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Cmpire Finney's notes sound

Hke 2 whisper. Any time he misses a

game it is due to a severe attack of
falling of the bank account. He hinted
that he had been suffer from this
disease quite frequently of late, as the
7 and 11 had forsaken him in the great-
est of all indoor sports, shooting craps.
On this day, however, fortune had

iled ntifully at him. He could
have played scatter the coin with
Rockefeller for a few fast rounds. He
was even so flush that he hesitated as
he passed the peanut stand. Upon being
askeq if he was going to decoraie one
of the benches in the grandstand, he
replied: “Nothin’ stirrin’; my transier
don't lead up them stairs, Come on,
leave us gumshoe the controversy from
the right field cushions. The boss is
some fan and he is liable' to see his

slave up there under the shingles, If he
would see me there with 50 cent brows
he would think that I had put my bread
trap4n the till, ang I guess he wouldn't
be averagin’ 1,000 per cent in the think-
in’ column; besides, Seymour, it's no
place for one who climbs under the
eiderdown at the Workingman's Palace
for 15 seeds per night.”

As we clambered along the bleachers
I spotted Charles Horatius, the apostle
of slang and the noblest Roman of them
all. On this sunshiny day in June he
beamed out among the rabble like a
mescal plant in & thousand acre sage-
brush bouquet. For, be it understood
that C. H. is a smart dresser on and
off. He is good to look upon whether
behind the drainboard putting the New
York scald to 2 Bronx cocktail or mere-
ly scattering chunks of his O. P. 8
conversation. It would take the gem
expert of Tiffany's and the head of the
Harvard English department to decide

which §s more dazzling, his line 'of
talk or the plece of alum in his cravat.

C. Horatius' apparel has a decidedly
eastern twang, for he is no domestic
bird. He was originally from Water-
bury, Conn., once of New York, but
now of Van Ness avenue. Besides be-
ing a good judge of tailors, he is there

10,000 strong when 1t cumes $o throw-
ing the calcium on the ball ,players.
He is a grizzly bear in this regard.

When he misses any tricks among the

gladiators out in the arena, “there is
a reason” as a breakfast food adver-
tisement says. It can usually be lald
to the trade winds, which deposit a

few pounds of the diamond in the orb-
lets of the party of the first part and
thereby prevent him from -witnessing
the awful massacre of the fundamental
rules of the national game.

Charles Horatius Opens Up

On this day the cellar champions
were “~working over time trying to
reach water before the nine Innings
were over. The only person who en-
joyed the game was the bat boy of the
Sacramento team,” as he seldom had
to pick up a bat along the first, base
line. This team played like the sup-
posed dark horse who turned around
and ran the other way to escape being
run over. Charles Horatius thought
that the Sacramento mascot was in fine
form, but he was being poorly support-
ed by the rest of the team. As the
game progressed baieball crimes were
being committed in' rapid succession,
until one of the players forgot to use
his gray matter as rapidly as he was
palgd to do. Then up spake Charles Ho-
ratius: ‘“What's the matter, en out
in the alcoholic circles last night? You
want-to take advantage of Friday and
eat some bralnfood. What's your head
for, old glucose foot? Is it used to
keep your collar on, or just as a hat-
rack? Belleve me, dizzy one, you'll
never get arrested for exceeding the
speed limit for fast thinking. I'll bet
a stack of blonde money and put my-
self liable to look for breakfast at
the Cheap and Ready, each-clanging of
the coffee an’ bell, {f you haven't a
wood insertation In your dome. Some
of thes¢ babies think that they are
Joe Jefferson in ‘Rip Van' Winkle.
They ought to have their backs on the
feathers and the curtains down. They
seem to forget that the comet is play-
ing night engagements now."” 4

The pitcher was being hit so har

that a new man was substituted. ' Two’

