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    This is a story about how a scattered group of enthusiasts becomes a true team, and how victory demands more than skill alone. Our Base Ball Club and How It Won the Championship by Noah Brooks presents a formative vision of organized youth sport, using the ball field to explore character, commitment, and community. Brooks, an American journalist and author, shapes a narrative in which competition catalyzes growth rather than simply crowning a winner. The book offers readers an engaging entrance into early baseball culture, focusing on how rules, roles, and responsibilities emerge as young players learn to trust one another and measure themselves against worthy opponents.

Situated within late nineteenth-century American literature, this work belongs to the tradition of juvenile sports fiction and reflects the period’s distinctive spelling of the game as Base Ball. Published when the sport was solidifying its status in the United States, it captures the atmosphere of local clubs, friendly rivalries, and seasonal campaigns. Its setting in an American community emphasizes familiarity and accessibility: readers encounter recognizable streets, schooldays, and public spaces transformed into informal training grounds. Without relying on sensationalism, the narrative channels the everyday excitement of forming a club, scheduling matches, and striving for improvement, making it an early and influential entry in baseball’s literary record.

The premise is straightforward and inviting: a group of boys organizes a club, learns to play together, and sets its sights on a championship, encountering obstacles that test both skill and spirit. Brooks guides readers through practices, lineups, and match days with a club-centered perspective that favors camaraderie over individual glory. The style is brisk and clear, marked by an earnest tone and a steady sense of momentum. Game scenes and off-field planning share equal importance, giving the book the feel of a season unfolding in episodes. The mood balances buoyancy with realism, acknowledging setbacks while keeping the narrative focused on growth and sportsmanship.

Teamwork stands at the center, joined by themes of perseverance, fair play, and restraint in the face of pressure. The players learn that order and preparation matter as much as raw talent, and that trust cannot be improvised in the ninth inning of a close contest. Leadership emerges as a practice—balancing authority, listening, and example—rather than a fixed title. The book also explores the difference between playing to win and playing well, showing how discipline and mutual respect create lasting success. These values are presented not as moral lectures but as lessons that arise naturally from the rhythms of practice, strategy, and competition.

As a snapshot of baseball’s formative years, the novel illuminates a moment when club structures, equipment habits, and expectations of conduct were taking clearer shape. Readers encounter the social fabric of the game, where matches are community events and standards of behavior are as important as scores. The emphasis on amateur play highlights a view of sport as a public good, a venue for developing character and forging common purpose. By attending to detail without becoming technical, the book helps modern readers appreciate how the sport’s early culture prized courtesy, steadiness, and accountability, and how those norms supported both spirited rivalry and neighborly fellowship.

Contemporary readers may find the book relevant for its portrayal of youth sport as an education in citizenship. It invites reflection on what teams ask of individuals—sacrifice, patience, resilience—and what communities owe to their teams—encouragement, fairness, and perspective. The narrative’s steady focus on preparation, roles, and responsibility speaks to ongoing conversations about coaching, leadership, and the pressure to win at all costs. It offers a counterpoint: excellence built through habits rather than shortcuts. The period setting also provides a historical lens on today’s debates, suggesting how the ideals of sportsmanship can both anchor and challenge competitive ambitions across generations.

Reading Our Base Ball Club and How It Won the Championship today means savoring period language, noticing how a club takes shape, and tracing how strategic thinking evolves across a season without foreclosing surprises. The book’s pleasures lie in its balance of lively play and careful organization, its celebration of collective effort, and its confidence that a club’s culture determines its destiny. Brooks’s narrative rewards patient attention to small moments—assigning positions, practicing fundamentals, honoring opponents—that accumulate into a larger portrait of success. For those drawn to sports history, youth literature, or stories of shared endeavor, it offers an inviting, enduring introduction to baseball’s early imagination.
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    The narrative opens in a New England seaport town where boys watch base ball gain popularity and decide to organize a proper club of their own. The unnamed first-person narrator reports how informal games on uneven lots leave them eager for rules, discipline, and recognized opponents. Inspired by newspaper accounts of established nines and by visiting teams, they resolve to form a club that can challenge neighboring towns. The emphasis is on order, not just enthusiasm: they understand that uniforms, equipment, and a field will be necessary. The chapter sets the scene, the youthful energy, and the community curiosity surrounding the venture.

