AT SAINT ELIZABETH’S

Some Views in and about one of the Famous

Hospitals of Lincoln.
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BASE BALL PALAVER

We sent the jinx up in a balloon all right, all right, ere the
initial game opened last Tuesday. We sent the jinx up, as we said
before, but that didn’t prevent the attenuated Mr. Hagerman from
pulling off the prize wild fling of a generation. Nor did it prevent
Mr. Firestine from missing fire on a ecouple of easy omnes, nor Mr.
Chapman, the fragile receiver of the Kaws, from leaning up against
one that eame in the groove with a weight that called for a homer,
bringing in three runs ahead of him. It wasn’t the jinx at all.
We've settled that! It was just a plain case of throwing away
a2 game by an exhibition of the national pastime as we ean see any
cld afternoon on the lot in the Rogers tract at Thirty-third and O.
Anybody that lays it to the jinx gets an argument out of us. After
having pickled the initial game in rich brine, we deliberately ex-
posed it to the air and let it spoil. Not that we care a durn about
losing the first game on the local lot—that merely proves base ball
on the square. We'll lose some more, But we hated to lose that
first one because it will give a lot of the tallow-spined and saffron
fans a rich opportunity to bellyache and knock and masticate the
remnant of linen.

A few of the aforesaid tallow-spined and saffron geeks were
in the grand stand Tuesday. They belong to the tribe that gives
its offspring a penny for going without supper, then swiping the
coin from the kids while they are asleep and licking ‘em for hav-
ing lost it. We presume we’ll always have specimens like that af-
flicting us, so let us make the best of it, as the man said when he
had the itch and couldn’t find a drug store that sold lard and red
preeipitate,

We're sorry on another ground that we spilled that initial
game in the fire. We put our Mr. Despain on a soft eushion in a
private box and rather expected to add a bit more color to his
cheeks and a pound or two of fat on his slats by feeding him a
nice little vietory as a starter. We came so dog-gone near losing

the line about him and moor him a bit faster. But it was not to
be so, therefore we sent over a few psychological waves by the

seemd to bear up well.

horseshoes in the initiatory exhibition.
like a boarding house collander leaks prunt juice, but just about
the time it appeared that he would break the Wright brothers’
record he’d stick his spikes into terra cotta and hold fast, where-
upon the horeshoes would jingle merrily in his ears—but O, so
dolefully into our own aurieulars. But we are not going to gnaw
over thoes old bones.

Of course it is all too early to begin sizing up the team as a
whole. It has a few grains of sand in its bearings vet, and a few
pipes are still unthawed, but just the same it looks a whole lot
like a ball team to our igle ee—or eagle eye, as we meant to say.
Several of the old pastimers are there with bells on, and just as
soon as the new material gets over stage fright, superinduced by ap-
pearing before audiences of such beauty and fashion as we turn
cut here in Lincoln, they will be all right. Anyhow, it is worth the
price of admission to watch the beatific smile that smears itself over
the physiognomy of Mr. William Dwyer, the statuesque posing of
Mr. Paulopolus Cobb, the graceful gyrations of Mr. MeCormick, our
midget left fielder, and other characteristic things we aeceumulated
when we herded that bunch together and put our private brand
on ‘em.

We are still waiting for some dopester to explain to us why
they call him ‘““Slow Joe' Doyle. He worked fast enough in the
last inning of the initial game for them to slam him to the fence
for three runs in less than as many minutes. And that’s going
some, we kindo reckon. But Mr. Doyle debutted under sad ecir-
cumstances, therefore we decline to criticizee. We are wagering a
various assortment of sesterces, simoleons, duecats and lacs that Mr.
Doyle is going to put a gratifying number of victories into our grip-
sack during the next four months,

We didn’t turn out as numerously at the opening as we had
hoped to do, but considering all the circumstances we performed
pretty fairly well in the attendance line. Without any organized
boosting for the opener, and just simultaneously, spontaneously and
contemporaneously, we swarmed out to the tune of more than 3,000.

Not that we care a rap, but it would please ’steen hundred
bugs if the umps would enforce the rules, cut out all warming up
between innings and shove the game along. There isn’t a bit of
sense in making a ball game last two hours or more. We've even
seen ’em go in fifty-five minutes, and surely an hour and a half
is long enough. Let’s shove ’em along a bit faster.

O, yes, Firestine made a couple or three bad bobbles in the
first game, but what of it? It doesn’t give us a line on his ability,
even if it did afford the yellows a chance to yawp a bit. Firestine
is laboring under the handieap of starting off a season under com-
parison with the record of a Gagnier at his best. We’'ll postpone
damning the new short stopper until we decide that he really de-
serves it. As it is, he is entitled to consideration, for he has all
the earmarks of a nifty man at the abbreviated position.

As for Mr. Barbour, who pastimes around the third station, he
started off all to the merry. We hope he’ll keep it up, especially
with that swat stuff.

Mr. Mullen, the new kéystone sacker, has our aproval to
date, and we haven't any regrets that we instructed our Mr.
Despain to snare him.

And Mr. Dwyer—the gentleman with the fetching smile We're
all for William. No use worrying about him. He’s got more ree-
ommendations than little Frank had when he graduated from the
Sunday school and started out to show the business world where to
head in. Much gray matter concealed under that cap of William’s.
Also great good nature and managerial ability.

Our pitching staff is still soffering from winter kinks, but

our Mr. Despain that we yearned mightily to get another turn of

Mr. Leake of Toe-pee-kaw was fairly weighted down with|' &
He leaked bases on balls|

emperiec ether route and rejoiced to see that our Mr. Despain|

|

How the Dimes Grow

‘Wonderful how easy it is to break a dollar and spend it
a dime at a time. But it is just as easy to save a dollar a
dime at a time if you cultivate the habit. Dimes grow into
dollars rapidly—and a dollar working for you helps you in
getting the dollars you are working for. We help you culti-
vate the saving habit, and the dollars you save we will put
to work for you. Make your dollars work for you and in
time you’ll not need to work so hard for them.

Come in and let us explain our methods. More than a
decade of successful business is the record we offer for your
consideration.

American Savings Bank

110 SOUTH ELEVENTH ST,

“Ah, There's Sweetness, Madam”

A single whiflf tempts your appetite. Taste it and your favorable impres- !
sions are more than confirmed. Buying Meadow-Gold Butter is buying
butter satisfaction. Sweet, pure. wholesome, delicious. There is a flavor
and genuine goodness about it that you do not get in ordinary butter.
Made only from pure, rich pasteurized cream,

Alwayps in the Fa:: ntea Scaled Package

ONCE TRIED ALWAYS USED

Little Hatchet Flour

Made from Select Nebraska Hard Wheat

WILBER & DeWITT MILLS
RYE FLOUR A SPECIALTY

145 8. 9th St., LINCOLN, NEB.

TELEPHONE US
Bell Phone 200:  Aute. 1459

FIRST SAVINGS BANK
| OF LINCOLN
DEPOSITS $742,000.00

The directors of this bank are the same as the
directors of the First National Bank of Lincoin

4 PER CENT. INTEREST ON DEPOSITS
We gladly open accounts for sums as low as $1

HOOSS & FRAAS
Wholesale Liquor Dealers

Distributors of the famous Storz and Saxon Brew Beers
Family Trade a Specialty
201 N. 9th St

Green Gables

The Dr. ‘Benj. F. Baily
Sanatorium, Lincoln, Neb.

FOR NON-CONTAGIOUS CHRONIC DISEASES. LARGEST
BEST EQUIFPED, MOST BEAUTIFULLY FURNISHED