innings went by without a run being
scored on him, so one of the bugs ad-
joining our hero twitted him about the
new pitcher holding them gown. “What,
that heaver hold 'em down? Yes, when
they commence picking feathers from
a cuckoo clock? He'll come up for'alf
after a few more spasms.”  C. H. wds
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Society for the Prevention of Cruelty
to Animals to help the fellow out.
This day being one of the rare ones
for which June is famous, caused the
fancy of many to turn to baseball
Every one on the bleachers was thawed
out completely. The Irresistible James
sald he never saw so much pep’ and
vinegar as was displayed. Even the
ennui veneer of three snappy soclety
chaps was melted. Arrayed in tones
of gray they contrasted sharply with
some of their elbow neignbors, who
were gowned in some of Sharpstein’s
most careless efforts. AMortimer, one
of the trio, became real kittenish and
rudely laid his old rose gZloves on the
headgear of Piffles when Bodie knocked
a home run. Even Piffles with his hat
band bottomeq up in back got away
from Miss Van Stamp Beans' oolong
party long enough to mutter, “Say, fel-
lows, wasn't that a right smart hit?”
This wild burst of enthusiasm on the
part of the minor Ned Greenway was
too much for the Irresistible James, =0
when the nurse to the ‘“collars” came
by with an armful of the thirst dis-
pellers, James yelled at him, “Leave us
battle with a couple of your coilars,
boy. I'm so dry that my mouth would
make the Sahara desert look like the
blue Danube. If I had to mail a letter
at this moment the only way I would
ever be able to get the stamp on the
envelope would be 'with a pin.” It took
but one short gasp for liim to smother
the collar. These collars are a great
fnstitution. They are composed of an
inch of beer and six inches of foam.
Oscar-at-the-Spigot evidently believes
that a pound of foam is wortih an ounce
of prevention, 3
As the Irrisistible One could now
look the world in the face it was no
trouble for him to answer the ques-
tion, “Who ever saw Sacramento win
a game?' hurled at him by a sailor sit-
ting one seat back. “There is only one
survivor left who ever witnessed Sac-
ramento winning a game, Jacky, and
he is blind. FEvery ftime he thinks
zlbout it, however, he throws a convul-
fon.
few thoughts left. They say that Dan-
ny Long solg the player who lost this

game for the Seals to a: bilifard bl

manufacturer. He was the realrivory
headed 'thing.” Sty S B
Next to us was one of the first fami-

lfes of Grass Valley. He did »«* <

" very highly of the class of ball which
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was belng dished out to the multitude.
“Why,” he sald, “our team could play
circles around either one of these
teams. I'll bet this badge that our
boys could trim them.” he badge in
question covered the space on the lapel
of his coat that the other fraternal
pins did not cover. It could be used
either for a soup plate or chest pro-
tector. Among the other decorations
on the breast plate were silver women
with gold “spears alongside a bronze
bear with diamond eyes. Closer in-
spection showed that it had been given
Joa Bush by the funshine parlor of the
Naked Brotherhoed of the Waning
Moon. Joe gave it to us officially that
this household ornament cost”$400 and
had been givén him for honestly hold-
ing down the elevated rattan during
one summer and two state elections.
Not wishing to throw the searchlight
on our own finances, we decided that
discretion was a better weapon to stall
with than valor, s6 we heartity angreed
that Grass Valley was the best team.

One of the quickest witted fans at-
tending the games in San Fraricisco al-
ways sits in the right hand side of the
grandstand. He is addicted to the use
of glasses and red hair and is as solemn
as a priest. But when he opens his lips
every one within the sound waves of his
voice is sure to bark. The stuff he gets
off is apropos of the occasion. Unfor-
tunately it does not bear transplanting,
but sounds better when it is fresh and
surrounded by all the - circumstances
which gave it birth. This fan or bug
seldom misses a game. According to
Hairlip Charley he would be classed as
a fan, for “any guy who'll scatter 50
cents toewatch a game is no bug.” The
line of demarcation in this case is the
same which separates a vase from vase.

At a recent game between San Fran-
cisco and Los Angeles some one re-
marked that the Angels’ pitcher had a
face, like a chicken. So when this
pitcher came to the bat he bunted tje
ball and the solemn one said: “Sure
he’'s a chicken; see him lay one down.”
As the game progressed there were
many strikeouts on both sides and he
remarked that the back-to-the-bench-
movement is strong today. Delmas was
up and had two, strikes called on him.
He looked toward his bench and the
ian withgglasses was quick to notlce it
and he said that Dclmas had sent a
wireless to the bench, “save a place for
me.” The next ball thrown came very
close to the batter's head, so that he
fell to the ground, and the fan came
out with this:- “What's he trying to do,
be the fall guy?”

When “Beef” Beefs

At this same game “Beef” was hold-
ing forth in his own little way. This
bug warms up, the left field bleachers
at every game. He has a lovely In-
growing fage and nice mossy teeth and
{s otherwise’ happy. He was rightly
named for he spares neither players nor
audience when he starts his tea taster
wagging. " Los Angeles is the red flag
in his face and the dart in his side.
Any time he misses a chance to say
something caustic to the players from
the south he swears off smoking, but so
far he never has had cause to put the
ban on Mrs. Nicotine and the little
Nicotines.

