For the Brothers of the A d School

(New Yor k)

Gerald McManus is a honel y-1 ooking kid possessed of no visible
qualifications to ride the rails with any bunch of big | eague
pl ayers, nmuch |ess the New York Yankees. Yet there was Cerald,
sitting with Pipp, Peck, Pratt, Ruel and the Infant hinself
aboard the Lake Shore Limted as it pulled out of the Septenber

Tol edo darkness for Chicago.

Fact is it was due to the Babe that Gerald was on board, hi m and
t he ot her 15 kids who conprised the band of the St. Mrys

I ndustrial School For Boys of Baltinore. Ever since he joined the
Yanks and began to bash all the hone run records, the Babe of
course has been draw ng huge crowds honme and road. | guess
Brother Matthias — he’s the guy who first found out the Babe
could play — figured Tarzan and the Yanks owed hi mone so he
asked the Babe would it be possible for the kids in the band to
make the last trip west with the club as a fund-raiser. They'd

pl ay before the ganes in the parks, generally show off and pass

t he hat.
The only thing I know about St. Marys is it’s in Baltinore and

it's part orphanage and part reformschool. | don’'t suppose none

of the kids ever been on an overnight train before, and probably
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never out of Baltinore. But they were pleasant and polite enough,
and since they were new faces we’d think nothing of taking time
for a chat. A teammakes three road trips west each year and they
each | ast two weeks, and that’s basically six weeks a season
staring at the same nugs in the sanme Pul |l man, diner and coach car

all night, so nost any fresh chatter is wel cone.

Not to say Cerald McManus or any of the other kids was nmuch of a
chatterer. You could tell they were all ordered to be on their
best behavi or because they'd nostly sit together, read their
books or polish their instrunents, and generally there’ d be a
Brot her standing guard close by. Brother Matthias was smart; not
only did he discover the Babe but when he sent the band on the
road he and two of his biggest, neanest-I|ooki ng Brothers went
along to nmake sure prayers were properly said and none of the
Yanks engaged in corruptive activities. He was a Xavi eran, the
Yankees of the priestly set. Brother Matthias is the Babe Ruth of

said set. He stands 6-6 and wei ghs 250 and what he says goes.

This, you probably understand, posed sonething of a challenge to
t he Yanks, who were not used to traveling |ike Xavierans, nuch

| ess |ike orphans under the care of Xavierans. Like nost teans,
Yankee train trips mght becone occasions for a variety of

of fenses against the public norals. Pipp, Pratt, Peck and Ward
had a running dollar poker game — it was called “the infield

gane” for obvious reasons — to which others occasionally sat in.
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The arrival of Prohibition forced the drinkers to resort to the
hip flask, but they were full and plentiful as well as

di scernible to all but the nost deferential eyes. The fine aroma
of cigar snoke gave the coach an atnosphere rem niscent of a
British salon. Sadly for Ruth and a couple of the other fellows,
their favorite traveling accessory — a well-endowed fenmale —
woul d not fit into the |uggage conpartment, forcing upon thema
life of celibacy within the confines of the train itself.
Language was another matter entirely, and | amconfident that the
two weeks the St. Marys Industrial School band spent with the
team contributed to the expansion of their vocabulary in ways
they may find eventually — if not wthin the prem ses of the

school itself — to be useful.

Havi ng established all of that, we return to the subject of
Geral d McManus, attendee at said school, tuba player and neophyte
worl d travel er. For reasons probably having to do with synpathy,
Truck Hannah and Boot nose Hof mann had taken a shine to the kid
and decided to assist in his maturation. MManus, of course,
delighted in the attentions of two ball players, even if one of

t hem was Bootnose. Fromthe band’s arrival on the teamtrain in
Cl evel and, and through Detroit, Truck and Hof mann had | abored to
school young McManus in the fine arts of adult entertai nment.
Their specific goal: to see himw n a hand of seven-card stud

fromthe Infield Game.
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G ven the presence of the Brothers, this required discretion
which is not sonethi ng Hannah and Boot nose are usually strong at.
At the hotels, the band nenbers were confined to their roons, the
hotel dining roomor |obbies, and of course the ballpark. The
same, fortunately for young McManus’ education, could not be said
for the Yankees. This oversight in teamregul ati on gave the two
catchers plenty of free nornings they could utilize slipping up
to the lad’s room bribing his roommates with a quarter and an

autograph to go for a soda, and pulling out a surreptitious deck

As an intell ectual exercise, stud poker is sonmewhere to the south
of chess, evidence for that being the ability of Truck and

Hof mann to learn it. So they decided they had at |east a

Chi naman’ s chance of teaching Gerald well enough that — with a
little luck — he could actually wn a hand. Hannah considered it
revenge, for he hinself had donated to the cause of Pipp and
Pratt on nunerous previous occasions. He agreed to endow the kid
with a stake of 50 big ones to be laid on the table against the
Infield if only the kid would first take his instruction

Boot nose agreed to throw in another ten. The | essons proceeded
over three nornings in Cleveland and two in Detroit, usually with
Hannah serving as instructor and Bootnose taking up the | ookout’s
station outside the door. Two quick taps and Hannah was to ditch
the cards and break out a couple of chocol ate candi es he carried

for such enmergencies. (I am happy to report he did not use the

243



deck of cards he had picked up at the Everleigh during the club’'s

last trip into Chicago.)

