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shadow, reputation is a

| long time; but there may be some who
recall Solomon Lee, who pitched the
0 o two pennants before the
1 bt lights got into his eyes and
ded him.

came up from nowhere with a
right arm, a steady nerve, a

ity; but the old-timers wio played

against Solomon Lee when he was at

his 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 his style
that did it

Solomon Lee had a style, individual.
ity; persomality, if you like. Person-
ality is a great thing on the ball fleld
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 mo pitcher that ever lived; and
every move he made was hall-marked
with the peculiar individuality of Sol-
omon Lee. :

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

im. He made the common mistake

(:! thinking that youth, strength, and
bQ{:‘rve force are indestructible quali-

ties. The sputter of the limelight was
masic to Solomon Lee. He loved to
have men point him out as he walked
alung the street. The “sports” flat-
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
fhe 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 exploded
gky-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
Pay roll.

. Solomon heard the mutterings of'the
#pproaching storm and paid no atten.
tion to themk One morning, he-pick:
ed up his favorite sporting page, and
the first paragraph which caught
pye 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 will never he miss-
ed. He has béen an evil influence
on the team, and has reflected no
credit on the national game. His
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 contlnu;ed on"as a
great pitcher for years to come,
is all 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 of clean sport, and leave
nothing but a bad name behind
them when they go.

This editorial sermon on the sport:
Jog page got under Solomon’s thick
ekin. At first he burned to go down
1o 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 his poec-
ketbook. That night, at the hotel, he
received no Jess than fifty letters, all
inclosing the same paragraph from
the morning paper. Two or three of
the writers, friends of the bright-light
district, urged Solomon to whip the
newspaper man; but all the rest wers
on the other side of thé fence.

His Friends Turn,

' One anonymous fan wrote:

You've been a drunk and a bum,
and it it hadn’t been for you we'd
have had another pennant this
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 notvstrong gu logic
and when fortyfive men sided with
the er, he changed his mind
about revenging himself. He read the
article over and over again, and some
of the burned th ilves
into his memory deep enough to leave
& scar,

“Men like Solomon Lee. . . . Leave
pothing but a bad name behind them
when they go.” Nothing but a bad
name! That wae the phrase which
burt the most.

Solly knew that he was going away.
He knew he was going to the minors.
He realized that his effectiveness had
deserted him} but he had blamed his
losing games upon hard luck, the con.
venient alibi of the ball player. Ter
rill had warned him, threatened him,
and fined him times without number.
Lee bad made himeelf believe that
this was because the manager “had it
in for him.” Neyer once had he look-
the situation fdirly in the face, and
, at twenty-six, just when he
id have been on the crest of the
ve of popularity, he found himeelf
ll;n:lo breakers with the rocks be-
¥

fifteen years is a long,|the cle

! Coast; but not for long.

His]|

talk with Billy Bigelow. Billy
ver shortstop of the club, the
bralns of the Corsair imfleld, and the

only real friend

“They say I'm

bitterly, “It's a’ dirty lie, Billy.

you believe it. I'm. as

was in my life, but things haven’t been

breaking right for me this season. You
had any

ers have been after me all season. I

going, Billy, but I'll be back again.
Bet your shint that, And I'm go-
ing to come bafk 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, I'll 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-
ter; and show them that you're etill
there. Terrill hasn't got it in for you,
Solly. You know you've been stepping
some pretty flerce heats; and that row
you had in St, Louis didn't help mat-
ters any.”

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

“That's the stuff!” said Bigelow.

Solomon Lee really meant it at the
time; but he found the minor league
a little faster than he had expected.
All leagues are a trifle fast for the bal]
player who does not take care of him-
self.

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 wheén 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 opposing clubs
fell on the big-league cast-off without
proper re:zpect for his feelings, and
hammered his peculiar delivery forty-
two ways from the home plate. He
did not even figish the season with
the Cl A club.

Next“year there was a Lee pitching
in an outlaw léague on the Pacitic
It is many
miles from the Sierras to the bright
lights, but word = drifted batk-—bad
news will always find its own messen-
gers—that this Lee was the once Cele-
brated Solomon, alt'in, down and out,
and drinking ke a fish.

dropped out of sight entirely. Solomon
Lee became no more than a memory,
which stirred slightly in the spring-
time when the papers were full of the
doings of the new meun at the training

camps.

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

Lee Was Forgotten.

