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A TALK WITH MARQUARD, HERO OF BASEBALL FANGS|

The Pitcher in His Day of Triumph Recalls When He Was the $11,000
Lemon — Fickleness of Public Favor — How He Became
a Pitcher —Baseball as a Profession

() see Mr. Marquard?®

The bellhop's tone was reveren-
tial I nodded, conscious

enough of the distinetion.
*Mr. Marguard will be down direetly.”
The bellhop's tone was still reverential
but he spoke the name with an unetion
that made it carry. A prosperous looking
old gentleman on a seat near the hotel
tlerk looked up briskly. A placid looking
old lady did the same. A youngish man
who had been reading a paper regarded

'angle in the small green chair of depress-
ing memory, “But I don't care now, and
that's why I'm going to win the twentieth.
Confidence—that'a the whole story. If a
man's got confidence he can do anything,
1 puess. ™

The gentleman in the nearby seat for-
sook his paper and undisguisedly listened.
“You can have all the speed in the
world,” the oracle went on, *and all the
control, but somehow they both go wrong
| if you haven’t got confidence to back ‘em.”
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FIND MY NAME ON EVERYTHING IN A DEPARTMENT STORE.

me with envy. A dusks attendant led me
to a chair with his most distinguished
consideration, for had not Marquard
indicated his intention of <eeing me?

Marquard! Who that knows heroes
knows not that name? Who that he-
lieves that the breaker of buseball recorda
is quite the equal of the angels and in-
finitely greater than Alexander does not
reverence it now*  Who has noi heard it
whrieked ecstatically from the blenchers,
triumphantly acclaimed from more ex-
clugsive parts-the subject of universal
rejoicing, the ane name that Progressives
and Conservative Republicans  alike
unite upon Marquard!

1 looked up. A very tall, very broad
shouldered young man wasapproaching; a
well dressad, well groomed, tanned young
man with brown evesand heavy evebrows;

a yvoung man who tapered down to the j

ends of his very long legs and who swung
two enormous brown hands as he ap-
prouched,

I didn't know him, but 1 suspectad him
from these hands; | suspected him from
those shoulders. 1 should certainly have
known him in any case from the sensation
he created near that hotel desk. The
prosperous old gentleman totally neg-
lected the placid old lady and stared
raptly at Marquard. The placid old lady
entirely disregarded the prosperous old
gentleman and stared at him also. The
clerk temporarily negleeted a patron and
gtared too. . The young man with the
pewspaper wis all eyes.

“(iood morning,” said the tall young
man.

He put onut one of the enormous.brown
hands and pressed mine with a grip which
seemed inadequate to his size. It was an
{nconclusive sort of grip, though the
hands felt enveloping--and very hard.
He subsided into a green cane chair
and proceeded to become a study in
angles,

However Mr. Margard sits he seema
to make an angle. Angles seemn to him
like pitching and fever and the things
he can't help. He thrist a vast perspective
of left leg over an equal quantity of right
leg and proceeded to look angularly com-
fortable. He didn’t even remotely suggeast
the “Rube” preflx with which baseball
writers have creditad him.

He had something of the air of acollege
boy, though about ten years older than
the average college boy. Ha looked ten
years older than his 22, His dark blue
needle striped suit was well tailored,
His spotty, fancy waistcoat was the same,
His vellow oxfords and yellow socks were
unmistakably metropolitan.

“Pitching to-day?" 1 asked.

“Not to-day—not till we get to Chicago,”
paid the hero in a deep, well regulated
volce

It was an experienced volce. It sug-
gesiea  the face, mature and self-oon-
iralled.  The adoring bellboys' eyes fol-
lowed his hps. A gentleman in a near seat
drew up closer and appeared to be too
didustrionsly absorbed in his paper to be
abisarbuad it at all,

“Fouling
I ventursd, for it was his twentieth game
ahd thiat w
acuad all pitehung rocords,

