











- ‘sure of my foot, began to thrash about”

and in some strange manner got his head

_ in the top of my boot. Before I knew
-what had happened, he had wiggled

his whole body in.

It was one of the most awful sensa-
tions I have ever had. 1 knew, of
course, that the snake was harmless, but
I lost all track of this in my wild ef-
forts to remove my boot and relieve my-
self of the squirming thing inside. As
far as my feelings were concerned it
might as well have been a rattlesnake,
and when I finally managed to get the
boot off, T decided to postpone my snake
collection for a day or so at least.

Although in those days organized
athletics were practically a thing un-
known to us, there were plenty of
games, mostly running games, in which
we unconsciously developed our legs.
There were “crack the whip,” “red ro-
ver come over,” “duck on the rock,” and
a lot of games like those which kept us
on our toes most of the time. As I
remember now, a natural speed and en-
durance enabled me to more than hold
my own, but that, of course, held no
significance at the time.

About the only races we had were
to and from the lake. It was always
an advantage to be the first one in the
swimming hole after school because the
last one in was generally due for a
good ducking, which was not only de-
grading but decidedly unpleasant. And
of course before school we would stay
in till the last minute and then race for
school to keep from being late. It was
the same way in winter with skating, so
it seems that the greater part of my life
at that time was spent on the run.

1I.

‘When I was nine years old my family
moved from Almonesson to Clayton,
New Jersey. Clayton, at that time, was
but slightly larger than Aimonesson, but
the environment was somewhat differ-
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ent, in that the inhabitants were of the

industrial rather than the farming type. -

The town was practically made up
of the employees of a glass factory, and
the glass factory itself controlled the
town to such an extent that the com-
munity almost resembled a small mon-
archy. Most of the homes were owned
by the glass company, which also oper-
ated the general store. It was under-
stood that all the empleyees were ex-
pected to buy all their supplies at this
store. Their coal in winter .was alse
to be purchased from the company. In
the latter instance it quite eften hap-
pened that a family had laid in a supply
of wood for winter consumption, but
this made no difference in the matter;
the coal had to be bought just the same.

There were a large number of child-
ren employed in the factory, and it was
a difficult matter for a man to secure
work there if he didn’t have at least
onie son. If he was blessed with several
his own chances improved in propor-
tion.

It was here that 1 “broke my novice”
in the field of industry and started upon
my first million. T was set to work roll-
ing jars at the attractive salary of nine
dollars a month. The hours were long

and the work unusually hard for a lad "

of that age, so I felt more than once
that the wages were just a bit low.
The jars, fruit jars, were first blown
by the blower and then placed on the
rolling buck, a table high on the ends
and hellow in the center so that the
jars could be rolled back and forth to
cool. My job was to keep these jars
moving by means of a couple of wooden
paddles, and as there were often several
jars on the buck at the same time it is
evident that we didn’t have much time
to loaf. There were other rollers, of
course, beside myself, and another fac-

tor that added excitement and, one-

might sav, incentive to the work was
that all the blowers worked on per-
centage. Therefore, when one of the
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jars ceased to roll before it had cooled
sufficiently to become rigid, and flattened
out on the bucks, it was just so much
money out of the pockets of the blow-
ers. Their method of reducing these
accidents to the minimum was unique
and effective.

They all chewed tobacco—I've often
thought it would interfere with their
blowing, but it didn’t seem to—and one,
of the most disagreeable features of
this habit is that the juice cannot be
swallowed with any degree of comfort.
Users of the weed in this form become
excellent marksmen. ‘A%at is where the
rollers came in, because \f a jar were
allowed to flatten, the roller responsible
for the outrage became at once a legiti-
mate target for the blower thus ag-
grieved. Not pleasant or pretty, but, as
I suggested before, effective.

I didn’t last long on that job because
1 reached the conclusion before many
days that there were some things even
worse than school. So I returned to
school, and after the usual number of
scraps and rough-houses which are re-
quired of a newcomer, settled down to
very much the same series of adventures
I had enjoyed in Almonesson, except

that, for some strange reason or other,

1 had taken a decided fancy to my
teacher. I suppose every youngster, at
some time or other, finds in one of his

teachers a thrilling resemblance to his -

feminine ideal, even though he had
rather lose a leg than admit as much. I

believe, however, that my brief romance -

ended with a harder bump than that of
most pupils. :

It seems that about that time I ac-
quired the collection fever, and, cast-
ing about for something to collect, de-
cided that birds’ eggs offered the great-
est possibilities from the standpoint of
variety and excitement. I started with
the customary energy and earnestness
with which a youngster always attacks
anew project, and in time was the proud
possessor of a really formidable collec-

nests in plain sight and .depend frankly

tion. And in the collécting T had un-
knowingly acquired an education in
natural history concerning birds and
their habits which has been of value to
me all my life.

I have climbed the inside of chimneys
for chimney swifts and learned how
their nests are made of leose sticks glued
firmly in one corner. I have climbed
the girders of bridges for bridge swal-
lows to find their nests fashioned of
mud, and I have studied the peculiarities
of the bank swallow, which, like some )
animal, burrows a hole in a clay bank
and conceals its nest within. I mention
these few as examples of the pos-
sibility of acquiring knowledge from a
single family of birds, so that it may
be easy to understand that a day-after-
day search for eggs reveals numbers of
domestic birds that the average person
does not know exist.

1 learned through experience how
some birds depend for the protection of
their eggs on the canny concealment of
their nests, how others depend upon
protective coloration, and how still
others, such as the robin, build their

upon the protection of man. I learned
that the cuckoo is too lazy to build a
nest of its own and lays its eggs in the
nests of other birds. 1 also learned with
surprise that the flicker, unlike other
birds, would return to its nest and lay
eggs after the nest had been robbed
several consecutive times,

It was in the acquisition of this latter
bit of knowledge that I had one of my
most exciting experiences in collecting
birds’ eggs.

Some other boys and I had located
the nest of a flicker—which, by the way,
is a species of woodpecker—in a hollow !
cedar tree. We decided to add to our
collection at the expense of Mrs,
Flicker, so after school one day we set
out for the tree. T volunteered to climb
to the hole, which was about six inches
in diameter. I braced myself in the
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crotch of a limb, thrust in my arm, and
closed my hand around the squirming
body of a good-sized snake.

It’s a wonder I didn’t fall out of the
tree, but I was too paralyzed with fright
even to let go of the snake. I jerked
my arm out and the snake with it be-
fore my fingers would loosen sufficiently
to let the thing go. It turned out to be
a big black snake about three feet in
length which had evidently preceded us
to the nest in search of eggs. Needless
to say, that was the last nest I ever
searched into without first assuring my-
self that no visitors were there before
me.

My collection also contained a good
many snake and turtle eggs, and in this
connection I'll never forget the first
time I ever saw a turtle parade.

The turtle always lays its eggs some
distance from the water in an open,
sandy spot, and covers the eggs with a
thin layer of sand so that the heat of
the sun will hatch them. The mother
then proceeds to go about her business
and depends upon the elements to do
the rest. There are usually about thirty
or forty eggs in a nest, and when they
hatch out, practically all at the same
time, the little turtles, each about the size
of a nickel and beautifully marked,
start their parade to the water, single
file in the trail left by their mother.
The little devils seem to take themselves
and their parade so seriously that it
would take a hard heart indeed to inter-
rupt their march.

I had no intention of becoming side-
tracked into a discussion of mnatural
history, the main object of mentioning
my collection at all being to emphasize
the trouble I had taken to acquire it,
and to admit that my sentiment over-
balanced my good judgment and caused
me to present the whole thing to my
teacher as a token of my affection. This
would perhaps have caused me a warm
glow of righteousness in after years if
it hadn’t been for the fact that several
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days later I was kicked out of school.
The direct cause, 1 believe, was a fight
in which my opponent used a club, and
in which I came out second best, minus
a couple of front teeth.

It was during this period that I en-
tered upon a form of exercise which I
believe was largely responsible for the
development of my running ability. The
boys at this time adopted the hoop-
rolling fad.

We would each provide ourselves with
an iron barrel hoop and a stick with
a curved crosspiece fastened to one end,
and run for miles on the Cape May
turnpike. It was not ususual for some
of us with greater endurance to run to
another town and back, pushing our
hoops along beside us. In such instances
it was considered quite a disgrace to
allow the hoop to stop rolling, so, with-
out realizing it at the time, I acquired
a tremendous amount of early training
which I believe was invaluable to me
later on. And acquired, as it was, un-
consciously and in the spirit of play,
it was of more value than the running
condition acquired by the deliberate
grind of training, a factor which I shall
discuss a little later along.

I remember another running incident
which occurred during the winter, while
we were still in Clayton. It was on
Thanksgiving Day, and the ground was
covered with snow. We had set out upon
about a ten-mile drive. It was terribly
cold, so cold that in order to get my
blood circulating once more I got out
and followed the sleigh on foot. After
I had run along behind for about a mile
I decided that I didn’t want to make
the trip, anvway, so I turned around
and ran back home, a distance of sev-
eral miles.

When I was thirteen years old we
moved again, this time to Haddonfield,
New Jersev. We lived there but a
short time. during which time 1 behaved
myself so well that this chapter of my
life was more or less free from ad-
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venture, if we may except the time that
I spent the night in jail.

An incident of this sort is certainly
nothing to brag about, but on the other
hand it is sometimes possible that the
offense, in a broader sense, is not crimi-
nal. 1 choose to believe that I was not
entirely at fault in this instance, and,
inasmuch as few people have the dis-
tinction of spending the night in jail,
I am going to take time at this point
to tell how it came about.

Another lad and 1 were standing
outside the drug store one evening dis-
cussing things in general and behaving
ourselves. The other boy—I have for-
gotten his name—was practically an in-
valid. He had been injured some time
before when he had been accidentally hit
by a bat while playing baseball, and had
not yet regained his strength. -

The evening was chilly and the boy
was kicking his heels against the door
of the store to keep his feet warm. The
drug clerk became suddenly annoyed at
the noise of the kicking, and without a
word of warning rushed out, seized my
friend, and began cuffing him about the
head. I never could figure out the cause
of this sudden attack. Maybe the clerk
had a headache or perhaps we failed to
hear his request to discontinue the
racket, but, at any rate, we were both
pretty much surprised, and neither of
us wasted time pondering the matter
then. We had too much to attend
to.
My friend was naturally working
under somewhat of a handicap, due to
his physical weakness and the progress
his attacker had already made. But I,
left to my own devices, suddenly saw
red. I realized that my own strength,
unscientifically applied, would be of no
avail, so I decided to apply it scientifi-
cally, and the device T chose to accom-
plish my purpose closely resembled a
goad-sized rock. In fact, it must have
been a rock, because it ended the argu-
ment abruptly and we left the field of
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battle in triumph, leaving the drug clerk
to take his time in coming around.

But it came to pass that when he re-
gained consciousness he was still angry,
and forthwith laid his troubles before
the law. The law, being unoccupied at
the time and seeing no personal danger
in the affair, found me bragging about
my recent achievement in the grocery
store, and promptly escorted me to the
combination fire heuse and jail where
his brother, the magistrate, representing
the other half of the law, held court.

They found me guilty—I have for-
gotten the charge—and about eight
o’clock in the evening, when the town
life was at its height, the constable
clamped me 'firmly in handcuffs—he was
taking no chances—and paraded me
down the main street as evidence of his
prowess and courage. He took me to
the station and from there to Camden,
the county seat, and turned me over to
the officials there, who didn’t seem to
appreciate the dangers which the Had-
donfield constable had braved in the last
few hours.

. One of my brothers had witnessed
my disgraceful exit from town and had
hurried home with the news. My par-
ents, however, were unable to obtain my
release until the next morning.

IIL.

From Haddonfield we moved to
Philadelphia. This was one of the most
drastic changes of my boyhood, because
all my former life had been spent in
small towns wherein my forms of
amusement were all fostered by Nature
herself—swimming, fishing, boating,
hunting, skating—an out-of-door life in
the finest environment that a boy could
wish. But now all this became a thing
of the past. My brothers were em-
ployed in a rubber-manufacturing plant,
and our home at that time was in the
factory section near Gray’s Ferry Road.
I had quit school temporarily.
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It was only natural that, with a
youth’s desire for companionship, I
should seek such friends as the district
afforded and accustom myself to their
pastimes and amusements. It was also
natural that these amusements should
center about whatever means of excite-
ment or diversion the district afforded,
just as my amusements in former years
had centered about lakes, woods, and
fields. The railroads, therefore, offered
unlimited opportunities for the adven-
ture which we sought and often
found,

For quite a period, I remember, it was
considered extremely plebeian not to
spend the week end in some distant city,
and it was considered equally degrading
for one to pay fare to reach his destina-
tion. This left but one alternative—
hopping freights.

I don’t recommend this. method of
travel ordinarily, and I imagine many
will be surprised when I suggest that
it has its advantages.

So during this period I managed to
cover pretty thoroughly the eastern part
of the United States, and, in so doing,
added materially to my knowledge of
geography and human nature.

I remember one summer evening four
of us were returning from Baltimore.
For some reason or other we became
stalled at a small milk station about half-
way home and were faced with the prob-
lem of hooking another freight in order
to get back home in time for work.

We walked to the nearest water tank,
and while waiting for “our train,” we
heard floating softly through the dark-
ness the incomparable harmony of negro
voices. The night was sleepy and still,
except for the croaking of frogs in a
near-by pond, and every star seemed to
stand by itself. We were all tired and
a bit blue, and as the voices swung from
an old negro chant into the plaintive
strain of “Where is My Wandering
Boy To-night?”" by Jove, it got us, I tell
you! And we were still under the spell

~
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when a freight roared up to the tank -

and gave us other things to think about.

‘We were sizing up the freight with
expert eyes to traveling accommoda-
tions, when a brakeman appeared from
nowhere and inquired whether or not
we were contemplating a ride on his
train. Iis size and general manner
were hardly calculated to inspire con-
fidence, so we didn’t commit ourselves
one way or the other. But that didn’t
prevent him from- committing himself
with such clearness that we were left
in no doubt that we would be extremely
undesirable as traveling companions.

That seemed to be a big point in his
favor, but as he disappeared in the direc-
tion of the caboose and the train began
to move, we all stepped forward with
but a single thought. The “Wandering
Boy” incident had been a bit too vivid
for the effect to wear off so soon, and
we decided, each man for himself, that
if anybody was worrying about our
wanderings it was our duty to set his
mind at rest 4s soon as possible.

My three companions scrambled on
the front of one of the cars—there were
no empties—and I made my way to the
back of the same car and proceeded to
make myself as comfortable as possible
on the bumper. In due time the brake-
man showed up.

“I thought I told you not to get on,”
he snarled.

I admitted as much, but explained that
it would be quite necessary for me to
be home the next morning in time for
work. I omitted the “Wandering Boy”
because somehow I gathered the im-
pression that the brakeman was not in
a sentimental mood. My impression was
justified by his next remark.

“Well,” he yawned, “it’s your funeral.
You can’t say I didn’t warn you. I just
threw your friends off back a ways,
but I’ll do the decent thing by you and
wait till we reach a river up the line
here. It’s mostly mud, so you ought to
pull through all right. Got any money ?”
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I was practically paralyzed by that
time, but I shook my head.

“Got a pocketknife?”

“No"}

“Well, what the hell have you got ?”

No answer.

He laughed then, and reached down
and pulled my handkerchief from my
pocket.

“I'll just keep this to remember you
by,” he said and, to my great relief,
climbed back over the top of the car.

I spent the next hour in agony, ex-
pecting him back any moment, but he
didn’t put in an appearance until we
arrived at the next station, There I
was mightily relieved to find that my
friends had also survived, and when the
brakeman handed us over to the yard
detective we had all had too much of a
thrill to worry over what would happen
to us then even though the brakeman
had suggested a good whipping. The
detective, however, turned out to be a
good sort and shipped us home on a
slower, more accommodating freight.

I remember another incident which I
generally recall with a chuckle. It oc-
curred also on a return trip from some
week-end excursion. t

‘We were rolling homeward one Sun-
day afternoon on a trainload of soft coal
—it wasn’t always possible to select our
means of transportation from the stand-
point of comfort. There were four of
us, and we had improvised fairly com-.
fortable seats out of boards. We were
improving our marksmanship by hurl
ing coal at passing telegraph poles, when
a couple of negro section hands, who
had boarded the train farther up, scram-
bled over the coal and sought our com-
panionship.

I was wearing a new pair of shoes
that T had purchased over the week end.
They were patent-leather affairs, dec-
orated with magnificent scrolls and nu-
merous perforations. Dazzling, really,
and my taste in footwear was shortly
confirmed by the interest that one of
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our guests began taking in my feet.
Soon he could contain himself no longer.

“Nice pair o' shoes yo' got theah,
boy,” he suggested amiably.

I explained that they wouldn’t fit him,
but he wasn’t to be sidetracked.

“Nevah kin tell till yo’ try. Nope,
nevah kin tell till yo’ try.”

I reached for a chunk of coal at this
point of the conversation, and the sub-
ject was changed. But I noticed that
the admirer of my shoes couldn’t keep
his eyes off them, and it’s hard to tell
what might have happened if his com-
panion hadn’t reached his destination
and dropped off as the train slowed for
a grade.

The remaining negro insisted that
such behavior was nothing less than
cowardly, and that he himself never
waited for the train to slow down when
he wanted to get off. What was more,
he’d prove it to us by dismounting to
the platform as the train passed his
destination,

We encouraged this for several rea-
sons and, when the fatal platform began
to approach at the rate of about thirty
miles an hour, we had the negro believ-
ing even more firmly in his own ability
than he did at the time of his unguarded
boast.

We all filed back to the end of the
train to witness the exhibition and to
keep the performer from losing his
nerve. He was so intent upon the task
ahead of him that he failed to notice
that we were all well supplied with am-
munition, for the incident of the shoes
still rankled.

He swung to the lowest rung of the
ladder and, at our shout of encourage-
ment, let loose as the platform slid under
him. I believe he struck with his feet
first but, as I remember, they weren’t
much use to him after that. I didn’t
count his somersaults; in fact, T believe
they occurred too rapidly to count. He
came to rest at last but didn’t get up.

‘While the negro was still in motion,
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one of the boys had followed him with

a good-sized lump of coal, with no actual
intention of hitting, I hope, and the
lump arrived shortly after our enter-
tainer ceased to spin. It arrived close,
too close for comfort. In fact, it ar-
rived about an inch from his head, with
surprising results.

Our former traveling companion, in
the face of this new emergency, forgot
his belief that every bone in his body
was broken, and arose with the evident
intention of placing distance between
himself and the danger zone. He arose
about as quickly as it has ever been
my privilege to see anybody arise, and
proceeded to put. his resolve into
effect.

- His objective seemed to be the door

of the little station, but he had obviously
overiooked the fact that he was still
dizzy from his recent gyrations, with
the result that he missed the door by
a good yard and a half. The last we
saw of him he was sitting on the plat-
form thinking things over. )

Another factor which has a decided
influence on the character of a boy
placed in an environment of this sort
is what 1 may term “gang spirit.” It
seems to be the natural tendency of boys
in districts like that in which I lived to
congregate in gangs. This is not only
due to the fact that living conditions,
as a rule, are more crowded, but also
to an instinct of self-preservation. That
is, certain districts possess certain at-
tractions that are denied other districts,
and it is only human nature that the in-
habitants of one district should want to
preserve these attractions solely for
themselves. So inasmuch as individual
opposition was insufficient to stop the
invasion of boys from other sections,
the youngsters united their strength into
gangs to protect their interests.

I believe it is unnecessary to state that
I do not approve of this life for a
youngster. It is unnatural, to begin
with, and to boys born and bred in the

narrow confines of these districts it pre-
sents practically the only outlook upon
life which they are able to obtain. The
result is that they become accustomed to
“hunting in packs” and are apt to lose
what individuality they possess in their
dependence upon the other fellow to
help them cut of a tight place. If some
of the boys could be lifted from these
surroundings in time I am convinced
that their experience in gangs would be
of the utmost value to them in later life,
because there is no doubt that the gang
spirit instills a fidelity and loyalty in
boys which may be compared favorably
with the unifying influence of organized
athletics. It may seem strange to admit
that I value my experience in the gang
if for no other reason than the above-
mentioned.

At the time there were four gangs in
that part of town. The Gray’s Ferry
Roaders, to which I had vowed my al-
legiance ; the Ramocats, the Pine Street-
ers, and the Race Streeters. The Ram-
cats were our especial enemies, with
whom we would fight when we had

nothing else to do. But if by any chance-

our combined territories were invaded
by either of the other two gangs, we at
once became allies and united in de-
fense of the common cause. The Race
Streeters and the Pine Streeters would

also join forces, which tended to make-

these intersectional battles resemble a
real war.

Our weapons were rocks or whatever
available missile was at hand, and, as
our choice of weapons was more or less
varied, there were usually a few in-
juries on each side when the dust of
battle had completely rolled away.

I recall one scrap in particular when
we were on the offensive. The Race
and Pine Streeters had united and were
rallying their forces against our on-
slaught. The sides were about evenly
matched in numbers, but we were clos-
ing in and forcing the pace. The air
was full of stones and sticks. The de-
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fenders were fighting gamely to hold
their ground.

Suddenly from the ranks of our
enemies a revolver barked—most likely
a blank for the purpose of intimidation
—and it so happened that at the same
instant one of our boys stopped a rock
with his head, immediately jumping at
the conclusion that he had been shot.
He felt that under the circumstances he,
of course, had to die, so he proceeded
to die much to the terrer of our foes,
who at once withdrew double quick,
and much to our sorrow, till we exam-
ined the “corpse” and found he had been
the victim of an illusion. It took us
some time to convince him that he was
still alive, but he finally accepted our
word for it and decided to live. We had
all had a pretty bad scare, however, and
hostilities, by mutual consent, were post-
poned for the remainder of the day.

It was during this time that I had
reason to appreciate my early ability as
a runner. 1 was returning home one
day, and found to my dismay that the
nearest route lay directly through the
territory of the Race Streeters. I was
in a hurry, however, and decided to
trust to my speed and luck to bring me
safely through. The latter deserted me
almost before I had fairly started, and
before I knew it 1 was surrounded by
a bloodthirsty bunch of Race Streeters
demanding explanation of who I was,
where I hailed from, and so forth.

Now my own gang, the Gray’s Ferry
Roaders, had reigned supreme for so
long that I decided to take advantage of
its reputation and strike awe into the
hearts of my inquisitors, so I told them
of my affiliations.

1 was mistaken in the effect. They
didn’t respect my connections in the
least, and after I had broken away I was
a little the worse for wear. But they
didn’t have a chance to finish their wel-
come after T once got started. They
chased me a short distance, but with
my incentive T could have given any of
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them the limit handicap and romped
home in my stride.

The police seemed to be our natural
enemies. In some way we had conceived
the idea that a policeman was to be
avoided. It never seemed to enter our
heads that he was there for our own
good. As a result a good deal of our
time was devoted to making their lives
miserable. We didn’t do this with any
idea of breaking the law; it was merely
one of our methods of creating a little
excitement and of availing ourselves of
the thrills that the neighborhood af-
forded. Even this period of my life
was spent largely on the run because we
would go to almost any extremes to get
somebody to chase us. And it followed
that those of us who were faster than
the rest were more audacious in our ef-
forts to get a chase.

One of our favorite pastimes was to
stand at what we considered a safe dis-
tance and engage some officer in con-
versation, The fact that he would usu-
ally ignore us didn’t offend us in the
least, because it was a pretty safe bet
that long before we had finished the

recital of our impressions of policemen

in general, he would forget his first re-
solve and give chase. We didn’t even
except mounted police, but our activi-
ties in this respect were confined to rail-
road districts where we could duck un-
der cars and discourage the horse.
Our campaign at one time became so
annoying that the district chief took
steps to keep the pride of his force from
the necessity of absorbing se many in-
sults. His methods of accomplishing
this, we thought at the time, were de-

. cidedly unfair and lacking in sports-

manship. But that, of course, was a
matter of opinion.

‘We were surprised one day to find
that the officer most susceptible to our
taunts had been removed. In his place
was a long-legged, indifferent-looking
cop who at once aroused our indigna-
tion by the very swagger of his walk.
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We tried a couple of our milder epi-
thets on him. No effect. We became a
bit more explicit, and as he still re-
mained unmoved, we unloosened the full
battery of our vocabularies, which had
become highly polished through long
experience, It was incredible that any
one could remain indifferent now, but
such was the case. Maybe he was deaf.
Hardly probable, but in our interest we
edged a few steps nearer. Nothing hap-
pened, so we sidled closer. Then some-
thing did happen.

That cop moved out of his tracks
about as fast as I have ever seen a
sprinter leave his marks. He hit his
stride in two leaps from a standing
start, and before we could close our
mouths from the wonder of it, it was
all over.

He collared three of us before we
had gone ten feet. We were too par-
alyzed to resist. He led us to a call
station to summon the patrol wagon.
The call box was a tall metal affair about
The cop couldn’t
take us all in with him, but he evidently
relied sufficiently upon his speed to be-
lieve that we wouldn’t dare make a
break for liberty. He was quite right
in this respect, too, because after the
demonstration we had just seen we had
no desire to try to outrun him.

Our meekness up to this point, how-
ever, seemed to cause him to take too
much for granted and to make him over-
look the fact that the telephone station
was sometimes used to hold prisoners
till the wagon arrived, and for this pur-
pose was equipped with a snap lock on
the outside. The three of us were
struck with the same idea at the same
time, and our codperation was perfect.
I leaped for the door, slammed it shut,
and in the same movement one of the
others inserted and snapped the lock.
We then retreated a safe distance to
watch the patrol wagon arrive for its
prisoners. The cops on the wagon
seemed to think it was all a pretty good
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joke, but the released prisoner, some-
how or other, seemed to lack a sense of
humor. We dubbed him “Joe the Run-
ner” and the name stuck for years.

After that incident cops of various
sizes and dispositions were tried out on
us with rather indifferent success. They
even went so far as to send plain-clothes
men to our district in assorted disguises
from laborers up. But no matter what
they wore, they always neglected one
things, the one thing by which cops can
be iecognized as far as they can be seen
—their feet. They never changed their
shoes. We always spotted them in this
way. Even the blacking was distinctive.

I remember another nice long run I
had about that time under altogether
different circumstances. Since child-
hood I had been annoyed by a slight
impediment in my speech, which could
have been corrected by a rather delicate
operation. The operation had been
postponed from year to year by my
absolute refusal to undergo the thing.
But finally my powers of resistance were
worn down by the constant pressure
exerted by the family, and an appoint-
ment was made for me at the German
Hospital.

I submitted to the starvation period
a day before I entered the hospital and,
upon arrival, started to undergo the
final preparations. During my period
of reflection it burst upon me with ter-
rific force that I was thirteen years old
and that next day, when the operation
would be performed, was Friday the
thirteenth. Somehow or other that
didn’t appeal to me at all. I worried
most of the night, and by morning was
at a pretty high tension aside from the
fact that I was nearly starved to death.
A .nurse was taking my temperature
when a doctor came up.

“Where do you intend to put him
after the operation?” asked the nurse.

“T just left instructions,” the doctor
replied, “to have a bed prepared in ward
thirteen.”
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Oh, boy! TI'll bet no thermometer
ever came as close to being swallowed
as that one. The last straw had been
applied to my already weakened back
and a great resolve was suddenly born.
When the doctor and the nurse left
the room I slid out of bed. My clothes
were nowhere to be found, but I didn’t
waste much time looking for them. The
long, heavy nightgown seemed to be
sufficient pretection as I stepped out
the window onto the fire escape and
made my way to-the ground. A short
dash to the wall surrounding the
grounds, and I was free, with two miles
between me and home and a nightgown
to make it in.

I chose the railroad as the most thinly
populated route and away I went. My
feet, fortunately, were tough as shoe
leather on the bottoms, so they bothered
me hardly at all in my spectacular dash
for freedom.

1 passed plenty of people, but when
they had recovered from their surprise
I was too far along to stop, and they
had to be satisfied by shouting their im-
pressions at my departing back.

The most embarrassing part of my
journey consisted of the two blocks be-
tween the railroad track and my home.

I had saved for the final spurt, and
when I reached the pavement I un-
corked a beautiful sprint which gained
me everlasting fame in that district as
well as various and sundry black eyes
before 1 could discourage my friends
from referring to it.

Upon reaching home I remembered
that my mother was at the hospital wait-
ing to learn how the operation came
out, so, left to my own resources, I
finished three quarts of strawberries that
had been prepared for dinner and waited
to learn the worst. When it came, it
was bad enough to be remembered to
this day. But, I might add, the opera-
tion wasn't finally performed unti! thir-
teen years later.

It was about this time that the
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youngsters of this and other districts be-
came interested in football. We attacked
this new sport with an earnestness char-
acteristic of our entrance into anything
furnishing a new method of diversion
and excitement. We formed teams and
battled each other to a standstill on
the vacant lots. Qur pigskin was a flour
sack stuffed with grass; our uniforms
were our coats turned inside out; our
rules were rather indefinite and subject
to change. But we all could fight, and
it was here that the gang spirit showed

-to its best advantage.

It wasn’t long before games were ar-
ranged with the gangs from other sec-
tions, and with this perfectly legitimate
outlet for our surplus energy, it wasn’t
long before the gang fights ceased to
exist. That in itself has always seemed
to me a great achievement for organized
athletics.

During this period I worked at every-
thing from pulling tacks out of shoes
in a shoe factory to messenger boy in
about all the offices in Philadelphia. But,
I am ashamed to say, my ideas of how
to run the business never seemed to co-
incide with those of my immediate su-
perior, with the result that I spent a
good portion of my time looking for
jobs.

When I was seventeen years old we
moved to West Philadelphia near Fair-
mount Park, and again my environment
was changed, this time for the better.

I became a member of the Preston
Athletic Club, a group of boys about
my own age. They were for the most
part former prep-school athletic stars,
financially unable to enter college but
unwilling to drop athletics. Football
was our specialty.

I have plaved a great deal of foot-
ball and have always been a close fol-
lower of the sport, so I beliecve T may
be justified in making the statement that
the football team of the Preston Athletic
Club was one of the best in that part
of the country. It was never defeated
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athletics on the pedestal that youth

‘usually reserves for his first great am-

bition. It was an indefinite but momen-
tous effect, and I have sometimes almost
regretted that athletics at that time found
my mind in such a receptive condition
and so completely dominated it that it
has been more or less a slave to athletics
ever since.

The other immediate and more tangi-
ble effect was that it brought me under
the notice of Doctor J. K. Shell, at that
time coach of the University of Pennsyt-
vania and handicapper of the Middle

Atlantic district of the Amateur Athletic

Union, and marked the beginning of one
of the finest friendships 1 have ever
known. Doctor Shell supervised my en-
trance into the A. A. U. and helped me
in innumerable ways with his advice and
interest. He dubbed me the “Flying
Dutchman,” but I have always been
more or less at a loss to know where he
got the Dutch part.

If a friendship of that sort had its
advantages it also had its disadvantages,
especially in view of the fact that Doctor
Shell was the handicapper of that dis-
trict. He was the type of man to whom
friendship and duty were as unrelated as
oil and water, and for fear that there
was a possibility of their mixing, he gen-
erally inclined a bit heavily on the side
of duty, with the result that the marks I
received were as a rule quite complimen-
tary to my running ability, but hardly
conducive to any great number of first
places.

