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THE COMEBACK BY CHARLES 
E. VAN LOAN

the greatest sporting season for 
from our well-stocked Sporting

SHOT GUNS.
i Metallic Cartridges; Dominion

Fame is a shadow, reputation is a 
bubble- and fifteen years is a long, 
long time; but there may be some who 
recall Solomon Lee, who pitched the 
Corsairs to two pennants before the 

' bright lights got into fai» eye» and 
blinded him.

Lee came up from nowhere with a 
good right arm, a steady nerve, a 
strong body, and an individual style 
which set the baseball world ablaze.

Expert opinions differ as to his abil
ity; but the old-timere who played 
against Solomon Lee when he was at 
hie best say that “it wasn’t so much 
what he had as how he used It.” There 
were men in the league with more 
speed, and men with better curves, yet 
there was something about the Cor
sair recruit which caused him to be 
hailed as the greatest find of the de
cade—and he was. It was hie style 
that did it.

Solomon Lee had a style, Individual
ity; personality, if you like. Person
ality is a great thing on the ball field 
as well as off, and Solomon Lee’s per
formance In the box was chock-full of 
personality. He did the common 
things in an uncommon way. He cop
ied no pitcher that ever lived; and 
every move he made was hall-marked 
wHh the peculiar individuality of Sol
omon Lee.

Lee wae a sensation for two sea
sons, and then the bright lights got 

im. He made the common mistake 
f thinking that youth, strength, and 
crve force are indestructible Quali

ties. The sputter of the limelight was 
music to Solomon Lee. He loved to 
have men point him out as he walked 
along the street. The “sports” flat- 

e tered him; and he swallowed the flat
tery with the drinks which they were 
proud to buy for him. Solomon Lee 
was “a good feller.” which means that 
he was a combination of a bad fellow 
and a fool. He made his friends 
among those who were always glad 
to strike the match which would light 
his candle at both ends. An athlete 
does not last very long after the bright 
lights begin winking at him.

Solomon Lee began to fade during 
his third season, and snuffed out en
tirely during his fourth. Ed Terrill, 
the veteran manager of the Corsairs, 
found that he could not trade Lee. The 
once great pitcher was an explodea 
sky-rocket—an empty shell. Nobody 
wanted him at any price. He had a re
putation as a demoralizer, and no man
ager wants that sort of player on his 

à pay roll.
À Solomon heard the muttering» of the 

f approaching storm and paid no atten- 
Mon to them. One morning, hw-pick* 
ed up his favorite sporting page, and 
the first paragraph which caught his 
eye stung him until the red crept into 
his neck:

Solly Lee is all through as a big 
leaguer. He will go to the minors 
next season. It seems a pity to 
say it, but he win never be miss
ed. He has bèen an evil influence 
on the team, and has reflected no 
credit on the national game. Hto 
conduct has been a reproach to all 
decent ball players, his dissipa
tions have become a scandal; and, 
as a result, Solomon Lee, who 
might have continued on as a 
great pitcher for ye’ars to come, 
is aN done when he should be be
ginning his career. The memory 
which he leaves behind him is in 
the nature of a warning. Men like 
Solomon Lee add nothing to the 
dignity o# clean sport, and leave 
nothing but a bad name behind 
them when they go.

talk with Billy Bigelow. BUly was 
the clever shortstop of the club, the 
brains of the Corsair infield, and the 
only real friend Lee had on the team.

“They say I’m all done,” said Lee 
bitterly. “It’s a dirty lie, Billy. Don’t 
you believe it. I'm ae good as I ever 
was in my life, but things haven’t been 
breaking right for me this season. You 
know that. Terrill never had any 
for me, and those stiffs on -the b 
era have been after me all season 
going, BUly, but I’ll be back again. 
Bet your shirt on that. And I’m go
ing to come ba£k stronger and better 
than ever. It would serve Terrill 
right if some of these other managers 
got me, and what I'd do to this team 
would be a shame! Oh, INI be back!”

