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Baseball . . . well—it’s our game: that’s the chief fact in connection with it: America’s game: has the snap, go, fling, of the American atmosphere—belongs as much to our institutions, fits into them as significantly, as our constitutions, laws: is just as important in the sum total of our historic life.

—Walt Whitman

I enjoy a good game of baseball.

—Mark Twain

I know of no subject, save perhaps baseball, on which the average American newspaper, even in the larger cities, discourses with unfailing sense and understanding.

—H. L. Mencken
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Introduction


So what’s the essential quality that gives long life to a baseball story? Let’s touch base for a moment with America’s other national pastime: the movies.

Every year, the American Film Institute hands out a Life Achievement Award to an honoree whose work—so the AFI’s solons assure us—has stood or will stand the test of time. What a nice sound—the test of time—and what an exacting criterion. To satisfy it, the work must certainly have legs, like Cobb and Brock and Ricky Henderson; personality, like Ruth and Stengel and Griffey Jr.; power, like Pujols and the Big Train; craft, like Koufax and Mathewson; grace, like DiMaggio, Williams, and Mays; courage, like Robinson and Aaron; durability, like Ripken and Ryan; and character, like Clemente, Gehrig, Jeter, and Gwynn. As commendable, individually, as these qualities certainly are, they need more than themselves alone to pass the test; each needs at least a touch of the other. To survive and be remembered is, in short, a tall order.

Each of the tales—the fictions and the facts—that makes up The Big Book of Baseball Stories has, minus the finale, stood this test of time. They satisfy the most readily measured threshold—legs—with ease. Each—except the last—is at least a century old. They gave voice to a game before the movies realized they had any voice at all. They come from a time when Cobb and Speaker were hitting .400; when Johnson and Matty were mowing ’em down; and when artists such as Chaplin and Keaton were taking cuts and making cuts, inventing, as they went along, the grammar of the movies frame by frame.

It was a good time for invention, those days, and in their own way, writers such as Ring Lardner, Damon Runyon, Grantland Rice, Zane Grey (yes, that Zane Grey, a helluva college outfielder, by the way), Charles Van Loan, Gerald Beaumont, Charley Dryden, John Kieran, Hugh Fullerton, Fred Lieb, and even P. G. Wodehouse (more associated with a golf ball than one of horsehide stitched together) were, as well, busy making up the language and syntax of the baseball story as they went along. With their pens and typewriters, they would teach us a new way of seeing and experiencing America’s game; reaching into its heart, they pulled out what would become the ever more sophisticated language of baseball on the page.

There’s wizardry in that accomplishment to be sure, and the best way to fall under its spell is to continue reading what they batted out. Granted, some of their words and phrases and idioms feel dated—what doesn’t after a hundred years or so of service—but that hardly matters because what they discovered about the game and its hold over us—fans and players alike—is as fresh and excited as a busher’s face the first time he puts his major league flannels on. Keaton and Chaplin are still funny; so are Lardner and Wodehouse. They’re old, sure, but their bones don’t creek. What they’ve set down remains energetic and bright, keenly observed and keenly wrought. All these decades later, the words continue to tingle.

Of course, when you understand human nature and baseball nature—as these writers did—the work doesn’t really age, just the paper it’s printed on. New generations may find more dazzling or sophisticated ways to say things, as new generations of filmmakers keep upping the ante on their special effects, but is what they’re revealing to us about who we are any sharper, clearer, more incisive or passionate? A home run is a home run whenever it’s hit.

Let me suggest one more connection that ties the early days of baseball writing to the early days of motion pictures: there’s a history, memory, and sheer enjoyment that’s lost when we fail to preserve and keep contact with the legacy handed down to us.

Half a lifetime ago, when I had jumped ship from the newspaper game to become a rookie screenwriter working in Hollywood, I became friends with an older writer–director named Richard Brooks. In the late 1950s, he created one of the most memorable on-screen fires in his Oscar-winning adaptation of Elmer Gantry. Since the blazing tabernacle scene climaxing the movie would be shot indoors on a soundstage, every inch of the set had been treated with heavy fire retardant before the cameras rolled. Starting a fire twenty thousand leagues under the sea would have been a snap by comparison.

Naturally, Brooks’s crew couldn’t get the flames to go, so Brooks asked the fire marshal on set what to do. The answer stunned the filmmaker. The fire marshal told Brooks to raid the studio vault, pull out as many old cans of the silent movies stored inside as he could, then coat the set with their contents. “Are you mad?” Brooks, a noted rager, raged. “That’s the heritage of our craft.” The fire marshal shook his head sadly. He knew that. But he also knew that no one had put much thought into how best to preserve it. When Brooks opened those precious cans of ancient history, what he mostly found was highly combustible silver nitrate powder; the old film had decomposed as badly as a forgotten corpse. Brooks spread it around the set, and as the past exploded around him, a remarkable movie moment rose from its ash. Still, what was lost in those cans remains lost forever, and no one could have saved it.

Thankfully, baseball’s past has been better preserved in archives and libraries from coast to coast. But preserving the past isn’t enough. These stories aren’t just museum pieces; they live with the spirits of their creators and the spirit of the game. Now and again, they need to come out, stretch their muscles, and show off just how good they are. For them. And for us.

In collecting these stories, I feel honored by the chance to dust off some deserving old warhorses—familiar ones, such as “Alibi Ike,” and the deliciously arcane, such as the account of Lizzie Arlington’s first professional outing—insert them into a new lineup, and send them up for another cut. I have no doubt they’ll connect—with that part inside every fan that dies a little bit each October only to be reborn again in the spring.

