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HwrEwsoN's New E^sbau-Sej^Crcp Of I9p
of mine which had been standing pitch you much this season, and I want

you to practice on that fadeaway bail of 
yours and get control of it if you ^can. 
It is going to be a valuable curve.”

Every morning I went out to the Polo 
Grounds and worked on the fadeaway, 
always aiming to get control of. it, ab
solute, sure, precise. For hours I worked 
at it patiently, persistently, and Davis 
would send flocks of batters to the plate 
to look it over, having me mix it up with 
my fast one, which was fast in those 
days. He did not give me a chance in 
a regular game until along toward the 
end of the season, when he put me into 
a contest Tthich had already been lost 
when another pitcher was badly batter-

scratched out by Smith and the ninety 
written in above them.

The rest of my minor league career can 
be told briefly. I went to Norfolk the next 
summer and won twenty-one games out of 
the twenty-three for the team. On a cer
tain day in the mid-eummer of 1900, “Phe- 
nom John” Smith came up to the bench 
where I was sitting with a broad smile on 
his face. Said he:

“I’ve never regretted changing the fig
ures in that contract after it was signed. 
You have pitched .good ball for me end 
I have a chance to put you into the Big 

Both the New York end Phila
delphia clubs want you. 
would you rather be with?”

"I’ll let you know in a 
I told Smith. '

Then I took a list of the pitchers on 
each team and made a careful etudy of 
them. The Giante were in bad plmpe, both 
for pitchers and other talent. They were 
residing down near the bottom of the list 
in the standing of the clubs. They 
were sorely in need of twirlere, so I con
cluded that if I went to New York I 
would have a better opportunity to show 
what I was worth, the team certainly had 
not much to lose by giving me a thorough
tr^New York for mine,” I told Smith, and 
I joined out with the Giants in the middle 
of the summer of 19'4 and -I have been 
here ever since. That is how I horned in
to the Big League.

George Davis was the manager 
Giants when I arrived, although it was at 
about that time the team was changing 
managers as often as a man changes hie 
shirt. The first thing he did, when I re
ported, was to summon me for morning
practice. .

“Now,” said he, “I am going to instruct 
all the players to go to bat, and I iront 
you to get out there and work and show 
us what you carry that makes you think 
you are a pitcher.” , ,

He began the round robin hupeelf, ana 
perhaps you think I was not nervous get
ting my tryout in the Big League in,front 
of the manager. It was like a vaudeville 
team having a chance at the big time. I 
shot over my fast one at. first, and I had 
a lot of speed in those days.

“That’s a pretty good fast ball you ve 
he missed it

curve
them on their heads in the minor league. 
You could see the ball begin to break 
from the time that it left my hand, and 
Davis just set himself for it, got a toe, 
hold, and let go. Bam! The ball sailed 
far beyond the ordinary stands of the out
fielders.

“Put that one in cold storage,” said 
he. “it is no good in this set.” (He had 
demonstrated that). “Now let’s see what 
else you carry.”

“I’ve got a drop ball that I don’t use 
much,” I told him.

“Well, let’s have a look at it,” he re
turned. “That ‘roundhouse’ is out of 
date. A man with paralysis in both 
could set himself in time to hit that

For answer I vaulted over the front ofl
the grandstand.

“Sura I do,” was my answer.
They got me a uniform very 

big for me, the one which belonged to 
the regular pitcher. When the crowd got 
a look at me everybody began to ask who 
the big country boy with the misfit uni
form was. But I had something that 
day and fanned fifteen men.

The captain complimented me 
showing and at once had me measured 
for a uniform. I was seventeen at that 
time and still playing on teams whose 
members were all veVy much tider than 
I. And this was the second opportunity 
to pitch which had come to nie» through 
a break in the luck. Later along in the 
summer, I went to Honesdale, 7,ber® 
I was given twenty dollars a month and 
my board to pitch for the team. This 
seemed to be a princely salary then, and 
I began to mention “J. P- Morgan and

Development Into Big League Pitcher much too

By CHRISTY MATHEWSON, of the New York Giants
nowon my

(Copyright, Hit, by the MoCiure Newspaper Syndicate)
Is. League. Which team

I had on the ball all the time and letting armsbig leaguer hes obtained his start m a 
mascot, although I had no ambitions that 
way then.