A first formal meeting is called, with bylaws drafted, officers elected, and membership dues established to cover expenses. The boys choose a club name and adopt rules of play consistent with the best practice of the day. They secure a suitable ground through negotiation with local landowners and arrange a regular practice schedule. The narrator records the deliberations with care, highlighting the responsibilities of captain, secretary, and treasurer. A sense of fair dealing is insisted upon: punctuality, sobriety, and respect for umpires. This foundational step transforms the group from casual companions into a bona fide base ball organization.

With the framework in place, the club gains traction through recruitment and training. They obtain balls, bats, bases, and simple uniforms, then set about assigning positions, experimenting with pitcher and catcher combinations, and drilling fielding. Strategy is introduced gradually: backing up throws, calling for flies, and avoiding reckless base running. The narrator explains the reasoning behind each choice, showing how individual skill must serve the nine’s coordinated plan. Curious townspeople wander by the grounds, and local tradesmen take a friendly interest. Confidence grows, tempered by reminders that practice is not competition. A challenge from a nearby town soon gives them a first real test.

The opening match day brings excitement and jitters. Traveling players arrive, an umpire is selected, and the town gathers along the foul lines. Early innings reveal the gap between rehearsal and reality: nerves, misjudged flies, and hurried throws. The visiting nine’s steadiness contrasts with the home club’s inconsistency. The narrator describes key moments without melodrama, noting how even small lapses change the score. Though the result is not in their favor, the boys accept defeat, listen to respectful criticism, and resolve to improve. The local paper’s report praises their spirit while urging more discipline, and the club redoubles practice accordingly.

In the middle chapters, training becomes systematic. The captain introduces signals, cutoffs, and orderly batting practice, stressing patience at the plate and accuracy in the field. The pitcher and catcher refine their partnership, while infielders coordinate to prevent extra bases. A new rivalry emerges with a stronger club from a larger town, known for hard hitting and sharp tactics. The narrator shows how etiquette and sportsmanship remain central, even when disputes arise over close calls. The boys also learn to manage crowds, keep official scores, and maintain equipment. Small improvements accumulate, and they begin to win close games by minimizing errors.

Adversity tests the club’s cohesion. A key player’s injury forces adjustments and tries their depth. Differences of opinion about leadership and lineups threaten morale. Rainy weeks disrupt scheduling and draw down funds. To keep the club solvent, members organize a benefit entertainment and seek modest subscriptions from supporters. A trusted elder offers level-headed advice that helps reconcile tempers and sharpen focus. The narrator notes how financial responsibility and fair play sustain public goodwill. When an away match exposes a strategic weakness, they alter training once more. By confronting setbacks openly, the club matures in judgment as well as in skill.

As the season advances, the standings take shape, and a regional championship becomes attainable. The club accepts a series of decisive fixtures, requiring travel by train and steamer, unfamiliar grounds, and mixed weather. The narrator details the practicalities—meals, lodging, and the pacing of long days—alongside the steadying routines of warm-ups and signals. Close contests hinge on fielding reliability and restraint in tense innings. A pivotal late-season victory, earned by consistent play rather than spectacle, puts the championship within reach. The town’s support swells, yet the captain urges calm, reminding the nine that a title demands composure as much as vigor.

The climactic match gathers a large, attentive crowd and a respected umpire. The opposing club arrives with a reputation for aggressive hitting and clever base running. The narrator emphasizes preparation, sportsmanship, and the decision to trust practiced tactics. Innings unfold with prolonged pressure, moments of hazard, and measured responses. Disputed plays are handled without rancor, reflecting the club’s discipline. While specific strokes and outs remain untold to preserve suspense, the outcome accords with the book’s title: steady teamwork and adherence to rules decide the day. The victory is treated as the fruit of organization and mutual confidence rather than any single heroic act.

