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neat yard where red tubs set on
great gray stumps waited their sum. ::r’ lllﬁ;:.;:;l;::
mer cargo of flowers. . nl'n In chnlint Mt
Epitaph's knock was answered by ters) tal
a trim young woman who greeted H” » .“my::‘ X
him with a pleased laugh. m':’ -gilhcy
“Why, how-de-do, Mr. Jones. 1 | Zuppke, FPepper :
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and here you come promenadin’ in,
Do have this easy chair, Mr. Jones,
and lemme take your hat."

Tearful spring had drifted into
gracious summer and summer had
faded into frost-tinted autumn when
Epitaph again crossed the black and
gray ash heaps where grimy chil-
dren and bony goats still swarmed.
He did not swagger now. His rai-
ment was as natty as ever and his
cap still clung at a rakish angle but
there was a chastened air about him,

of these was a champlon, but some-
thing more than a champlon, For
each one had a erowd appeal that
is sadly lacking today. .
For example, Leo Durocher of the
Dodgers has drawn more comment
than any five managers. Leo is a
great manager.' But a large flock of
this publicity has come from details
far apart from baseball. Ted Wil-
liams drew more words, favorable
and unfavorable, than any other
ball player last year. So Ted must

He had a look of one who has suf- | have had a type of color, They at
fered a grievous disillusionment. least knew he was around, liking
him or hating him.

Joe Louis has the color of ring
perfection—one of the greatest fight-
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£ Helps cemove film ., . bring out spotlight.

all che astural lustre of your
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You don’t appreciate how:
woonderful sleep is until you,
have had one or two wakeful
nights. When occasionally ner-!
wous tension keeps you awake!
balf the night, or when you arel
nervous, keyed up, jittery. |
Try Miles NERVINE |
It bas been making good forl
more than sixty years. CAU-)
TION —use only as directed.
“Get Miles Nervine at your drug
store. Eﬁn’mnthbhu,aﬁcl
and 75¢— Liquid, 25cand $1.00.1
Mires LasomATonies, Ine.,|
kikhart, indiana. |
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When Your

“Why- how-de-do, Mr. Jones, [
was jest sayin’ to myself I wisht
that nice Mr. Jones would come
along."”

Pausing before the crazy old cab-
in, he surveyed it fondly. Then he
tip-toed across the sagging porch
and slowly pushed open the protest-
ing door.

A TALL thin woman in a dejected
black dress appeared from an
inner room. She saw Mr. Jones and
bu.:fm to laugh. "Mr. Jones felt the
verse reeling. Bissy laughing!

“Why ..Bissy, I thought you was

such a weepin' woman. You sick
’l’

“No indeedy, Never felt better in
my life. Come right in, Epitaph.”
Sissy trilled merrily.

“How come you to change so,
Sissy?"

Sissy chuckled, “Well, when you
went off with that gigglin' Cyrene
I took a thought to myself. If that
no-account Cyrene can laugh anoth-
er girl's man away from her, I says,
I better learn me some laughs tou,
so I did.”

Epitaph shuddered as at a prick-
ling memory.

“‘But Sissy, I don't like laughin’
women. Can't you weep jest a lit-
tle, Sissy?”

‘No, I'll weep no more. How come
you stayed at Cyrene's so long if
you don't like laughin' women, Epi-
) i

““This mornin' she got a—a kind
of laughin® it and throwed a ham-
mer at me. So I took it was kind of
a hint and I jest uatchelly snuck out
and left. Hammer hit me, 100.”

“Ain't that a shame. Cyrene didn’t
ought to act so. Now me when [
have laughin’ fits I jest hurl flat-
irons," and Sissy caught up one that
stood on a near-by table and ad-
vanced on her guest in a perfect gale
of merriment,

THE west was still bright when
Epitaph beached his boat on the
sandy shore, A crooked path led

/ him to a small clearing in a wood,

On a ragged blanket before a ram-
shackle hut byilt mostly of packing
cases and tin strips, sprawled a
man, idle, relaxed, half-hidden in a

ers the ancient Scottish game has
ever sent to the fairways. But who
could say they were in the same
class with Bobby Jones and Walter
Hagen or Gene Sarazen for crowd
appeal? They are two prominent
business men who can break %0, col-
lect their dough and move along.

Stan Musial, one of the nicest
people you ever met, a great ball
player, the top of the year, ism't
colorful in any sense of the weord.
Stan is just a great ball player.
He wants to be nothing else. Nelther
is Eddie Dyer, an able manager and
a great fellow. Sport today has be-
come big business. There is plenty
in the way of sport left, but with
the billions, not the millions, im-
volved, a lot of color has seeped
out,

»

1 was talking about this color
angle with Frank Frisch, the New
Rochelle flower expert.

“Just what is color?” I asked

Frisch, as Johmny Kieran cocked
an attentive -ear,- a+Kieran habit
when any information is coming
along.
“The basis of all color,” Friseh
sald, “is always ability first. Ne
punks get by. Many have tried te
use color, or so-called eolor,
the place of ability. It wen't work.
Color means Dempsey, Jomes,
Hiteheock, Grange, ete., all stars.
Color is also a natural quality. It
¢an't be faked. Two of
colarful ball players of all
Babe Ruth and Dizzy D
were naturals., They alwa
exactly what they were.
and likable, but great ariists.
they were real—not phonies, How
that mob can spot a pheay.

Game's the Thing Now

“The game doesn't need color to-
day,"” Frisch said. “You can start
a dog fight between two terriers and
draw 10,000 people. Ball clubs that
were far down in the second division
drew from 800,000 to 1,000,000.
Football games that meant no
except another football game were
sellouts. Today it is the spectacle,
the contest, that fills a stadium or
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his eyes, exhausted. licity to ring efficiency. In baseball
Epitaph shivered—halt turned to | Lo 'hove Ted Williams—who is still
S i o e s, | S e e B B

\ 1]
) \.\\], / “*How-de-do, Miss '"Vangeline, 1 jest s ﬂubm’h:‘ll Inh‘:..l
N T MUl s

el M
HIH




