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SOX OWNER SAYS ., COBB IS THE  
GREATEST PLAYER— W A G N E R 1 ; 

IS, A8SERTS CLARKE  
OF PITTSBURG. .
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Right Fielder of the Detroit Tigers W  horn President Comiskey of the Chi
cago Sox Placed at the Top of the Star List.

Brains and Hard 
Work Will Win, 
Says Chanceo

Cob Leader Declares Players Should 
Think, Eat and Drink Baseball

(Copyright, 1910, by Joseph B. Bowles.)

I  don't know how I win. As a fact I 
don’t care how I win, if I  win, beyond 
winning by clean methods and not 
asking favors. There are so many 
thingB to take into consideration in 
trying to figure out why a team wins, 
or why one man is a winning ball 
player, that it is hard to tell. It  is 
’all in .the man himself. There are 
many gteat ball players who are not 
winning ball players and many win
ning ball players who never were 
great players.

Brains and hard work are the .chief 
essentials. L  man( or a manager must 
give all his time, a'll his attention and 
all his thought to the game and think, 
eat and drink baseball.

I  know 1 go into a game Confident 
of winning and the confidence never 
ends. The harder they beat ub the 
harder I  work, and if a manager keeps 
working and fighting all the time his 
players will be with him. I f  he quits

FRANK CHANCE.
or weakens, his men "will- do the same. 
I try to get the best work out of my
self'and my. players, to fight and keep 
fighting until the finish, and then try 
to. forget; the game and work for the 
next oity£;,Remembering what ' hap- 
pened'-yesterday is a bad thing ty ef-' 
feet I  never* plan out far ahead but 
play one game at a time and try to 
wfn it  . r■*;

The flrsttthing;:tp 'dp iŝ ;to study the 
weaknesses Jof^tie-fothervclub and to 

, recognize' its^streng^^and^then, al
lowing for the' greatestfstrength and 
least wedm.eBS,« to
beat it .a ^ ^ .^ b e ^ ^ B U ^ ^ ic lo s e

and try to fortify that point by adapt
ing the team work to the conditions. I  
believe the hardest work a manager' 
has is to figure which of his pitchers 
w ill be most effective against a team. 
I  want to know exactly the condition 
of the pitcher who is going to' work, 
and if  there are two or three in top 
condition, I  study which one is best 
against the team we are to play that 

..afternoon. Much depends upon the 
state of the weather, the wind and the 
prospective crowd. Before a game it 
pays to study the pitchers and see 
how the existing conditions affect 
them, before starting them.

In the game I try to outguess the 
other side all the time and to do 
things and have my pien do things -the 
other team is not expecting. I  be
lieve in taking chances at bat, in the 
field and especially on the bases, and 
I  think taking chances with men and 
in games has won for me.

But, going to the bottom of facts, 
the truth is I and my team have won 
because we have worked harder and 
more earnestly to win than other 
teams have. It isn’t "swelled headed- 
ness” to Bay that. We have worked 
all the time and I believe that hard 
work and constant practice, condition 
and working together for the good of 
the team rather than for, the good of 
ourselves, has been the secret of the 
past successes of the Cubs.

W HAT IS TH E HARDEST 
JOB ON A BALL CLUB? 

HERE’S WHAT MEN SAY

There’s only one hard job on a ball 
club,”  remarked George Mullin to Bill 
Donovan.

“And that’s ketching,” declared Bill.
“The outfield’s a cinch,”  asserted 

George.
“ Cinch? They ought to charge 

those outfielders to get in the park,” 
added Bill.

“And the lnfielders—look at them— 
mere child’s play. They ought to pay 
the club for the privilege ‘of playing.”

“The catchers are just back there 
so that there’ll be nine men. They 
fill in— that’s all.”

“And the one who really works is 
out there on the mound—he is filling 
the one hard job on a ball club. He 
Is pitching."

“Yes, we’re the hard workers of the 
team.” N

Jennings overheard this conversa
tion.