“I'm pulling for you,” said Bigelow. 
“Get in shape as early as you can in 
the spring, cut out the booze this win- 
tei*I and show them that you're «till 
there. Terrill hasn't got it in for you, 
Solly. You know you’ve been stepping 
some pretty fierce heats; and that row 
you had In St. Louis didn’t help mat
ters any.”

”Yes,” said Solomon Lee. “Give a 
dog a bad name, and then everybody 
takes a kick at him. I’m down now, 
but I won’t stay down. I'U make Ter
rill send for me.”

“That’s the stuff!” said Bigelow.
Solomon Lee really meant It at ttie 

time; but he found the minor league 
a little faster than he had expected. 
All leagues are a trifle fast for the ball 
player who does not take care of him-

they did not love him, for he was a 
hard taskmaster. He would not have 
a drinking man oh his team, and his 
motto was:

“Do as I say, and not ae I do.”

Smith Never Wrote.

they prepare to buy. Praise might 
have sent the price' ballooning.

“He's fair. Just fair,” said Sladdln. 
"Of course, he’d have to be fanned 
out—”

“Lay off that stuff!" growled Smith. 
"You can’t put any of that over on 
me. Where do you think 
ed? In the woods here? Now, I’m 
going to tell you something. I've seen 
all the great pitchers of the past fif
teen years. Knew some of ’em well— 
Mayberry, Harris, Potter, Kinfcatd—all 
that bunch. Lemme tell you that 
here’s a boy mat's as good today as 
Mayberry ever was. Yes, better. You 
eaw the way he handled himself. You 
saw the way he used that quick return 
ball. Is there any man in the big 
league today who can whip a return 
strike back like that? Is there? No, 
I guess not. You’re whistling there 
ain't. I know."

H "You’re on!” said the scout. “And 
I don’t mind telling you that you’ve 
skinned yourseH out of a nice chunk 
of money. I was going to grab him, 
anyway, 
draft.”

“You bet you was going to take 
him!” said Smith warmly. “If I had 
to jam him down your throat I 
wished him on you!”

of memory, started across the field to
ward the clubhouse. A fat man with 
a stubby mustache dropped out of 
the front row of the grand stand and 
hurried after the manager of the Cor-

-That'» a great kid, that Marsh,” 
said the stranger as he ranged along
side.

“You bet he is!" said Bigelow beart-

trom the other scout*. I scared them 
off when they wanted to talk 
him. I wanted toLIMITED•9 but didn’t want ktmTgo'l^L^ 
ripe. When I had him in shape—whex 
Id given him all my stuff and ooeobed 
him to use It naturally and easy > 
£££* 11 off in the right place, acu 
aiaddin came up to look him over.

"This kW’e got everything that I <*_ 
Sive him, Billy—everything buf A thirst for this-” ^ *

Solomon Lee lifted toe dramiMun. 
Moitié and refilled his tie*, watchin* 
Che tiny bubbles curiously as they nac 
ea to the surface.
if iîh VÏ f6Uo,r 1 have ben
“ I d got started right; but—you know
2ÏWith me' 1 to* to traveliu- 
nï? HSJ,,wron* blul<±- Ho mustn’t c, 
that, Billy. He’s a good kid. 
doesn’t know what booze taste» li 
and he's got a nice girl back there 
the bushes. That'l! help some i f
SE? 'tS be"ar lr !-»•«. never min 
that. Bliiy, i ve taken a lot of naii 
with this boy. He', juat like a son
«Jüfv *Dt ”>nlK good
wibero I fell down. He must be the tel 
low Solomon Lee might have been but 
tor—thie muff."

The tot man raised bn glass axa-v 
“igh™ttled tt 11 * “"Whins

. he. 'HI never hr
more and I know tt. Tit

S»r»?rs:;;

I didst leave anything good behind 
me. They can’: say that.’*

The manager nodded his gray boa., 
over his erupt; giass.