One final note about the presentation of the stories. Each arrives with its own introduction, in part to give the piece proper context and in part to give the writer his—or her—due. Not every writer in this book is as familiar as, say, Walt Whitman and Mark Twain, but each added a few worthwhile words and significant observations to baseball’s long and continuing conversation. Who they were has earned at least a few moments of our time to consider their achievement. Who they were helps us appreciate what they wrote.

Jeff Silverman

Chadds Ford, Pennsylvania


January 2024
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Who’s on First?



Abbott and Costello

Who’s up first?

“Who’s on First?”

Who wrote it?

“Who’s on First?”

Yeah.

“Who?”

That’s what I’m asking.

“I don’t know.”

Third base . . .

Peel the comic genius from this most famous of all comedy baseball routines, and the question’s not “Who’s on First?” but who first pitched it. Like so much of what took root in the oral traditions of vaudeville, “Who’s on First?” evolved over time. While other teams performed it, it’s now impossible to hear voices other than Bud Abbott’s and Lou Costello’s playing pepper with its patter. For full effect, it begs to be heard—sorry, Baseball Stories doesn’t come with a CD—but even when it enters through the eyes instead of the ears, it’s amazingly funny.

Abbott and Costello regularly tinkered with the piece, particularly the opening, which they’d adjust to fit the demands of their audience. The version presented here aired in the mid-1940s on a baseball-themed episode of Abbott and Costello’s radio show built around the Yankees. It begins with Lou called up to the club’s roster with Bud coming along as coach to keep him in line.

[image: ]

abbott: Well, Costello, I’m going to New York with you. The Yankees’ manager, Bucky Harris, gave me a job as coach for as long as you’re on the team.

costello: Look, Abbott, if you’re the coach, you must know all the players.

abbott: I certainly do.

costello: Well, you know I’ve never met the guys. So you’ll have to tell me their names, and then I’ll know who’s playing on the team.

abbott: Oh, I’ll tell you their names, but, you know, it seems to me they give these ball players now-a-days very peculiar names.

costello: You mean funny names?

abbott: Strange names, pet names . . . like Dizzy Dean . . .

costello: His brother Daffy . . .

abbott: Daffy Dean . . .

costello: And their French cousin.

abbott: French?

costello: Goofé.

abbott: Goofé Dean. Well, let’s see, we have on the bags, Who’s on first, What’s on second, I Don’t Know is on third . . .

costello: That’s what I want to find out.

abbott: I say Who’s on first, What’s on second, I Don’t Know’s on third.

costello: Are you the manager?

abbott: Yes.

costello: You gonna be the coach too?

abbott: Yes.

costello: And you don’t know the fellows’ names.

abbott: Well, I should.

costello: Well then who’s on first?

abbott: Yes.

costello: I mean the fellow’s name.

abbott: Who.

costello: The guy on first.

abbott: Who.

costello: The first baseman.

abbott: Who.

costello: The guy playing . . .

abbott: Who is on first!

costello: I’m asking you who’s on first.

abbott: That’s the man’s name.

costello: That’s who’s name?

abbott: Yes.

costello: Well go ahead and tell me.

abbott: That’s it.

costello: That’s who?

abbott: Yes.

PAUSE.

costello: Look, you gotta first baseman?

abbott: Certainly.

costello: Who’s playing first?

abbott: That’s right.

costello: When you pay off the first baseman every month, who gets the money?

abbott: Every dollar of it.

costello: All I’m trying to find out is the fellow’s name on first base.

abbott: Who.

costello: The guy that gets . . .

abbott: That’s it.

costello: Who gets the money . . .

abbott: He does, every dollar of it. Sometimes his wife comes down and collects it.

costello: Who’s wife?

abbott: Yes.

PAUSE.

abbott: What’s wrong with that?

costello: All I wanna know is when you sign up the first baseman, how does he sign his name?

abbott: Who.

costello: The guy.

abbott: Who.

costello: How does he sign . . .

abbott: That’s how he signs it.

costello: Who?

abbott: Yes.

PAUSE.

costello: All I’m trying to find out is what’s the guy’s name on first base.

abbott: No. What is on second base.

costello: I’m not asking you who’s on second.

abbott: Who’s on first.

costello: One base at a time!

abbott: Well, don’t change the players around.

costello: I’m not changing nobody!

abbott: Take it easy, buddy.

costello: I’m only asking you, who’s the guy on first base?

abbott: That’s right.

costello: Okay.

abbott: All right.

PAUSE.

costello: What’s the guy’s name on first base?

abbott: No. What is on second.

costello: I’m not asking you who’s on second.

abbott: Who’s on first.

costello: I don’t know.

abbott: He’s on third, we’re not talking about him.

costello: Now how did I get on third base?

abbott: Why, you mentioned his name.

costello: If I mentioned the third baseman’s name, who did I say is playing third?

abbott: No. Who’s playing first.

costello: What’s on first base?

abbott: What’s on second.

costello: I don’t know.

abbott: He’s on third.

costello: There I go, back on third again!

PAUSE.

costello: Would you just stay on third base and don’t go off it.

abbott: All right, what do you want to know?

costello: Now who’s playing third base?

abbott: Why do you insist on putting Who on third base?

costello: What am I putting on third.

abbott: No. What is on second.

costello: You don’t want who on second?

abbott: Who is on first.

costello: I don’t know.

together: Third base!