If I was to tell you that in short order Gerald took to the
facile mnistrations of the Truck Hannah School of Poker, you
woul d i kely assune this to be the result of a conbination of
fortune, and the natural enthusiasma youth reveals when shown
attention by an adult, especially one of sone fane such as a
Yankee backstop. You woul d be overlooking two inportant facts,
the first of which is that young M. MMnus arrived at St. Marys
fromthe streets of Baltinore, where he had for a tinme nmade his
way running nunbers. Wthin the ranks of such | aborers, stud
poker ranks behind only baseball as the national pastine. As it
turned out, this was the focus of young M. MManus' expertise
fromage 9 until he entered the school five years later. In the
intervening two years, the expert instruction of Brother Mtthias
and hi s henchnen incul cated a substanti al neasure of discipline
and decorumthat the | ad had not previously required. This
enabled himto sit quietly on an overnight train and give every
appear ance of being the kind of fine, upright, noral |ad that
woul d make St. Marys, all the Brothers and the city of Baltinore
proud..even if he was secretly hankering to get into a gane. It

al so i nproved his patience once in the gane.
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Per haps out of understandabl e deference to his elders, Gerald did

not, however, nake these skills known to Hannah or Hof nann.

The second factor was even sinpler. As with all the boys, young
Gerald lived in utter dread of the Brothers. He didn't want to
hold out, he didn't want to tell a lie, he didn't want to get
found out, he didn't want to go to hell and he danged sure didn't
want to get whipped. So pretty nmuch the first thing Gerald did,
after Hannah made known the role he hoped the kid would play in
his schenme, was to alert Brother Matthias. By the tine we |eft
Tol edo for Chicago, word had gotten around to sone of the players
that the Brother was clued in, and they worried about the chance
of divine intervention that m ght hurt the Yanks’ pennant

prospects. Shawkey asked ne to intercede.

“The public wouldn’t like it if word got out that sonme Yankees
were trying to teach a kid how to play poker,” | said. “Ruppert
m ght have to suspend ‘em And if the Yanks have to finish the

season with only one catcher, they’'d just about be cooked.”

‘“Well, the Col onel has been so wonderful to us,” Brother Matthias
said. “We wouldn’t want to put either himor M. Huggins in that

ki nd of spot, would we?” He rocked forward onto his tip-toes as

he said so, elevating his frame nore commandi ngly toward the

strat osphere.
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“How you going to break it up then?”

“Who says I'’mgoing to break it up?”

“But .but,” | stamrered, “aren’t you worried about ...1 don’t know,
corrupting the kid' s norals or sonething |like ...you know, |ike

you guys worry about ?”

“I"'mnot worried about Gerald s norals,” he said in the self-
assured manner of one who communes regularly with the Deity.
“W' || be able to take care of those just fine. No, M. Monitor,
this trip is about raising funds for the school, and I see this
as God’'s way of creating an opportunity to enhance that work.”
Then followed a 10-m nute di scourse on the nmany needs of the
school : the fire damage, the | eaky faucets, the unfinished w ng,

t he worn bed-cl othing and draperies, the vegetabl e garden that
had grown a bit thin the past few summers. | was ready to toss in
a buck nyself. Then he explained the unassum ng | ad’ s background.

I was ready to toss in two.

“No,” he said, “I see no reason to get M. Hannah or M. Hof mann
in trouble. There was only a couple of m nutes before Brother
Matthias had to round up his lads in order to get themto the
park for their performance, but he seemed interested in talking

further.
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“Tell me sonmething, M. Mnitor,” he said. “1I know M. Ruth does

quite well, uh, financially, correct?”

To judge fromthe way |'d seen himspend it, and the danes |'d

seen himspend it on, | knewthis to be true. But there being no

reason to queer ny relations with the Infant, | nerely affirned

in a discrete and general way.

“And the other Yankees, are they all pretty well taken care of.”

“Ruppert and Huston spare no expense,” | said.

“That woul d include Pipp, Peck, Pratt, Ward, Hannah and Hof mann,

right?”

“Maybe not Hof mann.”

“Maybe not Hof mann? But the rest?”

“Quite wel I.”

“Well that's very good to know,” Brother Matthi as observed as he

bounced upstairs. “We woul d not want anyone to suffer undue

hardship.” He said it in a manner | m ght describe as saintly,

except that my sense was that “saintly” didn't precisely capture

t he sentinents.
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Hannah and Hof mann were in the dining roomthe norning of the
final ganme in Detroit, mnding their business, having coffee and
swappi ng the kind of stories ballplayers swap. | saw Brot her

Matt hias wal k in and the thought occurred that a properly
inquisitive reporter mght occupy a seat at a nearby table. This
turned out to be judicious foresight, for no sooner did Brother
Matt hias spy the two gentlemen than he invited hinself into their
conversation. There were the usual pleasantries concerning the
weat her and yesterday’s gane and Nallin's poor eyesight. But

si nce Hannah and Bootnose were possessed of very little
experience in conversation with a nmenber of the clergy, and since
Brot her Matthias knew the precise direction he intended the

di scussion to take, in short order it proceeded to what anounted

to the obsequies.