"You’re squared it, Solly," he saM 
gently. ‘Don’t think any more aho :: 
it. louve made good. It’s all right 
n.ow- _C°me ot!- let’s get out into t±- 
“T Weve had enough of this stuff • 
(Copyright, 1919, by Hie field 

cate. Inc.)

and take no chance on the
\

was raie-After Bigelow was, well in his stride 
as manager, the fat man subscribed 
to several Ba»ternlenon-

n.rm
and watch-papers,

ed the progress of the Corsairs with 
an interest whiçh was almost painful. 
Several times he was tempted to write 
that letter, but always stuck after the 
first paragraph. The fat man had 
buried a past, and wae not anxious 
to dig It up.

Three years later, Billy Bigelow was 
pounding away in the first division and 
praying for one more good pitcher. In 
“Truck” Chapman he had the great
est left-hander of the period; hut even

iiy.INERY 'fiort of reminded me of a man who 
used to pitch for this club a long-time 

Toward the middle of September, ago,” said the stranger. “Did he 
the timber wolf from the Tillamook make you think of anybody you-ever 
League dropped in on Billy Bigelow, anw before?"
The manager had heard Just enough 
about him to be interested, and he pro- 
deeded to look the gift wolf in the 
mouth.

"And you’re the fellow who looks 
so much like Solomon Lee, are you?” 
he said. “I'd give a nice piece of

The Wolf Goes In.

Billy Finds Out.
It was the tone more than the words 

that made Billy Bigelow turn his eyes.
’"Think of anybody," said he. “Why, 

te-a Solomon Leo all over again."
"Yes," said the fat man quietly..“1 

thought you'd get the old stuff, Billy."
Bigelow stopped In hie tracks; and 

then, with a wild yell, he humehed 
himself

es Today
iVive individuality to the 

: most attractive prices, for
h

« i-

at the tot inan.
''Solly!" he cried. "1~ 

did you come from?" ,
"From the bushes," said Solomon 

Lee. “And that's where I trained this

lets, Large Shapes. X Where on earth

X3natcrials in the-, leading 
[ceptional values. m kid ”

That might the old friends had din
ner together; an dSolomon Lee. 
ning true to his old-time form, took 
more than was good for him. Billy 
Bigelow also, alleging that the oc- 
i ision warranted it, stepped down 
from the water wagon, but wet no 
more than the soles of his feet, 

i "You've got to let me pay my price 
! fmr this kid," said the manager. "I 
won't take him unless I can pay what 

i I think he’s worth.”
; "You’ll take him as a gift," said 
Solomon Lee, a bit thickly "For a gift, 
Billy! Understand?”

"No, I don’t understand. Why 
would you want to toes that money 
off?”

"Now, I*m going to tell you some
thing," said Solomon Lee.

r/>, Limited \ & ilpF :Zz 5

3 sself.
To begin with, Solly did not take the 

trouble to get Into good condition. He 
had no money, so he sought work in 
a bowling alley where drinks were 
served. High high-ball average, was a 
high one; and when he was particu
larly well oiled up, he used to say 
that, in the minor league, he would 
"get by” on his class. He had all a 
big leaguer’s lofty disdain for those 
who have never been in "the big 
show.”

Solomon Lee did not get by on his 
class. He did not get by at all. The 
wild young men from the bushes out- 
pitched him, and the 
fell on the blg-le»gue 
proper re.-pect for his feelings, and 
hammered his peculiar delivery forty- 
two ways from the home plate. He 
did not even tiqieh the season with I 
the CIms A club.

Next year there was a Lee pitching 
in an outlaw league on the Pacific 
Coast; but not for long. It is many 
miles from the Sierras to the bright 
lights, but word drifted ba$k—bad 
news will always find its own messen
gers—that this Lee was the oncp cele
brated Solomon, all In, down and out, 
and drinking like a fls’li.

After the outlaws dismissed him, he 
dropped out of sight entirely. Solomon 
Lee became no more than a memory, 
which stirred slightly in the spring
time when the papers were fun of the 
doings of the new men at the training 
camps.