PAUSE.

costello: Look, you gotta outfield?

abbott: Sure.

costello: The left fielder’s name?

abbott: Why.

costello: I just thought I’d ask you.

abbott: Well, I just thought I’d tell ya.

costello: Then tell me who’s playing left field.

abbott: Who’s playing first.

costello: I’m not . . . stay out of the infield!!! I want to know what’s the guy’s name in left field?

abbott: No, What is on second.

costello: I’m not asking you who’s on second.

abbott: Who’s on first!

costello: I don’t know.

together: Third base!

PAUSE.

costello: The left fielder’s name?

abbott: Why.

costello: Because!

abbott: Oh, he’s center field.

PAUSE.

costello: Look, you gotta pitcher on this team?

abbott: Sure.

costello: The pitcher’s name?

abbott: Tomorrow.

costello: You don’t want to tell me today?

abbott: I’m telling you now.

costello: Then go ahead.

abbott: Tomorrow!

costello: What time?

abbott: What time what?

costello: What time tomorrow are you gonna tell me who’s pitching?

abbott: Now listen. Who is not pitching.

costello: I’ll break your arm if you say who’s on first!!! I want to know what’s the pitcher’s name?

abbott: What’s on second.

costello: I don’t know.

together: Third base!

PAUSE.

costello: Gotta catcher?

abbott: Certainly.

costello: The catcher’s name?

abbott: Today.

costello: Today, and tomorrow’s pitching.

abbott: Now you’ve got it.

costello: All we got is a couple of days on the team.

PAUSE.

costello: You know I’m a catcher too.

abbott: So they tell me.

costello: I get behind the plate to do some fancy catching, Tomorrow’s pitching on my team and a heavy hitter gets up. Now the heavy hitter bunts the ball. When he bunts the ball, me, being a good catcher, I’m gonna throw the guy out at first. So I pick up the ball and throw it to who?

abbott: Now that’s the first thing you’ve said right.

costello: I don’t even know what I’m talking about!

PAUSE.

abbott: That’s all you have to do.

costello: Is to throw the ball to first base.

abbott: Yes!

costello: Now who’s got it?

abbott: Naturally.

PAUSE.

costello: Look, if I throw the ball to first base, somebody’s gotta get it. Now who has it?

abbott: Naturally.

costello: Who?

abbott: Naturally.

costello: Naturally?

abbott: Naturally.

costello: So I pick up the ball and I throw it to Naturally.

abbott: No you don’t. You throw the ball to Who.

costello: Naturally.

abbott: That’s different.

costello: That’s what I said.

abbott: You’re not saying it . . .

costello: I throw the ball to Naturally.

abbott: You throw it to Who.

costello: Naturally.

abbott: That’s it.

costello: That’s what I said!

abbott: You ask me.

costello: I throw the ball to who?

abbott: Naturally.

costello: Now you ask me.

abbott: You throw the ball to Who?

costello: Naturally.

abbott: That’s it.

costello: Same as you! Same as YOU!!! I throw the ball to who. Whoever it is drops the ball and the guy runs to second. Who picks up the ball and throws it to What. What throws it to I Don’t Know. I Don’t Know throws it back to Tomorrow, triple play. Another guy gets up and hits a long fly ball to Because. Why? I don’t know! He’s on third and I don’t give a darn!

abbott: What?

costello: I said, “I don’t give a darn!”

abbott: Oh, that’s our shortstop.
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O, Baseball! My Baseball!



Walt Whitman

How fitting that Walt Whitman (1819–1892), the poetic prophet of American promise and potential, would have embraced what he saw, even in the game’s adolescence, something that would emerge into the sporting representation of the vibrant, young nation he sung of so passionately. “The game of ball is glorious,” he enthused in an 1846 report for the Brooklyn Eagle; nine years later, he found a way to weave “a good game of base-ball” into the first edition of Leaves of Grass. Baseball captivated Whitman throughout his life. “I still find my interest in the game unabated,” he underscored decades later. “I can’t forget the games we used to go to . . . they are precious memories.”

No surprise then that newspaper reports of the major league’s first world tour of 1888–1889 had Whitman in their thrall. By spreading the game, the players—in his view—were also spreading the American spirit with every pitch, every hit, every catch, and every throw. “How I’d like to meet them,” the old reporter in him noted to a friend, “talk with them. Maybe ask some questions.” When the friend characterized baseball as “the hurrah game of the republic,” Whitman welcomed the idea with glee. “That’s beautiful,” he howled with laughter, “the hurrah game! Well—it’s our game: that’s the chief fact in connection with it: America’s game: has the snap, go, fling, of the American atmosphere—belongs as much to our institutions, fits into them as significantly, as our constitutions, laws: is just as important in the sum total of our historic life.”

Oh my . . .

Given Whitman’s grasp of the game’s great hold on the American imagination as it evolved into the national pastime, it’s somehow heartening that to the usual roles we ascribe to him—bard, journalist, and essayist extraordinaire—we can also attach baseball beat reporter—at least for one day. On June 18, 1858, the Brooklyn Daily Times—which he happened to then edit—ran this unsigned, but sung by himself, account of a matchup between the mighty Atlantics and the Putnams. Beat reporting might not have been Whitman’s métier; he omitted the final score—17–13, Atlantics—though in his defense, it did appear prominently in the primitive box score accompanying his narrative. His spelling wasn’t that hot either: The “Pierce” in the story actually turned out to be “Pearce”—as in Dickey Pearce, one of baseball’s first big stars and first true professionals. His career in baseball lasted substantially longer than Whitman’s, long enough for Pearce to play his last two seasons in the National League, which wasn’t officially established until 1876. Along the way, he was credited with developing the position of shortstop as we know it and with inventing a maneuver at the plate he called the “tricky hit”; history’s reconfigured that more familiarly into the bunt.