At this game Dillon was objecting
strenuously to third-strike being called
on him. Some one remarked that he
would like to see Dillon hit the umpire.
Beef spoke up, “So would I. Any time
e boob can’'t hit the leather any bétter
than Ole Dillon has today he stands a
fine chance of connecting with a Harp
fike McCreavy.” AsDillon walked bagk
to the bench after having the ‘“com-
rade” ball administered to him, Beef
yelled to him, “Look out, Doctor Osler
will gettcha if you don't watch out.
He's after a lot of you old silver tops
with a can of chloroferm.”

Beef recelved a solar plexus hlow
from '?1 old man who was yelling for
Los Angeles later on in the game. - The
Qld fellow was telling the umpire how
many feet there were between the ball
and the player whom he hadl called out.
Beef took his nose out of a glass of
beer and said to the old man: “You're
in wrong, Father Time; put on your
glasses.” The old man came back with
this: “I'd rather take a chance with
the naked eye than the kind of glasses
you have been peering through.” Beef

The doctor sdys he has only a never looked another beer in the face

during the rest of the game.
A little later Los Angeles almost got
away with the ‘squeeze play” and a

near fan remarked: “That's Inside ball"

even if it wasn't successful.” Beef re-
plied: “It's so much inside that I can't
sae Gt >

A couple of Zip-Boom-Ah boys from-
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.ump is certainly gettin' his.
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the land of all sunshfa9 «nd flowers,
no earthquakes, mosquitoes nor frogs,
were rooting for theilr home team.
After they had made several patients
for the aurist, Beef turned around to
a friend sitting near the recruits from
the knowledge factory and said, “Say.
Dick, give Clarence and Harold some
sarsaparilla to prevent their breaking
out again.”  Dick, however, did not
like to see the boys joshed, so he re-
plied, “Cut {t; don’t you know enough
never to kid a cripple or fight a fool?”

Not far from me was one of those
pesky bugs whe have several intimate
friends among the ball players, and in
order to impress this fact upon the
other fans either deliver a solo which
would make an anarchist convention
look like a Quaker prayer meeting or
they yell some pet name to the player
in question every time he comes within
a hundred yards of them. This fellow
was no exception. Nick Willlams was
the motif of the party. The moment
Nick appeared on the horizon, he
waved his hat and yelled, “Beat 'em,
Richard, I'm behind you. I taught him
all he knows about the game. I re-
member the first long pants he wore;
it was April 13, 1889. I saw him pitch
his first curve. That was in 1895; it
was one Wednesday morning about
9:30.”

A Buggy Conversation

Daley, who led off for Los Angeles,
drove out a hit so that chapter three
was not started. Mr. Wiseman soon
became very excited and yelled, “Look
out, Nick, he |s gojng to steal.” Sure
enough he attempted to steal, but
Willlams whipped the ball down and
Daley was tagged. ' “Sea there,” said
the Pest, as his vest strained at the
buttonholes, “he heard my volce.
Wasn't that a flne peg? Danny Long
ought to have me down there on the
bench so that I could tip off the other
team’s signals.”

The remainder of Williams" life his-
tory was lost as two bugs started up
a few rapid fire comments of the game
as it progressed, :

Bug One—'“Who's the cherry picker
on the mound for Los? Has he got
any smoke?”

Bug Two—"That's Nagle. Couldn't
break a pang of glass at 10 feet. See,
he's doin’ the Maud Allan Spring Song
with his mitts.”

Bug. One—*“Wheo's the reportin’ for
duty with the cudgel?”

Bug Two—“Oh, that's Bodie, cham-
plon two style hitter“of the league. He
either splits shingles on the houses or
strikes out, How's that for a sap? I
guess he can't sting ’em. But plpe
the run. Look the way he puts his
dial to the ground. He thinks he's
an ostrich, so that when he gets his
head to the ground the other players
won't see him. Come on you, Bodie;
lift up your head, all good things
don’t grow in the Eround. What! Did
the ump call him out at second? Hey,
you umpire, can't you see? What's the
matter? Got a draft blowin’ through
your loft, you big nutmeg? Trim your
wicks and get the close ones, you big
bum.” =

Bug One—‘“Hear Mohler crab, the
Jeffries
ought to get a job umpirin’; it would
put him in condition much faster than
boxing antiques and punching bags.
They say Mohler wants to be a gen-
tleman on the field, but he keeps put-
tin’ it off.”

Bug Two—"How many redskins
have bit the dust this inning?”

Bug One—"“Two bright spirits have
ascended heavénward to date.”