"Thife recruit,” the dispatches might 
say, "la another Solomon Lee,” or 
“The new pitcher reminds one strong
ly of Solomon Lee. He has many of 
the mannerisms of that unfortunate 
athlete."

a-,-X1!J
7f

;ing Agent of the Home l

\ Syndilower of the dollar that le stimulating 
ion» le apt to Induce some house- 
an attempt to save.

remember what they eaid about me 
before I went away? They said I’d 
been a bad influence—and I had. They 
said I left nothing but a bad name be
hind me. It was true. I didn’t see 
It then, but I have since. I never 
forgot what that fellow wrote about 
me. I couldn’t get rid of it It got 
on my nerye. I thought maybe, if l 
could send up a man as good as I used 
to be, I could square myself. Kind of 
play even, somehow.

"Listen! I found this kid out there 
in the woods, and I saw that he, could 
be taught- He had the makings of a 
great pitcher. After I got to working; 
with him and saw how easy he learned

"Doctor, why 1, it thatN|

(Î
. some people

who aro perfect wrecks live longer 
than others who 
well?"
, "Er—yoH—700 see the others die 
Brst. —New Haven Register.

Thle Is false
opposing clubs 
cast-off without are strong and

k\. GRAND RANGE” remember that 
oncientloua manufacture insures you

.L ill/ a1
W lt« Outstanding Feature.

^vhat was there about his 
dinner speech that attracted 
tention?”

“The remarkable length of it*

w. after-

eSZfce* 5itL 1 3
(<

The Genius. ’ 
Tramp—Please sir, willtt you give

and how natural It was for him to do | ‘“^enevole^t^nthmM—^.uVe^l 
the same things that I used to do ir a sixpence in your hand now What e 
came to me one day that I might make that for? ate
him another Solomon Lee. You see. Tramn—Th»raBilly, I knew you and Mike and a few P 1 s to tip the waiter. ,
of the old-timere would know jwhere 
he got the stuff. I wanted you to re
cognize it; so I started in to make 
him work my way. I wouldn’t let him 
make a move in the box unless 1 
taught it to him. You know I used to 
be a pretty pitcher to watch. Billy.”

Bigelow nodded, and Lee lifted his 
and drained it in a breath, 
took me more than two years,

“I hid him out

Daylight Saving Time. ' /rp.

\

The New Tongue.
Two girls were quarreling. "You'iw 

always saying mean things about peo
ple,” said one to the other. “The 
trouble with you te you’ve got a 
chauffeur's tongue.”

“A chauffeur’s tongue?” echoed the 
other girl.

‘‘Yes,’ was the answer, "It’s always , 
running people down.” /

X

LS * Look at him! He takes it as aisy as if he was steppin* into a sody parlor.”
a glutton like Truck could not pitch 
enough winning game» to cinch a pen
nant. The rest of the pitchers were 
only ordinary performers.

The Corsair outfield wae as fast and 
hard-hitting a trio as might have been 
found in a month’s march. The initield 
was a stone wall at defense and a 
wasp’s nest at attack. The catching 
department was unusually strong, but 
the Corsairs needed pitchers, and need
ed thAn badly.

"Get me one rqore cracking good 
pitcher,” said Bigelow, “and I’ll walk 
away with the pennant next year. Get 
me a man who can win twenty game# 
and back up old Truck, and it'll be a 
shame the way we go through this 
bunch.”

So the Coreair scoute went questing 
East, West, North and South, combing 
the tall grass of many States for an
other pitcher. Other teams were din. 
scouting for pitchers, too. There has 
never been a time when good pitchers 
were plentlllul, and there never will 
be.

Pitchers, like gold, are where you 
find them. There Is no telling w 
the next great pitching stars 
come from. They rise out of the mist.
You look up, and there they are, full- 
fledged, born overnight. Scouts know 
this, and that is why Hank Sladdln, 
dropping into Tacoma on his Western 
trip, did not scorn the private tip that 
a man named Smith, at Fremontvllle, 
in the Tillamook League, had a timber 
wolf who was setting the forest afire.