“When I was playing shortstop I 
fe lt the same way about that position 
as yoir-boys feel about, pitching,”  • re- 
marked'Hughie.

VAnd I,”  added Matty McIntyre, 
“ claim the outfield job has them all 
beaten for hard work.”  ' U „

“You fellows tyre inclined to over
look one job, aren’t, 'you?" asked 
Harry Tutfalll. "Who’s'the .first man 
at work In the morning? The trainer. 
Who’s the last man to leave at'night? 
The trainer. Who gets . more' com
plaints than anyone else? The train
er. Who goes—’’

“I  guess it will remain an open 
question,”  commented Hughes, closing 
the argument

fee

the other^tearh. i 1- always; givej£he;;op£ 
rn^ngrte^^cr^lt''~f6rrhaylrigibraihs- 
enough to strike at our weakest :ioint?

Lynch Camera Rule Enforced.
President Lynch, of ;the -National 

league shows his ..appreciation of , the 
nice things the newspapers have'said 
about him by barring photographers 
from the field,while the, game is on. 
.Th.e> papers want’ to catbh'ttie players 
,ih action,' but- they will have to con- 
ftnq. "themkelves, to the American 
league to, do i t  *-- • -v.:* > '  .

. . 's c ' a  '■ ■'
,.-Jlmmy; Barrett...Batting Well. ( • ' 

-Jimmy^Barreti, with 'Milwaukee, ' is

■HEN Charles Comiskey, owner of. 
,the Chicago White Sjox declared; 
in a signed article in a Chicago 

newspaper that Ty Cobh is the great-; 
est of all baseball players," he. revived 
a subject that has, been the cause of 
many1 heated arguments among base
ball fans for years.

Other club owners and managers, 
with the exception of Fred Clarke o f 
the Pittsburg Pirates, have not dis
puted Comiskey’s statement, hut 
Clarke, though mentioning no names, 
plainly means Hans Wagner when he 
isayB, “ I  think I  am associated with 
the greatest of all baseball players.”

Cobb Is a modest young man and he 
took the great compliment from the 
owner of the Sox with good grace. 
Incidentally he smashed out the hit 
that won the game for his team the 
next day.

While putting Cobb in first place, 
Comiskey showed the true sportsman
ship for which he is noted, when he 
placed Johnny Evers, second baseman 
for the Chicago Cubs in second po
sition. It made no difference with 
the “Old Roman”  that Evers plays for 
a team that is the rival of the Sox 
in Chicago.

Evers, however, didn’t agree with 
Comiskey concerning the greatest 
player. Little John boldly declared 
he considered his own chief, Frank 
Chance, the greatest baseball player. 
"Look at Chance’s duties "and the 
way he does them,” said the Trojan. 
“He is a great manager a»d a great 
player besides. Cobb is a wonder, but 
I would rather have Chance on my 
team.”

That’s a pretty Compliment for one 
to pay his boss, but it Is an indication 
of what the Chicago players think of 
the “Peerless Leader.” Only# a short 
time ago Joe Tinker, the Cub short
stop, was quoted as saying that it 
wasn’t the absence of Kling that kept 
the Cubs out of the championship 
last season, but the injuries that pre
vented Chance playing in many games 
was the real cause for the Pirates 
beating Chicago.

There is no doubt that Chance has 
a wonderful influence over his men. 
Once In a while he has to tack on a 
fine to bring some of them to terms," 
as he did a few days ago when be aŝ  
sessed Heine Zimmerman and Floyd 
Kroh $100 each for not being in bed 
at 12 o’clock. But the Cub crew as 
a rule needs no such reminders thdt 
Chance is the boss.
.Chance had some plain things to 

say about Johnny Kling a few  days 
ago if reports from St. Louis are cor
rect Here is what he is supposed 
to have said:

" I guess Kling is worrying more 
about his case than the Chicago ball 
club is. I  am perfectly satisfied with 
my catching Btaff > as it stands now 
and I  don’t care whether Kling comes 
back or not. Tom Needham has 
shown up so well in the last two days 
that it would be a shame to keep him 
on the bench all season.

