Here’s a Story That Is Not Easily Forgotten

The Ghost of Silent Smith

An Uncanny Tale
By C. FRANKLIN MILLER

ILENT SMITH was dead Lo begin
with,  Of that there could be no
doubt. The story of his tragic

end was featured in the first column of
every porting sheet in the country and
was offcially verified, in due course, by
the physiciun, the coroner and the
clergyman.
Furthermore. the tragedy itself was
visioned by some twenty thousand eyes.
They all saw the blinding speed of the
ball as it left the pitcher’s band. They
saw the melancholy indifference of
Silent as he stood at the plate. They saw
the ball crash into his right temple and
they sew him fall. Some said that he
wanted to die, but that is beside the
question. Of one thing we are sure.

Silent Smith wos dead.
1, myself, saw his corpse two days
later.

Tt was laid out in sombre black.
lack, s wlt yas Hlack
bat-winged tie. Black
wis i fevorit oclor, 1t Bacmonised

yertetly widh the gloom o s dispot-
tion and to it he clung, co
death as in active life.

The time of his death is likewise
cutain. Ttoosured st precisely twenty-
two minutes after three, Eastern Stand-
ard time. That fact I have verified. It

s important. Had it oecurred five hours
later, there would be nothing uumsual to
tell sbout. Silent Smith would have
been duly buried, moursed and finally
forgotten except for the brilliant record
which will always stand ss a monument
10 his pitching skill. As it was, he died
at the time stated and his corpse was
in the hands of the coroner exactly one
hour later.

That samo hour found him staging the
most remarkable comeback in the history
of the natioual game wnd this at & point
three thousund miles ay

T make that statement with o fall
konowledge of the actual facts. As &
member of Johnny Morkan's Bears that
ear, I saw the weird oceurrence with my
own eyes. 1t huppened out on the coast
m the presence of some eight thousand
fans.

Those in the amembled throng who
knew Silent and his mamuerisms ¢ould
only stare and wonder. At the time they
had no knowledge of his death. I had.

the rest of the players on the
Bears’ bench. A telegram from the
East had bome the tragic news. That

shed u ghostly light on the
astounding phenomenon and lent to the
affair & vague tinge of plausibility, how-
ever umazing.




1 do not deny the evi-

was.
that day.

with the viotory which
pennant we ever flaunted
along the coast. And that he
et the eredit. For all practieal
the voluble lad had labored

vi

Tine full fupin e most
m)nuonll exhibitions of hurling ever
itnesed. Nevertheless, I insist that

St Smith ptched he Beare o hat
‘peauan Iy as bis death oceurred
o e before the game was enlled

Si-lenl Smith had been our twirling
ce the greater part of the season. Any-
one who ever s him in uction

il uu

Sty in betweon when called Upon and
il win tho vat majorit of is gamen

e o more sociabil
my than wn ancient tombstone.
Mind. T do not profess to have wuy
first hand knowledge as to the sociability
tombstone. My bead never rested
gitin the shadow of one. It may be
Tt et sommnion o couined sleky
o the ream of dejarisl e lm 0
far as the In
extramly unsocable, et yeds
-ms:lml.

the veil of gloom
-huh mwm his advent into our
Spnnx training eamp, He came wander-

t apen the fld ks & lost shesp,
trailing u big. bluck but—the most dis-
mal-looking mm Toar laid eyes upon.

sackcloth, he could bave done justice
to the role of chief mourner at unybody s
funeral,

“The ohef T been busy all morving,
lookiug over & number of *'prom

1y, and tho sight
mally on had uo soothing effect on his

temper.

“Say, Smith,” he-growled, *‘you're
supposed (o be a piteher, not & monu-
ment. Snup out of it] Let's se your
stutt!””

Silent produced « ball from bis hip
pocket and nursed it sadly for a moment
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or two. T thought he was going to ery.
Tustead, he answered the chief in a very
meek and tired voice:

Silent, however, paid absolutely o at-
tention to him. ' Ater uttering thoso
surprising words, he ignored the chief
complely. Slowly be mads his way out

the ound and started a
tower windiup.  The chief swore that
this Iatest addition must bave served
term on the box of  funeral cab.

Slow-motioned o not, the Iad was un-
commonly for a southpa. That
ool ey but what ho did to the ball

r knew. The thing he threw

nn. et arm of his was the biggest

ever stood up against. As if
pose gloom, the ball came
foating up to the plate nd droope do-
joetedly into the catcher’s mitt, Tt v
‘mor like a sigh than any
Uean think of. 1t eluded our bata lm
u soaring phantom an
e ot to s . w084
blow.

