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“He’s veller!”

The recruit is labelled, the toboggan has
been greased; the player put on it, and he
lands with a thump back in the minors.
The accusation is the most damning in
baseball. It means, in the vernacular of
the game, the lack of heart or courage.

There was a recruit catcher training with
the Giants in Marlin, Texas, three or four
seasons ago, and he looked like a world
beater. His throwing was accurate, his
catching very nearly faultless, and his hit-
ting fair. The newspaper correspondents
with the club fairly burned up the wires
with the thrilling accounts of the ability
of this youngster. Then one day the colt
team was playing an exhibition game in
Dallas, and the youngster was catching.
The battle:was close when a Dallas bat-
ter drove a fly to left field with a man on
third base. )

The throw came home straight, and the
runner with the ball, trying to score the
winning tally on the caught fly. The ball
and the runner arrived simultancously, and
the runner shot out a pair cf sharp spikes.

“The catcher sidestepped both the spikes

and the ball, and the ball went to the
back stop, and the game went with it.
‘McGraw hates to be beaten by any bush
léague team in the spring.

“No, no,” said “Mac” that night,
won’t do.”

“What's the matter with him®*”’

“he

chorused

‘some of the newspaper correspondents who

overheard the remark and bad been peg-
ging this youngster as a second “Johnnie”

. Kling when “Johnnie” was in his prime.

“I don’t care to have any boy catching
for me who is going to dodgk spikes at the
expense of the game,” replied McGraw.
“There is no use in a man getting hurt un-
niecessarily, but I don’t want to see him
refusihg to block, especially when he has
shin guards on.”

The young man glided down to the min-
ors as if he were on casters.

" Not a man ever lasted in the Big Teague
who lacked heart. Although it may look
like a very soft thing to the spectator for
the players to get out on the field for a
couple of hours each afternoon in the sum-
mer and play a game of ball, it Las not
the simplicity of its appearance. I have
played both football and baseball, and I
believe that the latter requires the more
courage. Once a man shows he lacks this
quality, he is done for in the big league,
because the word rapidly spreads around

" the circuit and the players lay for him.

Trying Test For Newcomer

Suppose he is a young second baseman.
1t has been reported by the unexcelled
wireless service of the league that the
man is “yellqw.” A runner starts to steal,
and the second baseman goes to the bag
to get the thrown ball from the catcher.
It looks as if the base runner were going
to be caught.

“Look out of the way,” he shouts, “or
I'll cut you in two!” !

The baseman has a vision of a pair of
spikes being driven at him, and, if he
flinches and loses the ball because of this
intimidating spectacle he has confirmed
the report be 'is ‘‘yellow,” and each man

, Tunner repeats the act until he is finally
. driven out of the league.

Now the good
baseman does not absorb the attacking
spikes in some part of his anatomy. That

‘ would be foolish. But he plays the ball

80 he can tag the runner and still sidestep
And, if he thinks the trick
was tried with the intent of cutting him
down, he says:—

“Come out to the clubhouse after the
game, and I'll knock your block off.” Or,
“If you wave your spikes at me agam,
Tll make you-look as if you had been run
over by a lawn mower.”

And you must make good on your
threats,. too, if they call you, because that
is the only way in which you can com-
mand respect. For some reason, the vet-
erans in the big leagues appear to hate to
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ham’s Compound.
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United States who have heen henefited
by this famous old remedy, which was
produced from roots and herbs over 30
years ago by a woman to relieve wo-
man’s suffering. If you are sick and need
such a medicine, why don’t you try it?
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see a young fellow get along in the game.
This used to' be more noticeable ten years
ago than it 18 today, because the game
has improved. along these very lines. But
still the young fellow just breaking’ into
the game receives his baptism of fire be-
fore he is accepted, and there is no room
in it for the weak hearted.

“Chief” Meyers, the Indian catcher. of
the (Hants, had a tough time establish-
ing Limself in the big league, and survived
the {est only because ,of his unflinching
nerve. Some players on opposing teams
scemed to be very desirous of driving Mey-
ers out of the game becanse he was d@n In-
dian, and they did everything they could
think of to scare him. In every league,
there are certain players, professionally
known as ‘“‘crabs” and while it would be
foolish to mention names, the men of this
type were the ones who pestered Meyess
continually. Meyers eoon adopted shin
guarde in his work, for he found that
many - of these “crabs” were sliding at him
with the war song ef the big leagues «lip-
ping from their tongues.

