
This is a perfectly legitimate ques-
tion, the solution of which we wouldS
like to "know. So would Johnny Ev-

er. The reincarnation of Frank
Schulte and .Tommy Leach has set-

tled' the guardians of right and cen-
ter. Left field is the puzzle post.

Ward Miller is a clever fielder, one
of the best baserunners in the league,
but a weak thrower and light hitter.
Cy Williams started like a whirlwind,
but had trouble with curve balls, and
his batting average has faded worse
than a $10 purple suit. A trade may
be, engineered or one fielder of class
may be picked up in the draft If an
efficient caretaker of the pasture out
by the left field pavilion can be found
the West Side outfield will be-- some-
thing to gloat Over.

Schulte's recovery after a bad start
this year is one of tie few things out
of which the West Side fan call get
satisfaction. Frank slopped along
near the .220 mark for a long time.
He worked earnestly, but the only re-
sult of his batting was. the tallest
collection of fly balls ever seen on
a diamond. Then he began to develop
a horizontal swat and his percentage
climbed. In the last figures he was
clouting for .270. Two home runs
and a single out of eight times at
bat yesterday were fine additions to
his set of bingles.

Everyone knows the Cubs won
two yesterday. You-kno- it because
they played the Cards. Seventeen
hits for a total of 39 bases were col-
lected by the locals. Saier whaled a
homer and two triples in six efforts.
Smith and Pierce pitched for the
locals. Slim Sallee Was one of the
victims.

Numerous gents who have tried to
explain who struck Billy Patterson
had a soft job when compared to
anybody trying to explain the White
Sox and their ball playing.

In the four-gam- e series just com-
pleted with the St. Louis Browns
three games were lost. That is
"bad on the face of it. But consider
that the Sox. outbatted the Browps,

11 hits to 6, in the first defeat and
duplicated yesterday, 7 bingles to 5.
Employ all the dope you want to and
see where you get off.

One thing sticks out as big as a
house in the playing of the Sox. It is
the wonderful' spirit and courage of
the four dependable pitchers, Scott,
Russell, Cicotte and Benz. Time aft-
er time these flingers outclass their
opponents, only to see the game
placed against them in the lost col-

umn because their pals will not bat
in the pinches. Such consistent ill
luck is enough to break the nerve
of any man. But it doesn't affect that
dandy quartet of willing workers.
They are out there working their
heads off every game, praying for a
couple of runs and some. decent sup-
port in the field. Such is their con-

fidence in their own ability, that
they believe they can win a majority
of games with two runs. Two runs
is a small margin. A pitcher is under
a terrific strain when he realizes he
must hold his opponents to a single
tally to wield the whitewash brush.
After the record of the present sea-

son is written, when the world's
champions are being eulogized, and
champion batsmen are being lauded,
just remember Scott, Cicotte, Russell
and Benz, especially the first three,
fighting with their backs to ithe wall,
usually a, losing battle, but fighting
with marvelous courage in the face
of successive disappointments.

Sounds like a funeral oration. A

funeral oration is necessary over the
Sox. They have been buried in the
second division, and there is little
hope that the cjaroner will order the
body dug up for an inquest The
cause of death is known. "Failure to
hit in the pinches" should be written
on the death certificate. Ten men
were marooned on the bases yester-
day, and only one run was needed to
tie the score and give Joe Benz and
Jim Scott a chance to pull out a vic-
tory. The pinch hit did not arrive.
Maybe it was riding in a wooden
sleeper. v
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