Within fifteen minutes the chief kuew
that he had a marvel in tow. 1 could see
him melt as he watched the lad’s solemn

performance and his face began to beam.

“All right, buddy,” he saug out
genially. *But what do you call it”

ime Silent made no answer. At
least, ho did not speak. He merely raised
his shoulders and sighed—a long, deep

"YHE boy could likewie hit. Not that
he over set the league on fire a8 a
slugger, but he revealed o deadly punch
wilh s big,black bat which made bim
4 princo among pincl
This uneanny nhlny of i 10 pineh
was first demoustrated in our opening
e of the seson. Up unel the cighth
oaing ki leting performance bad
rally classed him as avother weak-
hmm. B, ] e bad ek out o
two oocasions and had raised a puny fy
in a thind lmmph "o fourt e b
stepped into the b, however, the win-
ning run was on third and he
hm,nmmmu..p retty single.
How be did it was a8 much of & mys-
tery as his sigh-ball. ‘His woeful stance
at tho plte certaaly would neve hare
Tabeled him a batter of any quality.
picture he presented as he clung to e

t ha
“The End” Yn, in a pinch he could
deliver.
We simply had to accept ailm t hn
wag. There was no changing hi
eions were eatirely to0 unmmmd u:d
be fathomed. He

strike a batter out and look p.mml
unhappy over the deed. He could win &
wame with a timely drive and go into
mourvng. Ha tarmal atmosphere was
oon—deep sl nyvirions—end. it
e
“With oo it swing around the et
the fame of Silent Smith
spread. That left arm of his A
balled its way into the hearts of thou-
sands of fans along the coust. The wild
itk with which his appearance
i the bux e greeted amounted to &
i sigh-ball beeume the topic
of hmml.l dlamnicen,
ere could be no doubt as o his
popuindi, Howis the biggest drawing.
card in baseball anywhere at the time.

time in our history we had pemnant
visions,
Then came the set-back and our visions.

went. a-glimmering. ~Silent Smith was
With the spreading of the

spread o'er the

Bomm-pr—mdmv-mynw-
‘added 1o our misery. **Only o flssh! The
Bears have bt ther .mdel" ‘That was.

consensus wherever
‘l‘he thing began to peeve v.he ehied, and
an effort to redeem the club he went
aut into the sticka aad brought back
Andy Grege.



NOdwhymhnhudo[Andy
Gm He was kmvn as the

in baseball. Bat when the
Mpulluihmomofn"bu‘hv-

standing accomplis He could
piteh and he could talk 1t was hard
o tell in which he excelled
Regardless of his ability, hthbu'!d
‘under difficulties from the very first. A
mo!lmwnrmwwldhm-ﬂmd
the strain. Whenever he hove in

under

oht oo the pitcbe for e day am wn.
e of ““boos”

him, followed by the sing-soug eall for
Sileut Smith. Not that he was

In that hour of need we were all wish-
ing for an iron aru—the arm of Sileat

wus only oue thiug he rvnhl do—ud e
did it Talkative Andy was given the
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wssignment. The lad was ready sud ad-
vertised the fact with his ceaseless jab-
“We got them going, Johuny,” he
Kept repeatiog 10 the St - Winers
coming and the leaves are falling. Just
keep your cye an the tree!
Mo wee all gehernd fn e B,

That pe-

Jimmy Flynn wielding
i Yoot veie coul b beusd sbrw
the buzzing slence, erying the batteries.
Jimmy got uo further iu his aunounce-
ment than the name of Gregg when
spoutaueous roar rolied out of the stand
and eompletely submerged the rest. It
was the howl of \ie pack for its idol.

Unsportsmantike, yes; but Andy only
chuckled.

“Can you beat it, Jubuny,” he
chirped. “'They'd rather have the

morgue out there than a live oue. We'll
bury that bird right now. Come ou, you
cubs. Wateh my smoke!”” And he trot-
wﬂo\nw\heﬁddnmd-dmnrul

Andy had pleuty of *‘smoke” and dis-

but the nerveracking din had as much
effect on the spirit of Andy s water has

‘beaming
; down into the pit .mr
the last “‘out” had been called
knew he was right.
And he stayed right. For seven in-
nings he went on talking and pitching.

we were

simply plaving in lnck. T we lost—

well, we deserved told us s0 in

2wy e, And ey Kimled for

Silent Swith,

Am‘l,ym“ beld bis temper. Mis con-
‘was marvelous. He showed no signs

prnggrory Rprsdiniog wpliaghon
tering away like  magpie.
“I told you we'd bury that melan-
anly bird,” he told the chnief. *‘He's
mfﬂnmlhzgﬂ':nchtm And

‘uncommouly
ber a he litened to Andy's chatier, 1n
his hand there fluttered the familiar blue
of 2 Without & word, ke
handed it over.