“Gentl enen, tell nme about your visits with M. MMnus,” he said

inalow firmtone.

Hannah reacted in the way he reacts when he signals for the swft
one and Thormahl en breaks off a shoot. He dodged and scranbl ed
and | ooked for all the world |like he wanted to call a conference
on the nound. | got the sense he wi shed he could deny know edge

of the subject, testing whether Brother Matthias actually had the
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goods. Presently, though, he decided that it is not good policy
in the next world to lie to a mnister of the Lord, and perhaps
not a good idea in this one to try to slip one over on an
oversi zed Xavi eran. Besides, for all Hannah knew Brotherly

training at St. Marys may have invol ved boxi ng.

So he surrendered.

“Aw, we was just tryin’ to have sonme fun with the kid, Brother,”

he said. “W didn’t mean no harmto him?”

“l understand that you were teaching himto play poker.”

“Wel |l ..only in a manner of speaking, sir,” Hannah said. He didn't

have to be told what woul d happen if Huggi ns, Ruppert or Huston

found out about what would be perceived as an effort to corrupt a

yout h.

“Seven card stud,” | believe the gane is called,” Brother

Matt hi as sai d.

“It’s just.well, sort of a thing you do to.you know, pass the

tinme on the train,” Hofrmann interjected.

“But you do play for noney,” Brother Matthias pressed ahead.
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“Hannah and Hof mann | ooked at each other |i ke condemmed nen
facing the foot of the gallows. “Wll,” Hannah said, shruggi ng

his shoulders, “I.l suppose you could. If you wanted to.”

“There’d be a way,” Hofmann agreed nervously.

“You gentl emen apparently are under the inpression that we never
get out of the school,” Brother Matthias said. “You may think our
boys conme fromthe finest hones, having been raised in good

Christian settings, all with the best upbringings...

“Yes..of course,” Hannah agreed. At that nonment Truck woul d have

agreed to anything if it pacified his clerical acquaintance.

Brot her Matthias’s tone never rose above a firm | ow nonotone.
“Truck,” he said. “You and Hof mann are either liars or idiots.
But don't worry, it’s no business of mne which. Your concern
quite sinmply is in not letting Huggi ns know what you’' ve been

doing. I'd like to help in that. |I don't want to see the Yanks

stri pped down to one catcher any nore than you do.”

“Naw, we don’t want that,” Hof mann chi ned.

“On the other hand,” Brother Matthias continued, | amresponsible

for the noral upbringing of young M. MManus, you understand..”
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“Ch, we do,” Hannah said in his nost sonber fashion.

“Whi ch neans,” Brother Matthias said, “that in order for ne not
to take this business to M. Huggins, | nust have sone expression

of security fromeach of you.”

“You have our word,” Hannah said, funbling his coffee cup toward

his |ips.

“I"’mafraid the Brothers of the A d School would not find your
word, shall we say negotiable,” M. Hannah. How nuch noney are

you prepared to stake to M. MManus in the poker gane?”

Hannah's cup nust have hit a bl ockage between his |ips, because
it sinply sat there unnoving for several seconds. Then

i nperceptibly at first, it began to waver between his fingers.
Brot her Matthias had tossed hima knuckle ball and Hannah was
handling it in his usual fashion. He didn’'t say anything, but the
cup tilted ever nore gradually forward until its contents oozed

out and down onto his |ap

“Well,” said Brother Matthias, since we wouldn't want any

scandal , perhaps we could agree on the sum of $100 as M.

McManus’' bankrol | .”
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“Brother Matthias,” a suddenly nodest Hannah stammered. “1 don’'t
think you understand. | .ain't that good a poker teacher.” He now
wei ghed unappeal i ng opti ons: being exposed to Huggi ns vs.

endowi ng the infield with an easy $100 of his noney.

The cleric was unnoved. “l never assuned you were, Truck,” he

said. “Anyway, Gerald won't play all $100.”"

“Oh,” Hannah said in evident relief. Bootnose, who the Brother
had not hit up, chuckled nervously. “See, Truck, he's only gonna

play sonme of it.”

“Way of course,” the Xavieran said. “Wiy a man woul d be a fool to
wager that much on poker. No, CGerald will only use $40 as a

stake. W take $60 right off the top as a donation to the school.
| should think,” he said to Hannah, “that it woul d be appropriate

to look upon it as a penitential sacrifice.”

“Wel |, what about the w nnings?” Hannah asked.

“W nni ngs, M. Hannah? | thought you said you weren’t a good

poker teacher. But no matter. On the off chance that CGerald does
wi n sone noney, | should think a split would be in order. Gerald,
of course, is too young to profit off the income of ganbling, not

to nention that it would be a poor |esson to teach him”
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“Poor, yes,” Hannah agreed.