“Noy Ddon't care now, I've tied It and
I dont o L1l win that game sure ®
CHe it t 0 10 was that last gane when

| was ~tring up o Say, that was awful,

Flicses tw i ) " Heo lnpwsed

wn of ! tew hiniead in basebgll,

R ETHTIIR " 1ol [ et Yow, 1o
Ihes \ Bad expressively

1 was shialinge awll ove Ha shook

his bl renniscontly aud made wnotheg

sort of strung up sbhout it?* .

toehoaf he won, would more |;Iu|.ni

“Giood morning, Mr. Marquard!®

An important looking person inter-
rupted from the rear. He looked like
monay.  He put out a gratulatory hand
and shook the recumbent hero's.
| “Pitching to-day*"
| "Not to-day.” repeatad Mr. Marquard,

“not till T get to Chicago.*

, “Come out and have some golf, then,”
'said the important looking man eagerly.
“I'd like to, but we leave town to-night,
and - -*
. “Telephone, Mr. Marquard.”
| were stirring with the hero.

“*How did you come to break into base-
hall*" T asked when he returned and pre-
cipitated himself again into the little
green chair and complicated himself into
the intricacies of a further knot.

“1 was about 16, he answered in his
| sarions, even way, *and I'd come into
| Cleveland from the farm and was throw-
| ing at nigger dolls one day at a sort of side
booth, when ] noticed a fellow watching
{me. I was pretty good at hitting those
{dolls. Finally the man came up.

“You'd make a good pitcher,’ he said.

*I laughed and threw some more.

“You'd make a crackerjack pitcher,’
he said after a while; 'have you ever
played?*

“'No," I answered; ‘I've been too busy
ploughing.'

“'Well, I'll give you $5 for every game
| you pitch,’ said the man.

“That looked pretty good to me, so I
said 1'd take it, and 1 started to pitch,
and—and, well we Leat the life out of the
{ other teams. Aftera while the City League
| team offered me twenty a week, and
twenty a week looked about as big as
a million dollars in those days. In the
firat fourteen games I gave two bases on
balls and twenty-two hits.®

Mr. Marquard hurled himself into am
ooean of technicalities, while I still bore
up intelligently. The nearby gentleman
edged an inch nearer and smiled delight-
edly.

“I'wo bases and twenty-two hits in
| fourteen gamesl® reminiscently repeated
L Marquard, when a radiant young gentle-
{ man, hitherto unobserved, projected him-
{self on one of the hero's hands and vig-

orously shook it.
Marquard; good

Things

|

“Giood morning, Mr.
morning,” said he. “Pitching to-day?*

“Not to-day,” replied the pitcher; "not
till Chicago.”

“How about a spin in my car then!®
said the radiant young man eagerly.
“It'a right outside—*"

Mr., Marquard was understood to say
that they left that night.

“And then I joined the Giants.” con-
tinued the Giants' great pitoher, “and
| then"—he nodded his head with impres-
| slve solemnity —*1 got mine.”
| Mr. Marquard thoughtfully pulled at the
strings of his yellow oxfords as he un-
coiled himself from his latest angle.

. *I'll never forget that day.” said he in

| his even, comfortable tone. *There were

30,000 people there- all come to see the

!chlllll'lflll $11.000 pitcher they'd heard so
much about. They expected him to pitoh

$11,000 worth —just like that. Nothing

'but & miracle would have satisfied 'em.
Well, | warmed up a bit and then McGraw

feame and said

| “I'll piteh you,'

| I was #o nervous 1 eould aocarcely

Pstand: Banest, my legs wore shaking,”

v Fhe hero paused and calminated in his

foiion "I wos awini
CUhe fiest Laldl 1 pitched,® he went on,
“I lut the batsman on the back and

hniocked bum tat; then | gave thres bases

|on the street for fear I'd be recognized .

f
I

on balls and then McGraw took me out.
That was my finish.

*Well, it waa like that for three years.
Then as 1 was warming up one day a fan

“After that they called me everything; | called out, ‘You big stiff, why don’t you

and I want to tell you,” maid Marquard
to me, although he had a small audience
by this time, a sedond gentleman having |
sidled up, “that 1 learned the bascball
public in a way 1 shan't forget. The

newspaper writers who'd been telling me |
what a wonder | was opened up and the

public followed them. It -it was awful.