Another common bug s the one who
is eulogizing players one minute and
damning them the next. In this game
McArdle made a wonderful stop and a
bug spilled this, “Mac, you're ‘the
greatest ball player in the world. A
natural ball player who'll soon bg in
the big league. Watch old Wagner
take on a deep sea green envy when
he shows the Dutchman up.” The
next inning McArdle struck out and
the same bug sald, “Hit the air, you
zoob; 90 days In the bastile for you.
Don't you know you can’'t get hits out
of quart bottles? You'll do more-good
for the team runnin' the lawn mower
on the grass. You ought to flee to
Honduras for taking a salary. You're
slow enough to be a policeman!”

One of the frequenters of the lawer
row of the right field bleachers is
Casey. During a game he has no
smile on his face like his more illus-
trious namesake. There Is no joy in
Casey’s manner unless some Seal has
shattered the flagpole with a line
drive.  And the pent up noise is turned
locse so that every one has to tie on
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the champion heavy welght hater f
the world, barring neither race n@®
color. Next to his Seals, Casey lowie
the national For flve and a
half days of y week he tolls and
labors in a mbing shop in joyful
anticipation of the games on the fol-
lowing Saturday and Sunday, He Is
always on the job at the ball grounds
whether his first and second loves, the
Seals and the Qaks, are playing or not,
Even when Portland or Los Angeles
are playing together he makes a
temporary favorite out of ome or the
other; he usually opposes the team
which has beaten the Seals in any re-
cent series. Some Dbugs only root
when their fayorite is playing, bdut
not so with Casey. He is none of your
half hearted, just out for the sunshine
bugs. He is allve and kicking at
every stage of the game.

Casey even takes the 9 o'clogk boat
over to Oakland on Sunday morning.
The only time I ever heard him object
to this trip was during a recent series
between Los Angeles and Sacramento.

He sald, “I hate to see those chick-
ens play; it'’s always the same old sixes
and sevens when they meget. The team
that has the patience to - stickk out the
nine acts is sure te win. They ought
to send both those teams through
baseball bankruptoy or shake the
bushes for more players. Some of that
Sacramento crowd ‘are only called ball
players by courtesy., One thing is in
my favor today, however, Finney Is
golng to umpire. I can forget the game
and listen to him. To see that guy is
refreshments for two, but ta hear him
give decisions is a feast, You dop't
know whether, he 13" recitin® the
declaration of dependence or merely
asking for some one to turh the sun
around as it's shinin’ in his face, His
volce starts just below his instep and
it does nicely dntll It gets shipwrecked
in his stomach, so that all you get is
the echo of the splash, He ought to
get & hydraulic jack or a stepladder
and have his voice raised. The only
brother voice to his is the one handled
by Go Get 'Em Dooley, who roots for
Oakland. Occasionally when he belches
forth in accents wild he'll tear up the
grass by the roots and shake down a
few .chimneys at the edge of the
gronuds.”

Let Shamrock Alone

There is always a crowd of “enter-
tainers” from the Mason street resorts
who sit In the grandstand. Arrayed |
their zebra uniforms, skull caps a:;\
sweaters, they come to the games eve:¥
day. As the warm seats are better than
a Hammam bath for preparing these
smooth floor artists for the 10 round
g0 with the music and the demon rum,
they become real devilish at times and
boil over with humor. Omne of them all
but sang his swan song not long ago.
An Irish lad who escorts the “collars™
around was picking his way through
legs and shoes, monotonously ecrying
out: “Anybody here want drinks™ One
of the bediamonded, besweated come-
dians replied: “No, but we are looking
for Kelley with the green necktie.”
The young shamrock turned suddenly
on the canary fresh from the white
way and said: “Looka here, you half
done fried potato, they'll be looking for
a carpet sweeper with a black handle
to pick up your remains if you ever
throw a syllable at me again.”

The conversation one hears as he
leaves the grounds usually starts with
“How'd you llke it?” The answers to
this are never the same. One says “Rot-
ten!” the next “Pretty gdod,” and an-
other thought the game was flne. I
recently overheard a bug repiy to thie
question thus: “How did I lke it?
How does a tannery smell? The next
time'l come out here where these near-
ballplayers are exercising you can sign
me up for a six by six set'6f pads at
Agnews. They ought to get Dr. Hook,
with pruning knife to thin out some of
the lemons. Say, by the way, don't tell
Mike you saw me out here, because yes-
terday T bet him I would not come out
itil they imperted some good
players. You see, today I kinda thought
would be one of those exceptions, and
the boys would put up a good article
of ball. I tell you, we don't get the
stuff that Overall Chase, Heitmuller
and the rest of those hallnlave s uscd
to give us in the olden daya”
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