His name is Bud Marsh,” said 8lad- 
din's Informant ; "and Smith has had 
him three years. He’s a rip-roarer!”

Sladdln went up to Fremontvllle on 
the first train, and presented himself 
at Ehnltti’e billiard parlor.

“From Bigelow, eh?" asked Smith.
"Lemme eee the credentials?”

Sladdln wondered at this, but pro
duced his card case

“I guess It's all right," said the flat

‘That return ball ain't used much 
any more,"ysaid Sladdln. “There was 
only one man ever had that down 
fine, and that was a fellow named 
Solomon Lee. If he hadn't been a 
booze hound, he'd have been the great
est pitcher in the world. I saw him 
once over in Chicago, and somehow 
this kid'e style reminds me of him.”

money to know that you could pitch 
like that old horse.”

Mike Mulrooney, the old-time catch
er, Who was in his prime when Solly 
Lee was burning up the bl£ league, 
and who now devoted his time to work- 
ipg out with the recruit pitchers, was 
instructed to put the boy through his 
paces and report. Marsh had his first 
trial at the park in the morning ; and, 
when Billy Bigelow arrived at the 
clubhouse in the afternoon, he found 
Mike sitting on the porch in the sun 
and talking to himself.

"Go away, Billy!” said Mike. " Tis 
a ghost I've seen today. This kid— 
this Marsh—d'ye know who he is? 
What he is? None but owld Solly Lee 
come back to life. It’s the truth I'm 
telling ye, Billy.
him go. Every title wiggle in that 
box, every move of hie hands, the fun
ny windup; everything even to the re
turn «trike. Solly Lee, to tk’ life.” 

“He’s good, is he?” «*
“Oh, man, but he’s a sweet pitcher! 

A sweet pitcher!”
"But where did he get rtT"
“God knows,” said *(ulrooney sol

emnly. He says a man named Smith 
taught It to him out in the bushes 
somewheres. I tell ye, he'll give ye a 
chill the first time ye sec him come 
back with that return ball, he like 
catching a ghost.”

"You think he could go in some 
day this week?" asked Bigelow.

!” "Anny day. Anny day at all, at all,” 
said Mike earnestly.

Friday was the day Bigelow select
ed, and Bud Marsh walked out into 
the diamond, as oool and collected as 
if he had been pitching against big 
league teams all his life.

“Only look at him!” said Mike Mul
rooney to Bigelow, as the two old- 
timers sat on the bench, their chins 
in their fists. "Look at him! He 
takes it as aisy as if he was but step 
pin’ into a aody parlor.” 
i Then the boy began to pitch, and 

the two men watched him breathless-

glass,
“It

Billy,” he continued.Lee Was Forgotten.

The last remark, of course, might 
have been taken for a knock of a 
boost. Managers did not want any 
more Solomon Lees; nor did they get 
them. Not one of the recruits carried 
the fancied resemblance far beyond 
the opening day of the season.

A new generation of fans was grow
ing up which had never seen Lee. The 
man was forgotten, as he deserved to 
be; and by his coqdqot he had robbed 
himself of everything—even a decent 
epitaph.

Solomon Lee was gone; and he had 
left nothing but a bad name behind 
him.

Years wheeled along, teams chang
ed from bat boy to manager, stars of 
the diamond rose, shone, and flickered 
away into minor-league gloom, 
time. Ed Terrill said good-by to public 
life, and went out on the western slope 
of the Rockie, there to raise apples 
and meditate upon the glorious past.

The owners of the Corsair franchise, 
casting about for a man to fill Ter
rill’s shoes, went no farther than their 
own infield, where they hit upon the 
aging Billy Bigelow. The great short
stop was arching them over to first, 
his "whip” was dead, and he was no 
longer a shadow on the bases; but he 
still had hie baseball brais; and it 
would have been a thousand pities to 
waste that gray matter upon a minor- 
league pay roll.