But even this had its advantages, be-
cause I was extended in practically every
race I entered. I seldom had the pleas-
ure_of “coasting home” and consequent-
1y developed a “finish” that has come in
mighty handy on various occasions.

Doctor Shell also made it possible for
me to train on the university track.
There was no available locker in the
room with the regular track team, so he
allowed me to change my clothes in his
office.
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My interest in track af this time
prompted me to read every scrap of in-
formation on the subject that I could get
my hands on. 1 remember that Jack
Baillie, one of the Penn milers, and
Arsthur Duffy, the famous sprinter, were
in Europe then, traveling about from
place to place to compete in various
meets. Baillie would send weekly letters
back to this country which were pub-
lished in the papers. 1 was tremendous-
ly impressed by the careless manner in
which he would mention the jump from
one city to another. I practically trav-
eled with them, followed every move,
clipped each letter from the paper and
saved it until the next letter arrived. 1
wove dreams and conjured visions about
the wonders of competing in a foreign
country. I wondered vaguely if I would
ever attain such dizzy heights of fame.

In this country the national champion-
ships were beginning to occupy most of
the conversation in athletic circles. The
meet at Washington Park had been held
on the second of August, 1902, and the
championships were to be held Septem-
ber thirteenth at Travers Island, the
country club of the New York Athletic
Club.

Doctor Shell suggested that 1 enter:

the junior half mile, and the shock near-
ly took my breath away. The very
thought that I should have the audacity
even to think of competing for a national
championship was almost too monstrous
to grasp. It bordered closely on profan-
ity. But finally when the doctor con-
vinced me that nobody but human beings
like myself would compete and I would
be spared the necessity of outrunning
any Mercuries with winged feet, I finally
agreed to lay the matter before my em-
ployer, Samuel Willard, manager of the
Philadelphia branch of the Coca Cola
Company.

As I mentioned before, Mr. Willard
was quite an athletic fan himself and
was taking quite a personal interest in
my running, The idea of having a po-

PRSI ¢

Spiked . Shoes/and Cinder Paths
tential national champion in his employ
seemed to tickle his fancy so that he
heartily approved of my aspirations on
the junior half-mile title. And, as he
was never a man to do.things by halves,
he agreed to provide the funds for my
trip and to come up to see the meet him-
self. Needless to say, I was in a daze of
excitement till the day of the meet rolled
around and did my utmost to get in con-
dition under the watchful eye of Doctor
Shell.

The trip to New York was memorable
because it marked my advent from the
bumpers of freight cars to the cushions
of a day coach. It was a satisfying and
elevating experience to relax and watch
the scenery roll by without that disturb-
ing thought always in the back of the
mind that the brakeman might show up
any minute. When one would walk
through the car now and then, I took
especial pains to ignore him, but as near-
ly as T could notice my attitude seemed
to cause them very little embarrassment.

Upon reaching Travérs Island the at-
mosphere itself seemed charged with im-
portance, and this element alone of the
“big leagues” made a profound impres-
sion upon me. There was none of the
shiftless preparations for an event that
had marked the meet at Washington
Park. Everybody seemed to have some-
thing to do, and the importance of the
officials made me feel very small indeed.
I often laugh at that first impression
when now, as an official myself with
nothing in particular to do, I find myself
unconsciously assuming an air of busy
importance which seems to be part of
the job. I often wonder if novices are
still impressed as much with all that
bluff as I was upon that, my first formal
introduction to A. A. U. competition.

But what impressed me more than
anything else was the proximity to the
great and famous athletes who had con-
stituted a part of my daily diet for so
long. T had worshiped them from a dis-
tance and now—now I was about to be
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assured that they really lived an#t
breathed. I was in a happy daze and
q.uite content just to stare at the celep-
rities.

In the sprints there were such stars as
Archie Hahn, now coaching at Prince-
ton; Lawson Robertson, University of
Pennsylvania track coach; Pat Walsh,
now a prominent New York lawyer and
a major in the twenty-second regiment
engineers. In the middle distances I re-
member Harry Hillman, now-a member
of the faculty at Dartmouth and in
charge of athletics; and Howard Valen:
tine, one of New York City’s most prom-
inent sport writers. In the distances
there were the Grant brothers, who
achieved everlasting fame by running on
one occasion a dead heat in a five-mile
race. It was rumored in connection with
this race that the brothers at the time
were temporarily not on speaking terms,
dte to some fraternal argument or mis-
understanding, which, if true, would
eliminate all possibility of a dead heat
by mutual consent. The race took place
in the Canadian championships, and in-
asmuch as the brothers refused to match
for the trophy, it never was awarded.

Jerry and Frank Pierce, the famous
Indian brothers of the Pastime Club,
were also there for the distances. The
weights boasted such big boys as Jim
Mitchell, veteran weight thrower, who
was breaking records before most of us
were born, and Larry Feuerback, known
then as the “Mercury-foot Hercules.”

_ The dressing rooms also made their
impression upon me. Lockers to pur

. one’s clothes in; real honest-to-goodness

hot and cold showers ; big, fuzzy towels ;
trainers and rubbers; the smell of rub-
bing dope; the banter of the athletes.
Gosh! I was in an inspired trance when
my race was called and I went to my.
marks and firmly resolved that at least
one championship would find its way
back to Philadelphia before the day was
over.

There were ten starters in the race.
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! I drew fourth place from the pole, and
was particularly fascinated by the size of
one of the contestants, Jack Wright of
the New West Side Athletic Club. He
was out near the edge of the track, and
I’ll swear he looked as big as a house.
He simply towered over the other con-
testants and seemed fairly to radiate
power.

Well, the race was started at last, and
that’s about all I remember. I'd like to
take you all the way through those eight
hundred and eighty yards and describe a
thrilling finish in which, with a mighty
lunge, I broke the tape, a scant inch
ahead of the next man. But, alas! I don’t
think I was ever near enough to the
leaders to see the tape, let alone feel it
snap across my chest.

And I came to realize the discourag-
ing fact that I was a long way from be-
ing a champion. I was not in the least
discouraged, but decided to confine my
efforts to local competition till I had ac-
quired a little more experience and speed.
Jack Wright was the winner of this
event in two minutes one and one-fifth
seconds. He then entered the senior half
mile, which he also won in the faster
time of one minute fifty-nine and three-
fifths seconds.

Not satisfied with these two victores,
he next took a whirl at the senior mile
and finished well up among the leaders.
In those days the junior and senior
championships were both held on the
same day, making it just a bit hard on
the winner of a junior event who wished
to try his'luck at the same distance in the
seniors.

There were only two or three meets
which were available for me that win-
ter. Indoor meets then did not arouse
the interest that they do at present, and
consequently they were few and far be-
tween. Before the indoor season, how-
ever, I was called upon to make a
weighty decision, which serves to indi-
cate how completely I had subordinated
everything to athletics, and what an in-
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fluence athletics may have on the life of
a youngster who takes them seriously.

There were two big meets that fall,
both church championships, one in
which the competitors would be only
Protestants and the other in which only
Catholics would be allowed to enter.
The promoters of both meets were after
my entry, but in order to be eligible for
the latter it would be necessary for me
to undergo a change of faith. I seri-
ously debated this problem with myself
for a long time, but some phase of the
athletic attractions involved made me
decide to remain a Protestant. The
above incident also serves to illustrate
that athletics with me was not merely a
career, a means toward an end; it was a
mission, a religion in itself.

It was in this Protestant meet that the

first of innumerable protests was en-

tered against me. From that time on,
it seems, I was almost continually under
protest for some reason or other, so that
during my period of competition I spent
practically as much time proving to the
A. A TU. that T was eligible to compete
as I did in the competition itself.

In this instance it happened that a cou-
ple of boys in a factory became involved
in an argument on athletics. In the
course of time my name came up for dis-
cussion, and one of the boys decided to
champion my cause, while the other
couldn’t “see me” as an athlete at all.
My supporter soon found himself run-
ning short of material and, as a last
stand, he maintained that he saw me run
a professional race some time before,
which was conclusive evidence that T was
an athlete of some note. :

The evidence was altogether too con-
clusive and the other, realizing as much,
placed said evidence before the A. A. U.
Of course I was hauled up on the car-
pet. An investigation was started which
finally proved that my well-meaning sup-
porter had simply relied upon his imagi-
nation to win the argument.

Shortly after this I entered school
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again. I had become quite friendly with
a lad by the name of Joseph O’Donnell,
a distance runner on the track team of
the Temple Normal School. It was
through the influence of O’Donnell that
I was tempted to resume my pursuit of
an education, even though the track team
itself was the deciding factor. I was
still working, however, so that my school
hours had to be squeezed in in the eve-
nings.

1 did a little cross-country work that
fall, on the advice of the Normal coach,
with fair success. I have always been a
firm believer, though, in this form of
training in the fall. It builds up a
strength and endurance that are invalu-
able when the indoor season rolls
around, and their effects are even notice-
able the following spring.

There were several indoor meets that
winter, but the first is the one that seems,
to stick in my memory. It was held in

the First Regiment Armory of Philadel--

phia, and the track was very small, fiif-
teen laps to the mile. The distance of
my race was six hundreds yards, and I
was back on scratch.

At the report of the gun I started out
with the idea of passing as many as pos-
sible, but by the time I had passed about
twice as many as there should have been
in the race I awoke to the fact that the
field was so strung out around the track
that T had lapped some and passed them
twice. I then became conscious of
O’Donnell tearing around beside me on
the inside of the track, waving his arms
wildly and yelling for me to slow up. 1
gathered further from his excited words
and gestures that I had been running too
fast and had “balled up the works,” so
that the judges didn’t know who was
ahead and who was behind. I'm pretty
sure I won it, but T don’t believe I re-
ceived much credit for the performance.

In the spring T attended various out-
door meets. Most of the big universi-
ties around there held interscholastic
meets, and we usually had a team in
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these. I won my share of the races and
incidentally bumped up against my first

" mental hazard.

It seems strange that there should be
such a thing as a mental hazard in track.
One would think that a runner would
get out and run as fast as he could, and
that if he was the fastest man he’d win
the race. But it doesn’t always work out
that way.

There was a chap by the name of E.
B. Parsons who seemed to have the In-
dian sign on me. He led me to the tape
in almost every race we were in together.
When competing in other races, I turned
in better times than Parsons, but against
him I never seemed to do better than
second, Finally, one day one of my
friends gave me a little talk on that sub-
ject which was decidedly uncompli-
mentary to myself, but it served the pur-
pose. 1 was so furious and humiliated
to learn how my performance against
Parsons appeared to the onlookers that
I abolished the jinx from that time on.

It was a great relief to find that most
of the trouble was in my mind and not
in my legs. Later, by the way, Parsons
formed one of the quartet that used to
keep the fans on edge in the East when
the four of us would get together for a
six-hundred-yard argument. The other
two were Harry Hillman and John Tay-
lor. To this day people are still remind-
ing me of those races. Whoever won
would never win by more than a few
inches, and what made them more thrill-
ing still was the fact that it was never
certain who would win. But that’s get-
ting ahead of my story.

Because of my work it was not always
possible for me to attend all the meets,
although my employer, Mr. Willard, was
still deeply interested and made things
as easy as possible for me when I wanted
to get away.

I remember one time when there was
a meet I especially wanted to attend at
Tome Institute, Maryland. It was an
interscholastic affair, and 1 was espe-
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cially anxious -to have a try at the
Southern interscholastic record in the
half mile. But it seems that I had been
absent so much of the time recently that
I didn’t have the eourage to impose fur-
ther on the good nature of Mr. Willard.
I'm not sure whether or not the grand-
mother’s-funeral excuse was in existence
at that time or not, but at any rate I de-
cided to play sick.

I looked as unhealthy as possible all
that morning, but it didn’t seem to have
any effect, even when I mentioned the
fact that I thought maybe I was going to
die. 1 was getting desperate as the time
drew near for my train to leave, and
finally as a last resort I asked permission
to go to a drug store and buy some medi-
cine. When I returned with whatever I
had decided would do me the least harm,
I took particular pains that the boss
should see me take the medicine. I had
a hard time to look really sick when he
at last took pity on me and suggested
that I'd better spend the rest of the day
in bed.

1 staggered as far as the street and

then broke into a run.” I was ’way be-

hind schedule. I picked up my hand bag
in a store, where I had left it in anticipa-
tion of just such a situation, and sprinted
for the station. I was tearing through
the large hollow square of the city hall
of Philadelphia doing some nice open-
field running through the noonday
crowd, when disaster overtook me.

For some reason or other it was an
iron-bound superstition among track ath-
letes that it was the worst kind of a jinx
ever to have one’s running outfit laun-
dered, a superstition that still has its
disciples to this day. But at any rate my
outfit was hardly in a condition to be dis-
played publicly when my bag suddenly
popped open and distributed its contents
haliway across the square. I was also
carrying a large bottle of rubbing dope
which crashed with a loud, embarrassing
noise and smeared a wide oily stain over
the nice, clean concrete.

1 gathered up my belongings, all. ex-

cept the bottle, amid the advice and en- -

couragement of those onlockers who had
finished lunch and could spare a few mo-
ments for amusement, and when I had
everything packed away once more 1 re-
sumed my dash for the train and made
it with a second or so to spare.

The meet from my standpoint was a
complete success. I established a new
Southern interscholastic record for the
half mile and had the further satisfac-
tion of running a couple of seconds fast-
er than Parsons did in another meet in
which he competed the same day. An-
other extremely pleasant feature of the
meet was the fact that the officials of the
meet had, in some manner or other, pro-
cured more beautiful girls than it has
ever again been my privilege to see gath-
ered together in one place. It seemed to
be the duty of these girls to serve the
visiting athletes with refreshments after
their races. This feature of the meet
may have accounted for my good time.
Who knows?

The final outcome of this meet was
hardly as pleasant as the immediate out-

come. The papers didn’t help my cause .

in the least by placing my name in head-

lines on the sporting page, and as a re- .

sult T was called into Mr. Willard’s of-
fice the next morning and asked for a
few details concerning my recent illness.
The details were not satisfactory, and
Mr. Willard let me to understand that
he didn’t approve of such methods. I
was so sincerely sorry for what I had
done that he finally patted me on the
back and told me that he was glad I had
won, and that he would have been glad
to let me go if I had asked him in the
first place. .

In the fall of 1903 I entered Brown
Preparatory School at the instigation of
Edward McClennan, who was at tnat
time an athlete at Penn and was making
his expenses by tutoring at Brown. As
you may imagine, the athletic reputation
of the school proved really the greatest
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inducement, and it is significant that my
attraction to the running game was re-
sponsible for an education which other-
wise I would, in all probability, not have
obtained. Scheol work was always dis-
tasteful to me, but in order to be a mem-
ber of the then famous Brown Prep
School team I was willing to make almost
any sacrifice, even to the extent of
studying.

A certain number of hours were re-
quired at Brown for eligibility in ath-
letics, and I managed to get these hours
in, while still working at the factory, by
rushing over to the scheol for a short
time during my lunch hour, and by mak-
ing up the rest of the time in the eve-
nings. In the meantime I had to devote
a certain amount of my time to training
so that, all in all, I didn’t have much time
these days to get into mischief.

Brown Prep School then contained
enly about fifty students. The school
rooms were in the Odd Fellows Temple
at Broad and Cherry Streets. The
school was conducted by two brothers by
the name of Brown. The elder brother,
and head of the school, was totally blind,
and I have never ceased to marvel at this
man’s ability to teach and to keep order-
in the school under this tremendous han-
dicap. He could recognize each student
by the manner in which he walked. His
lectures were exceedingly intelligent and
interesting, and he would also use the
blackboard as easily as though he had
been able to see. )

Brown held at that time, among others,
the Americar five-man relay record for
the mile and boasted such well-known
prep-school runners as John B. Taylor,
Joseph A. McGucken, and J. V. Mulli-

gan. To be on a team with men like

these seemed to be about the greatest
thing I could imagine, so my {friends
experienced little difficulty in persuading
me to continue my education.

There were numerous indoor meets
during the winter of 1903 and 1904, and
although T won my share of firsts, these
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early races seemed to serve as conditions
ers -for those which were to come later
on. On December fifth I won my first
big A. A. U. handicap from scratch.
The distance was eight hundred and
eighty yards, and the meet was held in
Baltimore in the Fifth Regiment Ar-
mory of Maryland.

On February 7, 1904, I made my first
successful invasion of New York in the
national interscholastic games, held in the
old Twenty-second Regiment Armor~.
My condition for that indoor season had
apparently reached its peak at that time,
and it is from these games that I ac-
tually date my advent into athletics as a
national figure.

I ran the half mile first and estab-
lished a new national interscholastic rec-
ord for that distance of two minutes
three and three-fifths seconds, two-fifths
of a second faster than the old record
which, by the way, was held by my for-
mer jinx, Parsons. In the mile 1 also
had things all my own way and won with
almost a lap to spare. I was naturally
mighty surprised to learn that I had also
established a new record of four minutes
thirty-four and one-fifth seconds in this
distance, which bettered the old record
by eleven and four-fifths seconds.

The papers made quite a fuss over
those two races, and I had the thrill of
seeing my picture in print for the first
time. I remember the American Boy
magazine published a photograph of me
similar to the others, mostly ears, arms,
and legs, and even aceompanied the pic-
ture by a letter in which I told to the
youth of America how the deed had been
accomplished and gave them some fath-
erly advice, from my vast store of knowl-
edge, on the proper form and methods of
training for young middle-distance run-
ners. It was my maiden voyage into tha

field of letters, and it would be hard to
describe the great sensation of seeing an
article headed by my own name. Almost
as exciting as winning a race.

One of the sport writers, Jim Mitchell,
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former weight man, in commenting upon
my races, declared in his article that I
had run altogether too fast to be a real
schoolboy, and I have never decided
whether it was intended as a compliment
or whether it was the first gun fired in
the campaign, which immediately {fol-
lowed this race, to prove that I was
twenty-one years of age and hence over
the age limit and ineligible to compete
in certain prep-school meets.

The officials of Central High School
were most active in this respect and left
no stone unturned to eliminate me from
competition, a factor which would add
materially to their chances for annexing
point trophies. They even sent a mman
to visit my home, and the information
obtained there not being to their advan-
tage, they visited the town where I was
born and searched the birth records.
Then, and then only, were they con-
vinced that I would not be a voter until
the following fall.

Meanwhile I was running in all the
local and university interscholastic
meets, always winning and establishing
various meet records. My time in none
of those meets was especially noteworthy
because I usually competed in two and
sometimes three events, which made it
impossible to run myself out in any one
race.

It was during this period that I fought
my first and only duel. The captain of
the Central track team had been deeply
and personally interested in the investi-

- gations that his school had been carrying

on in regard to my age. ‘When they had
at last run the birth records to earth the
captain took it upon himself to look me
up and inform me of my correct age.
For some reason or other I didn’t re-
gard the interest they were showing in
my affairs as much of a compliment, and
as I remember now I made no attempt to
conceal my impressions. In fact, I be-
lieve I enlarged upon them somewhat.
The captain, being a man of some mettle,
took exception to some of my observa-
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tions concerning himself and his school.
The insult on both sides, it seems, was
much too severe to be settled by any-
thing so common as a street brawl, so it
was decided that the affair should be set-
tled in a manner befitting track athletes
and gentlemen.

A second was chosen as a witness 10
fair play. We agreed that one would be
sufficient for both of us, inasmuch as he
was also an athlete and a mutual friend.
A time was set and a meeting place ar-
ranged, the weapons to be fists.

We gathered at the appointed time and
boarded a trolley. We rode across the
city to the Market Street ferry, took the
ferry to Jersey, and again boarded a
trolley and rode several miles out into
the country. Why we went to all this
trouble I’'m not quite sure, because there
certainly were plenty of isolated places

in Fairmount Park. We were evidently -
pretty much ashamed of ourselves and,

as neither one dared to back out, figured
that distance would minimize the chances
of discovery.

We descended at a lonely spot and se-

lected our battleground. We then care-

fully removed our coats, rolled up our
sleeves, and sailed into each other. The
argument must have lasted about half an
hour, and at the end of that time, both
being considerably mussed up, we de-
cided that we had had enough, even
though we had failed to come to any
agreement. So we put on our coats
again, climbed into the trolley, and head-
ed for home.

The most peculiar part of the whole
thing, however, was the fact that since
the time we suspended hostilities on the
battlefield I have never heard the affair
mentioned or referred to in any way by
any of the three of us. As nearly as I
know, this is the first time it has ever
been mentioned.

In the summer of 1904 I attended the
World’s Fair at St. Louis, where the
Olympic games were held for the first
and only time in America. The A. A. U.
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championships and various collegiate and
interscholastic meets were to be held at
the same time, I arrived several days
before the games and figured that I'd
like to jog around the track a bit and
shake some of the stiffness out of my
legs. It was this decision that brought
me into contact for the first time with the
famous ‘“Sparrow” Robertson, old-time
five-miler and still one of the most noted
builders of cinder-running tracks.

The name “Sparrow” was evidently
inspired by his size, or maybe by his
temper. He was in charge of the build-
ing of the track at the fair.

Even though I knew him by reputa-
tion, I did not recognize him in the over-
alled little figure, leaning on a rake at
the entrance to the track. It had been
raining some for the last several days,
which had greatly hampered his work,
and now, after surmounting any number
of difficulties, he was taking a slight
breathing spell while looking over his
nice, smooth, finished product.

This was the time I chose to ap-
proach him with all the cockiness of
youth and to make the flippant sugges-
tion that I try out his track for a couple
of laps. Now, I didn’t see any reason
why I shouldn’t be allowed to run on the
darn thing. Gosh, I'd come all the way
from Philadelphia just for that purpose,
and here T was all ready to jog a bit!

I didn’t jog. Sparrow induced me to
change my mind. He left the ground
ahout three feet at my suggestion and—
goodness, such a vocabulary for a little
man! His size didn’t seem to hinder
him at all; in fact I gathered the impres-
sion that he had just been waiting for
somebody to ask the privilege of using
his track so he would have a good reason
to relieve himself of a few choice im-
pressions of the weather and everything
in general. I was completely subdued
and tiptoed away in awe, while Sparrow
still profaned the air and made wild,
suggestive motions with his rake.

The day of the race rolled around in
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time. I was entered in the Olympic in-
terscholastic championships and found
little competition in the half mile and
mile, winning both events without ex-
tending myself. I also captured these
same two races in another interscholastic
meet, and two days later, in a set of
games open to A. A. U. clubs, I won the
half-mile handicap. The time for this
race, by the way, was the fastest run on
that track by any half-miler during the
entire games, and stood for some time as
a Missouri record. I don’t remember the
exact time, but know it was around 1:58.
I was running from scratch.

Between races, of course, I was enjoy-
ing one of the experiences of my life,
an experience which was the first forci-
ble reminder of the remarkable possibili-
ties that athletics offer to see the world,
travel, and learn. The fair buildings and
exhibits were set in the beautiful sur-
roundings of Forest Park, second only
in size to Fairmount Park in Philadel-
phia. I spent hours wandering among
the buildings, which were a fairyland to
me. I gazed in awe at the magnificent
contributions of foreign countries; they
alone constituted a liberal education in
geography. I was thoroughly impressed
with the great artificial cascade, tum-
bling, it seems, from the very pillars of
the art museum, high on the hill, down
the long slope into the lake below. When
T look back now I don’t believe I missed
anything, and I was glad, mighty glad,
that my legs had been fast enough to
carry me all the way to St. Louis.

Athletes in those days did not travel
so elaborately as they do at present. I
made the trip from Philadelphia and
back in a day coach and didn’t feel that I
was undergoing the least hardship. On
the way back, however, hardship and 1
were separated at one time by the mere
fraction of a second.

We had stopped at Pittsburgh to
change engines, and I figured that I had.
time to hike out and grab a bite to eat.
Tt was evening, and the day had been hot,
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-~ with the result that' I'had removed my
- coat and’ even taken off my collar and
turned it in at the neck.

I had just finished my sandwich and
was sauntering back to the train when T
became suddenly conscious that the train
was by no means where I had left it.
My heart took a wild leap and set-
tled back with a plunk. It flashed
through my brain that I had exactly two
dollars and two cents in my pocket, and
that. everything I possessed was on the
train, including my five medals, which
were ‘quite priceless.

1" reached the gate in a couple of
jumps, just in time to see two red lights
getting smaller and smaller down the
track. I grabbed the guard by the arm.

“Is that the Philadelphia train?” I

gasped.
“That’s her, buddy. Hey, where you
goin’? You can’t catch that!” :

It wasn’t a case of “can”; it was a-

case of “must.” I figured I -had beaten
everything I'd raced up to date, and 1
had no intention of being bluffed by a
mere express train.

I shoved the guard out of the way and
_sprinted down the platform. The train

was still rolling out of the yards, and I -

gained some, I came to the end of the
platform-and, with a snort of joy, felt
cinders under my feet. I was right at
home now, so I uncorked a few more
notches and began to close the gap. The
observation platform of the train was
full of passengers, whose shouts of en-

couragement drew others from the car. -

The train began to gather speed, but
so did I. Inch by inch I gained till at
last, at the very moment I had reached
my absolute limit, T stretched out my
haad and grasped the brass railing of
the car.

It was about the most spectacular race
T ever ran, and as I clambered up the
steps of the platform I regretted vaguely
that some one had not had the presence
of mind to hold a watch on me.

Upon my return from the St. Louis

Olympxcs I found myself more or less 4
famous around Philadelphia, but noth- 3
ing worthy of note occurred in any of
the remaining meets that fall, except a
rather amusing incident at a set of games
in Sulzer’s Harlem River Park in New
York. The space in the park was de-
cidedly limited, so a circular cinder walk,
a sort of promenade about the grounds,
served as a running track. The park it-
self was merely a refreshment garden j
situated behind a large dance hall, and '
the refreshment booths faced directly on |
the inside of the track, while the outside
was bordered with trees. 4
The track was only about eight laps j
to the mile, and I remember when a run-
ner found himself hopelessly out of a
race he felt more or less at liberty to lift
a bag of peanuts or a pop-corn ball from :
one of the refreshment stands in passing §
and indulge in a little harmless target
practice, with the leaders as moving tar- ,;
gets. This practice was not encouraged J
by the owners of the booths, and the only
way they seemed able to discourage it '_.
was to close their booths while a race was
in progress. f-
I forgot to mention that in order to 3
preserve the natural beauty of the grove
one of the large trees had been allowed §
to stand in the running track. There
was only room for one runner to pass be- §
tween the tree and the pole. k
The race which I refer to was a one -
thousand-yard handicap. Paul P:Igrlm !
and T were on the same mark, about
twenty yards out, I guess, which was a |
fairly liberal handicap.
The race started, and Paul, another }
chap, and T were out in the lead. We }
werc holding our place easily several
laps from the finish with Pilgrim on the }
pole, the other man close beside him, %
while T was just on their heels in a posi- :‘
tion about midway between them. I was §
intent upon the race, with my eyes glued 4
on the two men ahead of me, watching 3
their feet and waiting for a good chance }
to jump them and take the lead.

My mmd was'so centered upon my im-
mediate problems that it was far re-

moved from such ordinary things as -

trees or vegetation, a little oversight that
was shortly brought to my attention.
The two runners in front suddenly part-
ed to avoid the tree, but I chose to ignore
it, and might have got by with it had I
possessed a few qualities of the cater-
pillar tank, which I didn’t. It stopped
me, all right, but only temporarily. My
nose and head arrived first, thereby pro-
tecting my feet and legs so that 1 was
able to use them for the rest of the race.
Pilgrim won, and I managed to fight up
to second place.

I did a good deal of cross-country
work that fall, because, as I mentioned
before, I think it builds a great founda-
tion for the indoor season. The school-
boys seemed to pay more attention to
cross country then and to take it more
seriously than they do at present. There
was a great deal of rivalry among the
Philadelphia schools, and a lot of im-
portance was dttached to some of -the
finer details of the game.

I remember, for instance, that one of
the schools introduced the practice of al-
lowing none of their runners to wear the
same colored jersey, the theory being
that, in the event that several of their
men were out in front, it would not be so
noticeable as if they were all marked
with the same color, and hence would not
act as such a powerful incentive for those
behind.

The advantage of such a pracnce was
brought forcibly to my attention in a re-

cent cross-country race where one school -

sent all its entries out in brilliant orange
jerseys. Inasmuch as it is the team
score that counts in cross country, it can
casily be seen that a group of orange
jerseys out in front would act as a great-
er stimulus to the men behind than a
more evenly divided group of runners.

I remember one cross-country race
that fall when I romped home ahead of
the field, an easy winner, merely because
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I bad taken the trouble to use my head
a little before the race started.

We had had an early snow, followed
by a slight thaw, and then rain, which
froze as it struck. As a result, the
ground was a glare of ice, and the long
grass on the course was stiff and brittle,
slashing at the runners’ legs like strips

‘of wire. I had looked the course over

before the race, and thereupon decided
to wear running spikes and long, heavy,
football stockings. The stockings pro-
tected my legs from the cut of the grass
and the spikes gave me a firm traction ot
the ice. The rest was easy,

The indoor season that year found me
competing most of the time, but there
is only one race that stands out in my
mind.  In those days intercity relays
were regarded with a great deal of mn-
portance, and it was considered a dis-
tinct honor to be chosen to represent
one’s city. At present there seems to be
very litile serious preparation given to
these races and very little interest in the
outcome. But then the members of the
team were made to feel that they were
upholding the honor of the city itself,
and naturally a good deal of rivalry was
developed.

There was a four-mile relay between

New York and Philadelphia scheduled
for the early part of the season, and I -

was confident of being selected as a

member of the team. When I found. + -

that I was not considered fast enough

for the position, I was, of course, great- -
ly disappointed, but determined to make -

the one-mile team, which was to compete

later in the season. In this determina- .

tion I was successful, and was looking
forward eagerly to the privilege of rep-
resenting my city. Then two days be-
fore the race I became ill.

1 was in bed when one of my friends
called to determine whether or not I
would be able to run. 1 told him I sure-
ly would and, although 1 was in bed at
the time, I instructed him to take my
running outfit under his coat. Shortly
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afterward I dressed and slipped out of
the house.

Everybody tried to dissuade me from
runaning, but I finally convinced them
that 1 could go the distance, so it was
decided to let me run the first leg against
Meyer Prinstein, whom the papers de-
scribed as a “man with a national repu-
tation.”

I evidently wasn’t so ill as I had be-
lieved myself to be, or else the excite-
ment of the race acted as a tonic. At
any rate I opened a lead of ten yards,
which I handed to Harry Hymen, who
maintained the lead against Hollings of
New York. Hymen touched off J. V.
Mulligan, who increased the lead slightly
over Lawson Robertson. John B. Tay-
lor, running anchor for us, broke the
tape an easy winner. G. W. Smith ran
anchor for New York. The time was
three minutes and twenty-six one-
fifth seconds. All but Hymen on the
Philadelphia team were former members
of Brown Prep School.

It was during this indoor season that
T was approached for the first time with
a proposition to capitalize my running
ability., A stranger—I never knew his
name—looked me up at the factory one
day and suggested that I go back with
him to Fall River, Massachusetts. There
he would get me a position of some sort,
which would require very little labor and
which would pay unusually well. My
chief duty, it seems, was to go about ad-
vertising myself as loudly as possible,
telling everybody how good I was, and
getting lots of publicity in general. He
would then arrange a series of races for
me in which I was to allow myself to be
badly beaten so that all my former ef-
forts at publicity would tend to label me
as a first-class false alarm. Then when
everybody had given me the loud laugh
and all were convinced how slow I really
was, my friend and promoter would or-
ganize another race in which he would
manage to bet a lot of money in round-

about ways.
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That, of course, was the race in which
I was supposed to do my stuff. I'd sim-
ply gallop home and take a percentage
of the money he’d won. He painted the
prospect in very attractive colors, insist-
ing that 1 could make more with him in
one week than I could make in a couple
of years where I was. He was probably
right, too, but I was so thoroughly satu-
rated with the amateur idea that I told
him to trot along and find another two-
legged horse to make money on. I also
had the idea of college in my head, and
realized that professional competition
would put an end to all that.