“Of course we will give Kling a uni
form and a chance to play ball if  he 
does pay his fine and come back to 
us, but it is a matter of indifference 
to me. If he wants to stay in Kansas 
City it is his own lookout. You may 
be sure the Cubs will not beg him to 
get back into tbe game. I  am sick 
and tired of the whole Kling business, 
but' tickled to death that we have 
enough catchers, and good oUeB, too, 
to get along without him.”

To which Kling is reported to have 
replied:

“ I don’t think I  ever will play with 
Chicago now. I  am not Interested in 
any outlaw league, as reported from 
Chicago, but I  do not think I will play, 
with Chicago.' I  will decide definitely 
In a few days.

“As far as Chance is concerned, 1 
care nothing about what he says. I 
am in shape to play now, and they 
will pay me a full season’s salary and 
then some If I  play this year for my 
salary was not large enough. But I  
guess the Cubs can win the pennant 
without me, anyway.” '

There is something behind all this 
Kling business that the fans t cannot 
understand. The truth is likely to 
come out some of these days and then 
there will he a bigger sensation than 
ever.

THE 
HEALER

HERE*are a good many 
healers in my town, 
from the Dowieites—up.

Most of them are well 
healed.

'^ It  occurred once to me, writes Dr.. 
Frank Crane in the Chicago Tribune,’ 
to look into the Bible to see if I  could 
not find some hint as to how I might 
be able to invade this profitable field.
I  found little about medicine in the 
hook, but one verse struck me forci
bly, I have not been able tp get away 
from It since. It is a saying of the 
man who is called the wisest man who 
ever lived, King Solomon. It runs:

“A  merry heart doeth good like a 
medicine.”

Now, it is singular that the- old king 
never said anything about having a 
merry wife. She doeth good like a 
medicine, no doubt, but Solomon did 
not say so. Perhaps he had too many 
wives, and did not \vant to discrim
inate. Nor did he speak of a merry 
husband, which is also a good posses
sion; nor a merry job, nor merry cir
cumstances of any kind. *

Mirth Always Usable.
Laughter expands the lungs, helps j 

digestion, drives away brain fag and J 
prevents the deopilation of the spleen 
—whatever that may be: And mirth 
is^always usable. Most of our troubles 
are borrowed; from the past, in the 
shape of remorse or regret; and fronv 
the future, in the shape of apprehen
sion. The present is always tolerable.

Perhaps you have heard the story 
'o f the Happy Man’s Shirt? It is good 
enough to tell again, however:

There was once a king who was 
smitten with melancholy, so that he 
was like to die. All the physicians 
and* astrologers were called In to coun
sel, but no one could give a remedy. A t 
last a wise man said: “ The king will 
get well if he will sleep all night In a 
happy man’s shirt.”

So they sent out through the palace 
for a happy man, that the king might 
borrow his shirt But not one could 
they find; not one who would say with
out the least reservation: “I  am hap
py.”  Then they searched the city and 
With no better results. And then they 
scoured the whole country through its 
length and breadth and still could not 
find a happy man.

A t length a little company of cour
tiers were returning dejectedly from 
their quest, and as they rode along 
the highway they saw a beggar man 
sitting on the grass by the roadside 
and laughing softly to himself.

“That man 'seems happy though he 
be a beggar,” they said one to anoth
er. “And if we can find none other, he 
must perforce do."

Then they called to him: "Hullo, 
sir-rah! Are you happy?”

“Oh, yes,” replied the beggar, “ I am 
happy. Why not?”
. "But you are a beggar, are you not? 
You don’t know where you are going 
to get your dinner, do you?”

“No. But.why worry? I had a good 
breakfast, and it isn’t dinner' time 
y e t”

“Then,” said they, “ you are the man 
we are looking for.” And they told 
him of the king’s malady, bade him 
give them hiB shirt and promised .that 
it should be returned to hifii full of 
gold-.