If Whitman spelled Pearce’s name wrong, his brief game story recognized the shortstop’s talents. It’s somehow exhilarating to know that, for at least one day, their extraordinary careers intersected.

[image: ]

The game played yesterday afternoon between the Atlantic and Putnam Clubs, on the grounds of the latter club, was one of the finest and most exciting games we ever witnessed. The Atlantics beat their opponents by four runs, but the general opinion was that the defeat was as much the result of accident as of superior playing.

On the fourth innings the Putnams made several very loose plays and allowed their opponents to score nine runs, and those careless plays were sufficient to lose them the game. On every other innings, they played carefully and well, as the score will show. They were also particularly unfortunate in having three of their men injured in the course of the game. Mr. Masten, their catcher, being disabled from occupying his position on the fifth innings, was compelled to take the first base and his place taken by Mr. Burr, who in his turn was disabled on the seventh innings and his place supplied by Mr. McKinstry, the fielder, Mr. Burr taking the third base. Mr. Jackson was injured on the eighth innings so much as to be compelled to discontinue playing, and Mr. Ketcham was substituted in his stead, so that at one time no less than three men on the Putnam side were so seriously injured as to be unable to run their bases. Notwithstanding these accidents, however, the score is highly creditable to the Putnams (always excepting the fourth innings), and we doubt if any other club can show a better one in a contest with such opponents. The Atlantics, as usual, played splendidly and maintained their reputation as the Champion Club. Messrs. M. O’Brien, P. O’Brien, Boerum, Pierce, and Oliver of that club cannot easily be surpassed in their respective positions. Messrs. Masten, Gesner, and McKinstry, of the Putnam Club, also deserve special commendation.
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From A Connecticut Yankee in 
King Arthur’s Court



Mark Twain

By the time Samuel Clemons, aka Mark Twain (1835–1910), came up with his 1889 time-travel tale of a Connecticut engineer waking up to find himself in the Arthurian England of legend, he had already produced two of America’s greatest novels—The Adventures of Tom Sawyer and Adventures of Huckleberry Finn. He’d also tried his hand at typesetting, steamboat piloting, newspaper reporting, and gold mining; thankfully, for the course of American literature, his most productive mining was internal—tapping into the vast reservoir of humor and irony that pooled within. When “Yankee” was published, Twain and his family had long been ensconced in a big house in Hartford (next to Harriet Beecher Stowe’s), not too far from the Hartford Ball Club Grounds, where Twain escaped to watch his beloved Dark Blues of the National Association (precursor to the National League) as often as possible.

Twain was as educated a fan as he was an avid one. “Mark Twain contributes liberally to the support of the Hartford base ball club,” noted the Sporting News, and the St. Louis Post Dispatch once described him “as a baseball fan of the most flagrant species.” He liked scribbling detailed notes on the action—his own primeval scorecard—and even volunteered to umpire a July 4th weekend game, making rulings from the grandstand that he sent to the acting umpire on the field via a small messenger boy. At a particularly memorable 1875 encounter between his undefeated Hartford Dark Blues and the hated rival Red Stockings of Boston, Twain, among the 10,000 faithful on hand that day, was so caught up in the action—“engaged in hurrahing,” he called it—that a young boy made off with his prized umbrella. Two days later, he placed a notice in the Hartford Courant, offering five dollars for the return of the umbrella and a bonus for delivering the perpetrator to him. “I do not want the boy (in an active state),” he explained in his ad, “but”—Twain being Twain he just couldn’t stop himself—“will pay two hundred dollars for his remains.”

Twain’s affection for baseball ran deep. He slid it into Tom Sawyer to mark change: “There was no joy in life for poor Tom. He put away his bat and his ball and dragged himself through each day.” And when he found the opportunity to wedge a brief—if incongruously organic—encounter with the game into “Yankee’s” Merry Olde kingdom as a respite from the messier combat entertainments of the day, he ran with it, or at least set the scene, for the big game sadly—given the two rosters—was never recorded. Coincidentally, just as Twain was finishing his novel, the 1888–1889 world tour of major league players—the tour Walt Whitman was so keen on—had come to an end. To honor the participating players—including John Montgomery Ward and Cap Anson—the enterprise was then celebrated with a valedictory banquet at the famed Delmonico’s in New York. Twain was among the star-studded assembly, and he rose to “drink long life to the boys who plowed a new equator around the globe stealing bases on their bellies!” Waxing Whitmanesque, he memorably praised the game itself as “the very symbol, the outward and visible expression of the drive, and push, and rush and struggle of the raging, tearing, booming 19th century!” One reporter present was so impressed that he saluted Twain’s command of the game “from A to Z.”

[image: ]

At the end of the month I sent the vessel home for fresh supplies, and for news. We expected her back in three or four days. She would bring me, along with other news, the result of a certain experiment which I had been starting. It was a project of mine to replace the tournament with something which might furnish an escape for the extra steam of the chivalry, keep those bucks entertained and out of mischief, and at the same time preserve the best thing in them, which was their hardy spirit of emulation.