All the glad hands can’t shake that lesson |
out of me, now I'm going some, and all
the applause can't deaden it.

“And I think I've got the words ‘eleven |
thousand dollar lemon' memorized Imttpr‘l
than any other four worda in the lan-|
guage. If I'd open a paper the first words |
I'd see on the sporting page were those |
that made up ‘eleven thousand dollar|
lemon.' If some kid saw me on the street |
he'd call out ‘There goes the eleven thou- |
sand dollar lemon.’

*I'd get it in the baseball grounds
whenever 1'd show my face. I'd get it|
in the hotel when 1'd catch little scrape of |
conversation. If I went to a show some
comedian would be sure to have some-
thing about it. The fans were full of it.
Why, 1 stopped reading the newspapers
and gut so [ even hated to show myself

It—it was awful.

“The one thing [ conldn’t sidestep was
my mail. 1'd get twelve or fifteen letters
a day. I cail 'em ‘big stiff’ letters, be-
cause they always commenced, ‘You
big stiff." ‘Get back to the plough’' they
used to say, and if it hadn't been for
McGiraw 1 don't know but what 1 would
have felt like doing it.

“He's a great pal of mine, McGraw.
He had faith in me when 1 guess I'd lost
faith in myself; for if a baseball pitcher
hasn‘t got all the nerve and confidence

in the world the fans can break his heart.

show something?” Now fans had often
called that out before-it seemed the
reg:ilar thing, but that day it sort of sunk
in and hurdened, and 1 made up my mind
1'd show some, and I kept it in my head 1
cotlld show some,

“That was a little over a year ago—in
June, 1911, Then came July 4 and that
first game with St. Louis. 1 struck out

| fifteen men in one game that day.”

Mr. Marquard launched himself en-
thusiastically upon a technical review
of the game, 1 wish 1 could record it,
but 1 can’t, though I believe I looked
intelligent,

“Then I struck a winning streak and
kept it up,” Marquard went on. *The
papers said I was lucky, but I knew hetter,
What that crazy fan had sald had hard-
ened me up. I didn't care for all fan-
dom any more.

“*Just my game,’ I kept thinking.
‘That's all I've got to think about; just
my game. Let 'em write their trash
in the sporting pages or yell what they
want., I'll make 'em come to me.’

“That winter | went «o McGraw. ‘I've
got all the confidence and nerve in the
world now,’ I said. McGraw looked at
me as if he wondered what was coming.
‘Just watch me this year,' I said. ‘Just
watch me go. I'm going to break all
records. Nothing can stop me. Now,
remember, all records.’

“He looked at me kind of funny for a
while

“‘Well,' he raid, 'show me and I'll
treat you right.'

“Yes, he's a great pal of mine, is
McGraw. He stuck to me; he had faith
in me when [ gcarcely had another friend,
But the public!®

The great Marquard solemnly nodded

RUBE MARQUARD—A STUDY IN ANGLES.

BROAD IN THE SHOULDERS AND WITH ENORMOUS HANDS, HE TAPERS DOWN TO THE ENDS OF HIS VERVI)'(

than any other thing it's the publie.
“The public's got no memory, no grati-
tude, no heart, no coneideration for

under the calendar. The public loves |
just one thing -a winner. Give them|
a winner and watch them go up in the air.
Watch them make a hero out of him,
Watch them follow him through the
streeta and make all kinds of a fuss over
him. But let that hero make one bad
play and good night. The public!®

Mr. *Rube® Marquard dropped his
tanned 8 feet 2 deliberately down upon an-
other chair at the end of his walk and at a
distance from his preceding resting place,
to the pathetio dismay of the two gentle- |
men that had edged up. Mr. Marquard
regarded the chair in a calculating way,
cocked a comfortable leg over one of ita
arms, formed a completely new fashion |
of angle and addressed himself to the sub- |
joct again, which was evidently a favorite
one.
| *The publio,” he repeated once more.
| “It doeen't realize how hard a player
| works, and I don't thinlk it wanta to realize |
it. In ninety-nine cases out of a hundred |
the ball player is doing the best that is in |
him. But the public is unfair. It's like |
the audience on an amateur night—it |
| doeen't give the performer a show. And
| once started it keeps at him till whatever
| confidence he has is gone and whatever
ability he haa is out of control. i