Billy Bigelow made good as a man
ager, and out in a timber league in 
the Northwest, a fat man with a stub
by mustache read the news of Bige
low’s promotion in a Seattle paper; 
and the date tine stirred a thousand 
bitter memories into life. He took 
the pen and paper, and sat down to 
write a litter:

Dear Old Friend Bill— I'm glad
to see that you got what was com
ing to you.
Then he eat still for a long time 

with the pen in his fingers, after which 
he tore the sheet into bits, and went 
out to get a drink, and stayed to get 
several more.

The fat man's name was Smith, and 
he was managing the Fremontvllle 
team in a very bush league on a salary 
limit which would have made a real 
ball player grin. Smith had an object 
In paying as little as possible, for he 
wae the owner as well a» the manager 
of the Fremontvllle club. In the win
ter time, he gave his attention 10 his 
bMiard parlor and bowling alley ; ana, 
when perfectly sober, was regarded as 
a keen business man. Hie players had 
to respect him, for he knew more base
ball than any man in the Tillamook 
League had any right to know; but

Jackets and Bath Robes
e. Copen blue, fawn, purple

Smith Springs a Surprise.
lira, we have marked them at

“Now, I’ll tell you something else," 
said Smith quietly. ”1 knew this fello 
Lee—knew him better than most any
body. I knew all his stuff. I’ve seen 
him work when he was good, 
you, as sure as you live, this kid is 
Solomon Lee right over again—Solo
mon Lee at his best. He’s got every 
trick that Lee used to have."

"Where'd he get ’em?" asked Slad-

MILLIONS MUST BE FED |$1.45 yd. Tide editorial sermon on the sport- 
log page got under Solomon's thick 
skin. At first he burned to go down 
to the office of the Sphere and wallop 
the man who wrote the article. With 
that Idea in mind, he clipped the item 
from the paper and put it in hia poc- 
ketbook. That night, at the hotel, he 
received no lees than fifty letters, all 
Inclosing the same paragraph from 
the morning paper. Two or three of 
the writers, friend» of the bright-light 
district, urged Solomon to whip the 
newspaper man; but all the rest were 
on the other side of thé fence.

ould buy a sufficient supply
The war is over, hut millions 

m devastated Europe must 
be fed. In die meantime 
food must be selected 
with intelligent regard 
for its nutritive value. 
Shredded Wheat 
Biscuit is areal whole 
wheat food-contains the 
most real body-budding 
nutriment for the least

tell

a Big Saving on any of these Wait till ye eee

itORNING. “I taught him,” «aid Smith. “I took 
that kid when he walked into this 
town looking for a Job, and 1 saw right 
away that he had everything but the 
savvy. I’ve worked with him winter 
and summer. I've taught him every
thing he knows. I’ve made of that kid 
the living image and double of the 
greatest pitcher that ever lived. Ev
ery time that kid works, I can see old 
Solly Lee in the box. He’s got every
thing Lee ever had. I tell you!”

"Huh!” said Sladdin. "Is he a booze 
fighter, too?”

“Don’t know what it tastes tike 
snarled Smith.

“What do you want for him?” asked 
Sladdln carelessly,

"Not a red cent!" snapped Smith. 
’What?”
"Not a cent. I've trained that kid 

for Just one thing—to wm a pennant 
for Billy Bigelow. He's gol^g to that 
club,or he won’t go anywhere. Holly 
was up, nosing around for the Reds, 
and Slattery of the Pink Sox, was here 
last month. I steered ’em both away, 

man shortly. T’ve got a pitcher here. I’m going to make Juat one stipulation. 
I want you to see him work. I’ll send No, two.” 
him in this afternoon.”

That afternoon the big-league scout 
sat in the tiny grand stand, and chew
ed up two cigars while he watched 
the timber wolf shut out nine husky 
men from South Yakima. Sladdln had 
seen hundreds of bush pitchers at 
work, and he believed that he knew 
the breed; but the fl 
made in the box nk 
attention, and held it throughout the 
game.