I had had a choice band of them in private training for some time, and the date was now arriving for their first public effort. This experiment was baseball. In order to give the thing vogue from the start, and place it out of the reach of criticism, I chose my nines by rank, not capacity. There wasn’t a knight in either team who wasn’t a sceptered sovereign. As for material of this sort, there was a glut of it always around Arthur. You couldn’t throw a brick in any direction and not cripple a king. Of course, I couldn’t get these people to leave off their armor; they wouldn’t do that when they bathed. They consented to differentiate the armor so that a body could tell one team from the other, but that was the most they would do. So, one of the teams wore chain-mail ulsters, and the other wore plate-armor made of my new Bessemer steel. Their practice in the field was the most fantastic thing I ever saw. Being ball-proof, they never skipped out of the way, but stood still and took the result; when a Bessemer was at the bat and a ball hit him, it would bound a hundred and fifty yards sometimes. And when a man was running, and threw himself on his stomach to slide to his base, it was like an iron-clad coming into port. At first I appointed men of no rank to act as umpires, but I had to discontinue that. These people were no easier to please than other nines. The umpire’s first decision was usually his last; they broke him in two with a bat, and his friends toted him home on a shutter. When it was noticed that no umpire ever survived a game, umpiring got to be unpopular. So I was obliged to appoint somebody whose rank and lofty position under the government would protect him.

Here are the names of the nines:




	
BESSEMERS


	
	ULSTERS





	
KING ARTHUR


	
	EMPEROR LUCIUS





	
KING LOT OF LOTHIAN


	
	KING LOGRIS





	
KING OF NORTHGALIS


	
	KING MARHALT OF 
IRELAND





	
KING MARSIL


	
	KING MORGANORE





	
KING OF LITTLE BRITAIN


	
	KING MARK OF 
CORNWALL





	
KING LABOR


	
	KING NENTRES OF 
GARLOT





	
KING PELLAM OF 
LIONES	


	
	KING MELIODAS OF 
LISTENGESE





	
KING BAGDEMAGUS


	
	KING OF THE LAKE





	
KING TOLLEME LA  
FEINTES	


	
	THE SOWDAN OF SYRIA





	
Umpire—CLARENCE	


	
	







The first public game would certainly draw fifty thousand people; and for solid fun would be worth going around the world to see. Everything would be favorable; it was balmy and beautiful spring weather now, and Nature was all tailored out in her new clothes.
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Alibi Ike



Ring Lardner

Batting fourth . . .

The cleanup position. The spot reserved for the heaviest hitter.

In this lineup that goes to Ring Lardner (1885–1933) and his treasure, “Alibi Ike.”

Lardner’s career began in sports and spread into fiction, regularly blending the two with hilarious results. His work could be as biting as it was funny, and while he often wrote about seemingly simple characters, the work itself was beautifully crafted, flowing with a complex undertow.

While a sportswriter at the Chicago Tribune, Lardner began stitching together a series of stories in letter form about a hayseed rookie named Jack Keefe. When the Tribune deemed Lardner’s slangy use of language inappropriate for its readership, Lardner sold the stories to the Saturday Evening Post. They were a smash from the get-go. Between their publication in the Post and their collection as You Know Me, Al, Lardner created another baseball character, one with an excuse for everything. Lardner sold him to the magazine, as well, and on July 31, 1915, the Saturday Evening Post introduced “Alibi Ike,” Lardner’s most enduring creation, without no extenuation whatsoever.
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His right name was Frank X. Farrell, and I guess the X stood for “Excuse me.” Because he never pulled a play, good or bad, on or off the field, without apologizin’ for it.

“Alibi Ike” was the name Carey wished on him the first day he reported down south. O’ course we all cut out the “Alibi” part of it right away for the fear he would overhear it and bust somebody. But we called him “Ike” right to his face and the rest of it was understood by everybody on the club except Ike himself.

He ast me one time, he says:

“What do you all call me Ike for? I ain’t no Yid.”

“Carey give you the name,” I says. “It’s his nickname for everybody he takes a likin’ to.”

“He mustn’t have only a few friends then,” says Ike. “I never heard him say ‘Ike’ to nobody else.”

But I was goin’ to tell you about Carey namin’ him. We’d been workin’ out two weeks and the pitchers was showin’ somethin’ when this bird joined us. His first day out he stood up there so good and took such a reef at the old pill that he had everyone lookin.’ Then him and Carey was together in left field, catchin’ fungoes, and it was after we was through for the day that Carey told me about him.

“What do you think of Alibi Ike?” ast Carey.

“Who’s that?” I says.

“This here Farrell in the outfield,” says Carey.

“He looks like he could hit,” I says.

“Yes,” says Carey, “but he can’t hit near as good as he can apologize.” Then Carey went on to tell me what Ike had been pullin’ out there.

He’d dropped the first fly ball that was hit to him and told Carey his glove wasn’t broke in good yet, and Carey says the glove could easy of been Kid Gleason’s gran’father. He made a whale of a catch out o’ the next one and Carey says “Nice work!” or somethin’ like that, but Ike says he could of caught the ball with his back turned only he slipped when he started after it and, besides that, the air currents fooled him.

“I thought you done well to get to the ball,” says Carey.

“I ought to been settin’ under it,” says Ike.

“What did you hit last year?” Carey ast him.

“I had malaria most o’ the season,” says Ike. “I wound up with .356.”

“Where would I have to go to get malaria?” says Carey, but Ike didn’t wise up.

I and Carey and him set at the same table together for supper. It took him half an hour longer’n us to eat because he had to excuse himself every time he lifted his fork.

“Doctor told me I needed starch,” he’d say, and then toss a shovelful o’ potatoes into him. Or, “They ain’t much meat on one o’ these chops,” he’d tell us, and grab another one. Or he’d say: “Nothin’ like onions for a cold,” and then he’d dip into the perfumery.

“Better try that apple sauce,” says Carey. “It’ll help your malaria.”

“Whose malaria?” says Ike. He’d forgot already why he didn’t only hit .356 last year.

I and Carey begin to lead him on.

“Whereabouts did you say your home was?” I ast him.

“I live with my folks,” he says. “We live in Kansas City—not right down in the business part—outside a ways.”