In the aftermath, celebrations remain orderly, underscoring the club’s commitment to clean sport and community pride. The narrator summarizes the season’s lessons: careful planning, promptness, self-control, and fidelity to the umpire’s authority. Local leaders commend the boys for representing the town honorably, and the club’s success inspires younger players to form new nines. Practical matters—accounts closed, grounds tidied, and equipment stored—receive the same attention as trophies. The book’s message is clear: organized play fosters character, friendship, and civic spirit. By tracing the club’s progress from eager beginners to champions, the narrative presents a concise model of how disciplined teamwork prevails.
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    Published in 1884, Noah Brooks’s juvenile baseball narrative is set in the immediate postbellum Gilded Age, roughly the early 1880s, in a fictional small American town that resembles the industrializing communities of New England or the Mid-Atlantic. The setting includes a common or vacant lot adapted as a ball ground, a public school that supplies players, and railroad links that make intertown contests feasible. The period is marked by expanding newspapers, fraternal clubs, and municipal pride, all of which translate directly into organized youth sport. Brooks, a veteran journalist who had lived in Washington during the Civil War and afterward in Boston and New York, writes with the observational detail of that milieu.

The work is anchored in the rapid institutionalization of base ball from the 1850s to the mid-1880s. The National Association of Base Ball Players formed in New York in 1857, codifying nine innings, nine players, and standardized rules. After the Civil War, the first openly professional team, the Cincinnati Red Stockings, toured successfully in 1869, and the National Association of Professional Base Ball Players operated from 1871 to 1875. In 1876, the National League of Professional Base Ball Clubs centralized discipline and scheduling; the American Association followed in 1882, embracing Sunday games and cheaper tickets to attract working-class fans. Rules and equipment evolved swiftly: overhand pitching was legalized in 1884, the catcher's mask was patented by Fred Thayer in 1878 after early use at Harvard in 1877, gloves became common in the late 1870s, and A. G. Spalding and Brothers (founded 1876) standardized balls and bats. The year 1884, the likely moment of the book’s composition and publication, also produced the first postseason matchup often called the World’s Series, in which the Providence Grays defeated the New York Metropolitans 3–0, with Charles Old Hoss Radbourn earning an unprecedented 59 victories that season and winning all three series games, played at the Polo Grounds in New York and the Messer Street Grounds in Providence. Brooks’s story mirrors this championship culture on a local scale: the boys’ pursuit of a title, attention to practice, signals, and positional play, and concern with regulation conduct directly reflect the contemporaneous elevation of organized, rule-bound competition as a civic spectacle. By dramatizing a club that trains, elects officers, and competes for a recognized championship, the book translates national developments in governance, professionalism, and tactics to the level of schoolboys and townspeople.

The Civil War (1861–1865) accelerated the spread of base ball, as soldiers carried the game between camps, regions, and home communities. Union regiments documented games in camp newspapers and diaries, and postwar demobilization carried the pastime to Southern and Western towns, where new clubs formed in Richmond, New Orleans, and St. Louis. This diffusion helped transform a New York–centric pastime into a national game by the late 1860s. Brooks, who served as a Washington correspondent and knew the war’s social aftermath, channels that unifying legacy into a narrative where intertown rivalries are framed as orderly, rule-governed contests that bind, rather than divide, a heterogeneous republic.

Gilded Age club culture and the Muscular Christianity ethos shaped youth sport. Urban and small-town associations multiplied; the Young Men’s Christian Association, founded in Boston in 1851, promoted moral uplift through physical exercise, and school reforms expanded extracurricular life. Public parks and commons became planned athletic spaces amid civic boosterism. Boys’ clubs of the era kept minutes, dues, and bylaws, echoing adult fraternal orders. The book mirrors this associational world as its team elects captains, enforces discipline, and links personal character to athletic performance. The emphasis on punctuality, sobriety, and teamwork reflects a contemporaneous belief that sport could form citizens suited to industrial order and democratic self-rule.

Technological and media infrastructures enabled wider competition and spectatorship. U.S. railroad track mileage surged from about 35,000 miles in 1865 to more than 160,000 by 1890, making intertown and intercity games feasible. The electric telegraph transmitted scores; daily newspapers expanded sporting pages. Henry Chadwick popularized the box score and statistical analysis in the 1860s and edited annual guides such as Beadle’s Dime Base-Ball Player (first issued in 1860). The Sporting News, founded in St. Louis in 1886, soon chronicled the national scene. The book’s preoccupation with schedules, standings, and recorded feats mirrors this data-minded culture, presenting the local championship as newsworthy, measurable, and deserving of civic attention.