The last remark, of course, might
have been taken for a knock or 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 ddy 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 copduct 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 minorleague gloom, in
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 his baseball braias; 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 line stirred a thousand
bitter memories into life. He took
the pen and paper, and sat down to
write a Mtter:

Dear Old Friend Bill— I'm glad
to see that you got what was com-
ing to you. '

Then he sat 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 io get
several more. #

The fat man's name was Smith, and
he was the i ille
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
was the owwer as well as the manager
of the Fremontville club, In the win-
ter time, he gave his attention wo his
billiard parlor and bowling alley; ana,
when perfectly sober, was regarded as
& keen business man. His players had
to respect him, for he knew more base-
ball than any man in the Tillamook

After the outlaws dismissed him, hej

him, for e was a
. He would not have
& drinking man of his team, and his
motto was:

“Do ae I say, and not as 1 do.”

they did not love
hard taskmaster.

Smith Never Wrote.

After Bigelow was well in his etride
&8 manager, the fat man subscribed
to several Hastern papers, and watch-
ed the progress of the Corsairs with
an interest which was almost painful.
Several times he was tempted wo write
that letter, but always stuck after the
first paragraph. The fat man had
buried a past, and was 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; but even
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a glutton like Truck could mot piteh
enough winning games to cinch a pen-
nant. The rest of the pitchers were
only ordinary performers,
The Corsair outfleld was as fast and
hard-hitting a trio as might have been
found in a month's march. The infleld
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 thém badly.
“Get me one more cracking good
pitcher,” said Bigelow, “and I'll walk
away with the pennant next year. Get
me a man who can win twenty games
and back up old Truck, and it'll be a
shame the way we go through this
bunch.”
So the Corsair scouts went questing
East, West, North and South, combing
the tall grass of many States for an-
other pitcher. Other teams were
scouting for pitchers, too. There has
never been a time when good pitchers
were plentiful, and there never will
be.
Pitchers, like gold, are where you
find them. There is no telling w
the next great pitching stars ay
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 Sladdin,
dropping into Tacoma on his Western
trip, did not scorn the private tip that
a man named Smith, at Fremontville,
in the Tillamook League, had a timber
wolf who was setting the forest afire.
His name is Bud Marsh,” said Slad-
din’s informant; “and Smith has had
him three years. He's a riproarer!”
Sladdin wemt up to Fremontville on
the first train, and presented himseit
at Smith's billiard parlor.
“From Bigelow, eh?’ asked Smith.
“Lemme see the credentials?”
Sladdin wondered at this, but pro-
duced his cardcase.
“I guess it's all right,” said the fat
man shortly. “I've got a pitcher here.
1 want you to see him work. I'll send
him in this afternoon.”
That afternoon the bigleague 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. Sladdin had
seen hundreds of bush pitch at
work, and he believed that he knew
the breed; but the first move Marsh
made in the box nailed the scout's
attention, and held it throughout the
game.
“Hvery move a pitcher,” though
Sladdin, “Most of these kids work.too
hard—tear themselves to pleces; but
this fellow just floats them up there
as It there wasn't a thing to it
Lordy! But that's a swell change ot
pace! He ain’t very old. Now, where
did he learn all that stufr?”
After the game, Sladdin walked back
to the tdwn with Smith, expressing

Before he went away, he hpd a long

League had any right to know; but

-
they 10 buy.  Praise might
have sent the pri¢e ballooning,

“He's falr, just fair,” said Sladdin.
“Of course, he'd Have to be farmed
out—"

‘“Lay off that stuff!” growled Smtth.
“You can't put any of that over on
me. Where do you think I was raie-
ed? In the woods here? Now, I'm
going to tell you something. I've geen
a1l the great pitehers of the past fif-
teen years. Knew some of 'em well—
Mayberry, Harris, Potter, Kinkaid—all
that bunch. e tell you that
here’s a boy that's as good today as
Mayberry ever was. Yes, better. You
saw the way he handled himself, You
saw the way he used that quick return
ball.  Is there amy man in the “big
league today who ¢an whip a return
strike back like that? Is there? No,
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e|and summer.

I/guess not. You're whistling there
ain’t. T know.”

“Look at him! He takes it as aisy as if he was steppin’ into a sody parlor.”

“That return ball ain’t used much
any more,” ;said Sladdin. “There was
only omne ‘mn 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's style reminds me of him.”

Smith Springs a Surprise.