Andy read the news and his counte-
nanee fell. . . . Silent Smith was dead.
... That was the break which went
against him. From that momeat on
Andy’s star began to fade.

“I'm sorry T said what I did,” be
murmuted. 1 was only kidding. I
didn’t know about this, Johany.”

Of course not,” answered the ehief,
perking up. **Don’t let it t-ouble you
now. Al you've got to think about is
the winning of this ball game. . . Come
on now, let’s go, boys!”

UT Audy was troubled uevertheless.
i Kyt st s gl that
was the sign. When gain took the
e after & Foitlem ining it was il
evident that he was not himself.
e remumed cal or St et seemed
to irvitate. 1le dug into the dirt with
his spiked shoes; he pulled up blades of
xrass and started elhewing: he-moistened
his fingers against the sod: he did 3
number of things which were not his
want, but which, strangely enough, had
the pitching of Silent
Suith.
P b the plats the unpies wae

Andy walked the mnpmdllvv
ramble of dismay swept the field. The
next ball be Semmy Dawes

gle. The rumble spread to a roar.
Audy spat sarapdly ino s hove and
glared up at the stand.
ery for Silent Smith i finally pene-
ced. riled.

Yok what's bappeaingl Maghe. they
were right—ho knows

T ruse, Andy sped another over the
plate ouly to see it turned iuto u tantaliz-
ing bunt. In his clumsy field



the ball ke stumbled aud fell. The ball
rolled clesr. 1 pounced upon it from my
position st third and kept the Leas
from scoring. But the bases were full
with Do one out and Andy our only
hope.

By this time some eight thousand lusty
throats were raising the very—yes, in-
deed, they were going to that extremity
in their frenzied howl to **take him out’”
and their unreasonable demand for “Si-
let Smith.” Bedlam had broken loose.

T bhanded the bill to Andy and

him to take his time.

“It isn't fair, Ken” be exploded

wrathfully. ““What had I to do with the
loss of Silent? I ask you!”

T assured bim that every member of

that howling mob belonged in & padded
eell and sdded a word or two shout our
peunant

it chances.
This latter had a sobering effect.

‘pounded out two suceessive singles and
‘scored as many runs.

The stand was fairly roeking with the
din of stamping feet and shouting voiees.

Above it all could be heard the name of
Silent Smith, but Ands no longer
heeded.

league and it required & world of eour-
age to faee it.

For » moment Andy never moved,
and then he did a charscteristic thing.
He started talking.’ He told big Jess to
0 get & plank. To me it sounded as if
the bantering tone were forced, but my
heart warmed at the sight of the lad
Sghting o roguin his stride.
““Ataboy,” shouted Tommy Leech
from second. **Make bhim hit it, Andy.
We're all out bere!””

Andy made no response and we
that bis confidence was not at par. He
took one glanee at the ruoner on thind
and suddealy let go with blinding speed.
Big Jess swung with all his power and
o e mapped bk wt Aoy s
rocket. Instinetively Andy raised his

‘The lad crumpled up like a rag.

The clsmor of the erowd was in-
stantly ehoked as they eame to their feet
in & startled wave and stood staring at
the motioness form in the center of the
diamond.
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J THOUGHT the boy was dead. His
face

For ten minutes we worked over his
lifeless form. The only. perceptible sign
of animation was & faint fluttering of
the pulse in his wrist whieh occarred at

intervals of about a minute. The con-
even

dition was strange enough to make
the club physician look puzzled.

pound along like & trip
h.m-w A pateh of color spread in his
Another minute and

a
eyehd: fluttered weakly, his broad chest

heaved and he sighed.
With glassy eyes he stared at the

attempted to climb to his feet,
but got no further than his knees. Two
of the boys caught him by the arms and
started to lead him to the club house.
He would not have it. He shook them
off and swayed inly into the
pitcher’s box.
A gasp of astonishment weot up from
ever dresmed

could resume play. It was un-
believable. They stared at him in sileat
awe, a mute tribute to the sheer grit of
the man.