Temperance and anti-gambling campaigns formed a powerful backdrop. The National League disciplined gambling after the Louisville Grays scandal of 1877, when four players, including Jim Devlin and George Hall, were banned for life for throwing games. The American Association, founded in 1882 and nicknamed the beer and whiskey league, permitted alcohol sales and Sunday games, provoking moral controversy and municipal regulation. Brooks’s narrative aligns with reformist currents by contrasting disciplined training with the temptations of loafing, rowdy spectatorship, and saloon culture around ball grounds. The story implicitly endorses temperance-era values: self-control, clean recreation, and civic decorum as prerequisites for legitimate championships and community respect.

Immigration, ethnicity, and race framed who could play and watch. Irish American stars such as Mike King Kelly, sold to the Boston Beaneaters in 1887 for a then-record 10,000 dollars, symbolized both assimilation and sensationalized celebrity. Racial exclusion hardened in the mid-1880s: Moses Fleetwood Walker caught for Toledo in the major leagues in 1884, but incidents involving Cap Anson (notably in 1883 and 1887) and the International League’s 1887 ban on new Black players presaged the color line. The book’s implicitly white, middle-class club reflects mainstream norms of participation, while its stress on order and respectability resonates with contemporary anxieties about class mixing, immigrant youth, and public comportment.

As a social critique, the book champions amateur, community-centered athletics against the excesses of commercialization, gambling, and spectacle that shadowed big-league ball in the 1880s. Its portrayal of elected officers, transparent rules, and earned merit rebukes favoritism and corrupt patronage common in urban politics. By linking victory to diligence, sobriety, and mutual obligation, it indicts the era’s rowdyism and the saloon’s grip on leisure. The team’s homogeneity and gentlemanly codes, however, also expose the limits of inclusion, gesturing toward class and racial boundaries that constrained participation. In teaching fair play as civic virtue, the narrative offers both an ideal and a measured critique of Gilded Age social order.
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CHAPTER II.

"A SCRUB GAME[1]."

Notwithstanding the gloom of the morning, the day came off bright and fine, and by the time the train was due from the West, bringing the Jonesville boys, the weather was perfect. A serene October sky bent over Catalpa, and the bright river flowed rippling toward the Mississippi, its banks red and yellow with autumnal foliage. Crossing the bridge from North Catalpa and from the farming settlements to the north were strings of buggies, lumber-wagons and other vehicles; and not a few sight-seers jogged along on horseback, all with their faces set toward the Agricultural Fair Grounds, just above the town and lying to the southward. Catalpa is built on a slope that descends from the rolling prairie to the bank of Stone River. Once out of the town, one reaches a lovely stretch of undulating ground skirted by a dead level plain, admirably adapted for a base ball field. The original use of the Fair Grounds had almost been forgotten when the ball clubs of Catalpa began to practice within the enclosure. The Northern District fair had gone farther North, and the grounds were left to chance comers—a travelling circus, or an occasional amateur racing match.

To-day, the blue and white flag of the Catalpas floated proudly from what had once been the Judges' stand, while the pale green colors of the Jonesvillians hung lazily from a staff driven into the ground to the westward of the track. For more than an hour before the time set for the calling of the game, a steady stream of people poured into the enclosure. The battered and rickety seats had been patched up to bear the weight of those who were willing to pay the small fee exacted for the privilege; but the mass of the spectators were grouped together in the open spaces to the westward and southward of these, and farther around the ring was a thin line of vehicles of various descriptions. Men and women on horseback, young girls crowded into wagon-boxes, and boys ramping around on scrubby mustangs, filled up the background.

It was a pretty sight. And while the crowd waited for the hour to arrive, much scientific base ball gossip drifted about the enclosure. Village lads who had worked hard or had teased with uncommon assiduity to secure the "two bits[2]" needed to gain admission to the grounds, chaffed each other vociferously and exchanged learned comments on the playing and the qualities of the combatants.

"Oh you should have seen John Brubaker play right field that day when the Catalpas sent the Jonesvillers home with a big headache," said one of these small critics, as he viewed with admiration Brubaker's stalwart form reclining at ease in the shade of the judges' stand. "Why he just everlastingly got away with the ball every time one of the Jonesvillers gave him one. Then there was Lew Morris, there's no player in the Jonesvillers, 'cept it is Larry Boyne, that can catch a ball like Lew, and why the Catalpas keep him in the left field, I don't know."

"Oh you talk too much with your mouth, you, Bill, you," cried a bigger base ball connoisseur. "What do you know about the game? Why, I saw the Jonesvillians, three years ago, when they first played the old Catalpas, I mean the soldier boys. That was playing, now I tell you. Hurrah! There comes the Nine!"