“W don’t want to teach himno bad habits,” sai d Boot nose.”

“So then if there are w nnings, they nust be split,” the Brother
stipulated. “Half goes to the school, and the other half to..oh

shall we say a suitable charity of your choice?”

To this point, Hannah had nmade the m stake of not setting down
the coffee cup. Sadly, the wild pitch just thrown by Brother
Matt hi as caused it to evade Truck’s grip, and it net an untinely,
not to nmention clattering end on the wooden floorboards. Truck’s
cuffs now di spl ayed a coffee stain to match the one on the crotch

of his trousers.

None of this noved Brother Matthias, who by his tenperanment could
have succeeded as a hired killer had he not chosen the cloth.
“Since it would not do well for you to be seen handi ng noney to
Gerald directly,” he said, “you can just give it to me before we

board the train. “l1’Il make sure he gets it.”

Hannah had only one nore card to play in his effort to save his
hundred. “Wat about Hug?” he asked. If the kid sits down at the
table, Hug’s sure to see it and raise what for.” Gven that, as

Hannah knew, Hug made it a policy to | ook away fromevents on the
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pl ayers car — he didn't have to crack down on what he didn't see

— it was a weak bluff, and Brother Matthias quickly called it.

“Boys,” he said, “I trust you to see to it that the wong people

don't find out. And by the way,” he added, picking up his hat and

rising fromthe table. “lI want you to know that this is a
wonder ful thing you re doing for charity. |I’ve no doubt the good
Lord will renmenber you for it.”

“Jesus,” Truck nuttered.

“Yes, him?” Brother Mtthias said, expressing full agreenent.

So the Yanks bunped off the Tigers twi ce, the Babe was at the
preci pice of 50, the exhibition in Tol edo went off with no

casual ties, and New York was a gane and a half safe in first

pul l'ing out of the station for Chicago. Al of which nade for a
pl easant jaunt. Truck, lighter in the wallet by $100 than he
expected to be at that nmoment, has resorted to the conforts of
his hip flask, where he is in the process of attaining a state of
am abl e i ncandescence. Even so, he takes up a position at one end
of the car, from which he can sound the alarm shoul d anythi ng go
am ss, such as Huggi ns wanderi ng t hrough. Hofmann is at the other

end. Gerald s seat at the table is obtained at the persona
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interposition of the Infant hinself (acting, | presune as Brother
Matthias’s front man), a place which Ward, being junior nenber of
the table, is required to relinquish. It is the only concession

the boys will make to the youngster other than requiring him-in
deference to his age — to play sober. For their parts, Pipp, Peck
and Pratt each operates with the advantage, or not, of a handy

hip flask. A bunch of the rest of the guys, yours truly included,

spectate.

Pipp draws the deal and gives Peck the first jack, a dianond,

whi ch beats the kid s spade jack, so Peck tosses a quarter to see
what guts the kid has. Right out the kid folds, show ng no guts
what soever. A nmark, and a |anme one.you can tell by their faces
that’'s how the Infield sizes himup. Pratt cops the first hand
with the other two jacks, as Peck draws dead on a strai ght and
Pipp fails to flush. On the second hand, Peck flops the kid the
cl ub ace and he opens 50 cents. Pipp, holding two clubs down and
seei ng easy noney, forces the issue four bits and everybody
calls. No help anywhere on the second round so the kid' s ace is
still good. He goes another 50 cents, and this tine Pipp, whose
flush run has been broken by the heart 7, sinply calls. Peck
pairs a hole ace on the final up card and raises a buck, taking
everybody out. Nods are exchanged across the table. “No guts,”

t hey say.
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“Better luck next hand, kid” says the Infant. “Yeah, | says,
“maybe this hand.” But the gane has the | ook of nme trying to hit
Mays' swi ft one. Peck picks up a |light pocket on Pratt’s deal,
and when McManus gets his hands on the deck he deal s garbage.
Wth six cards out, he has the nost showing and it is a nere pair
of fours. Pratt joins Peck on the sideline, but Pipp hangs on.
Wth a six-eight-ten of hearts show ng, the |atter appears poised
to flush or straight. The kids opens his fours with a buck and
Pipp throws in another half. The kid raises again and Pipp takes

himup on it.

“Any limt,” the kid asks.

“Nah,” says Pipp. “As often as you |like.”

“Then 1’11 go another buck,” the kid says. The pot is now up
above a sawbuck, and for the first tine you can see on Pipp’'s
face the fine outlines of a question whether the kid is trying to
pull a fast one. He is reading McManus for twitches, but the kid
may as well be dead for all his face gives out. “You | ook too
honest to lie,” Pipp says, calling and turning themover. He has
m ssed the strai ght and heart flush, but has |anded jacks over

ei ghts a pair.

“I amtruly sorry, M. Pipp,” says the kid, turning a third four

“I't was an excellent and well-played hand on all parts,” he adds.
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It is the conplinment of the pitcher who has just fired his
fastbal |l past you and who admres the grace with which you

subm tted.