During this period I was still continu-
ing with my same work, doing heavy
manual labor in conjunction with all my
running. 1 believe, however, that this
very labor was largely responsible for
my success, inasmuch as I became almost
insensible to fatigue. 1 hardly knew
what it was to feel tired. T also know it
to be a fact that a great many runners
pay entirely too much attention to their
legs and not enough to the development
of the rest of their bodies. Running in
itself is a great all-round exercise, but I
have always found it advisable to mix
arm, shoulder, and back exercises with it.

My work consisted largely in unload-

ing barrels of sugar, rolling them to the - {

sirup vats and dumping them in. 1
learned to lift them on end by holding
my arms rigid and getting the entire lift
from my legs. This, I believe, was one
means of developing the tremendous
driving power that carried me through a
good many tight finishes. It seemed that
I was always on the move while working
and always jumping from platform to
platform like a monkey. And instead of
resting when things were a bit slack, I
used to line up empty sugar barrels side
by side for the distance of the floor,
about one hundred feet, and, starting at
one end, jump from one barrel into the
other all the way down the line for the
amusement of the other workers.

I remember that T was always eating
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sugar from the barrels, which may have
accounted somewhat for the tremendous
amount of vitality I possessed at that
time. for sugar is one means of supply-
ing the body with energy. It acts as a
fuel and for that reason can be recom-
mended as a part of an athlete’s diet,
Of course such a thing can be overdone
and may have a different effect on dif-
ferent individuals, but in general I be-
lieve that the young athlete is laboring
under a false impression when he figures
that sugar is a detriment to his training.

I remember one day in particular on
which there was a meet I was very anx-
icus to attend, in the spring of 1905.
1 obtained permission from my employer
to attend the meet, but felt obligated to
do a certain amount of work before
leaving. So I arose at three o’clock in
the morning, arrived at the factory about
four, started the fire in the boiler, and
finished practically all my work before
noon, leaving me free for the rest of the
day.

1 arrived at the field just a bit sleepy,
but otherwise feeling fine. I ran the
mile first, running no faster than I had
to to win, and covering the distance in
four minutes fifty-two and two-fifths
seconds. I then entered the half mile,
which I also eased myself through, win-
ning in two minutes six and four-fifths
seconds.

Then in the final race, the two-mile,
1 decided to spend the rest of my en-
ergy, inasmuch as there were no more
races to run. I won this in nine minutes
fifty-seven and two-fifths seconds, estab-
lishing a new world’s interscholastic rec-
ord for that distance. All of which goes
to show that T must have been in pretty
fair shape, even though my methods of
training would perhaps be frowned upon
by modern coaches.

It is possible that if I had been pam-
pered along as the majority of big ath-
letes are at present, I might have run
faster and had more endurance. I hard-
Iv believe so, however, because 1 am in-

13 .
clined to attribute a man’s running abil-
ity largely to his mental condition. By
that I mean if I had worried for fear 1
was not receiving the proper kind of
training and was convinced that my
work during the day was developing the
wrong muscles and slowing me dovyn,
then there is no doubt that my running
would have been badly affected. This
mental factor in the athlete is a point
upon which the coaches are laying more
emphasis each year, with the result that
a successful athletic coach could almost
qualify for a professorship in psychol-
ogy.

That spring 1 began to have a lot of
trouble with my age. T had reached my
twenty-first birthday the fall before and
was now considered too old to complete
in prep-school meets. That is, I was
considered too old by various high
schools that were in a position to win
points if I could be removed from run-
ning, and these same schools suddenly
became very active in establishing an age
limit which had never actually existed,
in certain games, as one of the require-
ments of eligibility.

The loudest protest, and the one which
had the most far-reaching results, was
raised at the Yale interscholastics. The
mysterious part of the whole affair was
that I was allowed to run the mile and
half mile, breaking the Yale interscho-
lastic record in both events. Then one
of our rival schools, in a hasty survey of
the points, decided that it would be
greatly to its advantage if 1 could be de-
clared ineligible. They therefore en-
tered their protest, which was allowed,
even though no age limit was printed on
the program. But the joke of the whole
thing came with the final checking of
the points when it was learned that the
school which entered the protest did not
have enough points after all to win.

Mike Murphy, then coaching at Yale,
shortly afterward accepted the position
of track coach at Pennsylvania, and ad-
mitted to me, when he was trying to get
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me to go to Penn, that he had engineered
the protest at Yale in order that I would
not be inclined to choose Yale as my
school, so that he would have a better
chance of getting me down at Penn.

The next big meet was the Cornell in-
terscholastics. The preliminaries to this
meet are especially fresh in my mind be-
cause it was then I received my first
taste of college team life.

The Cornell team was returning from
a dual meet with Penn, and as the inter-
scholastic meet was to be the next day,
Jack Moakly, coach at Cornell, took me
up to Ithaca with the team. It was my
first experience in a Pullman and it cer-
tainly made its impression. I was prop-
erly dazzled with the consideration the
members of the team received, real sleep-
ing berths, privilege of the dining car.
Gosh! This business of being a college
athlete was great stuff.

The meet itself added another title to
my collection, the world’s interscholastic
record for the mile. The time was four
minutes twenty-eight and three fifths
seconds. I also set a new Cornell inter-
scholastic record for the half mile.

I had finished at Brown Prep by that
time and was practically swamped with
invitations to continue my education at
various well-known fountains of learn-
ing. It was a revelation to me to learn
how many advantages each college pos-
sessed over any other college, and 1 was
quite touched at the consideration shown
by numerous universities in their re-
quests for the privilege of developing
my mind. My, what a popular young
man I was! Practically every induce-
ment was offered from a cigarette
agency in the college to the privilege of
ringing the chapel bell, when it was
learned that I was financially unable to
continue my education.

Tt seemed to cause them untold grief
to dwell upon the possibility of a splen-
did mind like mine remaining uninspired
by the finer influences of a college edu-
cation. And then it began to dawn upon
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me that perhaps it wasn’t my mind after
all; you see, I was sadly unsophisticated
in matters of this sort. It began to pene-
trate my consciousness that I possessed
two very good reasons which might tend
to influence the colleges in my behalf—
a right leg and a left leg.

They hesitated to admit this, but
would finally concede it to be true. It
was pretty much of a jolt to learn that.
they were really concerned with my
physical rather than my mental develop-
ment, and several of my so-called friends
suddenly assumed a different aspect in !
my cleared vision. I believe I made one |
of my greatest mistakes at this point. I
proceeded to “get up on my ear.”

The only requirement I insisted on }
was a job which I could work at while ]
in college and which would yield me jJ
twelve dollars a week, the sum that I :
was earning at the time.

‘When I made these desires known I
received more attractive offers. One in- §
stitution said that it could be arranged
for me to visit twelve of their alumni }
each week and collect a dollar from
each. The offer was undoubtedly made §
in the best of faith, but it affected me §
more in the nature of an insult. :

Another coach offered me the laundry
agencies of the dormitories, in which all ~
I had to do was to report at the laundry - 3
office each week and collect my com- §
mission. 1

“Why, Mel,” he said, “you can even i
have our laundry out at the house!” :

One glance at his collar, however, con- #
vinced me that there would be small }
profit from that source. &

And so it went, with the time for the %
opening at college drawing rapidly near. -
Nothing definite, but plenty of fantastic §
promises, on the strength of which I did 4
not dare leave the work I was then do- }
ing. I was helping support the family, §
and my salary at the time was of the §
greatest importance to me. I was also
possessed with a vague fear that college §

athletics would engulf me to the extent {8
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that my interest in my studies would be
a farce, and I would result in one of the
athletic failures of which I had seen so
many turned out. I realize now that I
made a mistake by not taking a chance,
but my financial difficulties at the time
were the final straw and influenced me
in favor of a steady and assured weekly
salary.

So that, in brief, is the summary of
my career in prep school. It was in-
evitable then that, with the running I
was almost constantly doing and the ob-
servations I had had the opportunity of
making since, I should have arrived at
certain conclusions concerning high and
prep-school competition. Even though
my views on the subject may not coin-
cide with the generally accepted theories,
I am going to take time at this point to
state several of them briefly.

In the first place, I don’t believe that
high-school athletes should be encour-
aged in individual competition be-
cause success and publicity will either
make or break them. They are in
the formative stage of their lives when
they are just beginning to find out ‘what
things are all about, and hence are most
susceptible to influences of this sort. It
seems hardly fair, then, that youngsters
of this age should be subjected to the
glare of fame when their worldly ex-
perience has been pitifully inadequate to
prepare them for the strain of bearing
up under the burden of glory. It is not
their fault, then, that their heads become
large and their viewpoint becomes
warped. It is taking unfair advantage
of a youngster to expose him to this.
The schools, not the students, are re-
sponsible.

If he is an athlete of ability he will
have plenty of opportunity to achieve
success when he is competing for some
college or club. He will also have
reached a condition of mental and physi-
cal development which will make him
more of a credit to amateur athletics and
what they stand for. The latter, physi-
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cal development, is another tremendous
factor.

To many high and prep schools take
their athletics too seriously for the wel-
fare of the students. When a runner of
ability is found he is too often used,
with brutal disregard for his future as
an athlete, in every available race in
which he has a chance to score a point
for his school. The boy, of course, is
willing, because his horizon is naturally
so limited that he cannot see the advisa-
bility of foregoing glory now for glory
later on. So he competes year after year
with the inevitable result—he is “burned
. His muscles have been subjected
to such a strain in their period of devel-
opment that they have been deprived of
all their natural spring and elasticity.
When he arrives at college with a won-
derful reputation he :ic completely
smothered in the high-class competition
he finds there. I have seen any number
of lads, who might have been famous
athletes, burned cut in this fashion.

What exceptions there are consist of
men who are older than the average
high-school boy and who are practically
mature at the time of running. I believe
I may be placed in this class. I enjoyed
my twenty-first birthday while still at
Brown.

I don’t mean to say that I believe all
high-school track meets should be elim-
inated, because 1 believe there is the
greatest advantage in team competition.
1f a boy must be developed in athletics
at this time, let him be developed with
the idea of his school team uppermost in
his mind, to destroy, as much as possi-
ble, the personal element.

But above all things let him be devel-
oped in moderation. Never bring him
to a fine point of condition. Don’t re-
strict his diet. Don’t let him follow

_track to the detriment of his school

work. Don’t let him worry about compe-
tition. And again 1 repeat, let him com-
pete in moderation.

Inasmuch as this finishes my prep-
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gested that one of the other boys take
it for a while, a proposition which evi-
dently didn’t meet with much favor even
though I repeated my request. I be-
came quite offended at their lack of en-
thusiasm in my proposal, and informed
them that, if they insisted that T continue
to set the pace, it was going to be some
pace. I began to open up on them then,
and finished about a quarter of a mile
ahead. When the time was announced
I was surprised to learn that I had es-
tablished a new record for the course of
thirty minutes, seventeen and two-fifths
seconds. The old record of thirty-one
minutes and fifty seconds was held by
Jack Baillie,

I regard the first meet of the indoor
season as especially significant, for sev-
eral reasons. In the first place, I be-
lieve it was directly responsible for the
Great Race of Mystery, of which I
shall deal in detail a little later on.

The games were The Ernie Hjertberg
Testimonial Games, held in the old
22nd regiment armory in New York, at
68th Street and Broadway. Hjertberg,
I believe, one might truthfully class as
a pioneer in athletics. He built the Irish
American A.C., the Knickerbocker A.C.
of Jersey City, coached Sweden’s Olym-
pic team for 1912, and is at present in
Holland preparing the Dutch for the
1928 Olympics. At that time he was
coaching the Irish Americans and the
22nd Regiment team.

1 started from Philadelphia for New
York as soon as I had finished work, and
as a result arrived some time before the
meet. I had planned to go back home
after the race, so, having no hotel to
go to, I decided to kill the intervening
time at the armory. There were only a
few early fans in the great hall, and as
I was leaning against the railing of the
boxes, one of them approached me with
the idea of opening a conversation. We
discussed the meet in general, and
finally he informed me that the match
mile race was to be the feature.
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“It ought to be some run,” he con-
fided. “This Harvey Cohn has been
running like a jack rabbit and will be a
tough man to beat. And you’ve heard
of Jim Sullivan—sure you have—the
greatest American miler we’ve ever had.
Fact of the matter is, he runs a mile so
consistently in four-twenty-two that the
papers call him ‘Four-twenty-two Jim.’

“And then there’s this new prep
school boy, Mel Sheppard. They say
he’s one of the fastest things on two
legs, and just between you and me, I
hope that youngster comes through to-
night. It would do this lad Sullivan
good to follow somebody to the tape
for once. Yes sir, I'd like to see young
Sheppard win, and I've even laid a little
money on him. Not much, you under-
stand, but more than I'd like to lose.”

And so he rambled on telling me more " ]

about myself than I ever dreamed, till
finally T had to break away to go and
get dressed.

The track, I had noticed, had. been
used for so long that a groove had been
worn by the runners’ spikes about
twelve inches from the pole all around

the track. This brought the fact rather °

forcibly to my attention that I did not
possess any spike shoes, and would
therefore be at a considerable disad-
vantage. 1 was not well enough ac-
quainted, unfortunately, to request the
loan of a pair, and in those days, also, a
man guarded his running shoes with a
care that made a request of that kind
almost an insult. So it was with a good
deal of surprise that I received an offer
from George Bonhag to use his shoes.
It struck me as an even more splendid
piece of sportsmanship, in view of the
fact that Bonhag was a member of the
Irish American A.C. and both of the
men that [ was to compete against were
members of that club. The shoes were
a good fit, and T was mighty grateful for
the privilege of using them.

There were only the three of us in

the race. T stood so much in awe of
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the two famous men I was competing
against, that I decided to let them go out
and run their race while I trailed along
behind, and then, if 1 had anything left,
it was my intention to jump them on
the last lap. Well, it so happened that
I had more left than I expected, so when
the last lap arrived T cut loose and took
the lead before Sullivan knew what had
happened. It didn’t take him long, how-
ever, to find out what it was all about,
and we had a little race around the last
lap that a good many of my friends are
still referring to. I nosed him out at
the tape.

Then, with it all over, I supposed that
it was up to me to shake hands with the
other two men, but Sullivan refused to
see it that way, claiming that I had
fouled him on one of the turns, This
was news to me, but I let it go at that.

When I reached the dressing room,
my friend of earlier in the evening was
there waiting for me. He tumbled all
over himself in his efforts to pat me on
the back and to explain how it was that
he hadn’t recognized me before the race.
The time for that mile, by the way, was
four-twenty-six and four-fifths, a time
which was considered impossible for an
indoor mile in those days. It stood as
a new indoor world’s record.

The second important result of the
race was that it stamped me as desirable
club material, and my affiliation was
therefore consummated within the next
forty-eight hours. :

Harry Hyman, a Penn quarter-miler
and member of the Irish American, in-
sisted upon taking care of me after the
meet. I learned afterwards that this
was all the idea of Hjertberg. At any
rate, Hyman took me to the train, bought
me a berth and incidently managed to
get me out of the city-before any of the
representatives of the other clubs had
had a chance to have a word with me.
The next morning Hjertberg himself
showed up at my home in Philadelphia
bright and early, and then it was all over

7

but the shouting. I was henceforth a
member of the Irish American Athletic
Club.

I have always thought that Hjertherg's
manner of obtaining me as a member of
his club served to illustrate his natural
keenness, as well as the competition
among the clubs at that time for mem-
bers. Hjertberg knew that if I was
allowed to remain in New York after
my sensational race it-was more than
likely that I would be approached by
several clubs, so, to prevent this, he
delegated Hyman to see me safely
aboard the train, while he himself made
it a point to get to Philadelphia as early
as possible in the morning to put the
finishing touch to his plan.

I competed a great deal that winter,
devoting myself almost entirely to mile
races, and avoiding distances under
that. My idea was to lower as much
as possible the mile indoor record, and
to do this it was necessary to save my-
self the wear and tear of other races.
I finally managed, before the season was
over, to lower the indoor record to four
minutes and twenty-two seconds, which
at that time was considered a mark
which would never be equaled. This
mark was made in February in the joint
games of the Brooklyn Y.M.C.A. and

" the 14th Regimient A.A., and was timed

by such veterans as G, L. M. Sacks,

John P. Doyle, and Charles Dieges. 1

was unfortunate in having no real com-

petition that season, so that I was never

really pushed and my races were usually

‘won by a wide margin. And then came "
the big blow.

I was on my way to work one morn-
ing on a street car, the seats of which
were arranged facing each other on op-
posite sides. I was at peace with all
the world, with every prospect of being
chosen for the Olympic team, and with
every reason to be thankful for a fast,
strong pair of legs.

I raised my eyes to the reverse side ¢f
a newspaper that a man was reading
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across the aisle, and the blood in my
veins seemed to turn to ice. The head-
line of the sporting section leaped from
the page and stunned me with its im-
port—*“Melvin Sheppard Protested for
Professionalism.” It was some mo-
ments before my mind was able to grasp
the significance of that awful message,
“protested for professionalism,” Greece,
Athens, the Olympics, tumbled down
about my ears like a house of cards.
Visions of victory, laurel wreaths, fame
and glory faded to horrible indistinctness
as the meaning of the headline sunk
home. An ambition of a lifetime seemed
to burst like a bubble before my eyes,
and I was weak and shaky as I de-
scended from the car.

When my mind came back to normal
and I was able to think more clearly,
I began to realize that some terrible mis-
take had been made and that, inasmuch
as I hadn’t been declared a professional,
I was still an amateur, and that with this
status I was still in a position to take
exception to the charges that had been
preferred and to prove the falsity of
them. So the stadium at Athens once
more began to assume a definite shape,
and the pillars of the Parthenon became
once more clearly outlined in my im-
agination.

The New York A.C. indoor games
were to be held the latter part of the
week, and as I had been planning to com-
pete in them and had, up to that time,
received no official notice of the protest
other than what T had read in the paper,
I decided to attend the games. No one
whom I approached in New York
seemed to know any more about my pre-
dicament than I did myself, and it was
not until I was on the floor in my track
suit that I learned anything definite
about the charges.

I was sitting on the floor putting on
my shoes at the time. -~ Somebody came
up, stopped before me, and, glancing up,
I recognized Judge Bartow Weeks. He
was stroking his beard with an ominous
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motion, and his whole attitude was ju-
dicial and terrifying.

“Young man,” he said at last, “I un-
derstand that you have been enjoeying a
very profitable career as a professional
athlete.”

This was news to me. I was so sur-
prised that I was only able to stare at
him, which must have convinced him
more than ever of my guilt, for he con-
tinued :

“I find it my duty to protest yeu on
these grounds to the referee.”

Which he did, and the protest was al-
lowed by James Sullivan, president of
the ALAU. 1 was permitted te com-

pete that night, however, under pro- .}

test, and I decided that if this was to
be my last race, it was going to be a
dandy.

The Irish American A.C. was entered
in a two-mile relay race in which several
teams were entered and in which we ex-
pected the stiffest competition from the
New York A. C. In the latter respect
our fears were quite justified. At the
end of the third leg we were about 10

yards to the bad, with the national 880

champion running anchor for the N.Y.
A.C. T set. out after him and soon
closed the gap. I passed him a couple of
laps from the finish, and led him to the
tape by about 25 yards. Qur time for

the two miles was seven minutes, fifty- 3

eight seconds, a new world record.

The protest against me seemed to ]

offer the papers a great deal of material.
It made an unusually good story because
of the mystery surrounding the whole

thing, and also because of the new de-

velopments which the investigation
brought about from day to day.

I believe that I may best present the

facts as impartially as possible by re-
ferring to the newspapers’ comments
upon the situation. The Hjertberg
Testimonial games, as I suggested be-
fore, were directly responsible for the
protest, in that they brought me forcibly
before the public as a prospective mem-
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ber of the Olympic team, and incidently
to the notice of one Robert Hallen, a
professional runner, who seemed to have
an axe of some sort to grind and de-
cided to use me as the grindstone. The
following clipping from one of the pa-
pers will give a fair idea of the charges
as presented: ]

“Mr. Robert Hallen, the man who is
protesting Melvin Sheppard on the
ground that he is a professional, now
claims that two officers of the A. A. U,
knew of Sheppard’s professionalism but,
for some reason that he cannot explain,
took no action in the matter, although
several other amateurs who ran at the
same set of games were suspended im-
mediately. )

“Hallen’s specific charge against Shep-
pard is, that he competed at the Cele-
donian games at Maspeth, L. 1., on La-
bor Day, 1904, winning the one and
three-mile runs, and with running at the
Clan-na-Gael games at Philadelphia on
July 4th, 1905, where he won the one
mile and was unplaced in the three-mile
rum. .
“Sheppard is alleged to have competgd
in these games under the name of Alvin
Smith, and is said to be well known
among the professional athletes as the
fastest runner in the country.

“In 1904 several officers of the
A. A. U, went to the Caledonian games
for the expréss purpose of detecting
amateurs who were in the habit of taking
a flyer at the programmes. Hallen al-
leges that Thomas O’Brien and John
Steil of the registration committee were
at the games and when Smith (Shep-
pard) won the mile in four-twenty-four
and one-fifth, Steil came to him and
asked him who the ‘ringer’ was, Hallen
told Steil that he did not know, but says
that since that time he has discovered
that Sheppard and Smith are the same.

“Hallen made his discovery at the
games of the 22nd Regiment A, A. on
Dec. 16, 1905, when the Philadelphia
boy beat Sullivan and Cohn in an in-
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vitation mile run. Now, when Hallen is
asked why he did not make his discover.y
known to the A. A. U., he said that it
was at the solicitation of Runner Jim
Sullivan, who asked him not to protest
until he had another chance to meet
Sheppard and try to get even for the
beating that he had received.

“‘I may have been indiscreet, but I
promised Sullivan that I would not en-
ter a protest until he had been given
an opportunity to defeat him,” says H?.l-
len. ‘I regret that I did not protest him
that night as it would have saved a lot
of needless controversy.’

“If Hallen is anxious to have Shep-
pard declared a professional he is going
about it in the wrong way, for neither
he nor any one else can gain much by
making charges against the ofﬁc_ials when
he is trying to secure a conviction.

“Sheppard is determined to prove that
he is a real amateur, and left New York
Tuesday night after his great race
against Valentine, with the intention of
getting affidavits to the effect that he
was not at the games mentioned. Shep-
pard cannot understand the rule of the
A, A. U. that makes a man prove him-
self innocent, when everywhere else the
law considers a man innocent until
proven guilty.”

So much for the charges of Hallen,
and it is needless to say that I was
greatly relieved to at last have something
definite to work upon. Before Hallen
had come forth with his statement there
had been nothing but rumors, with the
result that I was a mile up in the air,
didn’t know which way to turn, and
was worrying myself sick, The first
thing that entered my mind was to hunt
up Hallen and obtain the truth from him
by means of a little physical exertion,
but it was pointed out by my friends
that I would be doing my cause more
harm than good. They pointed out also
that I would be merely fighting the
wrong person, and as the trial pro-
gressed I found this to be discouragingly
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‘true. I was bucking an organized power
a great deal stronger than the word of
Hallen. The papers treated my case
with all fairness and made every attempt
to help me solve the mystery.

The following is an extract from
another clipping which seems to express
the general attitude of the public and
the press.

“Until something develops it will be
unnecessary for the Irish Club to take
any notice of the case, but it seems fool-
ish to suppose that a boy with Shep-
pard’s prospects, knowing that he was
being watched by every college trainer
in the East, and with the knowledge that

any such act would spoil his chances,

would take the chance of ruining all by
running in unsanctioned games, espe-
cially around New York or Philadel-
phia.

“If itcan be proven that Sheppard has
committed any act that would make him
a professional, it would be indeed sad,
as he is just entering upon a great ca-
reer and looks to be the best man ever
produced in America for any distance
over a half mile.”

As the investigation proceeded a great
many total strangers came to me and
volunteered their testimony in an effort
to clear me of the charge. On the other
hand there were several who also volun-
teered information which, if true, would
have worked decidedly in the opposite
direction, A professional runner, Jack
Roden, was especially emphatic in the
declaration of my innocence. Part of his
statement was as follows:

“I have been attending all the profes-
sional and amateur meets for the past
twelve years in Philadelphia and vicinity,
and I can safely say that Melvin Shep-
pard never ran in a professional meet.
And in regard to the games held a year
ago by the Caledonian club at Maspeth,
L. L, I would like to state that Sheppard
was not there. I was at these games
and, to my best recollection, a man

from Boston won the one and the three

~ Sport Story Magazine
mile. I cannot recall his name just now.
And the year previous to that, McElliott
of Philadelphia won both events. In
regard to the Boston meets, I have at-
tended these big games there for the past
three years and Sheppard never ran
there. I was at the meet this year, which
was called off on account of the heavy
rain on Labor Day. I guess there are
very few people aware of the fact that
Sheppard had a brother who competed

at meets in Philadelphia but never ran .

outside,
“If there is an amateur in good stand-
ing Melvin Sheppard is one, and it would

fit the New York press if they would
look up the record of some of the New 3

York amateurs who ‘come pot-hunting

around Philadelphia every year. 1 B
would also like to know who this well- ¢

known professional runner is who made

the assertion about Sheppard. It looked 3
to me, when I was at the Madison 4

Square meet, that a few of New York’s
fast milers do not like to see Sheppard
around there.”

It was also surprising to find how
many Alvin Smiths there were who had
competed in the Caledonian games and
were anxious to establish themselves as
the mysterious professional. One in-
cident I particularly remember was that
of a chap from Bridgeport, Connecticut,
who prepared us for his arrival by mail
and announced that he would arrive in
New York with all proofs that he was
the man for whom the A. A. U, officials
had been searching for so long.

Naturally we awaited his arrival with |

a great deal of curiosity, although my

sensation was more one of relief, a re- 1

lief which disappeared on the wings of

doubt when the stranger presented him- |

self,

He possessed legs long enough to
qualify him as a runner, but there his
resemblance to an athlete seemed to end.
He insisted, however, that he was Alvin
Smith himself, although that, he claimed,
was an assumed name. He hastened to

4
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explain that it was quite impossible for
him to maintain his own name when
competing in professional races because
he was a married man, and in common
with many men thus afflicted, experi-
enced some difficulty in salvaging much
money from his salary. Running, then,
was merely a side line with him, in which
he managed to pick up a little money
now and then which he could use as he
saw fit.

This argument, together with numer-
ous others which he advanced, seemed
to make very little impression on the
officials, so, as a final proof, he offered
to show them how speedy he looked in a
track suit. He had brought his outfit
along, and proceeded to have a photo-
graph made which he introduced as con-
clusive evidence, and which actually
served as such, but not in the manner
he had hoped. ‘His suit was an antique
affair, with long sleeves and longer
trunks. His pose, which was his evi-
dent conception of an attitude of un-
limited speed and grace, resembled, as
nearly as I can explain it, a composite
statue of “The Discus Thrower” and
Barney Google. He was forthwith re-
jected as a possible solution.

The peculiar part of this incident was
the fact when this chap’s connections
were investigated in Bridgeport, his

home town, he was found to be a repu-

table citizen with no apparent peculiar-
ities.  The only way I am able to
explain it is that he fostered in the back
of his brain a sort of athletic complex;
that he had always wanted to be a run-
ner in spite of his physical handicaps,
and was unable to resist the opportunity
of becoming famous that my case of-
fered. .

A great deal more contradictory evi-
dence was offered on both sides, one of
the main points on contention being the
color of the track suit worn by Alvin
Smith, I later talked to a man who had
witnessed the races in question and he
informed me that the winner of the

1

mile and three mile wore the blue jersey
of a swimming suit. It seems that John
Steil, chairman of the registration com-
mittee, together with another mem-
ber of the registration committee,
attended the games for the pur-
pose of spotting any amateur athletes
who might be competing. Accerding to
my informer, these two spent a good
deal of their time in the pavilion which
housed a refreshment booth and a bowl!-
ing alley. To my knowledge, neither
of the men bowled. This may account,
in some measure, for the testimony of
Steil when he swore that the winner of
the two races was clad in a white jer-
sey which had been reversed but which
showed a large B on the under side. A
certain trainer who, it is believed, never
saw the race, also testified in favor of
the - white jersey, but afterwards ad-
mitted that his testimony was not in
the interest of amateur athletics but in
the interest of another miler who might
not make the team if I were chosen.

In reference to one of the meetings
of the registration committee, a paper
said:

“While the meeting lasted it was as
good as a show, the efforts of Mr. John
Steil, who made such a mess of the
Joyce-Castleman case, to prove that
Sheppard was a professional being little
short of ridiculous. Steil showed plainly
that he was prejudiced, and was called
to order several times because he in-
sisted on taking for granted that Shep-
pard was guilty.

“Hallen stated that Sheppard ran at
the Caledonian games under the name of
Alvin Smith, but Herman Holde, a for-
mer amateur, who ran at these games
was positive that he is wrong. Holde is
a lawyer and made an excellent witness,
giving a clear description of how the
race was run and who the men were
who started in it, and, when Sheppard
confronted him, swore that he had never
seen him before.

“Holde also told the committee who
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. the man with the reversed shirt was,
and it may be said that it is on this
reversed shirt that Mr. Steil is ready to
convict Sheppard.
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A.A.U,, upon my return to this country,
decided to exercise the privilege which
they had retezined of reopening the in-
vestigation, The foreigners then would

publicity and at the same time promote
the possibility of getting another re-
cruit for their team.

The fatal Sunday finally arrived

that during the entire trip the number
13 seemed to predominate. The date }
was Friday, 13th, I drew berth 13 in the
Pullman, we left on track 13, the num-
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“The evidence submitted by Hallen
and his friends was very weak. There
was no point in the case that Sheppard
did not clear up entirely, and the sur-
prise of those present was that the com-
mittee did not immediately dismiss the
case and thus allow the Olympic com-
mittee to place on the team the greatest
distance runner in America. There is
no doubt that they will announce on
Sunday that everything is satisfactory.”

And so it went. The identity of the
mysterious Alvin Smith continued to
remain a mystery which constituted the
proverbial monkey wrench in the ma-
chinery of the A, A. U. In the mean-
while, inasmuch as I had not been offi-
cially declared a professional, I was al-
lowed to compete in various meets.

Ten days after the New York A. C.
games, the Irish American A. C. sent a
two-mile relay team to Buffalo to com-
pete against a picked team of that city.
Our team, composed of Bacon, Cohn,
Sullivan and myself, had gained quite
a little fame, with the result that Buffalo
insistec! that five men be allowed to run
on their team in order to make things
interesting for us. Meyer, national 440
yard champion and anchor man for
Buffalo, was the only one of their team
to run the full half mile,

I was running anchor for the Irish,
and when the race came around to me
Meyer was pretty well out in front. I
managed to catch him, however, but not
before he had put up a mighty game
fight. 1 finished with a good margin,
but Meyer fought right up to the tape
and, when he crossed the line, collapsed
and proceeded to turn completely blue.
He gave every one quite a scare before
he began to come around and regain his
normal color.