“Now, I'll tell you something else,”
said Smith quietly. "I knew this fello
Lee-——knew him better tham most any-
body. I knew all his stuff. I've seen
him work when he was good. I tell
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-
din,

“I taught him,” said Smith. ‘7T 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
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!” gald Sladdin. “Is he a booze
fighter, too?”

“Don't know what it tastes like!”
snarled Smith.

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

“Not a red cent!” snapped Smith.

“What ?”

“Not a cent. I've trained that kid
for just one thing—io win a peanant
for Billy Bigelow. He's goigg to that
clubor he won't go anywhere. Holly
was up, nosing around for the Reds,
and Slattery of the Pink S8ox, was here
last month., I steered 'em both away.
I'm going to make just one stipulation.
No, two.”

“Name ‘em,” said Sladdin.

“Ig the first place, you're not to tell
Billy Bige! anything about what I
said about training this kid for him,
In the second place, | 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 season
closes.”

“H'm-mvm,” said Sladdin. “You
think he's good?”

“I don’t think. I kmow.”

“Look here!” said Sladdin abrupt-
ly. “You say you trained this kid—
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. “I've made you a business pro
position. Does it go or not?"

“And we get him for nothing?”

himselt guardedly, as men do when

i

“You're on!"” said the scout. “And
I don’t mind telling you that you've
skinned yourself out of a mice chunk
of money. I was going to grab him,
anyway, and take no chance on the
draft.”

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

: The Wolf Goes In.

Toward the middle of September,
the timber wolf from the Tillamook]
League dropped in on Billy Bigelow.
The manager had heard just enough
about him to be interested, and he pro-
ceeded to look the gift wolf in the
mouth,

“And you're the fellow who looks
80 much like Solomon Lee, are you?”

Wie said. "I'd give a nice piece of

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

Mike Mulrooney, the old-time ca(ch<)

er, who was in his prime when Solly
Lee was burning up the big 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. Wait till ye see
him go. Every litle wiggle in that
box, every move of his hands, the fun-
ny windup; everything even to the re.
turn strike. Solly Lee, to th’ life.”

“He's good, is he?" <

“Oh, man, but he's a sweet pitcher!
A sweet pitcher!”

“But where did he get n?” 1

“God knows,” said Muirooney sok
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. It's 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.

Frriday was the day Bigelow seisct-
ed, and Bud Marsh walked out into
the diamond, as cool 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 ching
in their fists. “Look at him! He
takes it as aisy as if he was but step
pin’ into s sody parior.”

{ Then the boy began to pitch, and
t}:e two men watched hipa breathless-
ly

“Where did he get it?” sald 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 kiad
of chucks the ball out from his chest
before he winde 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
oo ghast; and, after he had ganned
five of them and sneaked the return
strike over on the dangerous '‘Raus”
Kennedy, they began to take notice.
However, it is not with the game that
we have to do, but with something
which happened after it was over.

., Marsh won by a score of 4 to 0;

BY CHARLES
E. VAN LOAN

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
sairs,

“That's e great kid, that Marsh,™
said the stranger as he ranged along-

from the other scouts. 1 scar

ol.'l‘ when they wanted to midm
him., I wanted to save him for you;
b}xt didn't want him to &0 until he waas
ripe. When I had him in shape—mwihey
I'd given him all my stuft and cosched
him to use #t naturally and easy,
tipped it off in the right place, ana

slde. Sladdin came u
e i a e up to look him over,
o5 You bet he is!” said Bigelow Zseart- This kid's got everything that I oz