“Get out of the way, or I'll cut you in
two, they bawled.

But Meyers is not the kind of player
who gets out of the way of anything.
There was one man who' was particularly
annoying and who seemed to have made
it hie life work to keep Meyers out of. the
game. He was emall, but irritable, iike
certam breeds-of fleas. Every time he slid

‘I for the plate, he showed spikes that were

menacing. When Meyers attempted to
beat out a hit, he would kid the Indian
about his lack of speed.

“Toot, toot, here comes the freight,” he
would shout, with ' a tantalizing grin.
“Let’s throw him out on a single to Jeft
field next time, boys.”

The Worm Turns

Meyers etood this sort of thing without
a comeback.

“Why don’t you get back at him?’ Me-
Graw urged the Indian one day after a
particularly turbulent afternoon: -

“I don’t want the people to think , I
am a ‘trouble maker,” replicd Meyers.

“(to to it,”" eaid MeGraw, “and never
1mind what they think.”
| That day the
{of his customary remarks to.the Indian
j when Meyers turned and said:
i *“Cut that out,” or they'll
laway feet first.”

! The player gave the Indian the laugh.
| Meyers waited. He did not get hie chance
that day, but it came the next, and Mey-
ers recognized old opportunity's knock. It
| was about the fourth inning that this play-
er happened to be on second base when
ithe batter hit a single to right field. Mey-
{ere was covering the plate when the
i*‘crab” tried to score. The ball came in
{ from right like a rifle shot propelled Ly
the accurate arm of John Murray. Mey-
{ers waa .waiting for his man with the ball
{in his hand.

; “GGet out of the way, or you are cut to
i picces,” bawled the charging runner, and
i be slil. showing a fine assortm nt of spikes.
{ But Meyers did not get out of the way.
! Instead he went to meet the spikes, and
j!n«- encountered them with his tough skin
{guards. Then Meyers dropped on one
knee the knee being carefully placed in the
pit of the runner's stomach, while all of
Meyers’ two hundred and twenty-five
pounds rested on the knee for a minute,
The player did not get up. Getting up was
the last thing he had in mind. He could
not have been knocked out any cleaner if
a pile driver had been dropped on his
stomach.

Several of his team mates crowded
around the “crab” in the knot which al-
ways surrounds a man on the field when
he goes down. Later they carried him to
the bench, and he came to eventually, but
he was borne fromn the park because sne
of his ankles had been badly twisted from
the collision with the eturdy Meyers’ shin
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“Chief” Meyers, The Indian Catcher of The Giants

guard. That playér was ouf of thé game
for a month. Meyers issued the ultimatum
that any other athlete who atfempted to

i{ever since.

. |ly have all the
i | to make good in

young pitcher by conversation or in any
other way. He probably could if he want-

ed to, but his batting is enough.

Clarke Griffithe, when he was in the Na-
tional League, was a great man to “bad-
ger” a pitcher, He would etart before the
game. His habit was to take up a position
near where the opposing pitcher was warm-
ing up while he batted “fungoes’’ to the
outfielders  during’ the practice
| Then he would start & conversation gome-
thing like: this: '

“Got anything'today, old boy? They all
look good ‘ in: practice. Guess there oin’t
many games left’ in- you.. You're getting
pretty old.” ¥ R

Grifith hes an annoying manner when
on the coaching lines and has “vorried
many a young pitcher out.of the, league.
Men like Alexander and twirlers of  his
sort just laugh et Griffith when he pulls.
that stuff, but esme young fellows are very
timid about their- chances to make geod
anyway, and this talk upsets them  Grif-
fith is one of the nicest felg:wa in the world
off the field, too, but he plays the game
to win, and he believes that this conversa-
tion may help him.