“Every move a pitcher," though 
Sladdin. "Most of these kids work-too 
hard—tear themselves to pieces; but 
this fellow Just floats them up there 
as if there wasn’t a thing to it.
Lordy! But that's a 
pace! He ain’t very old. Now, where 
did he learn all that stuff?"

After the game, Sladdin walked back 
to the ttfwn with Smith, expressing 
himself guardedly,

»r) In

TORE
v. Tasteful gifts for His Friends Turn.

’ One anonymous fan wrote:
You’ve been a drunk and a bum, 

and if it hadn’t been for you we'd 
have had another pennant thia 
year. I hope they tie the can on 
you so tight you’ll never be able 
to get It off.
Another:

Read this, you .big stiff. We’re 
getting on to you In this town. 
Solomon Lee was noftstrong go logic 

and when forty-five men sided with 
the paragrapher, he changed his mind 
about revenging himaqlf. He read the 
article over and over again, and some 
of the sentences burned themselves 
into hi» memory deep enough to leave 
a scar.

"Men like Solomon Lee. . . . Leave 
nothing but a bad name behind them 
when they go." Nothing but a bad 
name! That wae the phrase which 
hurt the most.

Solly knew that he was going away. 
He knew he was going to the minors. 
He realized that hie effectiveness had 
deserted him" but he had blamed his 
losing games upon hard luck, the con
venient alibi of the ball player. Ten 
rill had warned him, threatened hftn, 
and fined him times without number, 
Lee had made himself believe that 
this was because the manager “had it 
in for him.” Never once had he look- 

/•d the situation fairly in the face, and 
A*ow, at twenty-six. Just when he 
■ikould have been on the creet of the 
^F»vs of popularity, he found hlmeert 

in the breakers with the rocks be
yond.

Before be went away, he hgd a tong

ments of both use- [

Plant Stands, Sea L
, Chesterfield Sofas A 
1 Chairs, Music Cab-W wry ■/If «!

i
4£iLà0Jÿ(irf<hd> money. It is readycooked 

and ready-to-eat. No kitchen 
worry or work. Saves fuel 
saves money, saves health. 
Deliciously nourishing 
with milk or cream,or 
with sliced bananas 
or other fruits.

I• market square-

V
"Name ’em/’ said Sladdin.

place, you’re not to tell 
anything about what I

iy.y
t

“lq the first 
Billy Bigelow 
eaid about training this kid for him. 
In the second place. I want you to take 
this boy at the end of our season here 
—that’s early in September—and pro- 
mise me that you will see that he gets 
a try-out before the big 
doses."

"H’m-m-m," said Sladdln. 
think he’s good?"

"I don’t think. I know.”
"Look here!" said Sladdin abrupt

ly. "You say you trained this ldd— 
you taught him all this stuff. Now, 
how could you do that? If he's another 
Solomon Lee—’’

"Never mind how I did It," said 
Smith. T’ve made you a business pro
position. Does it go or not?"

"And we get him for nothing?"
"Abao-lute-ly! ”

“Where did he get It?" said Bige
low. "Look at that wind-up! It it 
wasn’t for this gray hair of mine, I*d 
think I ought to be out there behind 
him at short.”

"And me behind the bat," said Mike 
softly. “D’ye mind the way he kind 
of chucks the ball out from his cheet 
before he winds up? Solly used to do 
that. Don't it give ye a chill to see 
him? Yes, I thought so. Could It be a 
ghost he is?”

The Reds found the recruit pitcher 
no ghast; and, after lie had ganned 
five of them and sneaked the return 
strike over on the dangerous “Hans’’ 
Kennedy, they began to take notice. 
However, it is not with the game that 

have to do, but with something 
which happened after it was over.

. Marsh won by a score of 4 to 0; 
«Snd BUly Bigelow, stilt under the spell
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I rst move Marsh 
tied the scout’s

-Youji
nw icft

ar
*ell change of

•K

amen do when

:/ ;

à

c

,o

f

h'
19

if

Mn

L

o;

ro --o

U

»

iitrf

-X

r-
n