Geral d, of course, has all along been playing with house noney -
nanely Hannah’s — but fromthat hand forward even the Truck’s
oot is a nere donation and the Infield is bankrolling his
exercise. This is not to say the game is wthout its drawbacks.
On the next hand, Pipp deals the kid queens down, but deals

hi nsel f aces the sane. Happily for the kid, Pipp deals nobody any
help on the up cards so that betting does not becone predatory,
and when Pipp wins with two pairs it only eats slightly into the
kid s stake. The playout assumes this pattern: hands traded,
bucks moving circuitously, the kid ahead a few doll ars, the Babe
drinki ng beer, belching now, farting then, talking up the old
school , egging the kid on, and a general notion around the

confines of that area of the car.

The second break comes 45 minutes in, and by this tine it strikes
me that the kid has a distinct sobriety advantage. The deal falls
to Peck, who flops a club ace for Pipp and a di anond ace for

hi nsel f, Pipp having prinmacy.

“A buck,” he says.
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“See ya,” says Peck. The kid shows a three. He and Pratt al so

cal |l .

Anot her round. A second three for the kid. Pipp and Peck are both
acey-ducey. Everybody |ikes what they’ve got, and nobody’s scared
off by a fresh-faced kid off the streets of Baltinore show ng

t hr ees.

“A buck,” says the kid.

“Rai se you fifty,” says Pipp, reaching into his vest pocket for a
cigar and lighting it. His first instinct is to be polite — “you
want ..?” he notions toward the kid — but recovers his bearings

soon enough, shrugs and adds, “never mnd.”

“And anot her,” says Peck.

“And another,” says Pratt.

That makes it another buck-fifty to the kid, but with threes
showi ng he’s goi ng nowhere. Nor is he chasing anybody. So after
they all call, Peck turns the next round. There is no help and
the table calls the kid s half dollar. But Pipp pairs his queen
on the sixth card and likes it, jacking the stakes a doll ar.
Pratt, who has paired a five, follows, and the kid raises another

buck, even though he only has threes plus a very lonely king and
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a four. Peck, nursing an evident pair of deuces and an infant
hangover, deci des the pot has become too fancy for himand

resi gns.

The kid' s play is such that woul d nmake sense only if you assuned
himto be either a very good player or a very foolish one. He had
forced the pot up to nearly 30 beans on a pair of threes, and he
has done so agai nst Pipp' s queens and Pratt’s five. The fina
cards go down. Wth queens showing, it remains Pipp’s bet. He is
eager to claimthe pot, and also grateful that the kid will not

| et himhave it.

“A buck,” he says. Pratt | ooks over his own |ayout: two fives
showing with a jack and a ten. “Call,” he says. Since he cannot
beat Pipp’'s queens showi ng, any idiot can tell Pratt is holding

some down power. A second pair? Athird five?

Eyes turn to the kid, but he barely noves, except his |ips enough
to say, “raise you a buck.” Unless he is bluffing, he, too, nust
be hol ding out. Two nore rounds of raises ensue before the gane
is called out. Pipp turns a third queen. That finishes Pratt, who
folds rather than display what nmust have been a second jack. The
ki d, however, does not flop. He turns a third three plus a pair
for the four he’d been showing and rakes in a pot that exceeds
$40. Pipp reaches for his flask. The Infant displays his

admration in the nost appreciative of his many ways, with a
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| oud, exuberant fart, a swg fromhis flask and a slap on the
kid s back. Pratt nakes excuses toward the bathroom where he may

wish to avail hinself of the porcelain for a healthy retch

Al this time | amstruck by the absence of Brother Matthias, and
for that matter of any of the other kids in the band. The latter,
presumably, are on strict orders to avoid the scene of the crine

so as not to conplicate things in the event of an untoward

acci dent, such as Hug dropping by, which the Brother m ght |ater

find awkward to explain. What | only later learn is that the

Br ot her has assigned hinself the role of occupying the skipper in
phi | osophi cal conversation in the other car. | amstill struck by
t he confidence he displays in this young ganbler’s talents. If it

were nme, |’'d at least find an excuse to peek in now and again.

In short order, it is Peck, Pratt and Pipp who w sh they were not
present. The hands have pl ayed out past 11 p.m, we are now wel
into I ndiana and approachi ng Chicago, and the Infield is even
nore closely approaching a state of full fleecing. Peck and Pratt
are both down to their |last three bucks on the table as Gerald
deal s. He gives hinself the spade king and bets four bits on it.
Pi pp and Peck are as flush as you can be after three cards so

t hey have no choice but to go on. For his part, Pratt holds only
a pair of deuces, but wants out. He calls as well. By the fourth
up card, Pratt and Peck are both all in and al so desperate. The

former clings to his deuces; the latter holds a pair of fours.
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The kid is show ng garbage, but since Pipp is as well there is no
reason for himto pull out. The fact is that with two hol e
hearts, Pipp's ganble is for the card that will fill his flush

He gets it, a heart three, and collects a snmall pot. It comes,

however, at the expense of w ping out the mddle of the Infield.