A t that the beggar man lay bhek on 
the grass and laughed until the tears 
stood in his eyes.

"Come, sirrah," cried the Impatient 
courtiers, "we have no time for parley. 
Off with your shirt! Else we will jerk 
it off.”

“Hold on, gentlemen, hold on!” ex
claimed the beggar, "not so fast. That’s 
just what I  was laughing about 
haven’t any shirt.”

His Eyes Opened.

Turn
By STARBUCK

©
BAXTER

As Jefferson Jones entered his 
boarding house, his landlady, who had 
evidently been waiting for him, 
stepped forward and tapped him on 
.the arm. '

Jones turned, a hastily formulated 
excuse for his lucreless state at his 
tongue's end. Then he paused and 
stopped to stare, surprised. In the 
ciaw-like hand extended toward him 
were two bills—ten-dollar bills—and 
tbe vinegary face of his erstwhile ne
mesis was slit in a maidenish simper.

“Take them, Mr. Jones." The voico 
of the virago was as soft as melting 
tar on a hot roof in July. “Take them, 
dear Mr. Jones. And please pardon 
me for daring to make such an uncon
ventional offer, hut— O, I am interest
ed in you, dear Mr. Jones, and I 
jknow you are—temporarily of course 
—embarrassed.’’

Jones gasped. After a slight pres
sure his landlady withdrew her flesh- 
jess digits froo) the clammy palm of 
the youth and vanished into her own 
parlor.

Jones had reason to gasp. He, un
fortunate dry goods clerk, out of a job, 
•was owing this woman three weeks’ 
board, and no later than this morning 
he had been told that that day must 
either see its liquidation, or his quit
tance, minus trunk, from tbe smelly 
institution.

Faring forth with a heavy heart 
and scant prospects he found nothing 
to buoy the valvular organ and his re
turn to Miss Gruffley’s food emporium 
|was a trip fraught with a disagreeable 
premonition of what was to come.

Jefferson Jones had not always been 
a delinquent There had been a time 
not so many weeks back when he had 
stripped his hoard money from a sub
stantial roll at each week end, and 
none had been prompter than he.

But now, alas, the good old days 
were gone. The prosperous firm of 
McSwuff & O’Leary had gone the way 
bf greater concerns, unable to compete 
with the huge department stores. Mc
Swuff was now a floor walker at the 
Colossus. O’Leary sold neck scarfs at 
the Pargainilla. Jefferson Jones, once 
jthelr efficient hireling, was marching

Brlceiand Smallest Umpire.
Barney Brlceiand, who will umpire 

in the Central league this season, will 
he the smallest indicator, holder on 
any ball field in the country. He 
stands leBS than five feet in height 
Brlceiand.Is light in weight, hut Is all 
grit. , He was worked in the Ohlo- 
PennBylvanla league as a substitute 
and at one. time held an indicator in 
one - of the western leagues. Brice* 
land, is a porter by trade and Is a na
tive3 of EaBt Liverpool, O.

Depends on Tri-State Talent 
Manager McAleer of Washington, 

is relying on Tri-State talent to ..pull 
him out of last place. No less than 
eight of hia.men—Reisling, Gray.iUng- 
laub, Miller, Street, Crooks,. Ohl .'and 
Leliyelt—have... been in Carpenter’s 
league.

Want More 8alary.
\ First Baseman Calhoun and Billy 

Keister;, formerly well .known in ‘high-

in the great army of the down-and-out, 
and waiting for a chance at Opportu
nity’s back hair. •

Jones noted Uhe sudden thawing of 
MIbs Gruffley with kindred ffeelingB of 
relief and suspicion. He even failed,
in his perturbed moment, to thank the

So they told the king, and the king for her loan or ask the reason of
this sudden burst of confidence.

$#£TH -S ta^  of-
ferei-̂ rll? ? month

1 I1

had Bense enough to perceive that hap
piness does not come from the shirt 
you wear, nor the bed you lie upon, 
nor silken coverings, nor a beautiful 
house, nor any other of these outward 
things, but from the heart, and he 
was cured.