Pretty Alice Howell, sitting in her father's carriage and accompanied by the Judge and her severe-looking aunt, Miss Anstress, clapped her hands at the sight, for the two Nines drew near to each other and the game was called. The dignified Judge smiled at the girl's enthusiasm, but, as he looked around, he saw that multitudes of other young ladies, as well as ladies no longer young—mothers and aged spinsters, watched the preliminaries of the game with absorbing interest.

The Jonesville Nine were not so well developed, physically, as the Catalpas. They were mostly farmer's sons, born and bred on the low prairies to the westward of Stone River. It is a region long famous for its prevailing fever-and-ague[3] epidemic. The sallow faces of some of the Jonesville players suggested quinine and "cholagogue[4]," just then a favorite specific among the ague-smitten population of Northern Illinois. Nor were the members of the visiting Nine as uniform in size and appearance as the Catalpas. The breadth of chest and vigorous outline of the home nine were not repeated in the forms of the Jonesville boys.

[image: pic]

"PRETTY ALICE HOWELL, SITTING IN HER FATHER'S CARRIAGE, AND ACCOMPANIED BY THE JUDGE AND HER SEVERE LOOKING AUNT, MISS ANSTRESS, CLAPPED HER HANDS AT THE SIGHT."—Page 18.

The Catalpas were well chosen with an eye to symmetry and uniformity. They were all brawny and athletic young fellows. As they were mostly men of leisure, they had had plenty of time to practice, and they were apparently ready to give good account of themselves. Chiefly on Al Heaton, the stalwart catcher, did the eyes of the multitude rest with favor. He was a tall, shapely young fellow, with a ruddy and oval face, bright brown eyes, a keen glance, and a sinewy length of limb that gave him pre-eminence in the field.

The batting game of the Catalpas was better than that of the Jonesvillians, as all previous encounters had shown. But the fielding of the Jonesville boys was far better than that of any other nine with whom they had measured their strength and skill. And Larry Boyne, a fresh-faced and laughing young man from Sugar Grove, but a member of the Jonesville Nine, was the champion catcher of the whole region. So long as the Jonesville Nine held on to Larry, they felt sure of victory. Larry Boyne was a trifle shorter than the average of his comrades. His round and well-poised head was covered with a shock of curly flaxen hair, and his sturdy legs, muscular arms and ample chest gave token of a large stock of reserved power. "That's the best looking Jonesvillian of them all" was the secret thought of many an observant girl and the open criticism of many a loud-talking spectator.

This is the manner of placing the two Clubs:—

Catalpas.



Lewis Morris, L.F.

Charlie King, P.

Hart Stirling, 2d B.

Will Sprague, 3d B.

John Brubaker, R.F.

Hiram Porter, 1st B.

George Buckner, C.F.

Albert Heaton, C.

Ben Burton, S.S.



Jonesvilles.



Studley, 2d B.

Larry Boyne, C.

Morrison, 1st B.

Ellis, P.

Wheeler, C.F.

Martin, L.F.

Simpson, 3d B.

Berthelet, R.F.

Alexander, S.S.


The Catalpas won the toss and went to the field, with due consideration for the improvement of their chances in the final innings, and the game began with a comfortable feeling pervading the champions of the home nine. The winning of the toss was a good omen, everybody thought.

A buzz of half-suppressed excitement swept over the field as Studley, of the Jonesville Nine, went first to the bat. He sent a low ball to second base which Hart Stirling failed to hold, and Studley got to first base. Larry Boyne followed and sent up a sky-high ball, and Studley, having stolen to second and third base, got safely home, while Larry reached second base. Morrison sent a good right fielder, on which he got half-way around, while Larry, with a rush, made the home run, adding one more to the score of the Jonesvilles. Alice bit her lip with vexation, but some of the more magnanimous of the townspeople commented, under their breath, "Good for the red-cheeked Irishman!"