Learns to Throw Curve
My next step was to learn to throw a 

curve with a baseball, and one of the 
pitchers of the town team undertook to 
show me how this was done. He taught 
me how to hold the ball for an outcurve 
and then to snap my wrist as I let go of 
it, but I never knew where it was going 
because I had no control. Next I backed 
a boy, younger than myself, up agaanst 
the bam and practiced it while he wore 
a big catcher's mitt. Still I did not at
tain to the position of pitcher on the 
boys' team because, as I have said, most 
of them thought I was a pretty good pit
cher for my age because I had consider
able speed, but they did not want to see 
“the kid get along too fast.” My am
bition, like every boy's, was to be a pit
cher, but I kept it a secret.

At fourteen, I got my first real chance. 
I- had done the regular pitching on me 
boys’ nine the year before, and some 
of the -ien on the town team had noticed 
my speed, my chief asset. Most of these 
athletes wore whiskers and- had forty- 
four inch waist measures. A lot of the 
old-fashioned ball players, even Big Lea
guers, used to wear whiskers. When 1 
was fourteen, the regular pitcher was 
taken ill one day just before a game and 
the second pitcher was out of town, so 
Factoryville was up against it for pit
chers. The game was regarded as a very 
important one, it being scheduled with 
our greatest rival, Mill City, a town a 
few miles away. It was a terrible thing 
to think that the Factoryville nine would 
have no pitcher for this important inter- 
town contest, and it looked as if oui vil- 
lage were going to be disgraced. There 
was even some talk of sending out for 
a semi-professional pitcher and paying him 
good money, but this idea soon frittered 
away in conversation.

| My early career ae a baseball player was 
Iprobably very aimilar to that of every 
other youngster. I passed through the suc
cessive stages of “soaker,” water boy, bat 
boy, right fielder, and pitcher on the town 
team of Factory ville, Pa., where I was 
born. My ability as a kid was not unueua..

It does not sound right to me to say 
when I waa born, because that ie the first 
thing which always appears in obituaries, 
but I might aa well admit it and hope that 
McGrow, the boss, does not read this and 
get onto me. It was thirty-two yeara ago. 
I paid no attention to baseball for five or 
six yeara, despite any reports to the con
trary. I waa not at all precocioua.
! My career started aa a atone thrower. 
My favorite pastime aa a kid used to be 
to tmnp through the country and throw 
stone* »t red squirrels and other inhabit
ants of that neck of the woods. I got so 
that I iras pretty good at this sort of 

blackbird and squirrel

ed.couple of days,”loose of all my speed.
After the drese rehearsal, I got into the 

big stage or wagonette with the rest of 
the men and started off for the game 
which was to be played in the rival town.
All the kids with whom I .had formerly 
played stood around and watched me set 
out. They were naturally jealous. I was 
big for my age, and they called me me.

But the next spring ,just before the 
opening game of the season, Davis cam# 
to me, and said:

"Matty, I want you to pitch tomor
row.”

This was a big surprise to a youngster, 
and naturally I was excited. . I went 
to bed about nine o’clock to be in tiptop 
shape for the opening. It rained and, for 
two days, it rained. I kept right on go
ing to bed at nine, determined to ont-last 
the rain. The opening game I won and 
worked along in my regular turn from 
then On. I did not lose a game until 
Decoration day, and that is how I 
came a

one.”
I threw him my drop ball, and it 

broke pretty well for me.
"No.w that is what we call a curve in 

this league,” he said. “Practice on 
that one. Got anything else?”

Christening The Fadeaway
“Sort of a freak ball,” I answered, 

bound to show him all my wares, regard- 
“It’s a slow one that break’s to-

“Husk." Into New England League
I matriculated at Bucknell in 1898 play- 

After having pitched

“Look,” one would say to another, 
“ ‘Husk’ is going to play with the men.
It was certainly a proud minute for me.