Although the fact bears no connec-
tion with the race, it was a peculiar thing

ber of my hotel room was 313, and I
drew a number thirteen in the meet for
the competitor’s number. I fully ex-
pected to break a leg or something, but
strange to say, everything went off even
better than T could have wished. From
that time I have never been particularly
annoyed by that number, even though I
admit the existence of other pet super-
stitions.  Every athlete has them.,
While the registration committee was
trying to get at the bottom of the mass
of evidence in my case, another angle

developed which never amounted to '

anything but which was highly interest-
ing and amusing to me at the time. One
of the papers came out with this story,

“Under the surface of the inquiry as
to the amateur or professional status of
Melvin Sheppard, is revealed the inten-
tion to take a team of professional ath-
letes abroad this year.

“The fact was made known Wednes-
day night at the meeting of the registra- }

tion committee of the Metropolitan As-

sociation of the Amateur Athletic Union, 9§

held at the Wyandotte Club.

“The leading organizer of the plan
was Bobby Hallen, the professional §

runner,

“With all the interest created by the j
American amateurs competing in Ath- 3
ens, Greece, in the Olympic champion- }
ships, it seems that the time is ripe for

a conquest by professionals in England

and Ireland. The placing of Sheppard f
in the professional class would enable
him to start his career in a pronounced }

way.

the scheme.”

Which gives birth to the idea that the §

charges against me may have arisen

from the desire of these professionals, »‘;
headed by Hallen, to gain a little free

“It is only fair to Sheppard to say §
that he has as yet learned nothing of :

when the registration committee had
promised to hand down a decision in my
case. The decision turned out to be
no decision at all, but I did not at the
time realize the significance of their
verdict which was expressed in the fol-
lowing statement :

“As the evidence produced on both
sides in the matter of the investigation
of the charges against Melvin W. Shep-
pard before the registration committee
is not deemed satisfactory to the com-
mittee for the purpose of dismissing or
sustaining the charges, and there being
no present prospect of obtaining more
satisfactory testimony and proof, the
committee has resolved to proceed no
further at present, and will drop the
charges, at the same time reserving the
right to review the present charges and
investigation on its own motion.”

Following the committee’s statement,
the paper which printed the statement
went on to say: \

“Melvin Sheppard is now as much of
an amateur as he was before the charges
were preferred against him. He is
eligible to compete in all amateur meets
in this country, and, if the Olympic
committee wishes, he may compéte at
Athens.”

This decision was reached after two
weeks of intensive investigation into my
case, the results of which I have at-
tempted to show by the clippings and
newspaper comment that appeared in the
papers at that time. To make a long
story short, the Olympic committee de-
cided that it was best for all concerned
to leave me on this side of the ocean. I
believe they were justified, in view of
the above decision, because the Olympic
committee figured, and rightly, that if
I were added to the team and won my
events in Athens, the committee might
find itself in a peculiar position, if the

undoubtedly claim that I had been
“whitewashed” temporarily in order that
I might help America win.

Of course, it was one of the bitterest
doses that T had ever been cempelled to
swallow, The Olympic games repre-
sented, for me, the height of a career
into which I had poured every effort and
thought since I first donned a track shoe.
I had been so sure of making the team,
and of glorying in the greatest privilege
that I could imagine, that of represent-
ing my country and of carrying the
American shield on my track jersey
across the finish line ahead of all the
rest. And the whole thing turned out
to be only a dream after all; a dream,
though, which will never become dim
and which I will always cherish. My
big problem then was to grin and bear
it. And I might say right here that if
the series of circumstances which kept
me off the team were in any way respon-
sible for helping me solve that problem,
I had learned a lesson which would be
of far more value to me than a trip to
Athens and back. I have no intention
of preaching or moralizing at this point,
but I do believe that that is one of ath-
letics’ greatest missions to the athlete—
to teach him never to know when he’s,
licked, and to grin and bear adversity.

The decision made a great big stir
in the papers, and many of the sport
writers declared themselves more or less
emphatically in their columns. As I
glance over the clippings before me,
it strikes me rather forcibly that the
sport writers of twenty years ago were
much more vitally concerned with ath-
letics for the athlete than they are at -
present. At that time they didn’t hesi-
tate to say what was on their minds.
Their articles showed an honest desire
to better the amateur situation, rather
than to exploit it for their own good and
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a bronze plague. In the bxttemess of his .

disappointment in failing to win, he was

- regarding his tropy with some displeas-
- ure when Prince George happened to

pass and noticed the expression on his
face. Later, when Frank was in the

dressing room getting .rubbed, Prince

George entered - with a beautiful gold

cup which he presented to Frank with

the remark that his efforts were de-
serving of more than a bronze trophy.”

Pilgrim said that the return trip was
uneventful except for the epidemic of

.ern part of Greece. I was at the end)
of the pier to meet the boys when they;
docked and to learn of the many things3
I had missed. I didn’t begrudge themf
the honors they received and deservedy
upon reaching home, but I’ll admit that]
1 would like to have shared them.”

The Irish American Club gave a ban-!
quet at the Hotel Astor for the mems
bers of the team, and it consoled me

somewhat to be invited to this andj
treated as though I also had just re-

turned v:ctonous from abroad..
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An Athlete’s Story
By Melvin W. Sheppard

In the previous installment Mr. Sheppard reviewed his remarkable deve}opment as a
runner after prep- -school days. We now see him as a breaker of American and Canadian
records, engaging in keen competition with the best runners of his day.

PART IV.

N the summer of 1906, after the
return of the Olympic team, a
large number of meets were

scheduled for the benefit of the team
and for those of us whom circumstances
had compelled to remain at home. Most
of these meets were in the vicinity of
New York, which made it necessary
for me to go back and forth a good
deal from Philadelphia, a practice which

necessarily was not to the best interests:

of my job. To remedy this I decided
to leave Philadelphia altogether and to
center my activities in New York, where
my affiliation with the Irish-American

Club was making a big demand on my
_ time.

|

| championships, the national champion-

In preparation for the metropolitan

ships, and the Canadian championships,

i the Irish-Americans mobilized their

" athletes at Celtic Park, where they lived

and trained for a period of several
weceks before the games. I always re-
call the days I spent at Celtic Park
with a great deal of amusement because
it takes very little imagination to un-
derstand that when a bunch of high-

strung, well-trained athletes get together
there is never any lack of entertain-
ment, even if they have to manufacture
it themselves, which was usually the
case.

Celtic Park was aptly called at that
time the battleground of the Irish. It
was situated on Long Island and was
used as an amusement park which could
be rented for Gaelic football and soccer
games, track meets, and picnics. There
was also a large pavilion containing a
dance hall and refreshment booths. The
dancing floor was encircled by a balcony,
about twenty feet up, off of which
opened the rooms that served as the
dormitories of -the athletes.

The ground surrounding the park
was rather low, so that at mght and

_even in the daytime we were the legiti-

mate prey of that peculiar phenomenon
produced by crossing the woodpecker
with the rattlesnake, commonly referred
to as the New Jersey mosquito. We
were never free from these pests. At
night we slept with canopies of netting
over our beds, and while training in
the daytime we resorted to motion,




§ &

speed, and caution to frustrate their
bloodthirsty attempts.

It was considered quite a joke for
those coming in late at night to raise
carefully the netting on the beds of
their sleeping companions. That is, the
originators of the idea séemed to get
a good deal of amusement out of the
slaps and groans that filled the darkness
shortly after their arrival.

Another playful little prank that a
couple of the boys resorted to one night
to appease their warped sense of humor
didn’t meet with much approval from
the victims and failed to arouse a single
laugh. It seems that the two late ar-
rivals on this occasion conceived the
idea of giving the whole dormitory a
bath at the same time, a feat which
would give them much to boast about
in the future. For this purpose they
used a fire hose of high pressure, and
their efforts from the start were crowned
with success. The force of the water
was sufficient to roll us all out of bed
on the floor, but our reaction and ap-
preciation of this friendly little demon-
stration seemed to discourage any fur-
ther attempts to be made at that sort of
thing.

Speaking of baths reminds me of an-
other incident that occurred at the park
that summer. Patty Kyne was our
chef, and took a great personal interest
in the welfare of the boys. I believe
we owe a lot of our good races to his
efforts in the kitchen. Patty, by the
way, now owns his own restaurant.

At that time he had a great deal of
difficulty in keeping an assistant who
satisfied him, and the incident I'm
thinking of was the result of our efforts
to help Patty along. :

This particular assistant seemed to
have a decided aversion to water, and
refused to take advantage of Patty’s
suggestions that it was used for other
purposes than drinking. We sym-
pathized with the difficulties under
which Patty was laboring, so we de-
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cided upon a little object lesson of {
our own. 3
A committee of athletes, therefore,i
waited on the assistant cook one day,
removed his clothes—under protest—
and tied him securely to the flagstaff
in front of the pavilion. The com- = {
mittee then supplied themselves with
some soap, a few stiff brushes, and a
hose, and set about the task of making
the assistant cook next to godly. Every-  §
body but the cook seemed to enjoy it
a lot. Patty himself enjoyed a good . 3
laugh, and then blamed us the next day 3
because his assistant quit. :
Our sleep at first was often disturbed
by dancing on the floor below, but we
soon became accustomed to racket, 3
“Yank” Robbins, however, took excep- %
tion to it one night several years later. 4
The pavilion, it seems, had been |
rented for the evening by some Scotch 3
organization, and the laddies and lassies §
were all out in force in their native.}
costumes. Music was furnished by:
bagpipes, and the persistent squeal of B
these instruments seemed to rasp more §
than usual on the sensitive nerves of 3
Yank Robbins.
He stood it as long as he could, and §
when he reached the point where he%
completely exhausted his vocabulary ing
behalf of the Scotch race in general,§
he became so incensed over the fact that 3
he could think of nothing more to add }
that he lost his temper completely and:
rushed from the room out on the bal-}
cony. :
The caretaker of the park also lived §
and kept house in a couple of thej
rooms off the balcony. Before the care-j
taker’s door was a large can of refuse
which was the first thing that caughtj
the eye of the enraged Yank. 3
Without stopping to think, he seized§
the can and emptied the contents on the3
heads of the merrymakers below, al
move which was decidedly unwise as}
Yank soon found out. It was for-3
tunate that Yank was a runner, and}

",
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fortunate, also, that he was in con-
dition at the time. It is doubtful if he
ever ran a faster race in his life than
he did that night in escaping from that
wild bunch of Scotchmen.

An event of international interest oc-
curred in the annual Labor Day games
of the Irish-American Club which
seemed to me to possess a dramatic
value that the papers at the time failed
to lay much stress upon.

The incident had its beginning in the
Olympic games in Athens earlier in the
year, and had as its principal actor
Georgantas, the famous Grecian athlete,
who was expected by all the Greeks to
win the discus-throwing championship.
He was defeated by Martin Sheridan
of this country both in the free style
and the Greek style. It was the fact
that an American had excelled in this
Grecian style that seemed to be the di-
rect result of Georgantas’ mysterious
disappearance from Greece immediately
following his defeat. .

Some reports related how, in the bit-
terness of his disappointment, he spoke

rudely to Prince Constantine when the.

prizes were being awarded and was
forced to leave the country for this
reason. Other stories say that his fail-
ure to win had so aroused public opin-
ion against him that he was compelled
to leave the country in a manner closely
resembling ostracism.

At any rate, he disappeared com-
pletely, and no word was heard of him
until he suddenly appeared one day at
Celtic Park. :He made it known that
he was there for the purpose of com-
peting once more against the man who
had defeated him in Greece. He fig-

ured that a victory here would atone

somewhat for his defeat in Athens and
permit him to return to his own country.

He met Sheridan at the Labor Day
games of the I. A. C., and was again
defcated, a defeat which seemed to
possess all the elements of a real
tragedy,

But deep down through the |

whole thing the spirit of athletics was
revealed at its best, and Sheridan paid
Georgantas the splendid compliment of
cempeting his best, even though it meant
defeat for the Greek. There is no
doubt that Georgantas would have re-
sented a victory which he knew he had
not obtained through his own ability.

During this summer a change was
made in my training which I believed
had a significant bearing on my career
as a runner, although, of course, I'll
never know how significant it might
have been. I was changed from the
mile to the half mile. It looks like a
small thing in itself, but when 1t is
understood that my mind and heart had
been set on the mile, and when all my
ability seemed to indicate that that was
my best distance, it was somewhat of a
disappointment to be changed td a
shorter distance and have to revise all
my ideas and ambitions as well as my
methods of training.

I have always maintained that the
one-hundred-yard dash and the mile run
are the two classic events on the pro-
gram of a track meet, while the half is
the most_brutdl. How close I would
have approached the outdoor mile
record will always be a matter of specu-
lation, but I will never cease to regret
the fact that I was prevented from di-
recting all my energies along that line.

But it seemed that the Irish-Ameri- .

can Club was well supplied with milers
and two-milers at that time, and 1, un-
‘fortunately, was the only one with
ability and speed enough to be lowered
to the middle distances, and to keep the
I. A. C. in the running with such mid-
dle-distance men as Parsons, Hillman,
and Pilgrim, all of the New York A. C.
It illustrates further how an amateur
athlete is at the mercy of his coach and
may be sacrificed for the reputation of
the latter or for the good of the organi-
zation which he represents.

The  metropolitan  championships
were the first of the series of meets for
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which we were training. They were
held at Travers Island in August. The
half mile was the only event for
which I was entered, and it might be
of interest to mention that Jack Wright
was also one of the starters,

I told, some distance back, of my
first national championship meet in
1902, which was also held at Travers
Island. Woright at that time won the
half, in which I was entered, and I
was so impressed by his prowess then
that I felt it strange four years later
to see his face among the starters of
a half-mile race and not to experience
my former feeling of awe. The fact
that Wright didn’t even place in the
event, which I won in 1:56: 4 without
being pushed, serves to illustrate what
a tremendous difference a few years
can make in the running game. An
athlete rises to fame, flourishes a few
years, and drops into obscurity. His
records are lowered one by one, and
finally all erased. Only a memory re-
mains, and, if he has sacrificed all for
an athletic career, that memory is often
bitter. So that, when all is said and
done, I feel that a youngster should not
take his running ability too seriously.
If a career is brilliant and short-lived
he is fortunate, for he can then divert
his energy into other channels. If he
is the possessor of that brand of
stamina that takes years to burn out, I
sympathize with him.

The metropolitan championship was
the first outdoor championship that I
had ever won, so, with the metropolitan
title under my belt, I continued my in-
tensive training for the national cham-
pionships.

The nationals were held on the eighth
of September, also at Travers Island.
The Irish-American A. C. invaded the
island at that time with about a hun-
dred athletes, about every politician in
the city, and most of the Irish. The
clabs of those days displayed an in-

terest in their teams that would be hard .
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to understand at present.
out in mass to support their athletes
and fought from the grandstands for
every point just as hard as we fought
on the field. The battle cry, by the
way, of the Irish-American Club was
“F-1-G-H-T!” so the competitors were
always assured of plenty of enthusmsm
from the spectators.

I won the half, my first national out-
door championship, in I:35:2, which
was the fastest time for that distance
since the record of 1:53:2 had been
established by Charlie Kilpatrick in the
international games in 1895.

I have always felt that this old set
of games in 1895 between the New York
A. C. and a picked British team was
significant for several reasons. In the
first place it demonstrated the prac-
ticability of international competition
from the standpoint of creating interest
in the sport and of promotmg athletic
relations between two countries. Im
the second place, I believe it may be
almost regarded as the beginning of

the great epidemic of record breaking

which is becoming less formidable each
year as the records are shaved thinner
and thinner.

On that summer day, twenty-nine

years ago, a new record was established
for nearly every event on the program.
The day was hot, the track fast, and

running conditions almost perfect, so i
that when the meet was over the athletic -

almanac had been pretty well revised.

The Canadian championships were 3

held in Montreal on the twenty-second
of September.

each year, a practice which has been
discontinued for some reason or other.

This, I think, is unfortunate, because -
it has always seemed that these meets -4
formed a splendid contact between these

two countries which are separated only
by an imaginary line.
I remember we were always anxious

to compete in these games, not only] §

A
They turned

1

At that time a large 4
team of Americans was sent up .there j
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' because of the fact that we were treated

so well by the Canadians while in
Montreal, but also because the track
there was considered one of the fast-
est this side of England. The only

| disadvantage it had was that it was

three laps to the mile instead of the
customary four. This, of course, gave
the advantage of longer straightaways
but, on the other hand, made it very
difficult for a runner unaccustomed to
the track to judge his pace over that
odd distance. The track has been al-
lowed to deteriorate until it is not bet-
ter at present than a good many of our
own tracks.

I was entered in the half mile, which
I won in 1:355 flat.

After the Canadian championships we
usually went on a little sight-seeing tour
before returning home. The favorite
trip was to the top of Mount Royal,
just back of the city. The principal
means of ascent at that time was a
trolley which ran halfway up. The rest
of the way could be made either by
horse and buggy, by horseback, or on
foot. Automobiles at that time were
not developed sufficiently to be of prac-
tical use in a climb like that.

Whatever labor was expended, how-
ever, in making the climb, was more
than justified when one reached the top.
Montreal looked like a toy city below,
and if the day was clear the White
Mountains of New Hampshire were
visible. On the far side of the moun-
tain was the famous toboggan slide, a
long, wooden trough leading out onto
the plain below. Of course there was
10 snow on it at the time, but the steep-
ness almost took our breath away to
look at it, and our guide, noticing how
we were impressed, proceeded to give
us a few statistics which made our eyes
hulge even further. We learned later,
however, that the toboggans didn’t quite
attain a speed of one hundred and
twenty miles an hour.

The time that I had made for the

5.

half mile in my last three starts seemed
to indicate that I had an excellent chance
to ‘establish a2 new world’s record at that
distance, and the sport writers and
other track followers started a move-
ment for a special race in which I would
be properly paced and made to extend
myself.

Strange as it may seem, a movement
of that sort at that time was quite un-
usual and usually came from an out-
side source rather than from the pro-
moters of the games. A certain dignity
seemed to be attached to a record in
those days, and if there was no pos-
sibility of lowering it the promoters
would not exploit, for their own finan-
cial advantage, the fact that so-and-so
would try for a new record, when every-
body but the gullible public knew that
so-and-so had no more chance of ap-
proaching the record than he had of
swimming the Atlantic. It is a practice
much too common at present, and has
no other effect than to cheapen the sport
and fatten the pocketbooks of pro-
moters. )

With the newspaper suggesting a race
of this sort, I finally had to write to
the New York A. C. and ask permis-
sion to compete in such a race at its
fall games. Of course it received a
good deal of publicity when permission
was given to stage it, but the saddest
part of the whole story is that I didn’t
break the record. I missed it by a fifth
of a second, but the papers were very
charitable. The following is an ex-
tract from an article on the race by
H. V. Valentine:

“Melvin  Sheppard’s half mile in
1:53:3 at Travers Island last Satur-
day is” undoubtedly the greatest per-
formance at the distance that the world
has ever seen. True, Kilpatrick's great
race in 1895 was one-fifth of a second
faster ; but look at the difference in the
conditions under which the two athletes
made their records. Kilpatrick had a
warm, still day, perfect pace. and the
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excitement’ of international competition _ games of _the Irish-American ‘A. C.
"I was paced by Harry Hillman, who

to spur him on. He was paced the
first quarter by Harry S. Lyons, who
could run any distance and then tell
you within a fifth of a second what
time he made. Lyons was told to pull
Kilpatrick along the first four hundred
and forty in fifty-four seconds, and he
did it to the dot.

“Sheppard ran Saturday under en-
tirely different eonditions. First of all,
the day was bad. It was damp, and
a cold wind swept in from the sound.
Teevan, who paced Sheppard, is just
as good a runner as Lyons, but does
not possess the power to judge exactly
how fast he is going. In consequence
Sheppard was fifty-six seconds in go-
ing the first half of the race. This was
about two seconds too long. To prove
this contention it is only necessary to
note Sheppard’s condition in the last
one hundred yards of the race. He
sprinted like a demon, and was in no
way distressed upon finishing.”

Another clipping mentions a certain
incident in the race, but apparently
missed some of the finer details. It
relates how when Teevan finished his
first quarter he unintentionally stepped
in front of me when leaving the track,
and we collided. The paper said that
I lost my stride and almost- fell, but it
didn’t mention the fact that, as I
grabbed Teevan to shove him out of
my way and asked him to get off the
track, I failed to choose my words in
the excitement of the race. I was dis-
tinctly conscious of the gasp that arose
from the portion of the crowd that I
was passing at the time.

The close shave that I gave the half-
mile record suggested that the six-hun-
dred-yard record might not be so safe
as was formerly supposed. This record
of 1:11 flat was established by Tommy
Burke, the old Harvard and New York
A. C. athlete, at Williamsbridge, Sep-
tember 19, 1896.

The attempt was made in the autumn
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started from the eight-yard mark, and
by Louis Katzenstein, who was given
twenty-five yards. Hillman ran a beau-
tiful race and forced me right up to
the tape. I missed the record by three-
fifths of a second, my time being
1:11:3. Critics at the time said that
I lagged the first part of the race and
didn’t take advantage of the pace that
Hillman was setting. _

On the same page of my scrapbook
with the clipping of the race I just
mentioned is an old cartoon by R. Ed-
gren which expresses, unintentionally,
of course, a graphic comparison between
speed in 1906 as compared to 1924.
The purpose of the cartoon, which is
entitltd “How Speed is Being An-
nihilated,” was to compare the relative

speed of various methods of travel in 1§

those days.

I was pictured finishing a race as

one of the examples with the explana-
tion that I could run a half mile in
1:53:3. Just beside me was a race

horse snorting fire and stretching his 4
neck at the finish in his efforts to equal §
the mile-running record of 1:35 and i
And next to that was a
“Mile-a-minute” Murphy
tearing off his mile a minute on a bicycle }
Those three, dealing 7
with muscular effort, have not been im- 4
proved on a great deal in the last eight- 3
een years. The real progress is shown

one half.
sketch of

behind a train.

in the mechanical field.

A box-shaped automobile is shown
rocking along at two miles a minute— :

we can’t turn our nose up much at that.

But the next cartoon shows a rakish s

motor boat poking its nose out of a

smother of spray with the notation that }
“one mile in two minutes is terrific go- §
I believe we 3
But now §

ing for a speed boat.”
can afford to smile at that.
listen.

Through the center of the whole §
group, offset by a huge question mark, 3
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is a weird-looking monster resembling
a cast-iron cigar—a line of rivets is
visible—with a couple of shark fins on
its back, and one small wing projecting
irom each side of the cockpit from
which peeks a head well protected by
helmet and goggles. At the rear end
of the cigar a propeller, about the size
of one used on a motor boat, is work-
ing at top speed and is evidently re-
sponsible for the tremendous pace with
which the cigar is whizzing past a lot
of surprised-looking sea gulls. In view
of the question mark and the general
uncertainty of outline, I believe we may
permit ourselves a good laugh at that
one, without the least reflection upon
the artist.

In the fall of 1906 a movement was
started among the high schools of New
York to obtain the services of a num-
ber of the older and more experienced
athletes to help train and instruct the
high-school boys in cross-country run-
ning. The idea was for each of the
older men to be assigned to one of the
schools and to accompany the boys on
their runs to give them an idea of
pace and to see that the youngsters’
didn’t overdo themselves. I volunteered
my services, and was assigned the High
School of Commerce.

At the time of my first work-out"

with the team the boys had been in
training for several weeks, and inas-
much as all my work had been short-
distance stuff, half mile and under, I

wasn’t any too confident of my qualifi--

cations to give the beys instruction.
We started out from the school for
our run through Central Park, and, as
had been prearranged, I set the pace.
We had gone about haliway when sev-
eral of the boys, ranged up alongside
of me, began setting a pace that I knew
mighty well I'd never be able to hold.
So I suggested that they were liable
to injure themselves running as hard
as that, but my suggestion, unfor-
tunately, did not have the desired effect.

- 7
T ¢

“Huh,” grunted one of the young-
sters, “we've got to get home before
morning.”” So that was that.

I was in real distress by this time,
so I bade the boys farewell and watched
them disappear over the hill. When I
neared the vicinity of the school not a
runner was in sight, and 1 had to ask
a policeman where the school was.
When I arrived there most of the boys
were out of the shower and dressed,
and T gathered from the atmosphere of
the locker room that they had unani-
mously decided that one Melvin Shep-
pard wasn’t much of a cross-country
runner,

While T was attending all these meets
and taking nothing seriously but ath-
letics, T was engaged in various methods
of livelihood so that I might earn
enough money to buy enough food to
get enough strength to run.

It seems to be the general opinion
among those who follow athletics that
when a prominent athlete changes from
one locality to another, the inducement
is not the lure of more and better com-
petition but the promise of an easier
and higher-paying job. How true this
may be at the present time I am un-
prepared to say, even though I don’t
profess an entire ignorance on the sub-
ject. But in my time the boys com-
peted for the game itself, and if they
chose to change their address, that was
a matter for them and them alone to
worry about. I believe my own case
in particular is fairly illustrative of
this,

The Irish-American Club, of course,
offered to help me find work, so in this
connection I was taken by one of the
influential members of the club to one
of the high officials, who is now vice
president or general manager of a
nationally-known concern whose head-
quarters were here in the city. This
high official, most likely out of courtesy
to the man who introduced me to him,
offered me the joh of night watchman.
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1t would" be my‘f('i\ify‘-to tard Unicom=

pleted excavations in thé streets” where
the ‘concern was operating. I would

"have to work only from six p. m. till _

seven a. m.—thirteen hours, and seven
days a week. By way of compensation
for my services I was to receive the
princely sum of twelve dollars a week.
1 was quite overcome by the offer, but
decided 1 wouldn’t be selfish enough
to take it and thereby deprive some one
else of the opportunity.

My next veuture into the business
world was in the capacity of a sales-
man. = I received ecighteen dollars a

- week for this, but it didn’t take me

long to learn that my talent along this
line was decidedly negative, and, al-
though my employer, a good friend of
mine, would have kept me on indefi-
nitely, I decided in favor of something
a little more to my liking. A job of
this sort offered difficulties because I
refused to be confined to any indoor
work, and outdoor work, aside from
ordinary ditch digging, was hard to
find. - ‘

Finally, however, 1 landed the job of
timekeeper with a’ large construction
company. The laborers on whom I was
checking up were practically all of for-
eign descent, with the corresponding
impossible names. These names caused
me no end of worry until I hit upon
the happy thought of naming them my-
self and of using numbers to correspond
with the names. So my time book,

therefore, read something like this:

1—Merry Christmas.

2—George Washingten.

3—Dead heat.

4—Ten Flat.

. §—Jim Jeffries.
and so on.

The system worked. well and solved
the problem very nicely for me until
one day the superintendent of the job
came around and asked me for my time
book.

He studied it a moment in silence,
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but*1 could se¢ that 'sométﬁing was -

about to’ happen. And happen it did.
The superintendent evidently lacked a
sense of humor, or else he concealed
it well, but, anyway, after he had fin-
ished I gathered that he had no inten-
tion of adopting my system for his other
gangs. He pointed out among other
things that in case of accident to one
of the laborers on my list the company
would be more or less embarrassed in
attempting to pay compensation to the
wife or widow of Merry Christmas.
On second thought he may have had
a sense of humor, after all, for instead
of dispensing with my services I was
promoted to the position of receiving
clerk. In this capacity I was supposed
to check up on all the materials re-

" ceived, but it seems that my attention to

detail -was a bit too accurate to suit
some of the men higher up. That is,
1 reported too many shortages in goods
received, which in several instances
made necessary such embarrassing ex-
planations from the shipper as well as
the receiver that I was speedily re-
lieved of this job and promoted omce
more to the position of foreman.

The job I was assigned to was ‘the
building of the park which is now

known as Colonial Park, and is bounded
on the north and south by One Hundred
and Fifty-fifth and One Hundred and

Forty-fifth Streets, on the west by

Edgecomb, and by Bradhurst Avenues. . 3

I was responsible for four hundred to
five hundred laborers, mostly Italians.
We were assigned to the upper half of
the park. ’ -
The work was of a very interesting

nature. There were always difficulties §
of a different nature arising every day. %
that had to be overcome in various ¥
ways. It was an every-man-for-himself g
job that developed worlds of ingenuity @
which, even then, often fell short of =g

the mark.

I remember one incident of a large
stone I had set aside which was the 4
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exact shé.p&t_hat‘lnééded for théjb(')t-
tom of a walk drainage basin. In order

to . take no chances with this rock 1

detailed one of the men, with the in-
ducement of an extra day’s pay, to sit
on the rock overnight and under no
condition to let anything happen to it.
] intended to install it the next morn-
ing, and when I arrived at that time
the man was there, but the rock had
disappeared. It seems that one of the.
subcontractors had driven up in the
night in a wagon, intimidated the
laborer, loaded the rock in the wagon,
and taken it away for a job of his own.

The superintendent of the work,
whom I came to know quite well, had
taken the position under peculiar cir-
cumstances. His mother, it seems, was
worth more than a million dollars, but
refused to allow her son any of this
until he proved he was self-supporting.
So he was demonstrating this at the
time. '

I remained at this work for about a
year and a half, until T made the 1go8
Olympic team and sailed for London.
The park was being built on a hill so
steep that it was necessary to secure
with pegs a great deal of the sod which
we laid. 1 mention this because I be-
lieve it was the exercise of climbing
up and down these hills that contributed
a great deal to the development of my
legs, which showed to such good ad-
vantage in the years immediately fol-
lowing. :

Now that I was permanently fixed
with a job and had become a resident
of the big town, there was only one
more thing left for me to do, and that
was to join a regiment.

At that time, to a far greater extent
than at present, the armories of New
York and Brooklyn represented as
great athletic centers as the athletic
clubs themselves. The clubs offered
the athlete all the facilities for outdoor
training, but it was almost necessary to
join one of the regiments in order to

‘have an indoor track upon which to

train. :

"And there was a tremendous amount
of rivalry among the regiments for ath-
letic members, and it seemed that for
some reason or other the different arm-
ories were in a constant state of enmity.
Each tried to outdo the other,in the
promotion of athletic activities in order
that the athletes would wish to join
their colors.

The lid almost flew off of things
when I joined the Twenty-second Regi-
ment., It seems that, unknown to me,
one of my volunteer backers and spon-
sors had promised the Thirteenth Regi-
ment of Brooklyn that I would be-
come a member of that organization.
The Thirteenth was all prepared to re-
ceive me into the fold, when 1 made
up my own mind to join the Twenty-
second. I was accused of everything
from horse thieving to manslaughter,
and both the regiments and most of the
newspapers joined in the argument and
swapped compliments.

I became a member of the Twenty-
second through the influence of Billy
Frank, but the personnel of the organi-
zation was sufficiently imposing to make
such a decision far from difficult, with
such-athletic heads as Major Daniel P.
Murphy, Phil Sayles, Charles Dieges,
Pat Walsh, Gabe Hollander, and a num-
ber of other old-timers. And these were -
backed up by such well-known athletes,
as George Bonhag, Jack Ellingwood,:
Billy Frank, William Nelson, F. A,
Rogers, Jim Sullivan, and Alex Mac-
kenzie in the distances; H. P. Odell
and Joe Bromilow in the middle dis-
tances; W. P, Dunn, C. J.—*“Bricky”—
Clark, Dan Frank, Rennold Koch,
Grafton Smith, and Jim McEntee for
the quarter; Joe Danaher, Fred Onder-

dunk, Meyer Prinstien, C. B. Clark, and »

“Dusty” Miller in the sprints.

