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devil
play

by ... Nathaniel
Norsen Weinreb

Proverbially speaking, the Devil
can ply his trade almost anywhere.
But Big League Baseball—as every
one knows—has rules of its own.

"Wy, you DoN'T even look
like the devil,” Otis commented
sourly, watching the pink-skinned,
bluc-cyed, gray-moustached man of
middle age who sat, with a huge
bricfcase gently balanced on  his
knees, across the desk. "When I
invoked you to appear, I expected
to find—"

The devil coughed gently, search-
ed for his neat Breastpocket hand-
kerchief, found it, removed it, and
started to clean his rimless glasses.
Tascinated, Otis watched as the
manicured  and polished finger-
nails passed the fine linen over the
square-cut shape of the spectacles.

That is a common mMisconcep-
tion,” the devil said, his eyes low-
ered upon his task. “People, when
they invoke me, expect to sce me
with hoof, horn and tail, all sur-
rounded by an odor of brimstone.
A terrible, terribie crror, Mr. Otis,
a medicval notion, fostered by the

nursed throug!
stition. As you can sce, Mr. Otis,
I am quite normal and quite mod-

blue cyes looked up and
¢ Otis in' their brilliant, ter-

We predict you'll chuckle bugely over this utterly charming little faniasy
by the distinguished anthor of THE BARBARIANS and THE SORCERERS, both best-
selling bistorical novels published by Doubleday and reprinted by Perma, We
predict you'll chuckle and then grow grim, for surely no tale of kis Satanic
Majesty could possibly be hilarious throughout. Or could we be mistaken?
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rible gaze. The full mouth smiled
revealing the tiny baby-teeth, glit-
tering white and perfectly formed.
I wonder if he wears porcclain
caps, Otis wondered . . .

“But how do I kaow that you
are the devil?” Otis insisted stub-
bornly, talking as he would to one
of .his clicats who didn’t wast to
purchase an additional insurance
policy.

"1

sce.” The devil sighed wear-
“You want proof. A miracle.
and lazily he snapped
s hand, mak-
Toaded with dishes and
a staming silver percolator of
coffee, appear before Otis’ widening
eyes. The devil reached for a hot
corn mufiin and began buttering it

ily.

'1( 3 well have break-
he said amiably,
biting into the muffin,
this over like civilized
people. Besides, I haven't caten for
two days. Spent most of the last
two nig the Tron Cur-
tain . . .’ He shook his head, his
check puffed with muffin. “I am
doing a terrific business with souls
there. Those Russians! What bar-
gainers . . . Well,” and he swal-
lowed the muffin, sipped daintily
at the coffce, and tapped his mouth
with a napkin, “let’s get on with
it, shall we?

“You are James Ois, aged forty-
two years, an insurance agent, not
very " successful, unmarried, who
‘wants to trade his soul for two hun-
dr:d thourand dollars—tax free—
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to be obtained within six months,
with resulting fame and publicity
and said monics to be acquired with
pleasure and a minimum of effort.
Is that correct, Mr. Otis?"
“"Roger,”” said Otis, fecling silly
at the old Air Force expression. But
the devil reminded him of a weather
officer he had known in the 15th
Air Force.
”Vcry well,” the devil said brisk-
“Request has been granted. The
papch are ready.” He bent toward
the huge bricfcase, which opened
automatically and from which he
took out a long, pink-colored legal
document. For a moment, his cyes
skimmed over the paper and he
hummed slightly, nodded and hand-

"Here

en . .
Otis
slightly hot, but he disregarded it
as his experienced cyes swept over

pen, thought, felt

the legal wordage. It was all
there . . . the sum of two hundred
thousand . . . to be acquired within

six months, with fame and pub-
licity, and pleasure and a minimum
of effort. In return for which one
James Otis gave over his soul to
the devil,

“There are no options, as you
can see,” the devil remarked. Otis
merely grunted, unscrewed the pen
and hastily applicd his signature.

“Excellent  penmanship,”  the
devil obscrved, looking at the sig-
nature. Carcfully, he inserted the
document back into the briefcase
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which closed itsclf. “"Now. You
have started. Within a month, you
will be the star relicf pitcher for
the New York Giants. By the cnd
of the baseball season, you will be
the baschall sensation of the sport-
ing world. You will be signcd to
an’ exclusive contract, earning you
two hundred thousand dollars for
the season.”
“The Giants . .
happily.
“Naturally,” the devil nodded.
“For years, you have been one of
the Polo Grounds faithful, yearn-
ing for a World Scries pennant.
Anyone knows what torture it is to
be a Giant fan, Why, even where I
come from, we have no instruments
of pain like that. However, relief
pitcher you will be. You are too
uldfphyqull)fm 20 a full game.
After all, we do have to be
reasonable, don't we? But you now
have the power. You will try out
for spring training with the Giants,
paying your own expenses as any
unknown docs, But you won't be
unknown for lon,

. Otis gulped

“Power?” Ols asked. “What
power?”
“The power—or supernatural

ability, if you want to call it that,”
the devil smiled gently, “of bei
able to throw nothing but strikes.