I can still recall the «core of that game, 
which the Factoryville team won by the 
count of 19 to 17. It was largely re
sponsible for the victory, not on account 
of my pitching, but because of a hit that 
I made. Still batting with my bands 
crossed because no one had corrected me, 
I happened to swing once where the ball 
was coming, and I got all my weight in
to it. The ball sailed over the left field 
er’s head, and three runners on the bases 
when I made the lucky crash, came home. 
Every other time I had fanned out.

1 with the Factory-

less.
ward a right-hand batter.”

“Pass it up here,” he ordered.
I slipped him the fadeaway, still un

named. Although I could not control 
it very well at that time, this one broke 

I nicely, and Davis made a vicious lunge, 
jmisgauging the ball badly and missing it 

of the by two feet.
“That’s a dandy,” he complimented me. 

‘That’s a regular fallaway or fadeaway. 
-Where did you get that?”

Davis’ eyes were bulging.
“That’s one I picked up, but never 

use in a! game because I cannot control 
it very well,” I replied.

“Try it again,” he ordered.
Once more he missed the ball, although 

he was looking for it.
"That’s a change of pace with a curve 

ball,” he commented. “It’e a slow in
curve to a right-hand batter. I never 
saw that before. It’s all right.

It was at this morning practice at the 
old Polo Grounds in 1900 that the fade
away was born and christened by George 
Davis. He summoned some left-handers 
to bat against the ball to get a line on 
its effectiveness against them, and they 
nearly all missed it widely.

“Now,” said Davis in the clubhouse 
after the practice, “I am not going to

ed football there, 
on the Bucknell baseball team, I went 
back to Honesdale the next summer but, 
in the middle of the season, t was offered 
ninety dollars a month to P‘t°h 'u the 
New England league, a salary which was 
entirely imaginary, for the Taunton club, 
in which I appeared, broke up before 
was paid, and I had received only an oc
casional five or ten dollar bill to appease 
the landlady.

Honesdale was important to my- career. 
There I learned the rudiments of th 
fadeaway and there also I stopped batting 
cross handed. Ridicule waa lar8e!y re
sponsible for this correction in ray style 
of hitting. The players on the <*her 
and the spectators used to guy

to the bat and struck at the hail

big league pitcher.

How’s This ?
We otter One Hundred Dollars Reward for an 

ease of Catarrh that cannot be cured by Hall’ 
Catarrh Cure.

F, J. CHENEY & CO- Toledo, O.
We the undersigned have known F. J Cheney 

for the last 15 years, and believe him perfectly hon
orable In all business transactions and financially 
able to carry out any obligations made by hie firm.

W aiding, Kins an & Mabvin,
Wholesale Druggists Toledo, O.

Hall’s Catarrh Cure is taken Internally, acting 
directly upon the blood and mucous surfaces of the 

Price 75 cents

1 thing, and many a 
si brought down with a atone.
| I had a cousin who was considerably 
jjjlder than I* and he showed me some 
things about curving stones that set me to 
Shinking. I found out that by taking a 
Sat stone end scaling it it would curve 
‘after R had gone a certain distance, but 
•that a round stone would go straighter 
apd carry farther. Therefore I selected 

ground ones for my stone throwing at 
game. By the time I was nine years old 

: I could throw a stone farther than any of 
■the boy» in my crowd.

My first appearance
ville team was toward the end of the sum
mer season, and in the fall I went to the 
Keystone Academy, after having com
pleted the public school education route, j came
there being no high echool in Factoryville m my clumsy style. - . nTnflH.
at that time I appeared on the Keystone “Look at the big kid swmgmg toa^but l did not*pitch, a. all the boys handed," they would say. 
were still much older than I and one of M big then as I am now, but v ry 
the others grabbed the pitching job. The more awkward.