The Snare Drum Business

I toid .in a story I wrote last year how
we drove Coveleéskie, the twirler who, with
a disinterested club, practieally  pitched
the- Giants out of a pennant of 1908 by
working against us out of“his turn, cut
of the league by imitating a snare :drum.
Never was a ball club as sore at one man
as the Giants were at this pitcher afier
the season of 1608, “and we ‘laid for Lim.
“Tacks” Aehenbach, a well-known baseball
scout now dead, ‘told McGraw thdt if he
imitated a snare drum it ‘would drive the
Polack out of the league. The whole ciub
sounded like aife and drum corpe the first
time he went.. to work for Philadelohia
againet us in the season of 1909, and he
never won. another game from the Giants.
He has long since left the atmosphere of
the big league for good.

It seems that Coveleskie had possessed
musical . ambitions at one time in his
youth, and had attempted to express these
on the ‘snare deum. As a musician, he
was a horrible flivver, and the snare drim
episode hie been a gore point with Lim
When the whole New York
club began to *rat-a-tat-tat-tat” at him
he thought we wepe all on, and it just
tuihed him as a pitcher,

. Some pitchers are what managers call
“born bushers.”” - That is they apparent-
“gtuff” a twirler needs
the Big League, but the

very -bigness of the league appals them

{and scares them half to death every time

they start to pitch.

Once a young pitcher joined the Giants
with promising. prospects. He came to
the club in the fall of the year, after the
seagon in his own minor league had shut,
down, for a tryout:  His minor league
record was brilliant, and the scout who
had turned him up for McGraw loudly
proclaimed that:here was a real eighteen
carat find. ,McG;'@v_ kept the young fel-
low strictly on thé bench for a week or
86 to let hini getffishdito the tarer atmos-

phere of ‘the. BiggLgague. Then he started
him pitching ’tf‘hﬁ"'batters in the prac-
tice before the game.. The young pitcher
knew. his boss was watching his work and

pester him ‘would be accorded ithe. same | put all he had oritthe ball, with the result

treatment, and the Indian has command- |

ed the utmost tespect | of “ball « players
since. They felt. he would make good on
his threat. He. is one of :the best-liked men
in the league now because he playe the
game hard and to win, but-always with the
utmost fairneses.

The pitchers and catchers are put to the
severest trials when they enter the game,
because they come into closer contact with
the opposing side than some of the other
players, although the basemen often re-
ceive acid tests of their courags.

Matty's Own Experience

I remember well, when I was breaking
into the big league, the conv=rsationa’
drubbing that T got in Brooklyn ’during
one of the first games I pitched -againat
the club. The Superbas had a bad bunch
of men in those days. and . they, delighted
in scaring a young pitcher. " There ' were
Kelley, Jennings, Keeler, :Sheckard, Han-
lon and all that bunch. They kept after
me for the first .two or- three games I
worked against the team, but one of the
things I learned. early in my. careéer was
to ignore conversation, so they might as
well have been talking to a deaf man:
You were permitted to aim many more re-
marks directly at a pitcher in those days
than you can now from the coaching lines,
and those birds over there did not over-

look any opportunities. They went -into,

great detail, talking to me about my pitch:
ing possibilities, my habits and . geveral
other matters of a personal nature. °

But this criticism did not bother me at
all, and finally they quit. T have been téld
since that Hanlon, then the Brooklyn msan-
ager, abandoned the coumse as 'hopeless.
This information was conveyed #o e by
some of the' very men who used to be after
me, most: conscientiously, for a.lot. of
these old Brooklyn players are-very good
friends of mine now.

“Lay off that Mathewson . kid. Leave
him alone.” Hanlon told his players after
the conversational massage hdd been tried
ineffectively three or four times. “He likes
that conversation you fellows spill out
tbenn" [ have never been botherd much
sinee.

The coaching rules are very strict row,
and an umpire can put a- player out of
the game for addressing unkind remarks
to the pitcher. Conversation from the
bench is absolutely barred. It was not
like that in the olden days. Most any-
thing went, except stepping out to the
box and murdering the pitcher. The
umpires are very strict about enforcing
this conversational rule nowadays. But
many coachers resort -to the trick of mak-
ing personal remarks about the pitcher
to the base runner.