They also claimed such famous bicycle
riders as L. J. Wentz, W. Vandendries,
F. E. Adams, George Cammeron, and
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Billy Frank: There were dozens of
other athletes equafly famous at the
time. And besides all these the track
team boasted of Captain J. J. Mec-
Loughlin, who was always scrapping in
some manner or other for the interests
of his team.

I remember ene incident in particular.
When we were engaged in a set of
games in one of the rival armories Mc-
Loughlin took exception to one of the
decisions of the officials, and ended up
by being thrown in the street in his
track suit. His clothes were pitched out
after him, and he had to put them on
as best he could.

I was earolled as an athletic member,
but I soon learned that such a title
meant nothing at all when it came to
being excused from parades, driils, in-
spection, and so forth. I’ll admit that
these things didn’t appeal much to me,
but they were compensated by the fact
that T was a member of the famous
Company A which was composed al-
most entirely of athletes. It sounds
like a rather radical statement to make,
but I firmly believe that Company A
alone could have brought back to
America the Olympic track and field
championship in 1908.

I felt it a pleasure and a privilege
to belong to an organization of that
sort, for, as I said before, the environ-
ment was of the best, and no effort was
spared to promote athletics in all its
branches. The armory was filled with
games of all sorts almost any time of
the day. Men could be seen practically
at all hours, either on the tennis courts,
basket-ball courts, or on the running
track. Different armories at that time
were noted for different forms of sport.
Some boasted about their runners, some
about their sack and obstacle racers,
and even the tug of war received a

prominent place on the program.

We used to have a famous series of
mile relays which we called “round rob-

[}

ins,” and which were mostly held be-
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tween the Thirteenth, Twenty-second,
and Twenty-third Regiments. A great
deal of rivalry developed between these
three because our teams were so evenly
matched, even if the Twenty-second did

win the majority of the races. The .

three regiments would take turns stag-
ing these races, so it was one continual
round of competition. I believe it
would be of interest to name the stars
on the three teams:

Thirteenth—Pete  Waters, James
Teevan. Lawson Robertson, Harry
Hillman,

Twenty-second—R. Koch, Joe Crock-
et, C. J. Clark, Jim McEntee, Melvin
Sheppard.

Twenty-third — Harry
Smye  Northridge,
Charlie Bacon,

These meets were always attended in
force by the members of the regiments,
and the backers of the victorious team
usually staged some sort of mass demon-
stration afterward, a demonstration not

always to the interest' of the public at
large.

Haywood,
Harry  Sedley,

I remember one evening in Brooklyn

when our relay team had whipped that
of the Twenty-third. The Twenty-sec-
ond boys who had come to see the meet
seemed to be especially hilarious that
night for some reason or other, and
their first act of violence was to storm
the elevated station, force the gates,
and take possession of a train. The
motorman tooted for the police, but
when the law arrived and learned that
the disturbance was nothing more than a
bunch of young men celebrating a track
victory, they almost joined in the cele-
bration themselves.

When we reached the New York side
we started a parade which broke up
somewhere near Fiftieth Street. Along
the route we collected posters. and dis-
tributed them where we thought they
would do the most good. Several of
us decided to end the festivities in a
Turkish bath, but inasmuch as the
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steam failed to subdue our buoyant
spirits, it was only a short time before
the management requested our absence.

Another incident occurred in the
Seventy-first Regiment armory, which
was at that time just beginning to com-
pete with the others in athletics. There
were two relays, the mile and two mile,
in which only the other three regiments
competed. We won the mile relay from
the formidable team of the Thirteenth.
There was perhaps more interest cen-
tered on the two-mile relay than any
other event in the meet because, out of
the eight men on two of the teams,
seven of these men had records of bet-
ter than two minutes for the half mile.
I believe competition like that in these
days would help a lot to give the sport
the stimulus that it needs.

The race itself came up to every-
body’s expectations, and when, running
anchor for the Twenty-second, I fin-
ished in the lead with not a lot to spare,
the Twenty-second spectators forgot
their manners again and proceeded to
take possession of the floor by the sim-
ple method of climbing over the bal-
cony and making about a fifteen-foot
drop.

About that time the athletes of the
Twenty-second Regiment were display-
ing a great deal of interest in the Sachs
medals. Those who have followed
athletics will recognize in the name of
G. L. M. Sachs one of the greatest
sponsors of track athletics that the
world has ever known. Mr. Sachs, a
former athlete himself, took a tremend-
ous interest in any athlete of ability,
and, in a strictly sportsmanlike manner,
would do anything in his power to pro-
mote the sport by encouraging men to
compete. He it was, you will remem-
ber, who practically adopted the great
Lon Myers and stood behind him
throughout his whole remarkable career.
Mr. Sachs has even recruited several
teams of stars and taken them abroad
to compete at his own expense. He
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was always offering trophies to stimu-
late interest in various games.

The - Sachs medals, however, were
perhaps the most famous. They were
very elaborate and beautiful things, to
be given to the athlete of the Twenty-
second Regiment or the Pastime club
scoring the most points throughout the
year in open competition. So much of
my effort was spent in the regimental
relays at that time that in order to com-
pete in points with those who enly en-
tered individual events I had to go
around to various meets and beg for
special M. A. L. races so that 1 might
pile up a few points. When I think of
that now it makes me smile to compare
it with the way in which promoters these
days have to beg the athletes to com-
pete for them.

Mr. Sachs also made another offer at
that time that caused more or less con-
troversy in the papers and in the sport-
ing world in general.

It seems that, since the death of
Myers, Mr. Sachs was in possession of
a number of valuable cup trophies which
Myers had won, one of which he offered
to present me at any time I should break
one of the records held by Myers. I
could have the choice of five distances,
for Myers was still the holder of the
records for sixty yards at six and two-
fifth seconds; three hundred and thirty
yards at thirty-five seconds ; six hundred
and sixty yards at one minute, twenty-
two seconds ; seven hundred yards at one
minute and thirty-one seconds, and one
thousand yards at two minutes and
thirteen seconds. The peculiar feature
of the offer was that no one but me
was eligible for the cup, no matter how
much he should break the record. It
was four years before I broke the first
one at one thousand yards.

In 1906 there were two one-thousand-
yard indoor A. A. U championships.
One was held on March seventeenth,
and the other was staged in the A. A, U.
indoor championships November ninth
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and tenth. I won my second title to
this event in the same year on the
evening of November ninth, covering
the distance in 2:17:4 and lowering
the old indoor record by five and one-
fifth seconds.

The second night of the games I was
entered against a fast field in the six-
hundred-yard championship, which was
won by Parsons of Yale, and served, I
believe, as the forerunner of the great
amount of agitation in the papers for a
return match between the two of us.
It seemed to be the general opinion of
the sport writers that in the above race
I got away to a poor start, became
“boxed,” which, together with a decided
lack of form, made me show to poor
advantage.

At any rate, the papers began to
clamor for a return race at six hundred
yards which would also include Harry
Hillman and John B. Taylor. All win-
ter long special articles discussed the
relative merits of the four of us until
public interest was at the boiling point.
No promoter, however, seemed able to

land the race, due largely, I believe, to.

the fact that the athlete as well as the
public was considered in an affair of
this sort, and conditions at no time
seemed to be favorable to stage the race.

1 did a good deal of cross-country
work also that fall and winter in prepa-
ration for the national cross-country
championships, which were sometimes
held as late as Christmas, even if the
athletes had to run in the snow. The
I. A. C. team of Daly, Bonhag, Frank,
Joyce, and Sheppard finished second,
third, fifth, ninth and tenth respectively,
winning the national team champion-
ship. The New York A. C. was second.

The Columbia University indoor
games that year illustrated to a certain
extent the corner that any particular
regiment was liable to get on athletes.
The games were held on the same
evening that the Twenty-second Regi-
ment had its State inspection, with the

3 . s

. Sport Sthy‘ Magazme E

result that a good percentage of the .

stars who had been advertised to com-
pete in the games were unable to appear
until later in the evening, at which time
we were all so dead tired from stand-
ing inspection that our running was a
joke. I remember I was beaten in the
mile by Nebrich.

I have just run across a clipping
which has a very modern tone to it.
In reference to a small team of us who
attended a meet in Baltimore at the in-
vitation of the officials there, the pro-
moters made the gentle statement that
we were a bunch of grafters. So evi-
dently times haven’t changed so much,
after all. In this instance, however,
I would say that the whole difficulty lay
in the fact that we were good eaters
rather than good grafters.

We registered, upon our arrival at
the hotel the committee had selected
for us, and went in to dinner. Martin
Sheridan, famous as an all-round athlete
and an eater, glanced at the menu, and
said to the colored waiter standing re-
spectfully at his side—Sheridan’s size
made anybody respectful:

“Now, let’s see, George. Are your

lamb chops good?”
_ “Yes, sah; yes, sah; mighty nice,
sah.”

“Well, I guess you can bring me
about nine orders.”

The waiter's eyes started to bulge,
but pretty soon he thought he saw the
joke, and began to laugh. That was a
foolish move, because Martin was sen-
sitive about his capacity. The head
waiter was called, and after a confer-
ence of the staff it was decided that
Martin could have his nine orders of
lamb chops. He disposed of them with-
out effort, and ordered the rest of his
meal in proportion.

That was one reason why our bill
was a little larger than a group of five
men would ordinarily- run up. When
we checked out and started to settle our
bill with the expense money we had
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received we were told by the clerk that
it had all been attended to. We were
surprised then to learn that we were
grafters, but everything was finally all
<moothed down when it was explained
that an athlete must eat to live.

While I am on the sybject I'll quote
another clipping that gives Sheridan’s
idea of a square meal. I don’t know
who was the reporter’s authority, but
this is the menu he gives:

Twelve soft-boiled eggs, six lamb chops,
one bone sirloin steak, with a bit of bacon,
one four-pound loaf of bread, six floury
spuds, each as big as a sixteen-pound shot,

one dish of rice pudding, one gooseberry pie,
and one quart of coffee.

Finally, after four months of propa-
ganda and boosting, the much-sought-
after six-hundred-yard special race was
arranged between Parsons, Taylor, Hill-
man, and me. The battle was to take
place at the New York A. C. indoor
games in Madison Square Garden on’
March twelfth. At the last minute it
was learned that Parsons would be un-
able to compete. Bacon was entered
in his place.

The great building was packed to
the doors for the occasion, and I am
completely at a loss to describe the
tremendous amount of interest this race
had aroused.” There is nothing I can
compare it to at present unless it is a
World’s Series or something like that,
but the track fans those days were sim-
ply race mad and, due to all the pub-
licity this race had received, it had as-
sumed all the proportions of a classic
It was the event of the year, and the
preliminary events of the meet ‘seemed
dull and uninteresting as the great audi-
ence, tense and jumpy, tore programs
to bits and speculated on the outcome of
the feature event, .

As the race was called, all spectators
came to the edges of their seats, as
nervous as the athletes themselves. A
tension, for all the world like the lull
before an electric storm, seemed to en-
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velop the entire house. And ‘1 remem-
ber as I glanced around the line of
faces, pale and ghostlike through the to-
bacco smoke, that ringed the gallery high
up under the roof.

As we went to our marks, a dead,
thick silence seemed to envelop us like
a wet blanket. Even breathing seemed
to be suspended. A woman giggled
hysterically, but sobered suddenly at
the sound she made.

The starter’s voice seemed loud and
unnatural as he told us to take our
marks. We dropped to the line, all
quivering.

“Get set!” R

Our muscles contracted like springs.

Crack!

We shot from our marks in a wild
scramble for the pole at the first turn,
and the race was on.

" At the report of the gun all the air
in the hall seemed to leave as though
sucked out by some mighty inhalation
as the crowd all breathed at once. The
thunder of the pistol broke the tension
as thousands leaped to their feet and
shouted like maniacs.

I took the lead in the early stages of
the race with the idea of killing off the
rest. At the first five-hundred-yard
mark I realized with an awful feeling
of helplessness that this night was not
my night. Hillman and Taylor had
hung to my heels up to this point. Bacon
had fallen far behind.

I called upon the reserve that I al-
ways had at this point, and found to
my horror that it wasn’t there. I realized
that 1 would be unable to maintain the
pace I had set, so in order to do the de-.
cent thing, I decided to step to one side
and let the other boys fight it out.

This was where I made a mistake
that I have always regretted. For, as
1 stepped aside, I moved directly in
front of Taylor, breaking his stride and
handicapping his chances just that
much for an even break. Hillman shot
through on the pole. Taylor recovered,
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and set after him. They struggled al-
most even down the home stretch, but
Taylor was never able to close the gap,
and Hillman won by inches.

A rather peculiar development of this
race was the fact that almost everybody
interpreted my action in the wrong way,
and I received no end of congratulations
from the friends of Hillman, who
thought that I had stepped in frent of
Taylor merely to give Hillman a chance
to win. This Hllustrates quite well how
little qualified the public and even the
sport writers are to comment upon and
to draw their own conclusions upon
incidents of this sort.

The winter of 1907 marked another
great event in my life. 1 married a
Philadelphia girl whom I had known
from childhood. Of course everybody
predicted my finish as a runner, but
the results. of later years only go to
show that married life need not in the
least handicap the running ability of an
athlete. In many instances I believe
that it is even a great advantage, inas-
much as the living conditions in his
own home make it much easier to train
than when living in a single room and
eating his meals at various places.

The remainder of the indoor season
was devoted largely to the round-robin
relays and was more or less uneventful,
with the exception of the Georgetown
University indoor games at Washing-
ton. These games were held in Con-
vention Hall, and were well attended
by celebrities of national importance.
We were entertained by the games com-
mittee, and had the privilege of meet-
ing many of the national figures in
politics that we were reading about in
the papers every day.

The last event I remember clearly of
the indoor season was an odd race ar-
ranged at one of the meets whereby I
was to run a half mile against a group
of grammar-school youngsters, each of
them running one lap. The race, which
was advertised as “Sheppard versus the

midgets,” " didn't amount to so much
after all, because the little fellows ran
circles around me, under my arms and
between my legs, until I was almost
dizzy. Needless to say, they finished
long before 1 did.

I accounted for my first world’s out-
door record, the nine-hundred-yard, in
the summer of 1907. The race was put
on as a special event in a set of games
at Celtic Park. I covered the distance
in 2:1:4, lowering by two and four-
fifth seconds the former record held
by H. V. Valentine.

The national A. A. U. championships
were held that year at Jamestown, Vir-

ginia, in connection with the James- {§
town Fair. The I. A. C,, which made |}
it a rule to do-everything on as big ;
a scale as possible, reserved all the |
available space on the steamer Monroe {3
Fortunately we :3
had planned to arrive several days be- :}
forehand, because on the trip down we }
struck some mighty rough weather off §
Cape Hatteras, a spot which, I under- o
stand, has a bad reputation for unex- 3
Nearly everybody on 3§
board was sick, but the athletes had a §
couple of days to rest up after land-

and set sail en masse.

pected storms.

ling, so it didn’t affect them much.

One of the members of the party 3
was Dan O'Reilly, the famous criminal 4
A famous case had just been
completed, and O'Reilly had more - §
money than he knew what to do with. §
Consequently he took it upon himself
to put everybody else in as happy a |

lawyer.

frame of mind as possible and, if T re-

member correctly, he was very success-

ful indeed in this respect.

Upon reaching Jamestown O’Reilly’s

first act was to procure for himself a

fair-sized brass band, which was in-.

structed to follow him everywhere he

went, with the result that his progress 3

around the fairgrounds at all times re-
sembled a parade.
would be an exaggeration to say that
O'Reilly was perhaps the best-known
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I don’t think it
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man in that locality a few hours after
his arrival. Naturally his holiday mood
and willingness to part with the money
he had brought along made him much
sought after as a customer. There was
always a group of negroes in attend-
ance, hoping they might be of service
in one way or another.

In the course of his wanderings about
the grounds O’Reilly conceived a
strange affection for a small burro,
which he proceeded to adopt as a mas-
cot. He brought his newly acquired
pet back to the hotel, led it in the lobby,
entered its name on the register, and
announced that he would like to have
the animal fixed up with a room and
shown every attention. The hotel man-
agers, of course, were none too anxious
to entertain a guest of this sort, but
rather than lose the patronage of the
burro’s master, they finally decided that
the burro might be accommodated.
Anyway, they figured, it might have
been worse. What if it had been a
rhinoceros ?

Among the numerous things we did
to cause the promoters of the fair to
tear their hair, I remember one in par-
ticular which seems to have its unique
features. Among the amusements along
the pikeway was the well-known old
mill, where one enters a boat and winds
through dark tunnels illuminated at in-
tervals by elaborate scenes in tableau
representing various things. In this
particular old mill there was one illusion
done in angry red to depict Satan him-
self with a complete staff of assistant
devils. Just around the corner from
this was a counter irritant wherein St.
Peter presided over the pearly gates,
assisted by numerous angels with a scat-
tering of seraphs.

And so it came to pass that, as the
Irish-American track team emerged
from the darkness of the tunnel, some
were equipped with pitchforks, tridents,
and imps of hell, while others had
sought inspiration in wings, halos, and
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heavenly harps. Our team has been
accused of many things, but this was
the first and only time that we literally
moved heaven and hell.

In the games themselves, the real
reason for our presence at the fair, the
I. A. C, annexed another national team
championship. I was entered in the
half, but soon learned that there was
another contender by the name of An-
drew Glarner, of the Olympic Club of
San Francisco, who had crossed the
continent with the express purpose of
beating one Melvin Sheppard over a
distance of eight hundred and eighty
yards.

Furthermore, Glarner was not in the
least modest of his ability, and admitted
frankly that I had at last found my
equal over this distance. And he was
pretty near right, at that, forcing me
to a new championship record of
I1:55:1. The old record was 1:55:2,
The track, however, was a temporary
affair, so loose that the sand of which
it was composed came over the tops

‘of our shoes.

One incident occurred in these games
that almost resulted in a tragedy. John
Walsh, one of the officials in the ham-
mer throw, was struck by the hammer
as it slipped from the hands of the
mighty John Flanagan. Fortunately the
hammer struck low, fracturing Walsh’s
leg. If he had received the blow in
the body or the head, another victim
would have been chalked up against the
hammer throw—the most dangerous of
all track and field events. The hammer
is hard to control while it is being
thrown, and spectators within a wide
range are always in danger. It is an
event that should either be eliminated
or held under such conditions that no
one is in danger.

One time at Celtic Park 1 was sitting
by the track, waiting for my race to be
called, when the hammer, thrown also
on this occasion by Flanagan, landed
within a few feet of me. Perhaps it
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prejudiced me against this event. On
that occasion, by the: way, Flanagan had
heaved it one hundred and seventy-three
feet, establishing a new world’s rec-
ord. T

From these games we attended the
Canadian championships in Montreal,
where I again beat Glarner in the half.
He finished second a third time in the
N. Y. A, C. fall games,

About that time some promoters in
Kansas  City conceived the idea of
bringing a group of Eastern athletes

‘ 3‘ out there for a set of games, and at
LA the same time to induce the California
PR athletes to stop off on their way home
LS to compete against us. An opportunity
£y ‘ of this sort to see the country was too
i good to overlook, so we left for the
:: West.

The meet was to be held in a ball
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field. A temporary track had been laid
out. It rained hard the morning of
the meet, making the track almost too

= slippery to run on and really dangerous
oo i because of the possibility of pulling

muscles or tendons. Glarner and I,
therefore, decided to stage a good race,

Loy R,

L I

S but to eliminate all chances of injuring

i ourselves by finishing in the same order

’ that we had been finishing in the Eastern
i meets. -

£ Everything went well until about two
LA hundred yards from the finish when,
all of a sudden, Glarner jumped me
with a quick burst of speed and tore
out for the tape. I had a fleeting vision
of newspaper headlines: “Sheppard

was this close shai'eiwhich has alwa)}s\
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beaten!” and set out after him. So

it turned out to be a real race after
all. I barely nipped him at the tape.

This was the last event of importance
in the outdoor season of rgoy, and
served to wind the most successful two
years that I had yet enjoyed.

In 1906 I won the following cham-
pionships:

National—eight hundred and eighty
yards in I:55:2; one thousand yards,
indoor, in 2:23:2 and 2:17:4; one
mile, indoor, in 4:26: 2.

Canadian—eight hundred and eighty
yards in 1:55.

Metropolitan—eight hundred and
eighty yards in 1:56:4.

In 1907 I won the following cham-
pionships :

National—eight hundred and eighty
yards in I:55:1; one thousand yards,
indoor, in 2:25; one mile, indoor, in
4:25:2,

Canadian—eight hundred and eighty
vards in 1:58:2; four hundred and

forty yards in fifty seconds.

Metropolitan—eight hundred. and
eighty yards in 1:56:3.

In various events I recorded the fol-
lowing time: .

- Six hundred yards—r1:11:3. Out-
doors.

Six hundred yards—r1:13:3. In-
doors.

Eight hundred and eighty yards—
1:53:3. Outdoors.

Eight hundred and eighty yards—
1:54:4. Indoors. )

One mile—4:22. Indoors.

TO BE CONTINUED.
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Spiked Shoes and Cinder Paths

An Athlete’s Story
By Melvin W. Sheppard

In the following installment of his teminiscences, Mr. Sheppard relates some inter-

esting occurrences on various athletic fields.

Many readers will, no doubt, recall some of

the events which are recorded in these pages, and how at the time they received nation-

wide publicity as unusual track achievements.

PART V.

N the career of every athlete whose
competition extends over a period
of years, there are times when he

finds himself in a “slump” which he is
unable to explain. At times a runner is
“right” and at other times he is “off
form” and the peculiar part of it is
that he seldom knows before a race
whether this will be one of his good or
bad days. 1 have often been asked the
cause of this and of course there is
only one general answer to a question
of this sort. It is purely and simply
a matter of training, but for one to be
able to place his finger on the specific
point of training that has been neg-
lected or overstressed is the delicate
problem which distinguishes a good
trainer from the average.

There is no general rule to govern
slumps of this sort, but, I believe, the
rule which would apply to nine out of
ten of these mystifying cases is the rule

of -moderation. By that I mean that
too many athletes do themselves no end
of harm by competing on every avail-
able occasion.

Maxey Long, holder of the quarter
mile world record of forty-seven sec-
onds, expressed himself very clearly on
this subject in an article he wrote at
that time for one of the papers. Ill
quote a portion of it:

~ “Why do our athletes go back? Why
is it that a runner will show cham-
pionship form one year, only to come
back the next season and finish among
the also rans’?

“This reason has often been asked
without a satisfactory answer. One
might advance a dozen reasons each
with some bearing on the subject, but
the real cause of retrogression in-an
athlete can only be found in a man’s
desire to do too much. It is the same
in every walk of life, only more so in
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the career of an athlete. An athlete
must not overdo things in his par-
ticular specialty,

“There is a great tendency among
athletes to compete wherever opportuni-
ties arise, without reference to the
length of time they have been in train-
ing or whether the games are held out-
doors on a cinder track or indoors on
a board floor.

“That an athlete cannot do his best
when training the year around is self-
evident, although most men do not con-
sider this in their keen desire for prizes
and glory. Constant training is bound
to tax one’s vitality to the utmost, and
does not give one’s system, which has
been drawn on to such an extent, time
to properly recuperate.

“In this country runners rarely last
more than four or five years. If longer,
they have gone back so far that they
are no longer considered seriously in
fast company. To my mind this is one
of the evil results of constant training.

“We find Melvin Sheppard, for in-
stance, the youngster who startled the
world with his brilliant running during
the past summer. In the recent indoor
championships held at Madison Square
Garden, although he won the one thou-
sand on the first night of the meeting,
he was beaten quite badly in the six
hundred on the following evening.
Many of his admirers contended that
his defeat was due to his being cut off
at the first turn, but taking everything
into consideration, in either of these
races he did not display the form he
had shown during the outdoor season.
How much better for a man of his
speed, who missed Charley Kilpatrick’s
half-mile record by only a fifth of a
second, to lay away his running shoes
for the winter, and in the spring, after
a good rest, to have gone after it again.
Then most assuredly the record would
have been at his mercy.”

I have often regretted that T refused
to listen to sound advice of this sort,
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but it seems to be true in every case]
that, when an athlete is at the top
of his form he simply loses his reasony
in his desire to win more races, and
then some more. g

The six-hundred argument which}
raged between Taylor, Hillman, Par-{
sons and myself during the indoor sea-3
son of 1906 and 1907 never was settled?
to the complete satisfaction of every-}
body. Parsons started things moving]
by beating me in the 600-yard national]
championship. Then along came Tay-g
lor and beat Parsons and Hillman inj
the Pastime games, equaling Parson’s}
indoor record of 1:14. A month laterg
in the New York A. C. games Hillman}
defeated Taylor and myself. Then, tod
complicate matters still further, in thej
Thirteenth Regiment games in Brookly 14
I set a new world’s indoor record for
the distance of 1:13:3. Neither of the
other three were in this race. :

A six-hundred race between any of
us was sufficient inducement to fill the
house, but nothing definite ever came
of the races and that is how matters;
stand at present. 4

I would like to become a member off
the New York police force, but I soont
learned that in order to become a full-§
fledged guardian of the law it was nec-}
essary to perfect one’s self in various
specialized branches of learning as well
as to pass a very rigid physical ex-}
amination. So for some time before the
examination I attended the police schoolj
and spent a good deal of time in the
gymnasium, practicing some of thej
stunts that were required. For instance,

to high jump four feet eight inches, toj
lift a sixty-pound weight over his head?
with either hand, and, lying on his back}
with somebody holding down his feet,]
to sit erect while holding a thirty-five-§
pound weight at the back of his neck.§
There were other calisthenics of similar 3
nature that required an all-round athlete 3

Spikcd' Sho‘es'* and Cinder Paihs ~

to accomplish. 1 finally passed the
examination with a score of ninety-
seven per cent, which, I was informed,
was fairly good, in view of the fact
that only five men in the tEistory of the
department had passed with one hun-
dred per cent. I then had to stand by
for a vacancy.

Perhaps one of the inducements for
joining the force was that it boaste_d
at the time such athletes as Martin
Sheridan, America’s greatest all-round
athlete, who was the largest individual
point scorer in the 1906 Olympics at
Athens; John Flannigan, holder of the
world’s hammer record ; Matt McGra'th,
his successor; Jack Eller, champion
hurdler; Billy Frank, who finished
third in the Olympic Marathon in 1906;
Johnny Joyce, champion distance and
cross-country runner, and any number
of other prominent athletes.

The examinations, physical and men-
tal, were held under the direction- of
the Civil Service Commission, and when
the police department needed more men
they made their wants known to the
commission and the required number
of men were provided from the waiting
list. These men upon reporting to the
police department were required_ to
stand another final physical examina-
tion.

The papers seemed to get a great deal
of amusement over the fact that T was
to join the force. A large number.of
cartoons were published, suggesting
various ways in which I might be of
service to the city. It was suggested
in one that I be provided with a pair of
spiked shoes while on duty that I mig.ht
patrol the highways for automc.)blle
speeders. In this connection a junk
heap is shown piled high with b.lcycles
and motor cycles. I was also pictured
in numerous races against burglars and
pickpockets, in wiich the criminals, .of
course, were almost paralyzed with
fright.

[ was finally informed that my name

- o .'5““

'
i

had been reached on the list, and was
instructed to report to police head- |
quarters for my final examination. 3

Imagine then my surprise to learn!
that, in the time which had elapsed since!
my civil service examination, I.h.ad de—;
veloped some dangerous condition off
the heart, which made me unfit for:
police duty. .

Naturally, an announcement of that;
nature not only took me completely off
my feet, but also gave the fans and the-
papers something to talk about. I was
worried, of course, but my fears began.
to give way to suspicion when other
doctors failed to find anything wrong
with my heart. There was so much
discussion on the matter that I even
received letters from heart specialists,
who, in the interests of science, would
have liked to listen to a leaky heart
that could establish track records.

The Civil Service Commission was
especially interested, in view of the fact
that their professional ability had been
questioned, and recalled me for another
examination. The Civil Service Com-
missioner, Frank Polk, a former Prince-
ton football star, took an active part
in my behalf, and, when for the second
time my heart was found to be perfect,
he again recommended me to the police
department and I was again turned
down.

This second rejection raised such a
furor in political circles that, when I
was later introduced to Theodore Roose-
velt after the Olympics, his first re-
mark was:

“So you're the young man respon-
sible for the Civil Service and Police
Department differences in New York.”

Such is fame.

But I never did find out why I was
objectionable to the police department.
T could only attempt to put two and two
together and draw my own conclusions.

In the first place, there were several
members of the Irish-Americans who
were more or less influential in police
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“circles. And in the second place, I ad-
mitted the truth of the following clip-
ping:

“Melvin W, Sheppard, the champion
middle-distance runner of the Irish-
American Club, and America’s greatest
half miler, probably will not represent
this country in the Olympic games at
London this summer. Although the try-
outs are less than a month off, Sheppard
has not begun training, and according
to the latest reports, he will not try for
the team.

“For his failure to report to Trainer
Hjertberg at Celtic Park, Sheppard
gives two reasons. One is that his pres-
ent position does not give him sufficient
time and the other that it would be
useless for him to make the team, be-
cause it is probable that he could not
accompany the team if he won his
events in the try-outs. He recently
passed the Civil Service examination,
placing him on the eligible list for po-
liceman.

“Placing Sheppard’s name on the list
for appointment to the police force has
put the great runner in a peculiar posi-
tion. If he is appointed as ‘one of
the finest’ before the team sails, he
realizes he cannot leave the city, and
if not appointed by that time, he says
he will not go abroad, fearing his ap-
pointment might be made while he is
away, in which case he would lose the
position he has so long sought.”

Whether or net the combination of

the influence and the clipping was in-
fluential in keeping me off the police
force, I am unprepared to say. The
fact remains, however, that I didn't
hang up my running shoes at that time.
I suppose there always has been and
always will be mixups concerning ama-
teur athletes who have or who are
alleged to have accepted money for com-
peting. My first real experience in this
respect occurred that winter, and handed
me a real surprise for several reasons.
“ It happened at an out-of-town meet,

©
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that when I was about to leave ’the‘ floor, 'j
the promoter of the meet -handed me

contained. my expenses.

“What’s the other for?” I asked him. 3

He looked rather surprised and in- §
formed me that heretofore it had al- 3
ways been the custom in these particu-
lar games to provide the athlete with -
an extra inducement. This surely was
news to me, but when he explained that
before he had always paid the money
to some individual alleged to be repre-
senting the athletes, a great light broke 3
upon me. Not a bad little side line for '3
somebody.

So it would appear that it is possible 3
to accuse the athlete unjustly in the §J
matter of “expenses.” Which calls to %
mind another similar incident which oc- 3
curred in a set of games held for char- ”
ity.
A friend of mine called to my atten- 3
tion the fact that I was rumored to
have accepted a hundred dollars from %
the promoters of a set of local games. 4
Investigation in this instance showed$
that this amount of money had beenJ
charged against me on the books of the 3
games committee but that the cash had'§
never got further than the pocket of one}
of the promoters. So you see, evend
amateur athletics have their ridiculous§
sides at times. 1

An Indian marathoner, Tom Long-2
boat, about that time, according to the$
newspapers, was involved in a similar¥
investigation. When the matter had
been thoroughly looked into it was3
found that the money was indeed miss-§
ing, but Tom Longhoat’s actual profit§
from the incident was a fancy vest and}
a couple of bottles of beer. Tom wass
easy because he couldn’t speak Englishij
very well. 3

It was in the summer of 1907 that$
the first of a series of incidents oc-3§
curred, which later developed into the'§
Haskins-Sheppard feud. It is a mixup$
that I am anything but proud of, but 3

’
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it occupied so much space in the' news-
papers at the time and' was the cause
of so much dissension between the
Eastern A. A. U. districts that 1 be-
lieve it is worth some space here.