™ >«"•— ' -d,.!
Captain of Keystone Team pitcher is the one which breaks towards a

SSæ a
iri£=rUt which the Other boy, thought twist ona +^£**j*g a most 
was original, and I got credit for 1 » desirable result Williams delivered
that amounts to the same thl°g‘ ^ b.u the same motion which he used
the academy nine was playing a we k t • regular curve, but, instead of hold-
I put some one else in to pitch and . ^ { his hand toward the sky,
in at second .base myself, to strengthen ‘hfd °„d’the ground. He could
the infield We had a couple of by “freak" curve, but he never knew
the school who, like certain twirere hQw the ball ^uld break and so did not 
every league club, could pitch-_ j dare to UBe it except for exhibition pnr-
could bat or play any other P°® •, Williams once played a few games

part rf my U ™ I would rather play it trol., - *f> «*'

SrSL-AA.-Æ 1 HBüai iff5
was still batting cross handed, but was a drop, «> that I couMtwx it in ™th my
fair pitcher, having pretty good control faat one and the oki «roundhouse curv
of my out-curve and a lot of speed, so that l wa9 still using. This drop ™ # great 
the batters seldom hit me hard. surprise to the batters m the Honesdale

Then came my next surprise. The cap- æt because few pitchers in the crow 
tain of a' tean/in Mill City, yrhich bad had it, and I saved it for emergencies, 
been-our old riva” came to me one day At Bucknell I was much better known 
along toward the end of summer and asked u a football player than a b“*b?1*1”*?’ 
me b I would pitch for his club. probably because the college pitcher gets

“W ’ll give you a dollar a game, he said poor support. In the fall of 1 , ,
in th. tone of a philanthropist about to Bucknell football team went down to 
draw a big check for the support of a hoe- Philadelphia to play the Uniweity 
Dital or some other charitable institution. Pennsylvania, and it -proved to be one 
P “Wbati^How much?” I asked stupified, the most important trips I ever took, 
because I enjoyed playing baseball in those while the players were waiting around the 
days and the idea of being paid for it hotel on the morning -of the g«me,^m ^
8^fdolîar“afi^mge,“r repeated, “but ^Te.V w«° to tid pitcherandhad
y°U’Umh:~’’alk °Ter " a ridB td^-PW’ ?n“ly days

0ITheree was no trolley route connecting when be was good. He was the manager 
J two villages at that time and Mill City 0f the Portland dub in the New^gtod
was about five miles away. That did not league the year that I bad appeared with
hnther me I Quickly told him he need Taunton.about how I got there because “Matheweon, ’ he said to me that day in

Philadelphia, “next summer I am going 
to manage the Norfolk team in the 

„ Virginia league, and I’ll give you a. steady 
I job at eighty dollars a month. Your con- 
‘ tract with the Taunton club called for 

ninety, I know, but you did not collect it, 
whereas you are sure of this money, be
cause the Norfolk team has substantial 
backing.”

The contract waa signed aa soon as he 
could slip me hie fountain pen. The col
leges were not so strict about playing sum- 

baseball then, apd I needed the 
money. I would not advise a boy of ex
ceptional ability to sign up with a profes
sional team now or to play any summer 
baseball until he has finished with his col
lege nine. Then, if he cares to enter the 
professional ranks, all right. Of course, if 
a boy needs the money to put himself 
through college and must make it playing 
ball, he should just play on the summer 
team and not try to be on the ’varsity too-. 
It strikes me that this summer baseball 
rule ie unjust, but rules are made to be

“I’m going out to see you play football 
this afternoon,” “Phenom John” told me 

he stuck my signed contract in his

system. Testimonials sent free.
^.ai4«yPüW‘co^.pstion.

K A horse can live 26 days without solid 
food, merely drinking water; 17 days with 
out either eating or drinking, and only 
five days when eating solid food without 
drinking. ___________ _

Great Britain’s textile mills employ morq 
than 1,000,000 persons.