“How’s that come?” says Carey. “I should think you’d get rooms in the post office.”

But Ike was too busy curin’ his cold to get that one.

“Are you married?” I ast him.

“No,” he says. “I never run round much with girls, except to shows onct in a wile and parties and dances and roller skatin’.”

“Never take ’em to the prize fights, eh?” says Carey.

“We don’t have no real good bouts,” says Ike. “Just bush stuff. And I never figured a boxin’ match was a place for the ladies.”

Well, after supper he pulled a cigar out and lit it. I was just goin’ to ask him what he done it for, but he beat me to it.

“Kind o’ rests a man to smoke after a good work-out,” he says. “Kind o’ settles a man’s supper, too.”

“Looks like a pretty good cigar,” says Carey.

“Yes,” says Ike. “A friend o’ mine give it to me—a fella in Kansas City that runs a billiard room.”

“Do you play billiards?” I ast him.

“I used to play a fair game,” he says. “I’m all out o’ practice now—can’t hardly make a shot.”

We coaxed him into a four-handed battle, him and Carey against Jack Mack and I. Say, he couldn’t play billiards as good as Willie Hoppe; not quite. But to hear him tell it, he didn’t make a good shot all evenin’. I’d leave him an awful-lookin’ layout and he’d gather ’em up in one try and then run a couple o’ hundred, and between every carom he’d say he’d put too much stuff on the ball, or the English didn’t take, or the table wasn’t true, or his stick was crooked, or somethin’. And all the time he had the balls actin’ like they was Dutch soldiers and him Kaiser William. We started out to play fifty points, but we had to make it a thousand so as I and Jack and Carey could try the table.

The four of us set round the lobby a wile after we was through playin’, and when it got along toward bedtime Carey whispered to me and says:

“Ike’d like to go to bed, but he can’t think up no excuse.”

Carey hadn’t hardly finished whisperin’ when Ike got up and pulled it:

“Well, good night, boys,” he says. “I ain’t sleepy, but I got some gravel in my shoes and it’s killin’ my feet.”

We knowed he hadn’t never left the hotel since we’d came in from the grounds and changed our clo’es. So Carey says:

“I should think they’d take them gravel pits out o’ the billiard room.”

But Ike was already on his way to the elevator, limpin’.

“He’s got the world beat,” says Carey to Jack and I. “I’ve knew lots o’ guys that had an alibi for every mistake they made; I’ve heard pitchers say that the ball slipped when somebody cracked one off’n ’em; I’ve heard infielders complain of a sore arm after heavin’ one into the stand, and I’ve saw outfielders tooken sick with a dizzy spell when they’ve misjudged a fly ball. But this baby can’t even go to bed without apologizin’, and I bet he excuses himself to the razor when he gets ready to shave.”

“And at that,” says Jack, “he’s goin’ to make us a good man.”

“Yes,” says Carey, “unless rheumatism keeps his battin’ average down to .400.”

Well, sir, Ike kept whalin’ away at the ball all through the trip till everybody knowed he’d won a job. Cap had him in there regular the last few exhibition games and told the newspaper boys a week before the season opened that he was goin’ to start him in Kane’s place.

“You’re there, kid,” says Carey to Ike, the night Cap made the ’nnouncement. “They ain’t many boys that wins a big league berth their third year out.”

“I’d of been up here a year ago,” says Ike, “only I was bent over all season with lumbago.”
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It rained down in Cincinnati one day and somebody organized a little game o’ cards. They was shy two men to make six and ast I and Carey to play.

“I’m with you if you get Ike and make it seven-handed,” says Carey. So they got a hold of Ike and we went up to Smitty’s room.

“I pretty near forgot how many you deal,” says Ike. “It’s been a long wile since I played.”

I and Carey give each other the wink, and sure enough, he was just as ig’orant about poker as billiards. About the second hand, the pot was opened two or three ahead of him, and they was three in when it come his turn. It cost a buck, and he throwed in two.

“It’s raised, boys,” somebody says.

“Gosh, that’s right, I did raise it,” says Ike.

“Take out a buck if you didn’t mean to tilt her,” says Carey. “No,” says Ike, “I’ll leave it go.”

Well, it was raised back at him and then he made another mistake and raised again. They was only three left in when the draw come. Smitty’d opened with a pair o’ kings and he didn’t help ’em. Ike stood pat. The guy that’d raised him back was flushin’ and he didn’t fill. So Smitty checked and Ike bet and didn’t get no call. He tossed his hand away, but I grabbed it and give it a look. He had king, queen, jack and two tens. Alibi Ike he must have seen me peekin’, for he leaned over and whispered to me.

“I overlooked my hand,” he says. “I thought all the wile it was a straight.”

“Yes,” I says, “that’s why you raised twice by mistake.”

They was another pot that he come into with tens and fours. It was tilted a couple o’ times and two o’ the strong fellas drawed ahead of Ike. They each drawed one. So Ike throwed away his little pair and come out with four tens. And they was four treys against him. Carey’d looked at Ike’s discards and then he says:

“This lucky bum busted two pair.”

“No, no, I didn’t,” says Ike.

“Yes, yes, you did,” says Carey, and showed us the two fours.

“What do you know about that?” says Ike. “I’d of swore one was a five spot.”

Well, we hadn’t had no pay day yet, and after a wile everybody except Ike was goin’ shy. I could see him gettin’ restless and I was wonderin’ how he’d make the get-away. He tried two or three times. “I got to buy some collars before supper,” he says.

“No hurry,” says Smitty. “The stores here keeps open all night in April.”

After a minute he opened up again.

“My uncle out in Nebraska ain’t expected to live,” he says. “I ought to send a telegram.”