“He's just about in,” the coacher con-
fides to his charge on first base in a tone
of voice that*can hardly be heard by a
deaf person, passing outside the park.
“Well, it’s little wonder he can’t p'tch.
You wouldn’t have been surprised eiiher
if you had been with me and seen him
last night. He certainly was inhaling the
booze.”

Now an umpire will stop that promptly
because it has been held this sort of per-
sonal gossip, talked with a base ~unner,
does not help the coacher any in directing
the plays. Pitchers are having a much
easier time breaking into the league at
present, but the young fellow still encoun-
ters some opposition. Batters frequently
will talk to a recruit to worry him. Of
course, there ig the famous story of ‘Rube’
Marquard in his opening game at the Polo
Grounds, when “Dutch” Lobert ulmost
talked him out of the big league. But that
ie 80 old the editor would probably cut
it out of this story if I tried to edge it
in. There is one thing about Hans Wag-
ner. I never heard him trv to ‘rag” a

4 game.

that the hitting practice was extremely
light. In the fifféen minutes of the stick
drill that first afternoon, not ten balls
were met solidly by the regulars, wuile
this young fejlow. was working. He had
speed, a curve, and a change of pace ‘that
wag a wonder t0" the practiced eye,” Mc-
Graw was amazed and pleased. Yet his
praise was not ‘unqualified, because he
knows the difference between practice and
a game very well.

If he can show that stuff in a game,”
temporized “Mac,” in mentioning the re-
cruit, “they’ll never beat him.”

Afraid of The Crowd

"This youngster continued to confine his
pitéhing -to the daily batting practice for
a couple of weks more, because McGraw
appreciated the risk of putting him into
Then, one day, 'the conditions
{ooked to be right. The Giants had run
up & big score on the Philadelphia club,
which we happened to be playing that
afternoon; and McGraw slipped the young-
ster "into the game with everything his
way. . The beautiful benders and breaks
and the change of pace of the practice
periods were gome. The pitcher promptly
forgot all he kmew when he faced that
crowd from the hox. He just laid the ball
over the heart of the plate with nothing
on it-and: the' batters laid it all over the
field. Occasionally he would hit a bats-
man to vary the monotony. McGraw took
him out to save the game. He was shak-
ing like a wellknown aspen which has
long been one:of the best shakers of all
literature. v

“What was the mattér?” McGraw, ask-
ed him.

“T never saw such a créwd in my life,”
replied the young pitcher.’

MecGraw kept, that boy' for the rest of
the dying season ‘and even took him south
with him the next spring, hoping to put
some heart inte him.  He ‘was always a
wonder in practige, but ‘he was never there
in a game. Hp has long since gone back
fo'the bubhes, and- has tried to stick his
head up several times since on account
of his startling record in the minors, but
has always slid back again because he
lacked that necessary Big League stamina.
1t was a pity, too, because he possessed
all the natural ability in the world.

“But you can't pul the heart into them,”
says McGraw, and he is right. If a ball
player “just naturally ain’t got the heart,”
he is no use.

The Athletics had a player who resem-
bled this pitcher very much in tempera-
ment, but the Philadelphia player was a
fielder. Hc was a wonder in practice, mak-
ing stops and plays that seemed to. be
impossible, but he was as unreliable as
the sixteen-year-old girl who is about to
elope with the chauffeur once he got into
a game. There is no use in mentioning
this man’s name because he is fairly well
known. Mack Jet him go.

“What's the matter with Blank? 1
thought he was going to be & star,” sald
I to one of Mack’s players who is a great
friend of mine wlen this man was turn-
ed back to the minors.

“If we could keep it a secret we were
playing a game and make him think we
were just practicing, he would be a world
beater,” replied this man. ‘He is one of
the best performers in practice I have
ever seen, but good night if you let him
into a game. He will upset the beans for
you every time.”

When He Did Not Worry

Many catchers tackle young batters when

they are first coming into the league in

an effort to scare them to _death. *John-
ny” Kling, the former Chicago catcher,

had the reputation of being a bad man
with young hatters. Kling talked a gzood

period: |

deal while he was catching and if he could
draw a young fellow into conversation he

would often work him up so that he did
not know whether he was playing baseball

attempting to worry “Eddie” Collins, the

Cubs played the Philadelphia team in the
world’s series in 1011.