And then & roar of admira
ceimed & now 3401 et Srith wae
dead!

““Sure you're fit, buddy?” inquired
the anxious chief.

For a moment there was no answer.
Andy turned a baggard face and gazed
2t the chief with y sad eyes. Tle
looked as if the troubles of the world

Then:

‘were resting on his shou
* 4 Andy’s all right!””
e words sounded quecy detached

‘The voice was ton
mmtmmm-ndmu
left the fild. He was going to take a
chance. He bad to. He sent two of the
bv]!ontwlhe bull-pen to warm up,
in case Andy couldn’t make

The erowd settled down in the stand
and started like 50 many bees.
Nothing like it had ever been seen. A
blow like that would have erippled the
spiit of most raen, but there was Andy
willing o go on. Was he able?
o 22 ey were glned on e Ind s e
started digging a hole with his spikes in
front of the rubber. He ignored every-
thing else completely. That the team
was on the small end of a three-to-noth-

9

ing score and that a runner was waiting
on every sack just itching to swell the
lead was of no importance. He seraped
280k Mickod g he Jirt with 2 dlow.

measured effort, as if the digging of
holes was an art. Al this with hanging
head and downeast eyes.

At last the hole was perfect and he
pieked up his glove. To me it looked as
if he were still in a daze. He appeared
to be uncertain of every movement, as if
e vere unable to deide just what 10

do next.

**All right, Andy 1" I inquired doubt-
fully, handing him the bell.
He made no response. He ignored my

not in &
but with perfect ease. i
style was identical “ith ey of St
Smith. A ith was dead.

But this was no time for theorizing.
The batter was set. The umpire was
waiting. We fell into position and play
was resumed.

Tata. Lanky Andvewa stood wp 10 0
plate like 3 statue and watched three
perfectly good strikes float seross. His
bat never left his shoulder. Chubby Wil-

jammed the
52 Tt B e the gl

HE wonder of the thing held the



£

have agreed iat Silent was answering
their call at last. As it wa, they could
ouly stare and wonder.

“When we again trailed iuto the dug-
out we found the chief in camoet con-
sultation with Dr. Barrett, the cluh
physiciau. The word was spread that
Andy be left wloue, and he wax

He came shuffing off the Seld with
banging head and settled down into &
Listess attitude st one end of the beaels.

the most wunatural twit of the
vhul. affair was still in the making.
Ayres lined a protty single into
H[hl to start our half of the ninth and
the erowd started, pulling for us at last.
Tommy Leech pushed Pudgy around
with & well-placed bunt and beat ot
the throw to first. Both of them

body was looking for a pinch-hitter.
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With vietory at stake, it would not do
1o take a chanco on the kitless wouder,
but the chief must bave been playing &
hupeh. He never said & word when
Andy elimbed out of the pit and surves-
ed the betrack with melancholy eyes.
Mive wus the only binck stick in the
lot, and Andy picked it up.
Amid a slence es dead as a graseyard,
e dragge the bat up to the plate. Everr
movement he made was followed by the

the mystery of the thiug held them
fuscinated.

A newspuper photographer took up his
stand along the foul line und focused his
camiera on Andy as be entered the ey
1 Audy saw him he made no sign. Tlis
eves were glued to the ground. Dolc-
fully e sidled around m the left of the
plite, with & weary
effort and stood wnlm;

The umpire brought Blondy back to
earth and be fivally started his wind-up.
That was his last pitching cffort of the
season. The ball went saifing toward the
e with sl ofkingou . Al
conneeted with o resounding erash, aud
three runs came trailing in. The score
was tied while Ands vith the winning
run was third.

He staggered the distanee between
third and home. His feet were dragging
as if loaded with lead. Tle munaged to
make the plate with the deciding tally,
and then eollapsed like an empty sack.

1t was fally o half hour before Andy
recovered and started jabbering away

ke the laul we knew. The doetor took

Linn i land, wnd Audy was puzzled over
the disovery tht he himself had
inished the e, Wis last reeollcetion
was that of beinz hit by a batted ball.

1 might add that a pieture of Audy
starting the ball ou that home-run
journey appeared in the Daily Mail
issued ou September 11, 1912, and creat-
od mueh disewssion th
comntry.
A

¢ the
While omewhat  biurry,
fuce i suliiently clear to be
Cov in faes like a veil
s a misty mlelllm! 'rhwlu clusely re-
sembles the melancholy features of

sadly Sileut sunlh

And Silent Smith was dead!
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