Just the other day I was on the sub-
way when a stranger approached me.

“ls your name Sheppard?” he in-
quired.

1 admitted as much. .

“I hope you'll pardon me,” he said,
“put 1 wanted to assure myself that
my memory was still in good working
order. I remember you distinctly for
two things, your. 600-yard races with
Hillman, Parsons and Taylor, and the
mixup you had with Haskins.”

We had quite a talk, going over the
whole thing again, so that it is still
pretty fresh in my memory. -

Guy Haskins, an Australian by birth,
was attending the University of Penn-
sylvania at the time and had leaped, into
the limelight by winning the intercol-
legiate mile in 4:20:3, and the half
mile in the same games in I:57:4.

It was always my job those days to
run anybody who became famous on the
cinders, at any distance from a quarter
mile to cross country. The promoters
of meets had no difficulty in obtaining
my consent to run these men because
I was usually as anxious to meet any
newcomer as the promoters were to
stage the race. So, shortly after the
intercollegiates, a race was arranged be-
tween Haskins and myself, to be held
in a set of games at Wilkes Barre, Pa.

The distance was eight hundred and
eighty yards. I had taken the pole at
the start and was still in the lead about

three hundred yards from the finish..

Haskins was running close at my shoul-
der when suddenly his left hand struck
my right foot as I was bringing it for-
ward for another strike. A runmer in
that position is balanced at a rather

delicate angle because his whole weight

1s being carried on his left toe, and ttfel
slightest jar or push will break his

" strike. - When ‘interfered with in the

way I have mentioned the left toe acts
as a pivot and a runner can easily be
whirled almost completely around. _
My stride broke, but I recovered and
held the lead. I thought it had been an
accident, but when we had gone but a
short way farther, exactly.th(.e same
thing happened again, but this time my
foot was hit so sharply that I spua
completely around and fell. Of course,
I lost my temper; it didn’t take much
to make me lose it in those days, a.nd
crossed the field and proceeded to give
Haskins my impressions of the race.
We had a pretty good word fight while
it lasted. . )
~The peculiar part of the whole thing
was the fact that Haskins and myself-
were the best of friends. We had
trained together and really thought a
greét deal of each other. There were
no ill effects, therefore, from this first
argument. .

Our next meeting was in a special
one thousand yards in a set in indoor
games held in the Third R_egiment
Armory in Philadelphia, the winter of
1906-07. Haskins took the lead at the
start and, as the track was small, my
repeated efforts to pass him only re-
sulted in deliberate jabs of his elbows
every time I got within striking distance.
In this instance I kept my temper fairly
well. He had won the race and it would
have done me no good to alibi then.

There was quite a little talk, how-
ever, in the papers, with the result that
a demand arose for another match race.
This was finally arranged at one thou-
sand yards, to be held in ‘the First
Regiment Armory, also in Philadelphia,
the same winter.

The race had received a good deal
of publicity in view of the fact that
the papers had exploited the belief that
it was to be more or less a grudge race.
That form of exploitation is still a .
favorite method for drawing a crowd,
and I believe it is one of the most un-
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" ofe of Haskins’, and a crowd of that
sort doesn’t need much of an excuse
to rush out on the floor for a little di-
version. Several, I suppose, did have
blood in their eyes, but most of them
got over it before they found anybody
to pick a scrap with. I can vouch that
the only blows I received were from
the brave captain of the Penn team, and,
strange to say, the officials didn’t see
fit to disqualify or suspend him for his
display of temper.

One of the news agencies flashed the
word to New York that I had been
so close pressed by the bloodthirsty
mob that my friends had saved my life
by lowering me with a rope from one
of the windows of the dressing room.
And it so happened that my wife, in the
subway car next morning, was greeted
with headlines on the sporting page to
this effect. I actually didn’t know till
I read the papers, what a narrow escape
I had really had. :

Now, of course, when I look back
on the incident, I am forced to admit
that it was one of the most disgraceful
things that it has ever been my mis-
fortune to bring upon myself. An ac-
tion of that sort was in direct contra-
diction to all the principles governing
amateur athletics, that I had learned up
to this time. There was absolutely no
excuse, from a sportsmanlike stand-
point, for me to have struck Haskins,
no matter what provocation I might
have had. Two wrongs certainly do not
make a right, especially in a case of this
sort. This was proven, I believe, by
the immediate and later results of my
indiscretion.

I must admit also that at the time
I thought myself to be quite justified
in my action. I realized it was wrong,
but I didn’t hesitate to say that I would
act the same a second time, under sim-
ilar circumstances. Which illustrates to
some extcat the grip that competition
is apt to take upon an athlete. I am
heartily in favor of a boy putting his

-+ Sport Story Magazine

heart and soul into athletics up to a
certain extent, but when his passion for
the sport prompts him to overstep the
bounds of good sportsmanship, he has
passed the point where he is able to
derive anything beneficial from the
game.

The Middle Atlantic Association im-
mediately suspended me for a period of
thirty-five days. That is, almost im-
mediately, because my immediate sus-
pension would have kept me out of the
games on the second night of competi-
tion. This meet was held over a period
of two days and the mixup occurred
on the first night. Just why I was not
suspended at once, and not allowed to
compete the second night, is a question
that the Middle Atlantic Association
found rather difficult to answer at the
time, in view of the sudden storm of
protest that arose from the Metropolitan
and New England Associations of the

A. A. U. Tt was further significant. 3
that my suspension ended three days -§

before another set of games in Phila-
delphia that I had been entered in.

In this connection, I am reminded of
an incident which occurred a short time -

later and in which one of the members

'of the Registration Committee, which

suspended me, figured prominently,
This chap was acting as an official

in one of the sets of indoor.games in -8

which I was entered in a handicap 88o.

He was stationed on one of the turng
to see that there was no illegal crowd-

ing or fouling.
At one stage of my race when I was

passing his turn I was well back in the 3
mob, trying to pick them off and worm 3
my way into the lead. I was running }
close to the pole and the man in front 3

of me swung wide. I made a sudden
dash for the opening thus presented,
but just as I was about to shoot through

he stepped back to the pole directly in y

front of me. There were other men
beside him, so I couldn’t go by on the
outside, so rather than bump into the

Spiked Shoes ‘and Cinder Paths

man in front, with the possibilify of
spiking him, I did the only other pos-
sible thing. I stepped completely off
the track on the inside, which should
have disqualified me in itself, but my
momentum was so great that I had to
go all the way behind the official in
question before regaining the track.

Tactics of this sort were something
entirely new to the official. The rule
books said nothing about the runners
taking shortcuts across the floor, so in
order to clear up this little technicality,
he trotted across to a group of officials
and sprang this one:

“I say, is it permissible for a runner
to run on the inside of the track on
a curve?”

Now it so happened that everybody
was intent on the race, and no one
heard the question but a friend of mine
and a member of the Irish-American
A, C. He turned to the bewildered
official. :

“Why sure,” he said, “that’s perfectly
all right for the scratch man to do that
any time he wants to.”

So inasmuch as I had been running
from scratch, the official returned to
his post and the incident was closed.

It was amusing to see the different
attitudes of the New York and the
Philadelphia papers. They had always
been ready and willing to take exception
to each other in the matter of athletics,
and my case offered a splendid excuse
to open fire once more. The following
is a fair example of the viewpoint the
Philadelphians toek of the matter:

“New York athletes are raising a big
hullabaloo over suspension by the
Middle Atlantic Association of the
A. A. U. of Melvin Sheppard, for the
assault committed by him on Guy Has-
kins, of the University of Pennsylvania,
last Friday night in this city. Sheppard
now contends that he merely struck
Haskins in retaliation for a blow which
Haskins had just previously struck the
New Yorker. This statement is so

11

palpably at variance with the facts, as
every unprejudiced person saw them,
that it will cause nothing but mirth
here.

“That Sheppard had a very high
opinion of his own drawing powers is
indicated in a statement from him that
he will never run another race in Phila-
delphia, the inference being that box-
office receipts for local meets must there-
fore suffer.” :

The above clipping makes it seem
evident that I was not fit to be at large,
and that all little children should be
called in from the streets till after I
had passed. It was only one of many,
however, which appeared in the Phila-
delphia papers setting forth my per-
sonal charms and qualifications for the
penitentiary.

The following is a clipping from a
New York paper on the same subject:

“Melvin Sheppard, in the opinion of
New York athletes, was discriminated
against in the Haskins matter in Phila-
delphia. Sheppard’s claim that he only
struck Haskins after being irritated by
Haskins’ own fouling is borne out by
Haskins’ record. The Philadelphia run-
ner competed in a half-mile race in
Richmond, Virginia, March 16, 1907.
Against him was Peter Herring, now
with the Maryland A. C. Bernard
Wefers was starter; Doctor William
Grant was referee.

“On the last lap Herring cut inside
the pole and passed Haskins. This
was a foul. Haskins reached out his
left hand and caught Herring by the
neck, throwing him back. Herring tried
to go by again, when Haskins caught
him by the chin with his right hand
and handled him so roughly that the
officials ran down the track to inter-
fere. Herring broke away and outran
Haskins to the finish. Herring was
promptly disqualified for cutting inside
the pole. Then Haskins was promptly
disqualified for the rest of the meeting

for his rough tactics.
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“When notified of his disqualifica-
tion, Haskins made remarks to the offi-
cials that were beyond all endurance,
especially in the South, and he was sus-
penfied for several months by the regis-
tration committee.

“Haskins makes a practice of rough-
ing in his races. Sheppard has never
been known to use rough tactics before.”

So in view of the New York atti-
tude on the matter, it would seem that
Haskins was qualified to share a padded
cell with me. This is the kind of stuff
that the public has been fed for years,
whenever any mixup or controversy
among athletes provided the papers with
sufficient material for a series of good
yarns. What is the public to believe?
With a couple of articles, like the two
I have just quoted, before them can
they be expected to reach the conclu-
sion that either one of us were in the
right or in the wrong? More than
likely they will arrive at the only pos-
sible conclusion, that amateur athletics
is pretty much of a joke after all and
recruits its performers from pugilists
and gangsters.

I have admitted that the affair was
disgraceful, but even so, I don’t feel
that papers, in an instance of this sort,
are justified in exploiting for their own
columns an unfortunate incident of this
nature, especially if they pretend to
profess an interest in the welfare of
amateur athletics. If there is no way
of handling such a matter in a construc-
tive way, I believe, for the good of
the sport, it would be much better left
alone. ¥

Several of the sport writers, includ-
ing Howard Valentine, handled the mat-

ter as more or less of a joke, and
refused to dignify the happening by
attaching to it any horrible importance
or prophesying disastrous and far-
reaching  results, Valentine came
through with the logical suggestion that
in future races between Haskins and
myself we both be required to wear a

Sport Story Magazine

pair of boxing gloves. An accompany-
ing cartoon portrayed us tearing about
the track, neck and neck, our hands
encased in protecting pillows.

I had previously signed up for a
number of meets in the Metropolitan
and Boston districts, which my sus-
pensions prevented me from attending,
and inasmuch as special races had heen
arranged for me there was some hard
feeling at the action of the Middle At-
lantic Association. Every effort was
made to get my suspension lifted. I
even went to Philadelphia, myself, and
appeared before the registration com-
miftee with letters from the promoters
of various meets around New York and
Boston. The Philadelphians stood firm,
however, and refused to lift a single
one of the thirty-five days.

An extract from a clipping from a
New York paper sums up the attitude
fairly well:

“Sheppard was disqualified and the
race awarded to Haskins. Instead
of suspending Sheppard the Registra-
tion Committee of the Middle Atlantic
Association permitted him to run on
Saturday night, and at the close of the
event, suspended him until March first,
giving as a reason for the delay that
many Philadelphians ‘had purchased
tickets for the Saturday night games
and it did not want to disappoint them.

“It is this point that has created
the unpleasantness. Sheppard, for the
last two months, has been advertised as
one of the stars of the Pastime Athletic
Club games which were held last night
in Madison Square Garden. Several
thousands of dollars had been taken in
for the advance sale, the purchasers ex-
pecting to see Sheppard run. The Phila-
delphians protected their own meet but
totally disregarded the Pastime games.
Had the Philadelphians followed the
usual course in suspensions, Sheppard
would have been suspended on Friday
night, immediately after the game,
which would have enabled the Pastime

Spiked ‘Shées and Cinder Paths’

managers to announce Sheppard’s sus-
pension and not appear to advertise a
non-contestant.”

“James A. Sullivan, president of the
Metropolitan Association of the A.
A. U., was incensed when he heard of
Sheppard’s suspension. Mr. Sullivan
does not question the right of the Middle
Atlantic Association to discipline a New
York athlete, but he wants to know why.
the {Middle Atlantic Association post-
poned their action till after Sheppard
had run in the second-day events.

“‘“The Philadelphians took care not
to lose the services of Sheppard on
Saturday night,” said Mr. Sultivan, ‘and
they seemingly cared nothing for the
Pastime carnival to-night from which
Sheppard is now barred. It looks as
though the Philadelphia officials only
think of the financial end of the sport.
You will notice that Sheppard’s sus-
pensions will expire in time to let him
run in their meeting in March.””

But, as I mentioned before, my sen-
tence remained as imposed, and I was
forced to take a thirty-five day rest
whether I wanted it or not. I really
believe 1 was badly in need of a rest
at that time so I suppose, in the long
Tun, everything was for the best.

Nevertheless, T had no intention of
being an outlaw longer than the law
required, so I signed an entry blank for
the games of the United Spanish War
Veterans on March first. But inas-
much as my suspension did not expire
until March second, my race was held
over until midnight, and one minute
after twelve I was again in competition.

Several more attempts were made
to get Haskins and myself signed up
for another match race. Haskins and
myself was willing, because we were
on much better terms than the papers
preferred to inform the public. There
were several joking offers to stage a
boxing contest between us, but we never
met again on the track and the so-called
feud died a natural death.
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An attempt was made to get us to-
gether in the New York A. C. indoor
games, but Haskins decided to try his
luck against Hillman in the six hundred
yards. The pair of them staged a good
race, but the pace was too slow at the
start so that Hillman had too much left
for Haskins at the finish and led him
to the tape by several yards. I was
entered in the one thousand that night
which I won without a great amount
of trouble.

I was also entered in the two-mile
relay in those games, but that fact,
which had entirely slipped my mind,
was brought to my attention just the
other day in an odd manner—I saw my
daughter wearing the medal on a chain
around her neck. It gave me some-
what of a shock to realize how the
time had slipped by. She was born
in the spring of 1908, when the medal
was won, and now, sixteen years later,
I find my daughter wearing the medal
of a race I had entirely forgotten.

Another attempt was made to arrange
a meeting of Haskins and myself in
St. Louis. An added attraction of this’
race was to be furnished in the person
of James D. Lightbody, ex-American
and present Olympic champion in the
1500 meters. Lightbody was at the
time considered one of the greatest col-
legiate runners, so a great race was ex-
pected in the special 1000-yard race.
The meet was to be held in a hall which
existed under the misleading name of
Jai Alai, pronounced Hy Ly. The race
was all steamed up and most of the
tickets sold, when it was learned that
neither Haskins nor Lightbody could
appear. I was therefore entered in the
eight hundred and eighty handicap and
finished well back of the mob.

A previous attempt had been made to
get Lightbody and muyself together in
the Kansas City games in the summer

of 1907, but on that occasion Light-
body also failed to appear.

The indoor season would not be com-
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plete, I don’t suppose, without some
reference to M. A. L. competition.
Most of my races for the armory, how-

- ever, were relays in which the Twenty-

second, as a rule, won. The final meet
of the Military Athletic League was
held in the Twenty-second Regiment,
but the meet was lacking in thrills be-
cause it was a complete walk-away for
us. I entered and won the half and
quarter.

A’s the indoor season drew to a close
all meets began. to point toward the
Olympic try-outs. Rumor and dope be-
gan to circulate, newspaper selections
for the team made their appearance,
and athletes began their last lap of train-
ing for the big games that would end

gloriously for some and disastrously -

for others. And perhaps nowhere in
the whole United States was rumor more
authentic or more intelligently analyzed
than in the Sparrow’s Nest. The remi-
niscences of any athlete whose activi-
ties centered in or about New York
would be sadly incomplete without some
reference at least to the Sparrow’s Nest.

“Sparrow” Robertson, as I have al-
ready mentioned some time back, is one
of the most picturesque figures in
American athletics. His nickname was
suggested by his size and general ag-
gressiveness of disposition. His most
noteworthy trade was that of a track
builder, and as an authority on the
construction of cinder-running tracks,
Sparrow had—or has—no equals. For
he is at present in France, where he
superintended construction of the track
now being used by our athletes. He is
also sporting editor of the Paris edition
of the New York Herald. Sparrow,
furthermore, was one of the best dis-
tance runners of his days.

In his spare time Sparrow had gained
fame by making boxing gloves and
running shoes. For this purpose he
had established his headquarters on the
top floor of No. 1 Beekman Street,
The building then—it has since been re-

on
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built—was a rickety old structure in
which one would hesitate even to slam
a door for fear of disastrous results.
There was an elevator, which, every
now and then, was in working condition,
but ordinarily the stairs—six long, dingy
flights of them—bore the burden of
the traffic. And sometimes they would
sag threateningly, and the cracks along
the sides would assume ominous propor-
tions. It was not uncommon for a
lighter athlete, taking the six flights in
his stride, to pass one or even more of
the heavyweight men, sitting on a land-
ing for their second wind.

For the Nest was the official hang-
out of all those who professed an
interest in athletics, amateur or other-
wise. It was the clearing house of
gossip, the incubator of rumors and
the unofficial court of all appeals.

:Sport writers perhaps gathered more
material in the Nest than in any of the
runs to which they were assigned.
Sooner or later everybody of im-
portance from the mightiest official to
the most humble athlete would put in
his appearance at the Nest and add his
bit to the news of the day. The Nest
was an assignment in itself, and many
stories originated there that appeared
later in print, and many, many more
originated there that never saw the light
of day.

It was a peculiar fact that in many

instances events were forecast by. fre- =

quenters of the Nest that actually came
to pass days or even weeks later.

The Nest, itself, consisted of a couple
of rooms, small, low and dirty. It
seemed to be always crowded, and I
don’t believe it would be any exaggera-
tion to say that during the afternoon

and evening of each day, Sparrow en- .3

tertained more than fifty guests. It
got to be a regular habit which, once
acquired, made one’s day incomplete
without a visit to this famous hangout.

The last day of December, though,
was the greatest day of all the year at
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the Sparrow’s Nest. Then Sparrow be-
came a host indeed, and from noon un-
til midnight all comers were made wel-
come and invited to indulge in a punch
of Sparrow’s own concoction. It was
always a mystery what he used as the
ingredients of this beverage, many in-
sisting that the base of the mixture was
provided by the odds and ends of box-
ing gloves and track shoes. After sev-
eral drinks, however, a person was
seldom qualified to investigate this
theory. So New Year’s Eve in the
Sparrow’s Nest was always a success.

While on the subject of the pic-
turesque characters who have helped to
add color to the last two decades of
athletics, it would never do to omit the
name of Jake Weber. Jake, by the
way, is just as colorful at present as
he was at the time when I was in my
prime, and to all appeafances he will
remain the same old Jake for many years
to come. For years the dressing rooms
of meets throughout this section
of the country have resounded to the
slap slap of Jake’s rubbing tactics. He
has seen them come and seen them
go; and I am confident that Jake
has rubbed and trained more famous
athletes than any one whom I have ever
known. I know he has spent many hours
on me, and I believe I owe a lot of my
good races to Jake’s handling. He is
good-natured as the day is long, gener-
ous, and stutters only when excited.

Jake’s life has been full of action,
but I recall one incident which occurred
during my time that was about as amus-
ing as any of the tales they tell of him.

Jake at the time worked in a brewery,
and, while there, became greatly im-
pressed with the size and weight of a
large number of the men employed for
the strong-arm stuff of juggling kegs,
etc. It seemed a shame that so much
perfectly good beef should be wasted
on ordinary labor, so Jake conceived the
idea of organizing a tug-of-war team.
That was quite a popular sport in those

days, and it was no time before Jake
had recruited his giants and announced
the fact that he had one of the greatest
pulling machines in the country.

There was a team of Swedes that had
been pulling everything out by the roots
and nothing would do but that Jake
should match his team of Germans
against these lads.

The contest was finally arranged to
take place in the back room of a pop-
ular saloon. The rack of cleats was
laid on the floor and the contestants
stripped for action. There was some-
thing foreboding in the appearance of
the bulging muscles of that great team
of Swedes. Jake seemed to think so,
too, and set his ingenious mind to work
on a solution that would save his Ger-

-mans from disgraceful defeat.

In the choice for position the Swedes
had drawn the far end of the room,
while Jake’s team had drawn the front
end of the room, which brought their
anchor man just inside the doorway
that led to the bar.

At this point Jake decided to take no
chances at all, so under cover of the
German spectators that had grouped
around their favorites, Jake gathered the
slack of the rope, ran it through the door
and tied it securely to the bar.

The word was finally given to pull.
The great bulks crouched in their cleats
and the rope creaked under the terrific
strain. Tremendous muscles knotted
and bulged, veins stood out sharply on
powerful necks. . The room was filled
with grunts and the whistling breath-
ing of straining men. Both sides were
massing their strength in gigantic tugs
to the “heave—ho” of the team leader.

The Germans began’to show distress
under the steady, relentless punishment,
and the Swedes were quick to take ad-
vantage of the fact. Slowly by inches
—then by feet, till finally with a tre-
mendous heave the Germans were pulled
from their cleats and a great shout of
victory was raised by the Swedes.

kY
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_ But another shout, not of wvictory,
soon claimed the attention of the spec-
tators. The proprietor and owner of
the saloon was swearing good, round
German oaths, and it was at once evi-
dent that the door was not quite wide
enough for the bar to be pulled into
the rear rooms, but if it hadn’t been
for this little detail of construction the
Swedes would have been successful even
in this,

As it was, the bar had been pulled
loose from its foundation, which
wouldn’t have been so disastrous if the
beer pipe from the cellar hadn’t been
snapped in the process. It’s the first
time I have ever seen a fountain of
beer, but while it lasted even Old Faith-
ful in comparison could lay claims to
nothing more distinctive or spectacular.

One of Jake’s most likable charac-
teristics is the fact that he seems to
enjoy telling jokes at his own expense,
and there has always been a suspicion
that he even adds to them now and then
from his imagination. Here’s another
one of his favorites. :

Jake, at one time, was a champion
wrestler. Nobody of his own weight
around these parts could stand up to
him long enough to make the bout in-
teresting, so Jake conceived the idea
of mixing American and Mexican ath-
letics. ‘He decided he would become a
bull wrestler. But he always reserved
the privilege of selecting his own bull.
Some claimed that his selections often
took advantage of the animal’s extreme
youth, but then, in a profession like
that, Jake maintained that a man had
to take some precaution.

His first exhibition, I remember, was
to take place at the Twenty-second
Regiment Armory. Jake, after some
search, however, produced a bull of such
tender age that the crowd became in-
dignant, and he had to hustle around
to find a couple of basket-ball teams to
fill that space on the program. The
petformance of the teams was so in-

_his next action the fact that the bull
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different that Jake was not seen around
the armory for some time.

His fame at this new sport soon

passed the boundaries of New York,
and he received an invitation to stage
an exhibition in a distant city. Jake
accepted the invitation, but slipped up
in one particular—he failed to take the
bull with him, with the result that when
he arrived he found that a victim had
already been chosen for him.
. Jake admits that as he looked the
brute over he began to doubt just who
the victim would be, but it was too late
then to back out. The time was ex-
ceedingly limited, and before he knew
what had happened he was in the arena
with the bull.

Jake approached the animal gingerly
but halted uncertainly as he noted the
belligerent expression in the bovine eye.
The bull was evidently taking the thing
seriously and resented the intrusion of
a two-footed enemy.

Jake hesitated a bit longer, for, as
he expressed it later: “The darn thing
began to act like a real bull!”

The crowd was encouraging Jake and
the bull, with a fine show of impar-
tiality, but the latter seemed to be the
only-one to derive any moral support
from the grandstand. He lowered his
head to the ground and snorted. Jake
retreated a step.

That snort almost did the business,
but it was when the brute began to.paw
the earth that Jake’s morale went higher
than a kite. He glanced wildly about
for an exit, and gives as an excuse for

was about to charge.

Jake always believed in carrying the
fight to his opponent, so when his rov-
ing eye lighted upon a fire ax within
easy reach, he grabbed it without hesi-
tation and clouted the bull over the head.

Jake gained the exit a couple of
jumps to the good, but the S. P. C. A.CYPY)
was so incensed at the attack on theSl i1
poor defenseless toro, that Jake wisely
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departed for home before they could
make trouble for him.

As the outdoor season opened up
each meet almost assumed the im-
portance of a miniature try-out. That
is, every athlete with any prospect of
making the Olympic team, was care-
fully watched in all these meets, and
his success or failure was discussed
more or less intelligently by the experts
in connection with his chances for being
chosen among the lucky few.

Practically all the critics conceded me
a place on the team, providing, of
course, that I didn’t hit a slump. My
indoor season had been quite success-
ful. One of the papers summarized it
briefly as follows:

“No athlete made a better showing
indoors than Melvin Sheppard, the peer-
less half-miler—generally acknowledged
as the greatest all-around runner in the
country to-day. - True, Sheppard lost a
race or two at his favorite distances,
but it was not speed that beat him. The
two races that the half-mile champion
lost at Philadelphia were run on the lit-
tle First Regiment track—sixteen laps
to the mile—where jockeying and el-
bow shifts count more than real run-
ning.

“The half-mile king won races up to
the half mile with bewildering rapidity.
Sheppard’s running in the relays was
superb in almost every instance. He
was especially effective in the shorter
one-mile relay.

“The most interesting part:of Shep-
pard’s phenomenal season is the fact
that he has not trained a bit for his
races. Many people will doubt this
statement but it is true, nevertheless.
Sheppard has not been out to practice
on a board floor more than six or eight
times this winter. Where in all athletic
history is there such a record of con-
tinuous victories without any training?
What runners in history ever ran indoor
half miles under two minutes and
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quarters under fifty-two seconds con-
tinuously without any preparation save
natural running ability? Few indeed.”

The last paragraph of the above clip-
ping is extremely misleading. It would
seem remarkable that a man could per-
form in that fashion without any train-
ing, but the fact of the matter is that
the meets themselves come at such reg-
ular intervals that they provide all the
training necessary.

With a “send off” like that to finish
the indoor season with, T was all pre-
pared to distinguish myself still further
in the outdoor meets. In this respect,
however, I was more or less disap-
pointed, because instead of improving,
I steadily got worse until the climax
wag, reached in the St. Augustine games
in Boston before the Olympic tryouts.

1 was entered in the half, my prin-
cipal competitor being F. P. Sheehan,
of the South Boston A. C. The race
from my standpoint was a tragedy. I
finished an indifferent second, after giv-
ing everything I had to win. ~

It is not difficult to imagine a few of
the sensations 1 experienced at that
point. Here I was, all prepared—men-
tally—to sail with the Olympic team.
The tryouts were but two short weeks
off, and I had hit one of the worst
slumps that I had ever known. As
I mentioned at the beginning of this
chapter there was no way of telling
why my speed seemed to have left or
when it would return—if ever. The
only possible solution I could possibly
offer was that I had overdone things
during the indoor season and had gone
completely stale.

I was worried almost sick, which
didn’t help matters in the least. The
papers decided 1 was getting old and
had run myself out. So with these
pleasant thoughts to encourage me, I
went to Celtic Park to make an eleventh-
hour attempt to get myself in shape for
the tryouts.

TO BE CONTINUED.
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There was only one possibie outcome for

_ the relay if Schulte ran his only available

four-man team with the one weak man,
So he started to think.

Among the athletes who had made the
trip was a certain high jumper. He
was one of those marvelous natural ath-
letes who would more thau likely be a
world beater if he would take enough
.interest in the sport to train. But this
chap would never train, and inasmuch
as he could jump around six feet with-
out training, he was, of course, a valu-
able man on the team.

Schulte had studied this man for a
long time. He was fairly fast over the
hundred, had worlds of power, but had
never run over the 440 yards distance.
He had another asset, however, which
nine out of ten coaches would have per-
haps overlooked in this instance. That
1s, he was a spectacular performer. He
always performed his best in some dra-
matic crisis or when his work would
show to its best advantage.

Now the coach happened to know that
Kansas Ctiy was_this chap’s home town
and that a great number of his friends
were in the crowd to watch him high-
jump. Schulte also knew that a certain
young lady, professing a certain interest
in a certain high jumper, was present
in a box just along the track. So he
called the boy over to him and said:

“Warm up. You're running anchor
on the relay.”

The rest of the team were astounded,
but they had too much faith in the
coach’s judgment even to doubt the wis-
dom of the move. The high jumper
was paralyzed with fright, but after a
glance at the aforementioned box, he
took his place in a sort of daze.

The race, as the coach had figured,
was even to a man. And before the
latest recruit had a chance to weaken,
the race was around to him. and he
was away with a lead of a scant two
yards against one of’the greatest quar-
ter-milers in the Missouri Valley.

s R

The race was a classic, and will go
down for many years in the history of

the two colleges. For this man, who _

had never run a quarter in his life be-
fore, refused to be passed. It’s hard
to tell what reserve strength he called
on, but the fact remains that he stub-
bornly held that two-yard lead right
up to®he tape.

It was a magnificent race, and, al-
though the chap was drafted for the re-
lay team; he never repeated his per-
formance. The dramatic setting was
never present to the extent it was on
this night when he rose to such spectac-
ular heights. All of which goes to show
that running is more or less of a gamble,
and that unheard-of factors may change
the aspect of a race in the fraction of a
second.

I realized this all too keenly after my
inglorious defeat in Boston at the St.
Augustine games, with the Olympic try-
outs but two short weeks away. And
I realized it all the more as these two
weeks began to slip away day by day,
and my efforts at Celtic Park to regain
my speed showed little progress. I had
almost begun to agree with the papers
that I had tried to crowd too much

competition in the last few months, and '
that my running days were over. The §

papers, of course, were full of the com-
ing try-outs, and in practically every in-
stance I was conceded no better than a
possible second.  Sheehan, who had

" trimmed me in Boston, was the favorite

for the half mile. _
The try-outs were held that year on

June sixth at Franklin Field, Philadel- 3

phia. I was pretty well down in the
dumps when I arrived there, because the
last few days of my training failed to
indicate in any way that 1 was nearing
the end of my slump. I had everv in-
tention of fighting to the last inch, but
somehow or other something vital
seemed to be lacking, and I was listless
and indifferent as 1 went on the field.
I think, perhaps, that I was sorrv for
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myself, too, because of the fact that I
had looked forward to these games for
so many months, and now that they had
at last arrived found myself in no con-
dition to do myself justice.

The race was finally called, and still I
seemed to lack that breathless, scared
feeling that I like to feel before I run.