“Would that save him?” says Carey.

“No, it sure wouldn’t,” says Ike, “but I ought to leave my old man know where I’m at.”

“When did you hear about your uncle?” says Carey. “Just this mornin’,” says Ike.

“Who told you?” ast Carey.

“I got a wire from my old man,” says Ike.

“Well,” says Carey, “your old man knows you’re still here yet this afternoon if you was here this mornin’. Trains leavin’ Cincinnati in the middle o’ the day don’t carry no ball clubs.”

“Yes,” says Ike, “that’s true. But he don’t know where I’m goin’ to be next week.”

“Ain’t he got no schedule?” ast Carey.

“I sent him one openin’ day,” says Ike. “But it takes mail a long time to get to Idaho.”

“I thought your old man lived in Kansas City,” says Carey.

“He does when he’s home,” says Ike.

“But now,” says Carey, “I s’pose he’s went to Idaho so as he can be near your sick uncle in Nebraska.”

“He’s visitin’ my other uncle in Idaho.”

“Then how does he keep posted about your sick uncle?” ast Carey.

“He don’t,” says Ike. “He don’t even know my other uncle’s sick. That’s why I ought to wire and tell him.”

“Good night!” says Carey.

“What town in Idaho is your old man at?” I says. Ike thought it over.

“No town at all,” he says. “But he’s near a town.”

“Near what town?” I says.

“Yuma,” says Ike.

Well, by this time he’d lost two or three pots and he was desperate. We was playin’ just as fast as we could, because we seen we couldn’t hold him much longer. But he was tryin’ so hard to frame an escape that he couldn’t pay no attention to the cards, and it looked like we’d get his whole pile away from him if we could make him stick.

The telephone saved him. The minute it begun to ring, five of us jumped for it. But Ike was there first.

“Yes,” he says, answerin’ it. “This is him. I’ll come right down.”

And he slammed up the receiver and beat it out o’ the door without even sayin’ good-bye.

“Smitty’d ought to locked the door,” says Carey. “What did he win?” ast Carey.

We figured it up-sixty-odd bucks.

“And the next time we ask him to play,” says Carey, “his fingers will be so stiff he can’t hold the cards.”

Well, we set round a wile talkin’ it over, and pretty soon the telephone rung again. Smitty answered it. It was a friend of his’n from Hamilton and he wanted to know why Smitty didn’t hurry down. He was the one that had called before and Ike had told him he was Smitty.

“Ike’d ought to split with Smitty’s friend,” says Carey.

“No,” I says, “he’ll need all he won. It costs money to buy collars and to send telegrams from Cincinnati to your old man in Texas and keep him posted on the health o’ your uncle in Cedar Rapids, D.C.”





3

And you ought to heard him out there on that field! They wasn’t a day when he didn’t pull six or seven, and it didn’t make no difference whether he was goin’ good or bad. If he popped up in the pinch he should of made a base hit and the reason he didn’t was so-and-so. And if he cracked one for three bases he ought to had a home run, only the ball wasn’t lively, or the wind brought it back, or he tripped on a lump o’ dirt, roundin’ first base.

They was one afternoon in New York when he beat all records. Big Marquard was workin’ against us and he was good.

In the first innin’ Ike hit one clear over that right field stand, but it was a few feet foul. Then he got another foul and then the count come to two and two. Then Rube slipped one acrost on him and he was called out.

“What do you know about that!” he says afterward on the bench. “I lost count. I thought it was three and one, and I took a strike.”

“You took a strike all right,” says Carey. “Even the umps knowed it was a strike.”

“Yes,” says Ike, “but you can bet I wouldn’t of took it if I’d knew it was the third one. The score board had it wrong.”

“That score board ain’t for you to look at,” says Cap. “It’s for you to hit that old pill against.”

“Well,” says Ike, “I could of hit that one over the score board if I’d knew it was the third.”

“Was it a good ball?” I says.

“Well, no, it wasn’t,” says Ike. “It was inside.”

“How far inside?” says Carey.

“Oh, two or three inches or half a foot,” says Ike.

“I guess you wouldn’t of threatened the score board with it then,” says Cap.

“I’d of pulled it down the right foul line if I hadn’t thought he’d call it a ball,” says Ike.

Well, in New York’s part o’ the innin’ Doyle cracked one and Ike run back a mile and a half and caught it with one hand. We was all sayin’ what a whale of a play it was, but he had to apologize just the same as for gettin’ struck out.

“That stand’s so high,” he says, “that a man don’t never see a ball till it’s right on top o’ you.”

“Didn’t you see that one?” ast Cap.

“Not at first,” says Ike, “not till it raised up above the roof o’ the stand.”

“Then why did you start back as soon as the ball was hit?” says Cap.

“I knowed by the sound that he’d got a good hold of it,” says Ike.

“Yes,” says Cap, “but how’d you know what direction to run in?”

“Doyle usually hits ’em that way, the way I run,” says Ike.

“Why don’t you play blindfolded?” says Carey.

“Might as well, with that big high stand to bother a man,” says Ike. “If I could of saw the ball all the time I’d of got it in my hip pocket.”

Along in the fifth we was one run to the bad and Ike got on with one out. On the first ball throwed to Smitty, Ike went down. The ball was outside and Meyers throwed Ike out by ten feet.

You could see Ike’s lips movin’ all the way to the bench and when he got there he had his piece learned.

“Why didn’t he swing?” he says.

“Why didn’t you wait for his sign?” says Cap.

“He give me his sign,” says Ike.

“What is his sign with you?” says Cap.

“Pickin’ up some dirt with his right hand,” says Ike.

