s when
he Is off duty, and neither do the fans
Hea can bs a safe blower or a bridge
Jjumper If he wants, or he can crawl
into a palr of corsete and do the fash-
lon-plate act on the Great White Way.
And I'm not making any distinctlion
hatwesn the ball player and nany other
business man, elther. The prune mer-
chant, the banker, and the clothler
should allow mno gutside influence to
butt into their business afalrs during
office. hours and put things on the
bum. und nelther should tne ball
plaver, How Jong do ¥you think a
clork in a elothing store wonld hang
on to his job If he put In his time pos-
Ing In the show windows to look pret-
ty for the crowds and ot the cnstom-
ers wait? The maln squooxe cihh buy
a good dommy to do that for a few
plunks, and 1 want to give you the tip
that n baseball mapager can hire the
best artiat’s models In the country 1o
pose on the fald p blamod sight
cheaper than he can hire good ball
players, .

“Now, I know that You guys are only
human, and you'ra mighty apt to got
hooked up with u butch of skirts and
get a little careless about what the
rest of the world thinks, as long ax
Iizale or May thhks you're just about
the handeomest plece of decoration
that was ever turmed ont. By taking
care that your hair always flops over

your left eye In a bBecoming style, LY
mtriking artistic posas at Lthe bat and
k=eping your wmind concentriated on

the grace of your moveéments when you
Ed after a grounder, You may succead
In keaping Lizzia or May hugging this
dope for m while. but after she has
attended the games and heéard five or
six thousand people standing on thelr
hind legs and calling you every vila
pame centalned In the English and
Profane languages for trying teo lovk
pretty instead of playing the game,
she iy mighty apt to get hep that you

centored |

Teal |

are not exacily the ldol of the publie,
ghe’ll throw you down und hook up
with the awkward slab-sided and lan-
tern-jawed guy who has a habit of
slamming the ball to pilings ant
gets the merry mit the orowd
every & he toas the pan.
“There's nothing Lo It fellows,
bull pleyer. just the sameo as
any other business wants to
ferent pguy entively during
hours thift he I8 after the shop closen,
And you can taks it from mée thaot the
go0d ones always are. To plug along
with the top row In this old dump of
a world you've got to be a erab durlng
business hours and 8 clam afterwards.
0Old John D. Plerpont Morgan, Andy
Carnegie and that bunch are as Light
Bnd orus nt thaly work as & ple In &
ruilway restnurant, hut after the office
cloges you'll usunlly be surprized Lo
find that they are pretty good fellows.
Ty Cobb ia the worst kind of a crab
on the ball lot, but the fans would be
surprised to find what @ qulet and in-
offensive guy he is when you meet him
in the evening, Sherwood Magee wan
never put out fairly o a ball game In

from

tho
in

his life, from the way he acts, and ha
is after the umpire and the opposing
players from the time he crawis into
his basebull rags till he hits the
shower bath, but the minute he gets
inside his street clothez and is it up
with that white vest of his, he s ns
amiable sx u Spring lamb. McGraw,
Han Wagner, Nep Lajole, John W.

Gates, George Gould, Harriman, all ths
sucocsnful men In thelr respective lines
of business change thelr entire na-
tures wihen the office door clangs be-
hind them. .

“And wyou can take |t from me, bove,
that it pays to be & crah on the bassball

Iot. The eoral Is the guy who gets the
bent of the breaks, no matter how sgunrs
the ump tries (o be; he bluffs the lieart

put of his opponents and gets thelr gout
in the pinches If they are at all inelined
to be sensitive nnd weak-kneed,

"Waell,"” sald Shorty. “"it's g=titing lata.
Let’'s take a walk down and look nat
the ships and then hit the hay.™

“That's all vight, boys,” sald the Ofd
Sport, "but dom't lock at tdo0 many
schooners while you'ra oul. Remenibier
that you can't play bail with much W
cens it you spend your nlglits plioting
schoonnrs wver thes Lar Ciond nlght,
boyd, it's ms for the feathers™