Otis took a deep breath. ™
mean . . . that whoever gets up to
face me will strike out?”

“Exactly,” said the devil and flew
out of the wm ow .

“Hey, Ws Westrum
called out m Dumdm in the Ari-
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zona sunshine, “take a peck at this,
old-timer who's pitching up there.
Caught him myself. He hasn't
missed the plate yet and has struck
out fifteen in a row.”

Grunting, Durocher ambled up
to the first base line, watching Otis
on the mound. Clad in an old sweat
shirt and some faded bascball panfs,
Otis seemed to be lobb:
up easily. Even as Duroch
el an cager young rookic went
swinging to his knees.

Durocher crooked a little finger
and thee coaches came panting up.
“Get those red-necks out of there,”
the Giant manager rasped, “and
send up Trvin, Lockman, Dark and
Mays . . "

And as Ir\m Lockman, Dark and
Mays went down  swinging on
twelve perfectly pitched strikes, Du-
rocher was wondering how much
this Otis would cost the Giant man-
agement . . .

And, at World Serics time, the
management decided that Otis was
worth every bit of the two hundred
thousand he had asked for—and
had been given. In addition to shat-
tering every National and American
League pitching record, with an
earncd run average of .000—Otis
also used that gifted right-hand to
pitch the Giants into the Series with
the New York Yankees.

The Stadium team, although a
sound one, boasted this year of only
one real slugger, burly, blond
Kenny Kitchner, a right-ficlder,
used mainly for pinch-hitting dutics
on the portside since his discharge
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from the front in Korea. So far,
Kitchner had been clipping the
fences to a 467 rhythm since his
return.

In the first six games of the Se-
ries, Otis and Kitchner had never
met; either the relicfer came in
when Kitchner had already batted
or Otis wasn't used at all, as hap-
pened in the first two games that
the Polo Grounders took without
the aid of the devil's disciple. A
slight cold kept Kitchner out of the
third and fourth stanzas, which the
Bombers copped. In the fifth, Sten-
gel. masterminding his two-platoon
system, sent the blond into the fray
in the sixth, with Kenny clearing
the bases on a long triple off Tur-
ley.

)In the seventh, Otis went on to
pitch the Giants to a win, striking
out nine men in a row. The sixth
game went to the Stengeleers, with
Otis pitching one inning before
Kitchner got up to bat, only to be
thrown out of the game on a heated
decision over a pitched ball.

Thus . . . in the last game of the
series, all knotted up at three-all,
the excitement arose to tremendous
frenzy in the last of the ninth, with
the score deadlocked at zero for
both teams and with Kitchner—
for the first time in the series—
meeting the relicfer, Otis.

Otis was on the mound, facing
Kiichner and ready to throw the
ball when his eyes caught sight
of a familiar figure with rimless
glasses, moustache and  briefcase,
hovering near the Giant dugout.
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Something tugged at Otis' heart.
He signalled frantically.

Durocher ran over from third
base. “Tired?” he asked anxiously.

Otis shook his head. “That little
man over there. I just want to see
him for a sccond.” And before the
manager could protest, Otis had
torn off the mound and was chasing
after the little man, finally catching
up to him under the stands.

“Is anything the matter? Why
did you show up now?” Otis de-
manded.

The devil glared at him, his blue
eyes flaming. “My business was with
Kitchner, not you,” he snapped.

“Kitchner?” Otis’ heart raced.

“Yes, Kitchner.” The devil
smiled wickedly. "You see,” he ex-
plained, I have a contract with
bim too. Made it overseas, as a
matter of fact. Not as expensive as
yours, but good enough. Read it.”

The briefcase flew open and the
Familiar pink contract fluttered in
Otis’ resin-coated hand. The re-
liefer's cyes found the vital para-
graph:

“And, in return for the soul of
Kenneth  Wellington  Kitchner,
pinch-hitter for the New York
Yankees, 1, the Devil, do promisc
that said Kenncth Wellington
Kitchner will—for the duration of
this baschall season—always get a
hit when: he is at bat, no matter
who the pitcher may be . .

The paper dropped from Otis'
fingers.

“Now,” the devil smiled pently,
“go out and pitch, boy . .."