Never take your troubles to bed 
with you.* Worry is.the worst bedfel
low. Hang your troubles over the back 
of a chair with your trousers, or drop 
them in a glass of water with your 
false teeth; some one may get in and 
rob you during the night, and then 
you can start out in the morning with 
new troubles, new trousers, new teeth, 
everything new.

A  still better way is to get all your 
troubles on tbe table before you, all 
the sins you’re sorry for, all the ca
lamities you dread, all your sickness, 
your debts and your grudges; and 
then get all your wife’s, and your hus
band’s, and your relatives’ trouble, 
and your city’s, and state’s and na
tion’s—pile them up on the table; then 
stand over them and wteep until you 
have watered them with your tears 
sufficiently to knead them Into a big, 
round hall; and then tyke the ball 
up into your room, and drop them Into 
the bottomless pit of your heavenly 
Father’s love and care, which you will 
!flnd if you look for it, for it 1b writ
ten: “ Cast all your care upon’ him, for 
he careth for you.” And if he is caring 
why should you?

And then come, out quick and lock 
the door- and -.swallow -the? key! o Be 
sure you swallow, the ,key;‘.for if you 
do not yqu.will'be >back; theire. tye next 
day looking fblriyqw|^ubl(BS, you’ll 
he ithat^lroe%W^out;tthem.<;^

“A  merry- htyrt/doetoj good Uike i  
m e d i c i n e ’ j - ’

It was a changed Jefferson who 
peered at his reflection ty the wry mir
ror of his hall room. With a touch of 
his old pride the youth seized brush 
and comb and carefully worked his 
thick hair into a part '‘"The black of 
this contrasted strangely with his 
blue eyes and red-touched cheeks. Jef
ferson was a good looking man. It 
was no wonder that, with his easy 
carriage and broad shoulders, Janet 
Nlfton loved him. A photograph of 
her stood on the dingy dresser, and 
Jefferson turned to gaze admiringly at 
thlB before descending.

The picture was done by one of the 
best artists in the city. One keen at 
analysis taking this into consideration 
with the party gown, the proud look of 
her, the (da’intily arranged hair of the 
maid, would say that Jefferson Jones 
was ambitious; that he aspired above 
his station.

Janet Nlfton and the Jones youth 
were friends of long standing. Their 
acquaintance traced back to early 
days in Rousville where Janet in pig
tails, and prim, neatly-starched dresses 
came out of the far city, ostensibly to 
visit her aunt, but in Reality to play 
with the freckled lad next door.

It waB then that Jefferson Jones had 
placed Janet Nifton on a pedestal. 
She was. there stilL: There wduld
never be any other girl who could 
thrill Jefferson with a single word as 
could-this maid. c

But Jones was not forward. He real
ized the difference in their stations In 
life, and owhen he came on to the 
.city, he was content to worship from 
*far.
4, It  was different wjth Janet A  stroll 
Vlongt Fifth avenue Sunday resulted 
ty an inadvertent meeting, and, since

\4 ■** . ’ -
A .

then, young Jones had spent several s' 
evenings at the home of the girL 

After the marvel of the landlady’s ... 
loan, Jefferson Jones found his cham- 
her too small for his soaring spirit and, 
he again left the house. The fresh 
aid stimulated him. The sphinx bad 
no greater riddle than his.

“ Mr. Jones."
A  gloved hand touched the arm of 

the youth. He turned to face Janet 
Nlfton

“ I had almost to run,” began the 
girl indignantly, “ trying to catch up 
to you. Are you training for a Mara
thon ?”

Jones laughed. He shortened bis 
stride to the length of her own.

“ I wanted to congratulate you.” con
tinued the girl, without waiting a 
reply. “ We are all so pleased—father 
especially. He - much interested in. 
you."

Jones stared. It occurred to him 
that the whole world was going mad.