‘Collins went' to Columbia’ university, and
I knew him when I worked out with that
team in the cage ome: spring before he
broke into the game. He is slightly built,
but very wiry and fast. Hé is aleo boyish
looking. Kling thought he could make him
useless -in. that :world’s series. The Cubs
had the impression they were playing a
lot of boys that fall, anyway. :

“So you are ‘Eddie’ Collins, the leading
base stealer of tHe American League, are
you?”  Kling remarked. to the Athletics’
second baseman the first fime he came to
the plate in that series, according to the
stories of the verbal encounter.

Never a murmur from Collins.

“Well, let’s see you steal a base on me,”
continued Kling. :

Colling reached first base and by clever
leading off, induced Kling to believe twice
he intended to go down eo that he asked
for pitchouts, thus getting his twirler into
the hole. Then, when the Chicago pitcher
had to lay the ball over or walk the bat-
ter, Oollins got hie start and was down like
a flash of light. He stole the base cleanly
and smiled at Kling as he brushed off the
dirt. Kling did not engage him in conver-
sation after that.

We foundl the Athletics to be a courage-
ous, -aggressive bunch of ball palyers with-
out indulging in any unfair tactics in the
1911 world’s series. You could mot scare
them, but they were just in there playing
ball and that ie all. Once or twice, during
the series, we tried to get ‘“rises” vut of
some of them, but they refused to come
back. > :

In the games with the Red Sox last fall,
there was much more conversation ex-
changed between the players of the two
teams, but I do not think that either side
gained in the end by the repartee. That
was also a clean series with the Red fox.
In all the gamés, I do not remember hear-
ing any player on either side wsing any
bad language., There was a lot of talk
such as “We'll get you yet,” Neither team
tried any unfair tactics. All around it was
a great eeries for baseball.

Hoist by His Own Petard

Frequently conversational catchers are
hurt by their own talk. There is a story
told about how Hal Chase crossed Ira
Thomas, the catcher on the Athletics, by
giving an old sign, which Thomas knew
perfectly -well, but he refused to accept it
as on. the level. Years ago Thomas was
on the New York American League club
with Chase. This anecdote is laid in 1910.
Chase was at the bat, and Thomas was
catching for the Athletics. It was in the
eighth inning with the score tied with a
New York runner on second base. After
Chase had arranged himself on the plate,
ready to hit, he rubbed the side of his
nose with his finger.

“What are you doing?” exclaimed Thom-
as surprised. “That ie your old: hit and|
run sign you are giving. Is this a frameup
to crose me?”

Thomas eyidently did not expect any
returns from his question, but thought to
lead Chase into conversation and take his
mind off his work. Chase grabbed the bait
only too eagerly, as later events proved.

“Sure that'e my hit and run sign,” re-
plied Chase. ‘‘Forget you knew it, Ira.”
Then Chase very deliberately repeated the
signal. )

“Kidding me, T guess,” ventured Thom-
a8,
“That eign goes as it lays,” Chase an-
swered.

Plank was pitching for the Athletics at
the time and had been pawing around-in
the pitcher’s box while this conversation
was in progress. Thomas, of - couree,
thought that Chase was trying to throw
him off to get a pitchout and thus to work
Plank into a hole so he ordered a fast
one, not think ing Chase would be look-
ing for it. Tlie runner on second was on
the move with the wind-up and Chase
met the ball for a perfect single to center
field which ecored. the run that -eyentually
won the contest. Chase had beaten Thom-
as at his own game, the conversation one,
and had cleverly outwitted the Philadel-,
phia catcher by giving the real :ign and
telling him the truth, which the catcher
refused to believe.

That reminds me of the system & mar-
ried friend of mine used to adopt when
he had temporary lapses and would absent
himself from home for the evening. He
would tell his wife the truth, and she
would always refuse to believe it. Of
course, this all has nothing whatsoever
to do with baseball.

“James Smith,”’ the wife would say,
on her husband’s return, ‘“‘where have you
been ?”’

“Well,” he would answer, “you see, I
met a friend of mine, and we took two
young ladies to dinner.”

“Now you know you don’t mean that
at all. You have been leaning up against
some bar drinking. I can smell it on
your breath. Why don't you tell me the
truth?”’