Poker anong teammates is generally a |ight exercise played to few
hard feelings. Gerald, however, was not a teammte. Beyond that,
he had shown up Peck and Pratt, and beyond that, he sat in front
of Pipp with a stack counting nicely into the hundreds of

dollars. The |lights of Chicago | ooned as Pi pp dealt what nust be
the gane’s final hand. From what we could see, there was little
to pick between it. Yet as the hand played out, McManus warned to
it. He first showed a di anond seven, Pipp a spade six. “Fifty,”

said the kid. “Call,” said Pipp

Then a dianond five for the kid, a dianond nine for Pipp. “A

buck,” said the kid. “Call,” said Pipp.

Then a heart six for MManus, a spade seven for Pipp. “Can | go
two bucks?” the kid asked. Pratt took a second away from his
deli berations with his cigar and his flask to nod in assent.

“Shit, yeah,” said the Babe. The kid went two bucks.

| |l ooked across at Shawkey and he at ne. It isn't polite to talk

over a hand, but he could tell what | was thinking and vice
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versa. Pipp was show ng si x-seven-nine-ten, so he had two chances
down plus one nore hole card to fill the inside straight. The kid
had a five-six-seven plus an ace. That wouldn’t stretch. So what

was he so proud of ?

“Anot her buck,” said Pipp. Either he had it or he'd decided to

try to scare the kid out of the hand.

“See you one and raise you one,” the kid said.

Pipp called and dealt the last hole card. | swung behind the kid

and | ooked at his hand. He had ace-high. That was all.

“Buck,” says the kid, who knew how to deal from power. He was
rolling in chips and could play Pipp out as long as he wanted to
go. Only it turned out Pipp didn't have the stomach for it. He

t ossed in.

“Aln’t it past your bedtine?” he asked the kid, who seal ed
handful s of quarters and dollars into his sweater pockets to the
poi nt where he couldn’t carry it all hinself. Happily for the

kid, Brother Matthias picked that nonent to anble by.

“Alnpbst to Chicago,” he observed politely. “Have a good gane,

gent | emren?”
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“Fuck you, Brother,” Pipp said with as nuch deference as coul d be
appl i ed when so addressing a man of the cloth. Then he turned
toward the car’s doorway and shouted in a freer, nore ani nmated

tone. “That goes for you too, Hannah.”

The Infant |aughed and pulled a fifty fromhis wallet, tossing it
atop the stack. “Thems the Brothers I know,” he | aughed with

t hat distinctive laugh that begins in his belly and runbles its
way up and out. “Best evening's entertainnment |’ve had on a trip
since those bl onde sisters in Philadel phia...what was their

names, anyway..?”

CGerald, too young to appreciate the entertai nnent val ue of bl onde
sisters in Philadel phia, got up and noved to his seat alone in
the back of the car. | sat down next to him “Ni ce gane, kid,” |
said. He | ooks ne square in the eye. “Hot as hell in here, ain't

it? Say, buddy, you know where a guy can get a shot?”

I handed himmy hip flask and he drained it. “Thanks, Mc,” he

said. “You're OK."

Wen we got to the hotel, | helped Brother Matthias with the
t abul ati on. The tabl e take anobunted to just over $400, nore than
they’ d been taking in working the cromd at a game. Counting
Truck’s generosity and the Infant’s tip, that nmeant nore than

$500 above and beyond what the school expected to earn. Maybe the
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best part was there wasn’'t anything Pipp or Hannah or any of them

coul d say about it w thout hangi ng thensel ves to Huggins.

Looki ng back, I'd say the Yanks’ luck for the season pretty nuch
dried up on that rolling poker table. That woul dn’t have been the
way |’ d have doped it at the tinme. Even though the Indians beat
Philly to nove within a gane while the Yanks were idle, New York
was still one and a half up on the Sox and holding all the
advant ages. The Babe was sitting on 49, Mays had 24 w ns and
Shawkey 18 nore. After these three, they only had St. Louis,
Washi ngton and Connie’s kids left. The Sox and Indians still had
to play each other three tinmes, and since they couldn’t both wn
t he Yanks were sure to gain on one of them But the key was t hat
New York was coming in hot, with 10 copped out of the |ast 13.
They’' d picked up two and a half on the Sox and one and a half on
t he Indians. Cl eveland was playing a busher at shortstop and had
anot her taking a regular turn on the nound. As for Chi, all you
had to do was read the rags to know the Sox were hardly a team
any nore. The front page was not hing but news about the grand
jury doing this or that, and the sports witers egged it on. The

pennant | ooked |like a cinch

Let me tell you sonething about sports witers, and it goes for

t he hard-boil ed guys, too. Lots of people think reporters have it
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in for this guy or that, so they don't give thema square deal.
hear it all the tine on the street when sonme guy reads a story
about Harding. “Waddya expect fromthat guy, he hates the
Republ icans,” they say. O maybe in another town they think the
fix isin for Cox. Or maybe it's the governor or the mayor. It’s
t he sane on the sports beat. The guy hates Denpsey, or he’'s got
Cobb, or he never gives MG aw a square deal. The guy buys the

paper and reads the story and decides the reporter’s out to get

what ever poor sap he’s witing about. | heard it when | started
out in the business and I'I|l probably hear it 10 years after
quit.