The pistol cracked, and I managed
to get away with the field easily enough.
I figured that I'd run my race right up
with the leaders and stick as long as I
could. The first quarter was a great
surprise to me, and as we started on
the last lap I found myself running eas-
ily in second place. I began to take an
interest in things.

Sheehan had gone out with the crack
of the gun. He figured that I was out
of condition and that he would set a
pace to kill me off completely. The
pace was brutal enough, but, strange to
say, I refused to die, and as somebody
had to perform in this manner, Sheehan
finally was the one to break.

We were about three hundred yards
from the tape when this happened, and
another peculiar thing occurred almost
at the same time. Lloyd Jones of the
University of :Pennsylvania was pushing
me pretty hard at this stage of the race,
and as we passed the grand stand one
of his supporters called out:

“All right, Jonesy, old boy! It’s all
yours now!” or words to that effect.

At any rate, there was something in
the tone of the voice and in the way
in which the words were uttered that
cut through my consciousness even in
the strain of the race, and affected me
like a prod in the back with a pitch-
fork, I can’t imagine why a few words
like that should make me so indignant,
but they certainly served as a great
stimulant.

All my indifference left me with a
snap. The spring came back to my legs,
and T proceeded to go wild. T tore for
the finish like a sprinter, and broke the
tape a few yards ahead of my team-

5 .
mate, Joe Bromilow, who had decided -
to go wild at the same time, and, to the
surprise of everybody, ran the race of
his life.

My morale after that race was greatly
improved, especially when I learned that
I had broken the Olympic record for
that distance. The time was one minute,
fifty-four seconds flat.

Sheehan, I regret to say, was the vic-
tim of one of those freak breaks that
are so common in athletics. He failed
to place as Jones took third, with the
result that he was not chosen for the
team but placed on the supplementary
list. I am glad to say he was finally
taken along, however.

About a month elapsed between the
try-outs and the time the team sailed.
There were several meets in that inter-
val, and several more men were added
to the team on the strength of their
showings in this time." .

We sailed June twenty-ninth on the
liner Philedelphia, which, by the way,
was one of the only four transatlantic
liners flying the American flag at that
time. The other three were the New
York, sister ship of the Philadelphia,
the St. Louis, and the St. Paul. The _
Philadelphia was an old-timer, older
than any athlete aboard. And she had
had her ups and downs just like any
athlete. At one time she was washed
ashore in the English Channel, and had
to have new machinery brought from
America and installed before she was

" seaworthy again.

She was sailed by ' Captain Mills,
whose reputation as a sailor was of the
highest. He also did everything in his
power to make living conditions and
training conditions favorable for the
American athletes. Even though there
were other passengers aboard, the ship
practically belonged to us, and every-
thing was tun to suit the convenience
of the team. There were about a hun-
dred athletes on board, including the
swimmers, boxers, and wrestlers.
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A check-up of the affiliations of these
athletes reveals the interesting fact that
almost fifty per cent of the members
of the 1908 Olympic Team were from
the Metropolitan district. The Irish
American club alone had nineteen men
on the team, and the New York A. C.
fifteen.

A comparison of the membership of
the 1920 and the 1924 teams with the
team of 1908 illustrates the widespread
interest of athletics throughout the en-
tire United States and the increasing
percentage of availabe athletes from
other than the Eastern districts. It il-
lustrates also how other outside interests
and forms of amusement have cut down
the athletic membership of the athletic

. clubs. The clubs at present cannot offer
inducements sufficiently interesting to
compete against the outside attractions.
Men have other things more interesting
to do than to train for athletic meets.

At this rate the end of the athletic
club is in sight from the standpoint of
real competition in athletics. Whereas
in 1908 the greatest percentage of. the
members of the teams were clubmen, it
will be noted this year that the colleges
claim the greatest number of Olympic-
team members.

The 1908 team was managed by Mat
Halpin, who was assisted by Paul Pil-
grim. Mike Murphy, considered by
many to have been the greatest trainer
and coach that ever lived, was chosen
as coach for the team. And James Sul-

livan accompanied the team as the
United States commissioner, appointed
by Theodore Roosevelt.

We all traveled in the first cabin, of
course, and were very comfortably quar-
tered—that is, all except some of the
weight giants, such as Martin Sheridan,
John Flannigan, Mat McGrath, and
unfortunate
“whales”—as we dubbed them—found
the berths altogether too small to ac-
commodate their bulk. Thev were
forced, therefore, to place their mat-
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tresses on the floor and stick their feet
out the state-room doors. This had its
disadvantages, also, inasmuch as the mat-
tresses were of the pneumatic type and
would not hold enough air to be of much
protection to two hundred and fifty-
pound bulks of these monsters.

The ocean was like a lake during the
whole trip—a fact which codperated
very nicely with the splendid meals we
were served. - The motion of the ship
was so slight that even the most sus-
ceptible were not forced to miss a single

" meal.

Our training while on board was pro-
vided for by a cork track laid completely
around the promenade deck. This al-
lowed us a circular track about eight
laps to the mile and about a 7o-yard
straightaway for the sprinters. A
regular training schedule was made out
whereby competitors in different events
trained at different times. This arrange-
ment gave the coaches the opportunity
to coricentrate on one event at a time,
and also served the further advantage
of preventing any congestion on the
track.

The weight throwers were provided
with mats to keep their sixteen-pound
shots from crashing through the deck,
but every now and then a shot would
bounce over the rail, and that would be.
the end of it. One time, when one of
the shots disappeared in this manner,
the man responsible for it fushed to
the rail and peered over as if he -ex-
pected to see the iron ball floating along-
side the ship in the water.

The discus, hammer, and javelin
were attached to ropes so that they could
be heaved over the side and hauled back
on deck. A school of sharks followed
the ship for a while one day, and the
javelin throwers worked overtime trying

to score a hit. It was great exercise,
and didn’t seem to annoyv the sharks at
all. Ve sighted a whale one day, hut
the captain refused to alter the ship’s
course to allow the javelin meu the op-
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portunity to try their hand at bigger
game. :

No provision was made for keeping’
the swimmers in trim on the trip across.
Several of them asked permission to go
over the side with a rope around them,
but that idea didn’t seem to mect with
the approval of the swiming coach.
The water, however, was so smooth that
had it not been for the motion of the
ship they would have been able to train
in it without the least trouble.

The wrestlers attempted to strangle
each other on mats laid for that purpose,
and a ring was constructed for the box-
ers to hammer each other around in.
So, taken as a whole, we did not lack

much in the way of amusement in the

daytime. At night we usually managed
to provide a little entertainment for our-
selves before being chased off to bed.

A. C. Gilbert, a pole vaulter from
Yale, was a sleight-of-hand performer
of no little ability. He was kind enough
to afford a good deal of diversion for
the boys by keeping them in a mystified
condition a good part of the time.

There were two genuine Americans on
the team—two full-blooded Indians.
Frank Pleasant, who was considered one
of the greatest football players that ever
lived, was on the team as a broad
jumper.

The other was I.ouis Tewanina, a
Marathoner. Tewanina weighed only
about one hundred and fifteen pounds,
and seemed ta possess all the tendencies
of a sea gull. He didn't seem to be
happy at all on deck, and could always
be found perched somewhere high in the
rigging. B

We sighted land on Sunday, July
fourth, and even though we were pretty
far removed from the country whose
birth was celebrated on that day, a good
many of the boys had come prepared to
do the anniversary full justice. We were
well supplied with firecrackers, most of
the cannon-cracker type.

Although the ship flew the American
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flag, that emblem and the captain’s ad-
dress were practically the only American
things connected with the ship. Prac-
tically all of the crew and most of the
officers were LEnglish, which gave them
a mighty good reason for not wishing
to join us in our celebration. -I'm sorry
to say that some of the boys took ad-
vantage of this situation to call the at-
tention of the nonsympathizers to the
significance of the date. In one instance
this took a rather violent form.

An ofiicer who had taken no pains to
disguise his disapproval of the proceed-
ings was seated on the deck in a deck
chair. One of the members of the team
selected one of his choicest and most
potent firecrackers, sneaked up behind
the officer, placed the explosive under
the chair, and lighted the fuse. The re-
sult was all that could be desired, be-
cause you must remember that fire-
crackers in those days contained real
material.

Our supply was exhausted, however,
before downright mutiny occurred, and
we devoted ourselves to the more peace-
ful occupation of preparing to land.

We put in at Plymouth first to dis-
charge mail, and then proceeded to Cher-
bourg, France, to discharge passengers
bound for France. Then we recrossed
the Channel and docked at Southampton.
There we went through the routine of
the customs, and after our baggage was
inspected 'we boarded a train for Lon-
don. Those of us who had not been
abroad before were impressed with the
little side-door compartments of the for-
eign trains, whereby each compartment
is entered from the outside. The first,
second, and third-class method of trav-
eling was also a new idea which took
us some time to become accustomed to.

Personally 1 think these two factors
make traveling much more pleasant
abroad. than in this country. In the
first place, a person has the privilege

of paying only what he can aftord. And
secondly, when several people are travel-
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mg together it is nice to have a coni-
partment all to themselves.

The country through which we passed
was also very interesting, especially as
compared to the great farming districts
of this country. Lvery bit of space
seemed to be utilized for something or
other. The fields were small and per-
manently fenced off by hedges. The
whole thing, somehow, had an artificial,
toyish appearance which produced a
strangely restful atmosphere, so greatly
in contrast to the raw, commercial aspect

~of our cultivated lands.

Each member of the team had been
provided with an American flag, and as
the holiday mood was still strong within
us, our journey from Southampton to
London almost resembled an invasion.
The towns through which we passed
were left in no doubt as to the fact that
the American Olympic Team was actu-
ally here, and I have often wondered
at some of the thoughts that must have
passed through the minds of our con-
servative hosts as the train proceeded on
its hilarious way. It is small wonder
that foreigners have a somewhat dis-
torted idea of Amerlca and her inhabit-
ants.

Reservations had been made- for us

mat the Morton House in London. When

the taxis began to arrive, bulging with
American athletes, everybody from the
manager to the most humble bell hop was
on hand to bid us welcome. It was more
than evident that this was their first ex-
perience with a bunch of high-strung
athletes, and that they didn’t know what
they were in for. They found out
shortly.

Everybody seemed to be dissatisfied
there from the start. Neither the meals
nor the attitude of the hotel were to
our liking, and it soon became evident
that the distaste was mutual. The por-
tions in the dining room were too small,
and there was always the inevitable mut-
ton. We finally dubbed the place the

Mutton House, and made our other

‘grievances so manifest that the managers
of the team decided a change of address
would act to the best advantage all
around.

So, after several days in the Morton
House, the team was moved to Brighton,
one of the finest shore resorts on the
English Channel. Here, indeed, we
would have to use our imaginations a
lot to find anything to complain about.
Conditions were practically ideal and
the surroundings lovely.

We were registered at the Metro-
politan Hotel, and it is doubtful whether
any of the athletes had ever experienced
accommodations so fine as we received
there. Not even the whales could com-
plain about the food. The menu was
most elaborate, and the quantity un-
limited.

" The hotel faced directly on the beach,
one of the finest bathing resorts in Eng-
land. We were quite amused at first by
the portable bathing houses, a small
house on wheels which could be rolled
to or from the water when the tide was
in or out. Each person had his own,
and we tried to imagine a picture of
Coney Island wherein each person was
equipped with a private dressing room.
“When we figured, however, that there
wasn’t even enough room on the beach
for the bathers themselves, we didn’t get
very far with the picture.

There was a cricket club at Brighton
which extended the American team the
courtesy of their grounds. I can safely
say that I have never been surrounded
with conditions more perfect for train-
ing. The turf, upon which we were al-
lowed to run, was the most beautiful I
have ever seen. It was soft as velvet,
yet firm and smooth as a putting green.
I understand it takes years to develop
turf like that. I have never seen its
equal in this country. When we ran on
it it seemed to have a spring that actually
blended with the muscles in our legs.
I actually believe records would fall by
the dozens if meets were held on grounds
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like that. We all thrived during the last
few days of training, and when the
opening day rolled around we were all
in thé peak of form, and almost had
to be anchored to the ground to keep
from flying.

The games opened on Monday, July
thirteenth. The first event was the trial
heats of the 1500-meter run. Some pe-
culiar feeling within me made me believe
that I should run this event. I don’t
know what prompted me to come to
this determination except, perhaps, be-
cause of the fact that I had been pre-
vented {from attending the former
Olympic games, I was grimly deter-
mined to make up for lost time, and to
devote every last ounce of my energy
to the greatest cause I knew.

" But eagerness of this sort may cause
a man to act contrary to the promptings
of common sense. For even though I

* had been entered in this event, no one

expected me to run it because of the
fact that I devoted all my training to
800 meters, and it was foolhardy to be-
lieve that I would have a ghost of a
chance against the best milers in the
world who had been training faithfully
at their own distance. The coach,
Murphy, was very much of this opinion,
for, as I climbed on the bus at Brighton
with my bag containing my running togs,
he came up and said:

“Where you going, Sheppard?”

“To run the fifteen hundred ” 1 an-
swered.

“You’re crazy. You're not trained up
to it. The -best thing for you to do is
to sit in the grand stand and watch Hal-
sted run. He’s trained for it, and there’s
no use for you to kill yourself for noth-
ing. You might also give Halsted and
some of the other boys a hand in the
dressing room. Help ’em all you can.”

I let it go at that, but I took my bag
with me just the same. T still had the
funny feeling, and T've always felt that
any kind of athlete at all knows more
about himself, how he feels, and what
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he can do than any coach in the game.
This especially holds true as the dis-
tances increase.

Halsted, by the way, was a Cornell
man, winner of the I500-meter try-outs
in this country and intercollegiate mile
champion. He had been picked as
America’s best bet in the Olympic 1500.
The college men and the clubmen on the
team didn’t mix very well, so that I
hardly claimed more than a speaking ac-
quaintance with Halsted.

Accommodations had been arranged
for those actually competing in London
at the St. James Hotel. The others re-
mained in Brighton until their events
were due.

We arrived at the hotel about lunch
time, but I was too excited to more than
go through the motions of eating. After
lunch, those not competing in the 1500
went out .to the stadium to take part in
the parade. I decided to stay at the
hotel till the last minute, and Halsted
evidently decided the same thing, be-
cause when every one had left we took
chairs, some distance apart, on the porch.
We were too excited and too wrapped
up in our own thoughts even to open a
conversation.

Finally a friend of Halsted’s drove up
in a private car or a taxi—I don’t re-
member which—and told him he would
take him out to the stadium. Even
though there was plenty of room in the
car, Halsted got in and left me 51ttmg -
on the porch

Theére is no apparent ‘reason why 1
should take exception to anything like
that. Perhaps it was just because my
nerves were jumpy, and I was in the
usual irritable condition just before a
race. But I remember I was rather
hurt at the time. It seemed, somehow,
that the cause we were hoth competing
for was big enough for us to afford
to show each other more consideration. ¢

I'll admit, however, that under the
ténsion we were both on I might have
acted the same under similar conditions,
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for I believe that Halsted did not act

that way intentionally.

Nevertheless, I was unable to see it
that way at the time. I was at first hurt,
then indignant, and then angry. And I
determined then and there that some-
body was going to have to do some
mighty tall running to trim me that day.
1 fidgeted impatiently alt the way out
in the tube, and when I arrived at the
stadium I was almost dizzy with eager-
ness for the race to start.

The opening ceremonies, however,
were just beginning when I arrived. It
had rained all the morning, with the
result that there was not the crowd in
the stadium .that had been expected.
This factor, however, did not diminish
the impressiviess of the ceremonies or
the enthusiasm of those in the stands.

Flags and pennants of all nations flut-
tered damply from the flagstaffs around
the stadium, although it was claimed by
some that no American flags were visible
from the press box.

On a stand in the northwestern corner
of the oval was the band of the Grena-
dier Guards, all wearing raincoats.
Foreign officers in elaborate uniforms

could be seen here and there on the field. *

A group of photographers trained their
cameras expectantly on the royal box,
which was the center of interest. It
was upholstered in crimson and decor-
ated with Howers.

A group of the king’s trumpeters soon
appeared and were duly photographed.
Two bluejackets hoisted the royal stand-
ard on a pole in front of the box. Next
came the band. playing the royal anthem,
and then the King and Queen of Eng-

“land, and the Prince and Princess of

Wales arrived in the royal box, taking
their places with the Duke and Duchess
of Connaught. the Princess Patricia, the
Crown Prince and Princess of Sweden,
the Crown Prince and Princes of
Greece, the Maharajah of Nepal, the
Duke of Argyll, and Princess Louise.
Then came the parade of the athletes,
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each group headed by its country’s flag
which was dipped in salute as it passed 3
the royal box. All the representatives of 3
countries except the Americans were 7
either in their track suits or in uniform, 3§
Each of the American athletes wore a
blue cap with a shield on the front as
the only distinguishing mark.

The king then officially declared the 3
Fourth Olymmpiad open, and the first 3
heat of the 1500 meters was at once
called. :

The pairings in this event caused a 4
great deal of dissension among the 3
Americans, and were the cause of a 3
great deal of newspaper comment on
this side. It seems that the method of #§
drawing heats had been to put all the §
names in a hat and to enter the athlete -§
in the order that his name was with- §
drawn. g

But the unfortunate part about this 3
method was the fact that in the first §
two of the eight heats four of America’s §
best milers were selected to compete #
against each other, only one man to 5
qualify in each heat. In the first heat 4
J. P. Sullivan and J. D. Lightbody
locked horns, and I found that I was
matched against Halsted in the second 3
heat. There were six American entries, 3
which left four heats out of the eight §
without a single American runner, and§
it so happened that an American took 3
second in each of the first two heats,™
and finished in a time which would have3
won all but one of the heats in which §
no Americans were entered. E

Some papers in this country even went §
so far as to say that they considered it}
a deliberate attempt by the British tof
eliminate some of America’s most for-¥
midable competitors. I do not believe’
that this was the case. For instance, in¥
the second heat with Halsted and myself 4
was the British star George Butterfield, 3
who was credited with a 4:16:4 mil 3
If the intention of the English had been ¥
as some scemed to believe, it js hardly-§
possible that Butterfield would have been 3
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pitted against two of America’s fastest
men. v
Sullivan won the first heat and elimin-
ated Lightbody, Olympic champion in
1906. When my heat was called I had

lost nothing of my keenness, and went "

to the marks with as great determina-
tion in my heart as [ have ever {elt in
any race. I had every confidence that I
was “right,” and if I could have won
that heat with the understanding that I
would fall dead at the tape. I don’t be-
lieve any such incidental matter as that
could have stopped me from starting.

Inasmuch as I had not trained over
this distance for some time and was un-
familiar with the pace, I decided to let
somebody else carry me along most of
the way.

Halsted went out with the flash of
the gun, and I stuck close to his heels.
He set a mighty stiff pace, but, as I
was in no distress a quarter mile from
home, 1 decided 1 had plenty of stuff
left, so T jumped into the lead. I held
it without trouble till I started my sprint
about two hundred yards from the tape.
Halsted pulled himself up to my shoul-
der at that point, and challenged me in
the stretch. The race must have been
a thriller at this point, but Halsted broke
a few yards from the tape, and I fin-
ished with a comfortable lead.

My victory in the second heat of this
race not only came as a complete sur-
prise to everybody, but established a
new Olympic record for that distance.
The time was four minutes, five sec-
onds, two fifths of a second inside the
former record established by Lightbody
at Athens in 1906. '

The papers, of course, in the United
States and London made quite a fuss
about my unexpected showing in the
1500, and proceeded. as is the custom,
to criticize the race from the alleged
expert standpoint. and to use their
imagination, as is the custom, when they
ran short of facts. My possibilities for
repeating my victory in the finals the

Paths

following day were also discussed. It
seemed to be the general opinion in this
respect that I only stood an outside
chance to win. This, however, was a
mighty reasonable deduction, inasmuch
as it would have been as much as a
professional writer’s reputation was
worth to predict that a half-miler, un-
trained for the 1500 meters, could come
back the second day, after a killing heat
“the day before, and repeat a victory over
the best milers in the world. So even
‘the papers on this side were conserva-
tive in their predictions, as is evidenced
by the following extract:

“One thing looks certain. If Uncle
Same is to win the 1500-meter finals,
Sheppard is the boy who will turn the
trick. His race yesterday proves the
half-mile champion to be in wonderful
trim, and if he is able to keep with
the flying Britons up to the last hundred
yards, it is an even chance that the
Stars and Stripes will wave in triumph. -
It would not do to expect Sheppard to
“win this race, but in view of our champ-
ion’s almost superhuman performances
at home the tiny hope that Mel will win
cannot be surpressed.

“Considerable criticism was heard in
local circles yesterday over Sheppard
starting in the 1500-meter race in addi-
tion to his regular 8co-meter event.
Some say that Mike Murphy erred in
planning toc much for the American

" runner. ~

“The knowing ones declare, however,
that Murphy’s mistakes can be counted
on four fingers, and there is little chance
that he will fail to give Sheppard what
is best in the line of work. An athlete
hit the nail on the head at the Yale
Club last when he said, ‘Leave it to
Mike ! ” :

1 quoted the last two paragraphs to
illustrate the unexpected factors which
may serve to add to the reputation of
an athletic coach. Even though Murphy
had practically forbidden me to run the
1500, he was nevertheless receiving a




great deal of the credit for my race.
I want it understood, however, that his
advice on the matter was the only pos-
sible sensible advice, and the fact that
I did not choose to heed it reflects more
against me than against Murphy.

No coach in the world, in his right
mind, would have sent me in the 1500-
meter race, and it was merely by some
freak of athletics—which T discussed a
short way back—that I made the show-
ing I did. Nevertheless, Murphy got
the credit, and another favorable mark
was added to his highly deserved reputa-
tion as a coach. But it is also worthy
of note that if I had been mistaken in
myself, Murphy also would have re-
ceived the blame for that.

Another clipping along this line ap-
peared in one of the London papers.
It said that:

“Mike Murphy, trainer of the Ameri-
can athletes, took especial charge of
Sheppard and Sullivan after their vic-
tories yesterday. Both were in excel-
lent condition, and were accompanied
to the stadium to-day by Trainer
Murphy.”

Mike may have been with us in spirit,
but physically he was still at Brighton,
about fifty miles away. It was a pecu-
liar fact that my real benefactor the
night before and the morning of the final
was Joe O’Donnell, whom I have men-
tioned in the early part of these remi-
niscences as the chap who was instru-
mental in interesting me in athletics
shortly after I had discovered that I
had some ability as a runner.” Joe, you
may remember, persuaded me to enter
prep school and become a member of
the track team which he was on.

We had been the closest of friends
all these years, and just at the time when
I needed the moral support of somebody
who understood me and athletes in gen-
eral, who should appear on the scene
but O'Donnell himself. The lure of the
Olympic games had proved too strong

United States and,worked his way over 3§

on a cattle boat.

It was a happy moment for me When
I saw his good-natured grin coming
across the lobby of the hotel. Those
who have never competed in athletics
can hardly understand the strain that

an athlete is subjected to at a time like . 9

that, just between two of the most im-
portant races of his life. An athlete

in a situation of that sort is really not -

responsible for anything, and needs a
guardian or a nurse just as badly as
though he were really ill.

So Joe fitted in beautifully, and pro-
ceeded to take complete charge of me.
He rushed me off to bed shortly after
dinner, and then decided that I should
have a light rub before going to sleep.
This offered a couple of difficulties. In
the first place, it took him a long time
to locate one of the colored rubbers.

Then he was faced with the question
of rubbing liniment, because all the rub- 4
ber’s supply was in the dressing room

at the stadium.
Joe couldn’t be side-tracked long on

a matter of this sort, however, and, step-

ping to the phone, he ordered a bottle

of whisky to be sent up, and charged -
it to the Olympic Committee. The ¥
bottle arrived in due time, and -then’ -
began an argument with the negro rub- @
ber to convince the latter that the alcohol .3
in the liguor was more essential at pres- 3
ent for a rubbing liniment than for the ¥
purpose for which it was originally in- .8
tended. “Our arguments evidently didn’t - §
sink home, however, for the boy in- {8
sisted on using only a few drops at a 3
time, and actually groaned each time he %

applied the stuff to my legs.

I slept well that night, and awoke the
next morning feeling fine. O’Donnell
was still on che jou. and watched over -3
me with the jealousy of a mother pro-

tecting her first born. As a morale
builder I am convinced that Joe has few
equals. When we finally arrived at the
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with but one€ word and idea firmly
planted in my mind—win, win, win!

I dimly remember, however, an amus-
ing incident that happened just before
the race. Joe had been financially em-
barrassed upon his arrival in London,
and upon discovering this I insisted that
he accept a pound from me to sort of
help things along. This pound, it seems,
was the only cent that Joe had in his
pockets when we arrived at the stadium.
But just before the race was called he
suddenly lost control of himself in his
excitement, and, pulling the pound from
his pocket, he tried to wager it on me.

Of course, being in the American sec-
tion, he couldn’t get a bet. But Joe
wasn’t to be hindered by a little thing
like that, so he -leaped over the rail,
broke through the.guards, and, waving
his money wildly over his head, dashed
out on the field proclaiming that he
wanted to place his entire fortune on
me to win. I forget how many it took
to get him back in his seat, but he was
finally subdued.

I neglected to mention that the section
of London where the stadium had been
built was called Shepherd’s Bush. And
even though the name is not spelled
exactly like my own, the pronunciation
is sufficiently similar to have made me
feel a distinct responsibility in keeping
the name of Sheppard in as conspicuous

a position as possible. I believe subcon- -

sciously I must have felt this before the
race, together with the rest of my in-
describable emotions.

The race was finally called. There
were eight entries in the final: Sulli-
van, United States; Sheppard, United
States; Hallows, Great Britain; Loney,
Great Britain; Tait, Canada; Deakin,
Great Britain; Wilson, Great Britain,
Fairbairn-Crawford, Great Britain.

Hallows, by the way, had, in the third
heat of the trials, lowered the record
once more by covering the distance in

4:3:2/5.
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in a daze. The tension was terrific.

The race itself, I am sorry to say, is
practically a blank. I can only remem-
ber the one thought that kept thundering
through my brain—that there were a
hundred million people in the United
States hoping for a victory, that I was
the only one who could possibly give
them that victory, and therefore a vic-
tory they must have.

I also faintly remember that Fair-
bairn-Crawford set a regular quarter-
mile pace for the first three hundred
yards with the evident intention of run-
ning me into the ground during the early
stages, and that I was strangely thank-
ful to him for pulling me out like this
and helping me run just the kind of race
I wished to run. I must have run the
remainder of .the race by instinct alone,
because I remember nothing but the one
thing: If it was necessary to die at
the finish, why, that would be perfectly
satisfactory; just as long as I hit the
tape first.

I will have to refer to a clipping from
one of the English papers to describe
the race.

“When the race began, Sheppard and
Sullivan, the only other American in it,
hung back and allowed the Englishmen
to make the pace. Hallows, who ran
the fastest heat of the race yesterday,
';;&;d to run the others off their feet.

ilson kept close to Hallows, and Tait
of Canada ran in third position. Then
came Sheppard, jogging easily along
with his slow-looking, deceptive stride,
holding fourth position. When the run-
ners neared the stretch, Sullivan, who
had been running a brave race, began
to tire.

- “Hallows and Wilson saw him f{alter,
and, turning their attention to Sheppard,
decided the time was ripe for a final
spurt to the tape. Accordingly they
dashed away at top speed, only to find
that the easy-running American clung
to them without seeming to increase his

vl a

for him, and he had quit his job in the stadium I was in a high-tension stupor, As 1 went to the marks I was still pace. Wilson saw Sheppard gaining on

.
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< was exploded long ago. The bogey kind

- of athletic heart never existed. A real
© athletic heart is the best thing in the
world to have. It is a heart enlarged
and strengthened by hard work, so that
it is able to endure any strain and to do
its duty where an ordinary heart would
peter out like a jellyfish on a sand bar.”

The police department, of course re-
fused to admit this, and in a counter
statement replied with the cheerful
declaration that it was quite possible. for
me to go on winning races and so forth,
but that there was always the possibility
that after giving up competition 1 would
be more than liable to drop dead any
moment. Their prediction, however, has
yet to be fulfilled. _

In spite of the complaints of how
we were treated—which originated with
certain members of the team—the Eng-
lish were as courteous and as hospitable
as we were justified in expecting. They
provided various side trips and enter-
tainments for us, and made every effort

to make our stay in England a pleasant '

one.

A group of us were taken through Ox-
ford University and shown the various
colleges and dormitories, each famous
for some historical reason and fairly
oozing with atmosphere and tradition.
We also vsited Parliament while it was
in session, and were duly impressed by
the dignitaries in their white wigs.

A certain lord, whose name I forget,
took a group of the Irish American
athletes through Westminster Abbey, the
chief historic value of which arises from
the fact that so many English monarchs
have their last resting place within its
walls. The coronation ceremonies for

" each succeeding monarch also takes place
in this wonderful old church, and the
coronation chair, aged and ancient, which
has been used for centuries, is also there,
protected by a railing so that people
may look at it, but not touch it.

Our guide, however, inasmuch as there
were practically no visitor$ in the church
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at the time, was kind enough to turn
his back so that each of us had tlme<
to slip over the railing and sit for a3
moment in the famous seat. 3

Sir Conan Doyle also extended an in- §
vitation to entertain at his home those 3
who wished to take advantage of it. J
And Sir Thomas Lipton, the famous
British sportsman, extended the hospi- 3
tality of his yacht to those who wished §
to come aboard. g

After a week of careful trammg at:
Brighton I was as good as new once 3§
more and in great shape for the 800-3
meter trials which were to take place 3
on Monday There  were eight heats. §
I won mine without a great deal ofj}
difficulty, saving as much as I could}
for the finals on Tuesday. :

Everybody, mcludmg the English, con<}
ceded me a first in the finals, and here}
again the British displayed a brand of3
sportsmanship that rates them in my§
estimation among the world’s finest}
sportsmen. They insisted upon giving§
me the opportunity to establish a newg
British record for the half mile at thej
sacrifice of the present record then held§
by an Englishman. 1 hesitated at first,
but they seemed actually eager to have}
me try for it, so finally I consented. It
seems that this act alone is more sig-3
nificant of the real sportsmanship of a¥
nation than the chance drawings forj
the heats of a race—which was the uns;
fortunate incident that first started the

controversy. . 3
Therefore, as 800 meters is onl
874.4 yards, another. finish tape wasj

erected 5.6 yards beyond the finish ofJ
“the 800 meters. k.

I was thoroughly confident at thef
start of this race, my only concern being3}
the establishing of a new record, if pos-3
sible, in both distances. This was my3
own distance, T was trained for it, andd
therefore there was no uncertainty in¥
my mind.

The English writers in all their r
ports of races were extremely fair in

Po eighty
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' “their criticism, and in most instances

seemed to be experts of the sport and
to know whereof they wrote. I will
quote a description of the race from a
London paper, inasmuch as I was unable
to see much of it myself:

“Scott Fairbairn-Crawford dashed to
the front after there had been a rare
tussle at the start on the northern bend
for the leadership. Immediately he was
at the head of affairs, Crawford cut out
such a pace as is seldom seen in what
was practically a half mile. There is
no doubt but that he was sacrificing
his-own chances in behalf of the other
Britisher; Just, and for the good of
his country. It was a cutthroat policy,
aimed without a doubt at trying to find
a weak spot in Sheppard, and bring out
in the fullest degree the supposed extra
staying power of Just. For about 460
yards Crawford led the way. - Nothing
loath to go as fast as any one called
upon him to do, the American crack
was well on the heels of the leader, at-
tended by Just and Lunghi. The pace
was such a cracker that the other four
competitors were already left far be-
hind.