“You congratulate m e!" he re
peated.

"Certainly,” answered the girl. “You 
know that I am interested in you." 
She flushed prettily. "I am glad that 
your future is so assured.”

Jones thought of his jobless state, 
and the loan that he had so recently 
accepted from his landlady. He saw 
anything but an assured future ahead 
of him. He grinned.

“ It is nice of you to be Interested in 
me,” he said, “ but really, I don’t un
derstand.”

Janet smiled up at him with a. light 
in her eyes that brought the old inex
plicable thrill.

“You are modest,” she said, softly. 
“We know all about it; we can’t help 
but know all about it, of course. You 
aro certainly entitled to your rare good 
fortune. We are glad — Father and 
mother, and I— that it could have been 
you.”

“ But—” Interposed Jones, politely 
striving to get head and tall to tbe 
mystery. “ I don’t— ’’

“O, here comes father now,” inter
rupted the girl, gayly. .. •

A  tall, lean man, stern faced, and 
with iron gray hair, came up to them 
and promptly seized the hand of 
young Jones in a strong, firm clasp. ' 

“Lucky fellow," he said. “ I am glad 
that It waB you— and, by Jove, you 
didn't know—that’s the funny part 
of I t "

Jones felt like saying that, as a mat
ter of fact, he didn’t know yet, but 
Nifton pere was keeping up a running 
lire of conversation.

“ 1 have been watching you for some 
time," continued Janet’s father, “and 
—I guess it is too late .to speak of that 
now— I had intended to do something 
for you shortly— but here comes 
Forbes. 1 must Bpeak with him. 
Don’t forget to call—soon!” With an
other cordial shake of the hand, N if
ton turned away.

For awhile Jones and the girl 
strolled on in silence.

“Janet" *
The youth had at last come to a de

cision.
“Janet, would you mind telling me 

— explaining—what you and your 
father mean— what you were talking 
about when you spoke of my 'good 
fortune?’ "

Tbe girl stopped to stare at him in 
surprise.

“Why, what do you mean?” she de
manded. “ Surely, with the papers full 
of it, you must realize that we couldn’t 
help but know aboht your wonderful 
inheritance."

It was Jones’ turn to stare.
“Can it be,”  continued the girl, “ that 

you, of all people, haven't heard? 
Haven’t you read the papers? Haven't 
the lawyers come to you?”

“ One question at a time,” laughed 
Jones. “ But—no to all of them. I 
don’t know a thing about I t ’’

The girl mused for a moment 
"Do you remember that once back 

in Rousville you rescued an old man 
from drowning in Snail creek?” \ 

“Yes,” answered the youth. “An old 
pauper, who was walking to New 
York, I believe; he was very grateful, 
as I remeinber.”

"That ’old pauper,’ as you call him, 
continued the girl, “owned an inven
tion that was financed after he 
reached the city, and his royalties 
amount to over a million dollars. He 
died yesterday. He had no relatives, 
and he left all his great fortune to 
you. The papers published the story 
to-day in full.’’

Both were silent for a moment 
"Are you glad?” whispered the girl.’ 
“ I am,”  answered the youth. " It  

will give me courage to ask even a 
greater g ift of Fortune—some time.”  

The girl flushed.

Collection May Be Scattered.
The Italian government has refused 

—for financial reasons—it is said, to 
purchase the Paganini collectibn, 
which is now the property of tbe 
granddaughter of the great violinist 
“ Unless some Appreciative person 
comes to the rescue, buys and keeps it 
intact,”  saya a letter from Florence, 
“ the valuable articles will he"sold in 
this city at public auction. There arc 
medals, decorations' and valuable 
pieces of jewelry ,;whlch .were given to 
Niccolo Paganini' by' admirers; his 
bow, many Instruments' and ’a.'large 
collection of muBlcal ' manuscripts. 

.Does It not show a lack of patriotism 
on th e p a r t . o f his country to allow 
these treasures to. be scattered?"—

, New York Tribune.
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