“lddie” Collins, who was formerly a
New Yorker in the winter, once told me
the story of the first time he faced the
great Walter Johnson. Collins was at
that time only a stripling of a boy and
was still in college, playing ball in t.he’Bxg
League under an assumed name. The
Washington catoher tried to scare the
youngster with talk, but there was no
scare in the Collins makeup even then. 1
know he has none now because I have
pitched against him. In relating the
story, Collins says:

When Rahoe Overreached Himself

“] was put into a game against Wash-
ington to bat for ‘Doc’ Powers, the Phila-
delphia pitcher, now dead. Walter John-
son was pitching and ‘Mike’ Rahoe catch-
ing. I had heard a terrible lot about John
son and was pretty nervous.

“ This your first time against John-
gon? inquired Rahoe. ‘You haven’t any
more chance than a bottle of beer in the
desert. You'll never see the ball go by,
and, if it hits you, they’ll have to call a
hearse. It will be too late for the ambu-
lance service.”

“I was pawing around for a toe hold
in’the batter’s box while Rahoe was talk-
ing, and, as I looked down, 1 saw that
he had one finger down against the back-
ground of a big black mitt he was using.
I ‘took one’ and found it was a straight
ball. Again I looked down at the black
mitt, as he buzzed in my ear, and saw
two fingers. The ball was wide and a
curve. Then the one finger again, and
I set myself for a fast one. I got a two
base hit on it. Rahoe had been so busy
trying to scure me to death that he had

neglected to cover his signs with his chest
protecter flap. I ot that hit off Rahoe

.

or croquet.® They tell a etory about Kling |

second baseman of the Athletics, when the{-

¢“Jt’s a great strain

Chewing Tobacco,
when up in the
#Crow’s Nest.”

and not Johuson. But I have never been
able to “hit the sbig. Washington pitcher
much since; because it has not been my

signs as Rahoe did.”
Grit is-the great thing in 'baseball. Cer-

the hardest. “Josh” Devore is of this
type. He will slop along all year and

geries because of his grit. I must just
“oar” in one little story to give the reader
a line of “Josh’s” nerve.

The club was playing St. Louis one day
when Devore was a kid with the Giants
and Bresnahan was catching. There is no-
thing McGraw would rather do than slip
one ‘over on his ‘old friend Roger-in a
game although they are pals off the field.
Devore lounged up to the plate, and the
first two deliveries were balls
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luck to find a.catcher who exposed his|eq

tain players are best when the strain is.

then be one of the stars of the world’s:

to

have to watch so care-
fully. To steady my
nerves, I always use
Empire Navy Plug

- The
JookouT

“I don’t think he will hit at. this one,”
remarked Roger to his pitcher pu 3
so that “Josh”. could hear him. Devore
pretended to be half asleep, and he guess-
had noticed this and had
a8 for a straight ome, hoping to i p
& strike over on him. As the piteucr
wound up, ‘“Josh” was all life. He hit
the ball for two bases and brought in a
run.

“He can stick along with me for a
'while,” eaid McGraw when . he heard
about it. .

. So when managers are sizing up a re-
cruit, they ask lota of questions about his
average and his speed and his habits and
his_inclinations. Then comes the all im-
a5, 2 R O dele: ST

“Is_he yeller?”’ k

If he is the slightest bit, if he has the
faintest tinge, there is no use in h.im try-

ing to be a big leaguer.
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| rich chocolate that's being talked about so

much today.

MOIRS,
Limited,

Enjoy a new treat. Try. Moir's Chocolates.

RK THIS PUZZLE! SENDNOMONEY!IH

1$50.

S ¥ BE M s vy P PP ERNCX

ALSO A PRIZE OF $10 FOR NEATEST SOLUTION

Some who ds for w
us WHAT THAER STATES TN THE DNITED STATES ARE BEDRESENTED
by the above Three Sketches, will receive a
3‘52 IN ngLD lMONE Y ! Tryitatonce. Itmay beyou.

namas States In a letter rd,

BRITISH PREMIUM CO. Detf."l% iy g
CIE R

LD WATCH or

Montreal, Canada.
- u l.