Well, you got it partly right, but only partly, and not even the
nmost inportant part. Here's how it |ooks fromthe inside.
Newspapers are businesses, and reporters are part of the

busi ness. Mst of us get paid based on how many newspapers we can
sell. It’s neither sinpler nor nore conplicated than that. Now
et me ask you a question: What sells a newspaper better than a
good scrap? Not much. People Iove a brawl, and reporters |learn
fast that people will pay to read about one. So if a reporter
calls Harding a sinpleton, he doesn't nean it personally. He's
just trying to get Harding to pop something back at the paper so
they can get a big headline out of it. Same goes with Ruth or
Cobb. As far as a reporter’s concerned, the worst thing that can
happen isn’'t if the Republicans win or the Denocrats, or if the

Sox get caught or don't. As far as a reporter’s concerned, the
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wor st thing that can happen is nothing, because then you have no
headl i ne. Ri ght now the country’s swi nging to Harding, so the
papers are swinging to Cox. If the country noves, the papers wll

nove. And they’l| sell nore papers.

No, | understood the reporters. It was the Sox | couldn’t figure.
Wth everything going on down at the courthouse, they shoul d have
been stiffs for the Series. Instead it turned out they were

| ayi ng for us.

Hug wasn’t sure who to put up against Kerr in the Thursday gane,
so he warnmed up Qui nn and Thormahl en both, then decided Quinn

| ooked like the better choice, even though he had been knocked
fromthe box in his last two starts. |Inasnuch as he failed to
last two innings, it is inpossible to endorse Hug' s sel ection. At
the sane tinme, fairness dictates that several Yanks spilled the
beans in that gane. The key nonent occurred after Jackson opened
wi th a double. Picus caught Felsch off balance, the result being
a weak tap in the general direction of third. The only possible
play was at that sack, but as Quinn noved over to field it, Ward
al so cane in, and that |eft nobody to inhibit Jackson's advance.
As unlikely as it appeared, this was not the first time Quinn and
Ward had played on the sane field together. In fact, they are
said to be quite famliar wth one another. As it devel oped, that
failure set up an inning that [asted | onger than Quinn hinself.

The Sox scored four tines.

266



Kerr was superb in the pinches, or perhaps the Yanks were nerely
bad in them but otherw se the Sox hurler was nore than usually
di stressed. New York wasted a dozen baserunners in situations
where a hit m ght have turned the gane. In the sixth the Infant
came up with two on, a hone run tying the gane. Instead, the We
one slipped a third strike clean past himand all the Babe could

do was adnmire it.

I’d have bet anything — if that is not the wong phrasing in Chi
— on the Yanks com ng back Friday agai nst Faber, and |’ d have
made it a parley on Ruth hitting 50. I'd have | ost on both ends.
The best the Infant could do was a coupl e of perpendi cul ar honers
t hat Fel sch and Jackson nade easy work of. The one to Fel sch cane
in the eighth, and its capture pronpted one of the great nmass
exodi of our tinme. There was nore than 30,000 in the park, and
just about all of themregarded the Babe's final appearance at
the plate as the game’s last word. \Wen he was through, they

wer e.

All I can say about the Com skeys is that the ganblers nust’ve
ordered up a special on triples. Facing Thormahlen in the first,
Collins sent one out in the direction of Meusel, who played it in
the leisurely fashion one nmight associate with a pl easant
afternoon at the park, if one was not a player. Meusel’s return

t hrow sonehow nmanaged to el ude Hannah, so Collins, who had pulled
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up at third, seized the opportunity to score. Jackson foll owed
with one in the same spot, and when Fel sch put a third in the
vicinity of the first two Meusel, feeling put upon, began to show

annoyance.

In the second inning Risberg counted the fourth triple, this tinme
to center, nuch to Meusel’s relief. Feeling there was little
future in staying with a pitcher who yielded triples so
l'iberally, Hug canme for Thornmahlen, replacing himwith Mays. This
halted the run on triples, but when the Sox added three nore runs
inthe sixth it ended any realistic chance of a New York
coneback. The 6-4 final, combined with C eveland s easy victory
over Washington, formally relieved the visitors of any stake on
the first rung, and closed the Sox within a half gane of them for

second.

The outconmes m ght have created nelancholy anong the New Yorkers,
but this was not the case for the Infant, who does not take his
defeats hone with him Not that he goes hone. The Everl ei gh had
been on his agenda Thursday night. The girls there are al ways
glad to see him and vice versa. On Friday night, the Babe
fulfilled a pre-arranged deal to show up at the south side

Edel wei ss gardens, a locale that used to be fanobus for its German
beer, before said conmmpdity was declared to be verboten. These

days of course The Edel weiss sells phosphates — that’s its story,
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anyway. The new inventory nakes it even nore inperative to bring

in attractions such as the slugger.