Great things were expected of Ellis, the champion pitcher of the Jonesvillians, who went next to the bat, and who was reckoned as nearly as good with the bat as with the ball; but he made a poor strike, and, with a long-drawn "Oh-h-h!" from the sympathetic friends of the home club, the ball dropped near the home base and the young champion of Jonesville went out on his first. Next, Morrison, in his haste to get to third base, was put out by Will Sprague, and the fortunes of the visitors visibly waned. Wheeler, who went next to the bat, provoked a murmur of approbation from the spectators, who were now warming up to the game, and who admired the handsome proportions and springy movements of the center fielder of the Jonesvillers. He sent a resounding ball safely to the right field, got to first base, but, overrunning the second base, was neatly put out by Hart Stirling, the second base man of the Catalpas. Thus closed the innings—two runs for the visiting Nine.

"Not much to brag of," remarked Bill Van Orman, the big pitcher of the Dean County Nine. "Not much to brag of, and I don't think that the Jonesvillians are feeling first rate over this. Let them wait until Al Heaton and Charlie King get after them. Then they'll sing small, I allow."

"Hush up, you, there goes Lew Morris to the bat for the Catalpas. He'll show them something. Look at that chist of his! Golly! don't I remember him, though!" remarked Hank Mitchell.

Lew Morris, tall, handsome and sinewy, deserved the praises lavished upon him, as he stood, modestly but confidently, to open the innings for the Catalpas. But, to the great disappointment of his admirers, he failed to make a hit and was sent to first base on three called balls. Charlie King justified the expectations of his friends by striking a tremendous ball to right field, on which Lew Morris tallied one, but in trying to get to second base, was put out by Studley in excellent style. Hart Stirling followed, making the first quarter, and Will Sprague went to second base on a strong hit to right field, which brought Stirling home. John Brubaker next went to the bat, with an air of serene confidence, but he failed to satisfy the expectations of the on-lookers, and went out on a foul tip.

"Your champions do not seem to be in good condition, to-day, Alice," said the Judge, demurely. "I am just beginning to become interested in the game, and I must say that I shouldn't like to see the Catalpas beaten."

"Thank you, papa," said Alice, her eyes sparkling with excitement. "I thought you would get waked up if you once saw the play and realized how much depends on the game to-day."

"It's the championship of the Northern District, is it not, my child?"

"Yes, and if the Catalpas don't win now, I am afraid—well, I don't know what I am afraid of. But they will be dreadfully discouraged."

"So shall I be," said the Judge, gravely turning his eyes to the stand, where Hiram Porter, the first base man of the home nine, and an honor man in his class at Ann Arbor, had taken up the bat. Hiram retrieved the failing fortunes of the Catalpas by a powerful ball to center field on which he reached the first base. George Buckner, who followed, sent a high ball which was beautifully caught by Studley, on second base, amidst murmurs of applause, as if the townsmen and townswomen of the Catalpas were half-ashamed to give full expression to their extorted admiration of the visitors' good play.

"That was well done, anyway," remarked Hank Mitchell, "and that winds up the first inning with three outs and three runs to two for the Jonesvillians. Come, you must wake up, Catalpas, or we shall get licked again."

"Wait until the Catalpas come in on the last innings, and then you'll see some fun. They are laying low for black ducks[5], and don't you forget that. We've tried them too many times, Hank, and you know it." This was Van Orman's shrewd comment, as the second inning began with Martin, the Jonesville left fielder, at the bat. He should not have made the first base "by rights" as the observant Hank remarked, under his breath, but Charlie King and Hiram Porter fumbled the ball, and he got safely to first. Simpson struck the ball straight into the pitcher's hands and went out ignominiously. Then Berthelet went out on three strikes, and the spirits of the sympathetic spectators rose perceptibly. Two out and no runs for the visitors.

"Things are looking dark for your friends from Jonesville," said the Judge. "And, by the way, isn't there danger of their getting what you call 'a goose-egg' in this game, Alice?"

"O yes, papa," she answered, "I shouldn't wonder the least bit if they should be whitewashed in this inning, but there are so many chances against it that I wouldn't like to boast too much beforehand. Those Jonesville boys are awful sly!"

"That's Sam Alexander at the bat now, trying in vain to strike the ball." And, as Alice spoke, Alexander walked to first base on called balls, and Martin cleverly made his home run, scoring one for the Jonesvillians. "So they will not be whitewashed, at all events," said Alice, with a little sigh.

Studley now made his second base by a ground ball to third base which Will Sprague failed to stop, and by which also Alexander came home. Larry Boyne, smiling, but keenly alive to the critical condition of affairs, now went to the bat, made a magnificent ball to center field and went to first base whither he was quickly followed by Morrison, and Studley
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