“The public roasted the life out of me
for thres years, in almost any part of
which T could have made good {f they'd
only given me a show. Now I'm going
pretty well they've got me for the here|
partand expect me to fall for it. They're
all up in the air about me,” said Mr. Mar-
quard, indicating a more limited control
of metaphor than of curve. |
| “"Why, after that ninetcenth game,” |
sald the record breaker hugging his knee |
&t yot a newer angle, “two policemen had |
to go up with me in the elevator from the |
baseball grounds.
my hands of. Watch 'em if I ever alip up
the least bit—watch 'em turn again.” |

He turned himself at this point to ob- |
serve an ecstatic attendant rushing forth
to him once more. Another telaphone
oall. The hero waa still in requisition.

He had spoken all his criticiam in the |
same deep, even, unruffied tone like a good
natured giant who vet was dirillusioned.
At 22 his manner gave the impression of a
philosopher of 80 who had peeped behind
the veil and knew his human nature. |

“Another auto ride,” he announced when
| he came back. *“Lord, how they do come
inthesedays! It's—it's—." Hesearched |
round for another ultimate and decided
upon “terrible.” ‘

*And what are some of the impositions |
of heroship?” I asked.

The hero looked somewhat perplexed. |

*Huh?" said he. “What's that?"

“What are some of the stunts they do
when a chap’s a hero?” I explicated.

“Oh," said he, relieved at once, and then

confldentially: “Say, they're a joke.”
! *I suppose you first notice you're a
{ hero around the hotel where everybody
knows you. They whisper after you
when you're a hero. And don't they
stare! [ always think of a picture of |
Jeffries with a mob at his heels when 1
think about myself these days.

“And invitations—-don't you get 'em!
You heard these two, didn't you?" 1
nodded. *There's lots like them. Those
three telephone calls were invitations. |

*The people sure do love a winner.
Then you can tell you're a hero on the |
baseball grounds. You sure can tell it
by the hand shaking you do. And the
letters! 1 told you about the 'big stiff’
letters, didn't I? I get the other kind |
now. ‘
I “I believe I get thirty of 'em a day.‘|
| Oh, all kinds of letters, Fathers want |

advice as to whethor they ought to let |
their kids become ball players. Kids
! write and want to know how 1 throw my

lcurve ball, And love letters! Lota of |
'em," said Mr. “Rube® Marquard seri-

| ously, as il those leiters might have been

"last wills and testaments or as calinly

as though they had been leaflets from a
dentist,

LONG LEGS.

“Then your heroship doesn't affect
m very seriously " 1 said.
He shook a serions head.

Yea, McGiraw stuck to me. 1 guess lots his head and an agitated attendant nut-f “But the publie,” I repeated.

of managers would have traded me off or
dropped me. Rut he had faith in me
he and Rohinson, the conch. They uscd
to say: ‘You've gt it in you, if you can
ouly find yourseld.'

|parted disappointed.

tared un
“Yes, Mr Marquard,” he eried.
“Nothing, son,” said Marquard sur-
prised, and the agitnied attendant de-

“It don't affect me at all,” he anawered,
“hecause 1 know just how much there is
*The publie,® renentod the padonhtahle Ceev it Jduat phont * he calontated “thre e
'champion rising from the small green  games; three games going the wrong
chair and pacing briskly up and down 'way'll about fix me as a hero. No." he

* They wanted to shake 'and drink.

| your energy by taking your rest.

| quard quickly.

that game where I knocked the fellow | off to you,' but they don't mean it. Why,
down, you know. Yes, if there's one { when I played that first game—when I
thing in the world that's more fickle flattened that fellow out, you know—-
{ He returned with a sort of gloomy joy

to the “big stiff” period, but the arrival
of another servitor with another tele-

illness, hard luck or any other thing | phone call interrupted him.,

“How about the psychology of pitoh-
ing?" I asked when he returned.