give him, Billy—everythi t
thirst for this—" -
. Sollomou Lee lifted the
oitle and refilled his giass, watching
the tiny bubbles curfously as th s
€G to the surfaee. y fmie
“He's the fellow I might been
Billy Finds Out. if I'd got started right; bu.t——h;:: know
It was the tone more than the words | how it was with me. I got to travelin-
that made Billy Bigelow turn his eyes, with the wrong bunch. He mustn” :
""!‘hmkolanybody,"saidh& “Why, | that, Billy, He's a good ' kid ‘llil
he's Solomon Leo all over again.” doesn’t know what beoze tastes lik
Ves, sa.l,d the fat maxn quiell} and he’s got a nice girl back there |
thought you'd get the old stuff, Billy.”| the bushes, That'll heip eome. 17
Bigelow stopped in his tracks; and|mhave been better if I—well, never minr‘
ltz?i::e lr;mth Lh.e ?;ftldm::l!. he lunched|that Billy, I've taken a lot of pair
It at tl . with th 9 y
“Solly!” he cried. :Where on, earth | to me; lsan?loyfm’: eg;zjut:‘ ;2‘:63 :S)OM;
m‘.i'yz;ou ct;gae {’mx:? = . where I fell down. He muet be mg :r\'.
om the bushes,” said Solognon|iow Solomon Lee might have been bus
i"nle" ‘And that's where I trained this for—this stufr.” :
i » Th 4 i
| That night the old friends had dMn-| ng  eppi s ey Mm‘ g
| ner together; an dSolomon Lee, run- slightly: i s
{ning true to his old-time form, took|" “Im’ ay o sata “p
{more than was good for him. Billy any good any o e IL Seaay ne
| Bigelow also, alleging that the oc-|pugny Uxm_.,y got r;",azdn& k;:w i
];’»::;lmt ;vax:unt.:ed it, mﬁ:d d0Wn|go0d and plenty. They aomy :;ZL
| from ) tl: r l::g‘;nt'ﬂ : t“'et DOl into the bushes. I'm ROINE back thore
| more than the soles of his feet. Billy; but thi time they cun't say ha)
| ‘“You've got to iet me pay my price y y e

g

ort of reminded me of @ man who
used to pitch for this club a long time
2go,” said the stranger. *Did he
make you think of anybody yom:ever
eaw before?"

-

5 I didn't leav: i S his
| for this kid,” sald the manager. *I © anything good behind
! f ok v e % o & 3
won’t take him unless I can pay what| oy, 106Y can’t say that. ;
! think he's worth.” ;}1"_‘:6‘1 bis gray bean

“You'll take him as a ift,” said
i Solomon Lee, a bit thickly “For a gift,
| Billy! Understand ?” b

e}l it, Solly,” he sata
: y. think any more abou:
it. You've made good.

udg
‘Don’t

| “No, I don’t understand. Why f | BC It's ali righ:
| would you want to toss that momey| ... = yoolme O let’s get out into the
{ off 2" Viair. We've had enough of this stuff.”

(Copyright, 1919, by The Bell Syndi

“Now, I'm going to tell you some- cate, Ine.)

thing,” said Solomon Lee. “Do you
remember what they said 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 them, 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 1
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
and how natural it was for him to do|
the same things that T used to do, it
came to me one day that I might make
him another Solomon Lee. You see,
Billy, I knew you and Mike and a few
of -the old-timers would know ;where
he got the stuff. I wanted you to re- 2 - .
cognize it; so I started in to make al‘mz gs:';n:e;e quT“ng' You're
him work my way. I wouldn’t let him 1o aath obe :““ - ings aboutﬂpeo-
make a move in the box unless I|g .~ with 0 the other. “The
taught it to him. You know I used to| 1o four’ 1th you s you've got a
be a pretty pitcher to watch, Billy.” : eur’s. tongue. :

Bigelow nodded, and Lee lifted his - Ch‘a“ﬂeurs tongue?” echoed the
glass, and drained it in a breath. ot?u-vr girl.

“It took me more than two years, ‘Yes,” was the answer,
Billy,” he continued. *“I hid him out|running people down.”

“Doctor, why is it that
who are perfect wrecks
than others who are
well

“Er—well—yoy see the others die
first.'—New Haven Register.

some peopla
live longer
strong and

. Its Outstanding Feature,
g “What was there about his after-
inner speech that attracted .
tention?” -

“The remarkabls length of it~

The Genius.'
Tramp—Please sir, will you give
me a shillin to git somethin’' to eat?
jB_onovolent Gentleman—You've got
& sixpence in your hand mow. What's
that for?
Tramp—That’s to tip the wafiter.

The New Tongue.

“It’'s always ,
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MILLIONS MUST BE FED

The war is over, but millions
in devastated Furope must
be fed. In the meantime
food must be selected
with intelligent regard
for its nutritive value.
Shredded Wheat
Biscuit is a real whole
wheat food-contains the
most real body-buildi

nutriment for the lea
money. [tisrea

and ready-to-eat. No kitchen
worry or work. Saves fuel,
saves money, saves heal
Deliciously nourishing

with milk or creamor "
with sliced bananas -
or other fruits.

“Abso-lute-ly!”

and Billy Bigelow, stiil under the spell
- :