left-handed
Becomes Official “Seeker”
K About this time I became identified with 
the Factoryville team as a second catcher, 
not used in the senee of a second string 
batcher. My duty waa to hang around be
hind the regular catcher and retrieve balls 
■which were hit out of hie reach. I was 
really the official “soaker” of the team,
•nd my other duties included carrying the 
(bate and administering over the water 
pail In this way, I became a known fact
or in local baseball and had established my 
position with the local team. Up to this 
time my own playing had been confined to 
occMsonal games of “cme-o1 J 1 ”
» It must have been when I 
’yeara old that I started playing on a team 
With a lot of other boye, most of them older 
than I waa. Inasmuch as the older boys 
all grabbed the more desirable positions
such as catcher, pitcher and the infield “Why he’s only a tad.
ioba for themselves, I usually found my- “Come over and look him over,
self planted in right field. That station ia The captain of the team was very skep- 
‘uaually the last one allotted, and the man tical about my ability, and, like a lot of 
(bolding it down is just on the team and ; persons who have Missouri licenses on the 
that’s 8all I was willing in chasing balls backs of their automobiles, wanted to be 
tod could throw the ball in faat after a shown. The captain of the team came 
long hit, but I waa not much of a batter, over to see me. It was the night before 
There was a reaeon for tins. I swung cross the game.handed™ “We’re up against it for a pitcher to-

Many boye fall into the habit and are morrow," he said “and we thought we 
not corrected in it until too late to break might give you a 
themselves successfully. Nobody can ever look you over first. Come down to t 
expect to be a good batter when he hits shop tomorrow morning, and show us 
-rose handed because this throws the bat what you’ve got.” ,“om the point where the eye sees The captain of the team ^tnbuted
the ball. By crow-handed I mean that to the world’s industry as a blacksmith,
a right-handed batter puts hie left hand and so the next morning 1 went_down 
over hie right. Probably a man who does to his shop. Of course, I bad 8Pen* ® 
this naturally should hit left handed, but sleepless night in anticipation of the po 
All the other boys swung right handed, and sibitity of playing with the men. I ha 
I did not know enough to turn around and never been so excited before a worm 
Swing from the other side of the plate. The series as I was that night, 
habit was probably the result of chopping Most of the baseball population of the 
wood and hoeing and the performance of town had gathered to see my tryout,

■ other chores which a country boy does. which bad been well advertised^as such 
All this time I was also continuing my things always are in a small town, iùey 

Atone throwing and taking care of my lined the sides of the street and watched, 
duties ae second catcher on the Factory- me pitch to the regular ^catcher, whom 
ville team, when it played on Saturday I used to assist as first soaker. They 
afternoons. This position did not entitle sent their best batter up to face the
me to a place in the batting order, but I curves I was throwing, which were the
might try for any baU. that the regular old "roundhouse out-curve and what I 
players «mid not reach. If I caught a called an m curve then, but what was
foub sometimes, I would hear spectators really nothing but a fast ball that hop-
eav: ‘That’s a pretty good kid. He’ll make ped in towards a right-handed batter 
-a ball player some day.” But if I missed slightly. It took about two hours work 
toe, then “That kid ie pretty bad." So I before they finally concluded I would do, 
-kept right on shagging balls, for many a and, of course, I was putting everything

got,” responded Davis as
“Now let’s have a look at yourcleanly.

curve.”
I pushed up that ol<} “roundhouse”

A Chance For Success 
“That Matheweon kid can pitch pretty 

well," somebody told the captain when 
he was trying to figure a way out of his 
difficulty.

“You mean the bat hoy? he asked.

was about ten

tt“Yes."

con

But I want tounce.

V

not worry 
I would eurely show up. .

I was a constant and regular visitor to 
the rival town for some time, and got my 
dollar each Saturday afternoon when 
finished pitching. Not infrequently, I had 
to walk both ways, aa the traffic on the 
road waa not very thick, and it was often 
impossible to catch a hitch on a wagon. 
But that dollar was a panacea for any in
convenience of walking ten miles. Be
sides, I waa a big, husky kid and did not 

By this time I was far

Thomas A. Edison’s

Blue Amberol Recordsj
have increased the enjoyment of the 

Edison PhonographEMPIRE
■^■Navy

mind the tramp, 
ahead of the boys of my 
was showing them “how to pitch, 
also regarding them as my inferiors, aa 
any boy will after he has played with men.