“Er-—- How's that?® sald he.

*The tricks of the trade,” I elucidated.

*Oh,” said Mr. Marquard, his face
clearing. “There's lots of ‘em, I sup-
pose.” He looked ruminatively at his
yellow shoes. “I supposs the great
thing's to find out the weaknesses of the
batsman you're pitching against.

“Enow those big league batemen?
Why, you've got to kmow ‘em like your
hand. 1 used to keep a book and watoh
each fellow like a hawk when he'd come

}up to the plate, and I'd mark down in
| that book just what he couldn‘tdo. After

a while I'd find some of 'em oouldn't
hit a fast ball. Then I'd write that down.

“Then players talk among themsslves
and swap experiences, for the one thing
that a ball player talks ia shop. You never
soem to talk anything else when you play
ball. 8o you get to know the different
players like an old pairof shoes. Thenon
a dark day 1 blacken the ball.”

*How's that?” said I myself.

*I chew tobacco,” explained the hero,
“so when [ spit on the ball it blackens up.
Then I get it against my dark glove and
a batasman can't see it.”

“I son,” paid I, becoming inducted to
the higher sclentiflo processes of pitching.

“And the sacrifice?*

“Sacrifice?” interrupted Mr. Mar-
quard wonderingly, perplexed no doubt
as to where baseball technicalities came

in.

“The sacrifices entalled in becoming a
winning pitcher,” I hastily interrupted.
I feared Mr. Marquard on baseball
technicalities.

“Oh!" he exclaimed. *Well, you've
got to live clean if you call that a sacrifice.
That's about all. You can’'t ba a winner
You can’'t be a winner and
dissipate.

“You've got to store every ounce of
I'm in
bed at 10 o'clock every night if I don't
take in a show, and if I do I make up for
it. Yes; don't drink, don't dissipate, take
your rest-—-"  Mr. Marquard seemed
to be thinking very hard to find something
else, but couldn't. *“Well, that's about
all I figure,” he said.

“And about the money in baseball?®

“All kinds of money,” promptly re-
sponded the pitchor. *I got a fair con-
tract in the first place, but that doesn't
begin to touch the money a good pitcher
makes if he's going well. He gets all
kinds of business chances without having
to spend a cent himself, Only last week I
had two invitations-—one to open a cafs
and-——"*

“Then can we look to see—" I began.

*Not on your life,” respondad Mar-
“The café¢ would le all
right - just as long as the winning streak
kept up. But if lever felldown —good-bhy
to the café. You might sell hammers in
it, but you'd never sell drinks.

*Yes,” he repeated, “there’s all kinds of
ways of getting money if things are going
good. People want to name cizars after
you—put your picture on the bands.
There are collars they want to name

'after you, and shirts and hata end  gee,

I guess if my name goes on everything
people are sending in to me about Il
go on everything you can buy in a depart-
ment store before | get through, Then
at the end of this scason I'm hooked for
$26,000 in vaudeville, A long way away
from the plough, isn't it#"

Rube chuckled for the first time
The invitations were evidently much more
inspiriting than the cheers and the other
invitations to' automobile rides. Ha
chucklod onee more, while the two gentle-
men who at a distance got snatches of the
conversation looked impressed.

*And do vou hold on to it¥" )

“You bet 1 do, 1 didn't get that 'big
atifi’ experience for nothing. ['ve got a
dandy farm.* He spoke with the first
| real enthusiasm during the interview,

“For baschall isn't like it was in the
told davs.  Then players knocked around
! and drank often enough,  Baseball to-day
lis on a elean business basis.  1t's up to
| the manager to please the owner and up
[to the player to please the manager
And the ane sure hlack mark on the books
Lof any up to date manager i anv in-

[temperanea on the pari of a player

“If there's one thing you don't want to  shook his head again, “the fans « hm-rl"l‘iml sounds like a proity geod business,

/ |bank ob it's the public. | learned that at | and ey say ‘'We've got to Lake our hats

doesn't wd"
)