At any rate, the managenent offered him $250 to show up, be

vi si bl e, shake hands as call ed upon and nake brief remarks. |

went with himand these were the remarks: “I haven't nuch to say
and | hardly know how to say it, but | hope you all have a hel

of a good tinme.” If Harding shows up next week, he shall have to
take a position on the League of Nations in order to draw a nore

posi tive response than was generated by this bit of el oquence.

G ven the outcones of the first two ganes, you coul d see the
third one comng froma distance. The Sox put the crowd at

43,000, which is believed to be the world' s record for

attendance. They cane to see two things; Ruth hit his 50'"" and the

Yanks get buried, and they only went away hal f di sappoi nt ed.

Wiy it should be that the Sox chose this particular honme stand to
begi n pl aying good ball is the kind of nystery only sonebody nore
inside than this reporter could address. Had Chi played with this
seriousness all season the pennant woul d | ong have been theirs.

Perhaps this was a ploy to satisfy the G and Jury, which was said

to be on the verge of a decision early in the follow ng week

What ever the notivation, G eason’s boys | ooked upon Shawkey as

their New York cousin, raining hits hither and thither. There
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were 21 of themby the official count, good for 15 runs. That the
Yanks managed ni ne runs thensel ves sounds aneni c by conpari son
They al so pl ayed defense. In the first, Peck hit a |iner over
second that | ooked as good as a Liberty Bond, but Collins plucked
it for the safe deposit box. Meusel put one toward the crowd that
had spilled onto the ropes behind the field. Jackson junped, nade
t he catch and | anded anong the masses, holding on to the ball al
the tinme. About the best one could say was that a crowd of 43,000
could raise nearly as much noney for the St. Marys Industri al
School boys band as could a poker gane with Pipp playing agai nst

Hannah’ s noney..maybe even nore.

So the Yanks entrained for St. Louis, having nade a thorough
botch of their pennant hopes. Leading the Indians by a ganme when
they hit town, they left two back and offering every appearance
of being through. There is really little to add concerning the
St. Louis portion of the trip. Another loss, offset by two w ns,
only sounds good until measured agai nst the three ganes the

I ndi ans took from Boston or the Sox seized agai nst Phil adel phi a.
It left the Yanks three back and with only seven ganes renaining,
and even if they won all seven either the Sox or I|ndians could
clinch by playing just slightly better than even ball. So for
nost fans the chase resolved down to whet her the Babe would in
fact hit his 50'", and that issue turned out to be settled at the
earl i est possible nonent upon his return. Facing Acosta in the

first inning of the Friday doubl e-header at the G ounds agai nst
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Washi ngton, he rattled the facing of the upper deck, receiving
the adul ati on and hurrahing that has come to define such

achi evements. The 51°% followed for an encore in the first inning
of the second gane, To the hone teamis chagrin, the 50'" proved to
be Acosta’'s only failing; he all owed no runs the remai nder of the
gane and the Senators won 3-1. New York won the second gane, but
when the Senators beat the Yanks again on Saturday the nourning
began in earnest, for the result left themthree ganes behind

with only four to play.

The only part of the season’s tale remaining to be told devol ved
to the Swati gy, who nmade the nost of his final three ganes in

Phi | adel phia. He socked two of f Rommel in Monday’ s gane, running
his tab up to 53, then hit the | ast on Wednesday. The Yanks were
dead and buried by that point, but the bl ow sent the Philly fans

away happy.

Fans here will wonder whether the performance of 1920 represents
a crescendo for a franchise that has never won anythi ng, or

whet her there are better times ahead. The sewage flowng freely
now out of Chicago strongly suggests that the Wiite Sox will not
be factors again in 1921, and perhaps not for a while afterward.
It is said that Frazee, having benefitted financially fromthe
sale of Ruth, may be prepared to offer up additional hel pings of
talent. Bush, for one, would bring a price, as also would

Pennock. Wbul d the Yanks inprove their chances by obtaining

271



ei ther Bush or Pennock, or both, to supplant Thornahl en, Mogridge
or Collins? Yes, indeed. Since neither the Tigers, Senators nor
A's are likely to contend soon, this would reduce the chall engers

down to the Indians and Browns. And neither of them has the Babe.

During the off-season, |I did what baseball witers do when there
is no baseball: sone cops, sone obits, sone desk work. A week
foll ow ng the season’s concl usi on, Cobb advised nme that, given
the great gains in circulation created by interest in the Yanks -
- and attributed by nmanagenent at |east in part to your
correspondent -- | would henceforward make an additional two
bucks a week. | inmmedi ately purchased a snmall token of
appreciation which | ordered to be delivered to Mays, another to

the Wop and a third to Huggi ns.

| didn't send anything to the Babe. | couldn’'t send him a dane,

and anything else he’'d just toss in the trash. Wy reward

Bl acki e? He’ d never done anything for ne.
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