After I had graduated from the Key
stone Academy, in 1898, I was approached 
by representatives of several colleges who 
desired me to attend their favorite institu
tions of learning and uphold their athletic 
prestige. I was urged to enter the Uni
versity of Pennsylvania and Lafayette, but 
I eventually chose Bucknell. I had played 
football at the Keystone Academy, and 
this is probably what made me desirable.

age tod 
” I was

mer
I

sweeter, and longer, can 
be repeated thousands of 
times with the same per
fect results. And they 
are practically unbreak
able. Ask your dealer to 
play some for you and 
you’ll be convinced.

An Edison entertainment 
has always meant the 
best that the opera, con
cert and vaudeville stage 

can offer.
The use of Blue Ambe

rol Records means that 
these selections, clearer,

Plug 
Chewing 
Tobacco
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Some Fortunate Twirls
During the summer, before I went to 

college, 1 happened to be in Scranton, Pa., 
for a day, and went to see the Young 
Men’s Christian Association team play 
ball.. At the hour appointed for the game 
I was sitting in the grandstand eating pea 
nuts when it was discovered that the 
Young Men's Christian Association pitch
er had failed to show up, and they begun 
to hunt around for a substitute. One of 
their players, it seems, had watched me 
pitch in Factoryville, and had seen me in 
the grant1 ‘.and. When the regular pitcher 
was missed he approached his captain and

1 ae
pocket.

That wae a. lucky afternoon for me, be- 
I kicked two field goals against thecause

big team which was supposed to be a 
great showing for an eleven from a email 
college. Field goals counted more then- 
five points each—and there were few men 
in the country who were good drop kick
ers. Hudson, the Carlisle Indian, was 
about the only other of my time. The 
two field goals soothed our defeat, and the 
Bucknell team lost only 20 to 10, which 

comparatively small score for this 
It was scheduled merely to give

» Thomas A. Edison, Inc., 100 Lakeside Are., Orange, N. J., U. S. A.
A COMPLETE LINE OF EDISON PHONOGRAPHS AND RECORDS WILL BE FOUND AT

LV
»► iL ( 42-46 Prince William St.

W/ÂA // -ZlW Chief 
V y Gurv\er.

game. n
Pennsylvania practice. “Phenom John” 
Smith was back at the hotel when I got 
there.

said:
“There’s a kid in the stand who can 

pitch pretty well. 1 have seen him twirl."
“Where’s he from?” inquired the im

portant captain of the Young Men s Chris
tian Association team.

“Factoryville,"
“I don’t think

►
Hit Salary Raised

“You played a great game this after
noon," he told me. Then he took ^his 
trusty fountain pen from his pocket. “Be
cause I liked the way you kicked those 
two goals from the field,” he continued, “I 
am going to make your salary ninety dol
lars instead of eighty.”

“Phenom John" took the contract al
ready signed out of his pocket and crossed 
out the original figure and raised my pay 
ten dollars a month right there because I 
had kicked two goals from the field. I do 
not see what that had to do with pitch
ing. The contract is framed in Norfolk, 
or rather it was, the last time I visited 

on the way north
«Ptym nlJ fixriirme a re

replied my friend, 
he'll do,” remarked the 

captain. “Those small town fellows don't 
make good when they are up against the 
real boys. But I’ll bear him in mind, 
and I may try him if I’m up against it 
for a pitcher.”

The regular twirler did not show and 
two of the players on the Young Men’s 
Christian Association team tame over 
to me in the stand in a few minutes 
while I waa still chewing peanuts. Said 
the captain:

“Can you pitch?”
I was surprised.
“A little, I replied.
“Want to work this afternoon!”

What the Chief Gunner Says:fit “There are two occa- 
V sions when a gunner 

W feels perfectly happy, 
—one is when his shot hits 
the target and the other i s 

when he can enjoy a chew of Empire 
Navy Plug Chewing Tobacco.”

<
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the city with the Giants
I f nom 'a i W inirwe frin 4

MC 2035 POOR

MASON
I CUT PLUG

TobaccoL__

MASTER MASON”u

An Excellent Tobacco
Ont from onr original “American Navy” 

ping. Equally good aa a smoke or as a chew, 
from the finest American leaf tobacco.

SOLD BY ALL DEALERS 

Manufactured by
ROCK cm TOBACCO CO.. QUEBEC.
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