“Well, I didn’t see him do it,” Cap says.

“He done it all right,” says Ike.

Well, Smitty went out and they wasn’t no more argument till they come in for the next innin’. Then Cap opened it up.

“You fellas better get your signs straight,” he says. “Do you mean me?” says Smitty.

“Yes,” Cap says. “What’s your sign with Ike?”

“Slidin’ my left hand up to the end o’ the bat and back,” says Smitty.

“Do you hear that, Ike?” ast Cap.

“What of it?” says Ike.

“You says his sign was pickin’ up dirt and he says it’s slidin’ his hand. Which is right?”

“I’m right,” says Smitty. “But if you’re arguin’ about him goin’ last innin’, I didn’t give him no sign.”

“You pulled your cap down with your right hand, didn’t you?” ast Ike.

“Well, s’pose I did,” says Smitty. “That don’t mean nothin’. I never told you to take that for a sign, did I?”

“I thought maybe you meant to tell me and forgot,” says Ike.

They couldn’t none of us answer that and they wouldn’t of been no more said if Ike had of shut up. But wile we was settin’ there Carey got on with two out and stole second clean.

“There!” says Ike. “That’s what I was tryin’ to do and I’d of got away with it if Smitty’d swang and bothered the Indian.”

“Oh!” says Smitty. “You was tryin’ to steal then, was you? I thought you claimed I give you the hit and run.”

“I didn’t claim no such a thing,” says Ike. “I thought maybe you might of gave me a sign, but I was goin’ anyway because I thought I had a good start.”

Cap prob’ly would of hit him with a bat, only just about that time Doyle booted one on Hayes and Carey come acrost with the run that tied.

Well, we go into the ninth finally, one and one, and Marquard walks McDonald with nobody out.

“Lay it down,” says Cap to Ike.

And Ike goes up there with orders to bunt and cracks the first ball into that right-field stand! It was fair this time, and we’re two ahead, but I didn’t think about that at the time. I was too busy watchin’ Cap’s face. First he turned pale and then he got red as fire and then he got blue and purple, and finally he just laid back and busted out laughin’. So we wasn’t afraid to laugh ourself when we seen him doin’ it, and when Ike come in everybody on the bench was in hysterics.

But instead o’ takin’ advantage, Ike had to try and excuse himself. His play was to shut up and he didn’t know how to make it.

“Well,” he says, “if I hadn’t hit quite so quick at that one I bet it’d of cleared the center-field fence.”

Cap stopped laughin’.

“It’ll cost you plain fifty,” he says.

“What for?” says Ike.

“When I say ‘bunt’ I mean ‘bunt,’” says Cap.

“You didn’t say ‘bunt,’” says Ike.

“I says ‘Lay it down,’” says Cap. “If that don’t mean ‘bunt,’ what does it mean?”

“‘Lay it down’ means ‘bunt’ all right,” says Ike, “but I understood you to say ‘Lay on it.’”

“All right,” says Cap, “and the little misunderstandin’ will cost you fifty.”

Ike didn’t say nothin’ for a few minutes. Then he had another bright idear.

“I was just kiddin’ about misunderstandin’ you,” he says. “I knowed you wanted me to bunt.”

“Well, then, why didn’t you bunt?” ast Cap.

“I was goin’ to on the next ball,” says Ike. “But I thought if I took a good wallop I’d have ’em all fooled. So I walloped at the first one to fool ’em, and I didn’t have no intention o’ hittin’ it.”

“You tried to miss it, did you?” says Cap.

“Yes,” says Ike.

“How’d you happen to hit it?” ast Cap.

“Well,” Ike says, “I was lookin’ for him to throw me a fast one and I was goin’ to swing under it. But he come with a hook and I met it right square where I was swingin’ to go under the fast one.”

“Great!” says Cap. “Boys,” he says, “Ike’s learned how to hit Marquard’s curve. Pretend a fast one’s comin’ and then try to miss it. It’s a good thing to know and Ike’d ought to be willin’ to pay for the lesson. So I’m goin’ to make it a hundred instead o’ fifty.”

The game wound up 3 to 1. The fine didn’t go, because Ike hit like a wild man all through that trip and we made pretty near a clean-up. The night we went to Philly I got him cornered in the car and I says to him:

“Forget them alibis for a wile and tell me somethin’. What’d you do that for, swing that time against Marquard when you was told to bunt?”

“I’ll tell you,” he says. “That ball he throwed me looked just like the one I struck out on in the first innin’ and I wanted to show Cap what I could of done to that other one if I’d knew it was the third strike.”

“But,” I says, “the one you struck out on in the first innin’ was a fast ball.”

“So was the one I cracked in the ninth,” says Ike.
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You’ve saw Cap’s wife, o’ course. Well, her sister’s about twict as good-lookin’ as her, and that’s goin’ some.

Cap took his missus down to St. Louis the second trip and the other one come down from St. Joe to visit her. Her name is Dolly, and some doll is right.

Well, Cap was goin’ to take the two sisters to a show and he wanted a beau for Dolly. He left it to her and she picked Ike. He’d hit three on the nose that afternoon—off’n Sallee, too.

They fell for each other that first evenin’, Cap told us how it come off. She begin flatterin’ Ike for the star game he’d played and o’ course he begin excusin’ himself for not doin’ better. So she thought he was modest and it went strong with her. And she believed everything he said and that made her solid with him—that and her make-up. They was together every mornin’ and evenin’ for the five days we was there. In the afternoons Ike played the grandest ball you ever see, hittin’ and runnin’ the bases like a fool and catchin’ everything that stayed in the park.
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