“Sheppard sped to the front the mo-
ment that Crawford tired, and he had
to shake off a strong challenge from the
other Britisher, which he did in no

Auncertain fashion after a stiff tussle for

the mastery along the straight under the
eastern covered stand. Hereabouts
Lunghi was running so easily that it
looked as- though he might very seri-
ously trouble Sheppard, or even beat

" him. Passing just before entering the

bend for home, he went up to the leader,
and they swung around the home cor-
ner with not more than a couple of yards
separating them.

“But here Sheppard’s condition, and
in all probability his greater experience,
told. He began to draw away from
L. unghl and he had victory in his grasp
vards from the winning pos

*
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Italian, who swerved from distress near
the end by some eight yards. A storm
of cheering swept the stadium as Shep-
pard broke the worsted, the winner of
the most refnarkable race known in the
history of pedestrianism.”

The time for the 800 meters was
1:52:4, establishing a new Olympic
record. The former record of 1:56 was
made by James Lightbody at the St.
Louis Olympiad in 1904.

I also broke the English record for
the half mile, covering that distance in
1:54. It is worthy of note in this in-
stance, as a further proof of English
sportsmanship, that ¥. J. K. Cross, who
had held the record for twenty years,
was among the first to shake my hand
and congratulate me. He gave me his
card, which I still have, upon which he
had written a brief complimentary re-
mark.

At the finish of this race the Ameri-
cans once more went mildly insane, to
the amusement of the British. Several
of the boys broke through the guard of
London bobbies and hoisted me on their
shoulders to carry me to the dressing
Tooms.

I also ran on the American medley
relay team—two 200's, one 400, and one
800. The heats were run the day be-
fore. I ran anchor in the finals, and
broke the tape with a comfortable lead.

It was a peculiar fact that in all the
six races I had run I had been fortunate _
enough to draw the pole each time. The
goddess of luck certainly must have been
on the job. I had run 800 meters four
times, and each had been timed under
1.35.

All royalty had gathered the last day
of the games for the relay, the Marathon,
the closing ceremonies, and the distribu-
tion of prizes. All first prizes were
given out by Queen Alexandria, and the -
second and third prizes by the Prince
of Wales.

I had just finished the relay, and the
line of prize winners was already form-

.









miles an hour we were all clutching our
hats and trying to get our breaths
against the tremendous pressure of the
wind. I, for one, was perfectly con-
tent when the driver took his foot off
the throttle and slowed the car once
more to a respectable gait.

As soon as we recovered our breath

we all started to ask questions at once.
The result of our inquiries was quite
astounding and not a little embarrass-
ing. '
The driver, it developed, was none
other than J. B. Dunlop himself, manu-
facturer of automobile tires and racing
driver. The car which we had selected
had a reputation a mile long as one of
the fastest things on four wheels.

We very quietly redistributed among
the owners the money which we had
collected to tip the driver. Our escape
had been too narrow to be even funny.

Our destination was the home of Dick
Croker, famous Tammany chief, who
accumulated a fortune in this country

-and retired to his estate in Ireland.

We were served with tea on the lawn
of the beautiful grounds surrounding
his home. We were then shown about
the estate and introduced to the pride
of Croker’s heart, his famous race horse,
Orby, which had won the highest of all
turf classics of the British Isles, the
English Derby.

We returned to the hotel in the
evening and retired early in order to
be in shape for the meet the following
day.

The games were held at Ballsbridge,
a short distance outside of Dublin. We
all performed up to standard. I won
the half without much difficulty.

Throughout the whole meet we were
constantly expecting some demonstra-
tion from the rival athletic association,
but everything went off quietly, and the
Gaelics evidently reserved their prom-
ised bloodshed for some other occasion.

Several of us, however, had no desire
to remain for that occasion, so we
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brought our suit cases out to the games
and went directly from there to the
boat, which would take us to Glasgow
where we had been invited to attend
another set of games. The boat was a
cattle boat and freighter which carried
only a few passengers, because the or-
dinary manner of going from Dublin
to Glasgow was to cross to England
and complete the journey by train.

An incident occurred on the boat that
night which, only for a turn of good
luck, would have placed us in an em-
barrassing position. The night was hot,
so in order to get as much air as pos-
sible in the little stateroom, we had left
the door open. In this position the door
swung back against the berth and was
fastened by a hook.

For some reason or other 1 was un-
able to drop to sleep, as I ordinarily do,
and, as I was lying awake staring into
the darkness, I heard a slight noise out-
side our stateroom. I raised up a bit

_so that I could peek around the door

and experienced quite a thrill at what
I saw.

A hand and arm was slowly being
thrust into the room. It groped cau-
tiously for the clothes we had hung
on hooks just inside the door.

I suppose I have just as much honest

hate for a sneak thief as for any other.

type of criminal. In fact it seems that
one of that brand should hardly be dig-
nified by the name of criminal.

So as his hand had about reached our
clothes, I quietly unhooked the door
and slammed it shut with all my
strength. There was a wild yell as the
door did what damage it could and
the arm disappeared. And the funny
part of it was that the victim let out

"a fresh yell at every jump. [ could

trace his progress in this manner all the
way to the forecastle of the ship. We
didn’t mention the incident in the morn-
ing because we figured that whoever it
was, had had punishment enough.
We arrived in Glasgow on Sunday
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' and decided that it was perbaps the

most religious place in the world.
Everybody, it seemed, was on their way
to church. The only other people, ap-
parently otherwise engaged, were sail-
ors, from ports all over the globe, who
chose to disregard the day of rest in
their efforts to make the best of their
time on shore.

We registered at a hotel, and as soon
as our arrival was made known we
were met by a committee of the Celtic
Football Club, headed by William
Maley. We then began to learn the
meaning of real hospitality, for the
Scotchmen proved themselves the most
wonderful hosts of any we had yet en-
countered. Every moment of our time
was planned. They would pull us out
of bed in the morning and our enter-
tainment would begin. We scarcely had
time to take a light work-out each day.

We motored through the Highlands,
boated on the lochs, admired the rolling
hills of purple heather and visited the
birthplace of Robert Burns.

All my life T had heard of the Scot’s

" conservative tendencies in regard to

money, but only a few hours of their
wonderful hospitality were needed to
dispel this forever from my mind. I
really believe that the Scotch, in the
capacity of hosts, cannot be praised too
highly.

We experienced but one keen disap-
pointment in the discovery that we had
seen more kilts in our own Celtic Park
on Long Island than we had in the
whole of Scotland.

We competed in Glasgow at the end
of the week. The meet was a two-day
affair held at the stadium of the Celtic
Football Club. Football in Scotland
was a very popular sport. There were
two big teams in Glasgow, the Celtics
and the Rangers, both with their own
parks. These teams sometimes drew
crowds of one hundred and twenty-five
thousand spectators to watch their
matches.
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There were about fifty-five thousand
present at the athletic meet on Saturday.
All of them appeared to be wearing the
typical old-style cap with the long
visor. The straw hats that the Ameri-
cans wore seemed to be the only ones
in Glasgow.

The second day of the meet was held
on Monday late in the afterncon so
that business men would be able to at-
tend. The twilight in Scotland is long
enough to permit this. I don’t remem-
ber what events I was entered in, but
I'm sure I won the half mile.

Then followed another week of en-
tertainment and we competed once more.

“This time in the Rangers’ stadium. The

track there was considered at the time
to be the finest in the world. The
caretakers of these grounds actually
take more pride in their turf and their
cinder track than any gardener could
possibly take in the garden of a private
estate. I can vouch for the excellency
of the track. 1 established a new Scot-
tish record for the half of one minute,
fifty-six seconds.

After the Ranger games we left the
south once more with the intention of
visiting the one and only Paris, of which
we had heard and read all our lives.

We went by Tail to Newhaven by
way to London, and crossed the Channel
there to Dieppe. We left Newhaven
after midnight and arrived in Dieppe
shortly before dawn.

We were on the deck just before our
atrival, and everybody was gazing, as
though fascinated, at the morning star.
T have never seen a star appear so large
before. It actually looked almost as
large as a moon and appeared as though
it might drop any moment on the deck
of the boat. It was one of the most
impressive sights I have ever seen, and
it is still as fresh in my memory as
though T had seen it last night.

Having passed through the formahty
of the customs we boarded a train for
Paris. Here we began to experience
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Monday we visited President Theodore
Roosevelt at his home in Sagamore
Hill, Oyster Bay, Long Island.

The seventy-one members of the team
went to Oyster Bay on the steamboat
Sagamore. We were unable to dock,
as we had hoped, at the launch landing
because the water was too shallow. A
small fleet of rowboats and launches,
however, volunteered their services and
soon had us ashore.

When we had all landed we formed
a column of twos and marched up the
winding path to the president’s home.

President Roosevelt stood inside the
doorway of his home with Mrs. Roose-
velt beside him. On the side porch was
Mrs. Alice Longworth, Representative
Nicholas Longworth, Miss Ethel Roose-
velt and the Roosevelt boys. Secret-
service men stood outside the house.

The president asked for James E.
Sullivan, the American Commissioner
to the Olympics, and after a few mo-
ments’ conversation with him stepped
forward with a genial smile to welcome
the athletes who had grouped about the
porch. He made a brief address of
welcome.

“Gentlemen,” he said, “I want to say
just one word of greeting to you. I
am sure you feel that every one in
America is proud of you. I don’t want
to speak in hyperbole ever, but I think
it is the literal truth to say that the feat
this team has performed has never been
duplicated in the history of athletics.
I think that it is the biggest feat that
has ever been performed by any team
of any nation, and T congratulate all
of you. There is not a man on the
team who does not deserve his share
of the total credit. It is not only the
men who won the firsts but it is every
man on the team who did his duty, as
they all did, who deserves his share of
the credit. I congratulate you all and
thank you all.

“I want to say, Mr. Sullivan, a word
of special thanks and acknowledgment
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to you. Without you we could never
have gotten together and sent across
such a team, and our gratitude, gentle-
men, is due not.to those who were so
glad to see you come back victors—we
have plenty of those—but to those who
in any way contributed to send you
abroad in such shape that you could be
victors. I think I could come pretty
near passing a competitive examination
on the records and feats of you.
“Now we are here we must not for-
get how proud we are of the American

riflemen and revolver men. You know

I believe in straight shooting for the
battleship or the private citizen, either
one.”

Then, at the insistence of the camera
men, we were photographed. I have
the picture before me now and it is
really as impressive a group as I have

ever seen—the President of the United - §
States, an athlete himself, surrounded
by the finest physical specimens of 7

young manhood that the country was
able to produce.

The picture is even more impressive,
inasmuch as the visitors were dressed 3
in dark suits while the president wore %
a white suit of light material. His fig- -2
ure, of course, stands out distinctly §
from the rest, and I have always chosen ‘3
to believe that the photograph is sym- i

bolic, in a way, for the president domi-

nates this group, just as he dominated, N
with his magnificent personality, every §

situation with which he was faced.

It was peculiar to notice that through- 3
out the entire afternoon none of the iy
boys were afflicted with stage fright or 3§
the least embarrassment in their con- -3
tact with the President. He exercised, 8
in some peculiar manner, that trait of 3§
his, which I had so often heard dis- %
cussed, of making friends with people. 4
Every member of that team would have -§
gone through fire and brimstone for -3

President Roosevelt after five minutes
in his presence.

T have devoted a good deal of thought k-

- -
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to this particular phase of the team’s
reception in an effort to decide just
what trait or characteristic of the presi-
dent exercised a unanimous appeal over
these veteran athletes, whose interests
were so intensely centered in the sport
itself. T figured that the president must
possess some characteristic in common
with each of these men, in order to
produce. the effect he did. I finally de-
cided that it was because the President
of the United States had himself
learned the great lesson that amateur
athletics aim to teach. ‘He had learned
to lose like a sportsman, but above all
to win like a gentleman.

After being photographed we all lined
up to shake hands with the president,
and there I witnessed one of the most
remarkable exhibitions of memory that
it has ever been my privilege to enjoy.
As each man was presented, the presi-
dent would recall the particular event
in which the man had competed and
congratulate him or sympathize with
him. For instance, he said to Rector,
“If you had had another few meters
to go you would have beaten Walker
of South Africa.” .

When Connolly came up Mr. Roose-
velt said: “Youre a brother of my
friend James B. Connolly, the writer ¥
I am delighted. He 1s a fine fellow.
How are the crystal seas at Gloucester ?
Your brother had a great cruise.”

And so on down the line. He had a
word for every member of the team
and commented intelligently on the
event in which they had been entered.
I doubt if any one in the country, with
the possible exception of a few sport
writers, could have duplicated this feat.

To think that the President of the
United States, with all the constant
cares and worries of his position, should
take as vital an interest as that in the
accomplishments of the Olympic team,
certainly seems to indicate, without fur-
ther explanation, his stand in regard to
athletics. It also served to bring home
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to me the bigness of this man who was
able to concern himself so understand-
ingly with the interests of those about
him, no matter what those interests hap-
pened to be. What other official in
the country would have considered it
worth while to store away this fund of
knowledge merely to make a handful
of athletes happy? Not many, I'm
afraid.

When 1 was presented to the presi-
dent he gripped my hand with a
strength and firmness that almost made
me wince.

“Well, well,” he said, “so this is the
lad that surprised them all in the fifteen
hundred meters. I surely would like
to have been on hand. It was the great-
est race I ever read about.

“Let’s see, you're a member of the
New York police force now, aren’t
you?”’

“No, sir,” I replied. “They turned
me down.”

“Yes, I remember now. There was
some trouble about that. Weli"——a cer-
tain grimness flitted for a moment
across the president’s face—“I can only
say that T’d like to be police commis-
sioner again for a short while. What
is your nationality ?”

I informed him that T had sprung
from several generations of Yankees.

“In what line of work are you en-
gaged at present?”’

I told him that I had given up my
job to attend the games.

“Well,” he said, “if you decide what
you'd like to do, and there is any way
in which T can help, I’d be mighty glad
to do so.”

When I thanked him I didn’t realize
how soon I would take advantage of
this offer.

After having met the boys the presi-
dent invited them inside for a light
lunch. There we met Mrs. Roosevelt
and the bovs. Mrs. Roosevelt was an
unusually sweet character. A typical
mother, with the desire, it seemed, to
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mother every member of the team. The
boys were “chips off the old block,”
keen, interesting to talk to, and as well
posted as their father on all matters
pertaining to athletics.

In the course of the afternoon Mr.
Sullivan suggested that I show Mr.
Roosevelt the medal I had won for the
fifteen hundred meters. Fortunately I
had brought it along and the president
seemed quite anxious to see it. When
I handed it to him, he even left the
room and took it out on the porch where
there was more light.

While he was gone I was possessed
of a great inspiration, and started to
pray that I'd have the courage to carry
it out. When the president returned
and handed me the medal with an en-
thusiastic comment on its beauty and
workmanship, I took a firm grip on
myself and stammered:

“Mr. P-president, I—I'd appreciate
it more than I can say if you would
keep this medal to help you remember
the race you were unable to see.”

The president hesitated and 1 pro-
ceeded to get cold all over. I didn’t
know whether or not I had committed
some tremendous blunder and would be
ejected in disgrace or whether he was
merely trying to break the news to me
gently. 1 did know, however, that I
could think of no greater honor at the
time than to have the president accept
my trophy.

It was soon evident, however, that he
was hesitating out of consideration for
me, rather than in consideration of any
executive custom.

“T would like it,” he admitted, “but
I'm afraid it would not be right to
deprive you of something which you
have worked so hard to obtam and
which means so much to you.”

I assured him as best I could that
it would mean more to me if he would
be kind enough to accept it, so he finally
agreed to keep it, insisting that, even
though he had never had the pleasure
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of winning anything of that sort,
would appreciate it even more for that
reasom.

He actually seemed as pleased as aj
schoolboy winning his first medal. He}
assured me that he would keep it al-3
ways. .
After luncheon the president passedj
around cigars, and even though I didn't}
smoke, I helped myself to one which’ i
very carefully placed in my pocket. Af§
my first opportunity I obtained a trans3
parent celluloid case for the cigar, which]
still holds the place of honor among myj
trophies. i

Mr. Roosevelt commented briefly off
the rumors that the English had nof
treated the American athletes with
much consideration as they shoul

create resentment, but for the finer p
pose of creating unity among nation§
And if the games could not be mei3
tioned exclusively from the latter standg
point it would be better not to men
them at all.

In parting he also gave the athlet
as sensible a piece of advice as I h:
ever heard.

“I'm going to give you lads the s
friendly bit of advice that I gave
my Rough Riders,” he said. “Remem
you’re heroes for ten days—when thd
time’s up, drop the hero business am
go to work.”

Some of the boys protested that
were already working, and the pr
dent explained further by saying th;
he didn’t want to meet, some ten
twelve years hence, some seedy per:
who boasted that he had won-
Olympic contest in 1908 and coult
boast of no other accomplishment smc

Before leaving for the boat the teall
got together and unloosed three might¥
cheers for “the greatest president th{
United States ever had.”
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Upon arriving- again in New York
we were again guests at, numerous
affairs after which most of the boys de-
cided to take the president’s advice.

One of the most elaborate entertain-
ments we received was a banquet, given
in our honor by the Irish-American
A. C. at the Waldorf-Astoria hotel.
It was attended by any number of
celebrities, and the athletes were treated
to a feast that we all remember to
this day.

The Metropolitan Championships
were held on September twelfth. I was
entered for the half and agreed to sac-
rifice myself in the interests of science.

A certain Professor Leonard Hill had
for some time advanced a theory that the
administration of oxygen to an athlete
just before a race would serve as a
stimulant which would imperil world’s
records in all events. The gas, he
claimed, would increase the oxidation in
the body, stimulate heart action, and
produce every effect of “a shot in the
arm.”

If this new method of generating
speed was all it claimed to be, I was
nothing loath to obtain a few world’s
records in this painless manner, so 1
agreed to submit to the test.

The oxygen was brought on the field
in a heavy tank about four feet long and
about ten inches in diameter. Lawson
Robertson volunteered to administer the
dose, so just before the race, he stuck
one end of a rubber tube in my mouth
and turned on the gas. I was quite
unprepared for what happened.

The pressure arrived so unexpectedly
that the force of it jerked the tube from
my hand, said tube proceeding to bang
me over the head before the pressure
could be turned off. Order was finally
restored, however, and I received my
dose.

As 1 went to my mark I did not ex-
perience the promised sensation of want-
ing to fly or to leap over the grand
stand. 1In fact I began to feel very much

the opposite as the race proceeded. I
felt at the time that a good sleep would
do me more good than anything else, 1
won the race but not before I had been
badly scared by several second raters.
My time was I:57:4.

The senior National Championships
were held a week later, September
nineteenth, at Travers Island. Harry
Gissing was entered against me in the
half and gave me the first of many hard
races which were to come later on. He
ran a mighty plucky race, setting the
pace for the first seven hundred yards.
I had to do some mighty heavy pulling
to pass him, and had to turn in a time
of 1:55:2 to beat him.

A rather peculiar thing happened in
these games. In the mile—the track is
five laps instead of the customary four
—the bell, denoting the last lap, was
rung at the end of the third lap. Only
two N. Y. A. C. men, familiar with the
track, finished the fifth lap. The others
stopped. The referee declared it no
race and said it would have to be run
later in the day.

At the second running the officials
again blundered and the same mistake

occurred once more, and the same

N. Y. A. C. men finished the five laps
and won the second time. It was again
declared no race, and for the first time
in the history of American Champion-
ships, .the program had to remain un-
finished.

The Canadian Championships were
held on October third, and by adding
this half-mile championship to my list
I established a rather unusual record
which has never before or since been
equaled.

Over a period of three years, 1900,
1907 and 1908, 1 had won each year the
eight hundred and eighty yards in
the Metropolitan Championships, the
National Championships and the Cana-
dian Championships.

With the Canadian Championships
out of the way I decided to follow the




parting advice of President Roosevelt
and to obtain a permanent position and
settle down for good. I figured that I
had nothing more to gain from athletics,
and that my main interest henceforth
should be my work.

Accordingly 1 began looking about,
and, on the advice of some friends, de-
cided that I would like to become a
custom inspector at the port of Phila-
delphia.

A position of this sort, however, pre-
sented numerous difficulties. In the first
place I would have to pass a civil ser-
vice examination, and would have per-
haps had to wait about six months for
the examination to be held. Then I
would have been placed on an eligible

_list to take my turn in being appointed
as the vacancies occurred. Goodness
only knows how long this would have
taken because government jobs were
much more in demand than they are at
present. And finally, there was the pos-
sibility that my name would remain on
the list so long that it would become
void and I would have to take the ex-
amination all over again and repeat the
procedure of awaiting my turn.

Having considered all these things,
the job of custom inspector began to
lose its attractiveness and I had about
decided to give up the idea and turn to
something else, when I suddenly hap-
pened to think of the president’s words,
“Let me know if I can help you.”

The idea almost took my breath away.
It seemed such a presumptuous, daring
thing to do—to bother the President of
the United States with such a trifling
matter as this. Of course it wasn't

trifling from my standpoint, but I could
easily understand how, with all other
cares and worries of the government,
a request of this sort might easily be
shelved indefinitely before it was ever
brought to the president’s attention.

If the chief executive had been other
than Mr. Roosevelt I don’t believe I
would have ever summoned courage

enough to write a ‘letter of this kind.
But somehow or other I was unable to}
shake off the conviction that the presi- :38
dent was not in the habit of wasting §
words and that if he had not been per- §
fectly sincere in his offer to help me §
he never would have made it.
So I finally composed a letter, stating 3§
as briefly as I possibly could my desire .3
to be appointed to the customs at the E
Port .of Philadelphia.
I mailed this letter on Septemb
twenty-second, and received the thrill
of my life when, three days later, 1.8
received a letter from Washington. It
was written on the official stationary§
of the president’s home with the simple,J
dignified letterhead, “White House,3
Washington,” nothing more. It was
from the secretary to the president;
William Loeb. It said:

My Dear Sir: Your letter of the twenty
second instant has been received. The presi-}
dent has taken the matter up at once an
will see if he cannot place you in the Phil
delphia Custom House. He is not sure th
it can be accomplished, but if it can be, he*
will be glad. Very truly yours, :

WILLIAM LoOEB.

Needless to say, I was tremendous
proud .of this communication, an
waited impatiently for further word o
my appointment. It seemed incredib
that my name should have stuck in t
memory of the president and that h
was actually concerning himself in m
behalf.

A few days later I received the f
lowing note from C. W. Hill, Collectord
of the Port at Philadelphia

Sir: I have nominated you for the posi
tion of inspector of customs at this port
and the said nomination has been confirmed}§
by the department at Washington. The aps#
pointment wilt become effective as soon
you take the oath of office. I would s
gest, therefore, that you call at this office fo!
the purpose of being sworn in for duty a
your earliest convenience. Respectfully,

C. W. HiLrn.

Upon receipt of this I lost no tim
transferring my home once more to
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Philadelphia. Upon arriving there; I
found, after I had taken my oath of
office, that I was at once eligible to start
work. This surprised me a good deal
and when I inquired concerning the
civil service red tape, which I under-
stood preceded an appointment of this
sort, I was informed that that had al-
ready been arranged by President
Roosevelt.

Further inquiry revealed the fact that,
in order to have me appointed with the
least delay possible, the president had
issued an executive order abolishing
civil service temporarily. He had then
exercised his privilege of appointing me
to the position, and when everything
had been arranged, he again issued an
order reéstablishing civil service.

The fact that I had been the direct
cause of the temporary suspension of
the wheels of the government was some-
thing almost too great for my mind to
grasp. My awe was equally divided
between this realization and the further
evidence of the greatness of this re-
markable man the nation had chosen as
its leader.

Several of the papers burst forth that
it was “pretty soft for Sheppard” to
be handed a nice job by the president
where all he had to do was to draw his
salary once a month. These clippings
were brought to my attention and
afforded me material for many a chuckle
during the next year as I went from
one point to another on the docks, with
my hand constantly on my revolver.

1 was placed on night duty as my first.
assignment—a sort of breaking-in pro-
cess, I learned later, calculated to test
the nerves of the newcomers and to
bring out whatever weak spots might
be present in their make-up. That it
was an excellent test for just these
things, T can well testify, for, notwith-
standing the first comments of the
papers on the matter, the position de-
veloped into about the biggest he-man
job I ever tackled. I was mighty glad,
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too, in this respect, because if I had
found myself a custom inspector with
nothing to do but draw a salary, I'm
sure that the tremendous respect I al-
ready had for the president would have
been somewhat shaken. Mr. Roosevelt
himself never side-stepped work or
danger, so it was hardly reasonable to
expect that he should make the paths
of others smoother in this respect.

The river front at DPhiladelphia,
where the custom houses are located, is
one of the toughest districts in the city.
The inspectors, especially those on night
duty, were trained, in many respects, to
observe all the precautions of police-
men patrolling bad sections. We were
instructed never to walk near a building
unnecessarily where any one might at-
tack us from a' dark doorway. Never
to approach the open doors of freight
cars, for the same reason, and always
to keep our revolvers in the side pocket
of our coats within easy reach of our
hand so that we might fire through the
pocket if necessary. During the year
that T was on night duty there, three
watchmen of private concerns were
killed by thugs. One old chap, who had
just received his weekly salary of twelve
dollars, was robbed of this salary, for
which purpose the robber completely
decapitated the old man with a fire ax.

Yes, it was a nice peaceful district
T found myself in.

The chief duty of the night in-
spector was to see that no undeclared
goods were smuggled ashore under
cover of darkness, This unlawful prac-
tice was carried on for the most part
by crews of the ships docked at the
port. If they were able to get ashore
with anything of value, and to sell it

-without being caught, it usually made

a nice profitable little side line.

My first assignment was to the old
Licorice Docks, dilapidated, dark and
gloomy, visited by tramp ships from all
parts of the world, whose crews were
generally recruited from the scum of
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the water front. The first night of my
new job was spent in a little shack at
the end of the dock. The shack sagged
in places and the wind whistled through
the cracks. It was lighted by a single
lamp. From my position I could see
anybody going ashore from the dock,
but to my great relief, nothing hap-
pened, although my hand never left my
gun all night long. Taken as a whole,

‘I can’t say that the evening, from a

recreational standpoint, was a huge suc-
cess. I welcomed daylight with a sigh
of relief.

My first capture occurred some few
days later.

Shortly after midnight I was attracted
by a form slinking along the dock to-
ward the shore. Ag the form ap-
proached I noticed that the body was
oddly distorted, it seemed to bulge un-
naturally about the middle.

1 slipped behind a pile of barrels and
let the form go by. We had been in-
structed never to make an arrest until
the supposed smuggler left the vicinity
which was under the direct charge of
the customs. Otherwise the excuse
might be made that he was merely
bringing the goods to the inspector to
inquire concerning the duty upon them.

So I laid low until the man passed.
Then I slipped out and followed him
in the most approved sleuthing fashion.
1 had visions of thousands of dollars’
worth of silk wrapped tightly around
the smuggler’s waist ; or perhaps a price-
less rug, or even lace.

The moment his foot left the customs
property I was upon him with my re-
volver much in evidence. 1 must have
forced some authority in my tone be-
cause I noticed that he was almost as
scared as I was. He was only a boy.

1 then ordered him to produce his
contraband, and my imagination, all
swelled up with hopes of a big haul,
burst like a soap bubble when he lifted
his coat and produced—a slab of bacon.

I was highly indignant at this and
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asked him for particulars. He in- -3
formed me then that a certain Widow -3
Brown of his acquaintance ‘was prac- "4
tically destitute and--he was taking her 3
the bacon. So when I learned that his 3
mission was one of charity rather than
of lawlessness, I suggested that he re-
turn to the ship, which was loaded with
potatoes, and fill his pockets with these
as a further present to the Widow
‘Brown. 3

Another incident, which I alwayvs re- j
call with a feeling of weakness around 3§
the knees, almost brought my career
as a custom inspector to an untimely 3
end. 5

Piers 46 and 48 were being connected
along the shore by a large warehouse, 3
There had been labor trouble betwee
two factions during its construction
and the work had progressed under diffi
culties, Threats had been made, t
which nobody paid much attention
Perhaps if they had I wouldn’t hav
received the scare of my life.

I was on Pier 48 at the time. 1 wa
answering the telephone which had ju
rung in the booth. Suddenly the whol
world seemed to be ripped wide ope
by a tremendous roar. The concussio
of the explosion, for that’s what
judged it to be, was so great that whet
I recovered my senses I was outside th
telephone booth. How I arrived ther
I never knew and it has always beenj
a wonder to me that my first leap didn’t3
carry me all the way through the roof.§
Perhaps I did hit the top but didn®
know it at the time. g

And then it began to rain,
girders, timbers, bricks and stones
crashed about me in an attempt,
seemed, to determine which could mis§y
me by the narrowest margin.

was perhaps what saved my 11fe v
was I didn’t receive a scratch, but lf I
had moved one way or the other Re
would have, in all probability, served te
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break the fall of some fair-sized rock.
The cause of the explosion was be-
lieved to have arisen from the labor
trouble. The authorities worked on the
theory that one of the rival factions had
dynamited the building to revenge
themselves on the other faction. Noth-
ing definite was ever learned, however.

It was a peculiar fact that the in-
spector on the other pier was also called
to the phone at the same time. This
made it appear as though it had been
prearranged to get us both away from
the building while the explosive was set.

Another incident which- almost cut
short my career as inspector occurred
shortly after I had been assigned to
the job.

I was coming to work from a track
meet which had been held in Patterson,
New Jersey. I was carrying the small
black bag in which I always carry my

~ running outfit,

I had just descended from the street
car and ‘was passing a group of tough-
looking characters on the sidewalk,
when suddenly, without warning, one
of them leaped at me and landed a blow
which sprawled me in the street.

I had been in competition long enough
not to lose my head over a jolt or so—
I’d received too many of these in handi-
cap races—and as my head cleared
rapidly, and I found I wasn’t hurt, I
leaped to my feet, still clutching my
bag, and set sail for the docks.

My attackers chased me a short dis-
tance but were soon lost in the dust,
Upon reaching the office I armed myself
with my gun and sallied forth to make
a counterattack, but no one was in
sight. '

The only explanation I can advance
for my adventure was that they thought
I was a paymaster on one of the ships
and that my bag contained money.

One night my running ability fitted in
nicely with my other work.

Another inspector and myself were
walking toward the end of one of the
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docks when we heard a faint groan.
Following  the sound we found that it
came from the railroad tracks which
were about five feet below the level of
the dock.

I lowered myself to the tracks and
found that an old watchman had fallen
over the edge of the dock onto the
tracks in the dark and was badly in-
jured. We lifted him to the dock, and
leaving the other man to make him as
comfortable as possible, I set out for
the police station to summon an am-
bulance. I must have made pretty good
speed because the other inspector told
me later that the ambulance arrived in
an incredibly short space of time.

I also happened to be on duty when
some of the survivors of the Titanic
were brought in by the steamer Car-
pathia. Three lines of police were nec-
essary to hold back the crowd of friends,
relatives and thrill seekers that swarmed
to the docks.

It was one of the most pathetic as
well as the most inspiring sights I ever
saw. Most of the survivors had noth-
ing but the clothes on their backs and it
gave me a lot of faith in human nature
to see the manner in which friends and
even strangers came to their assistance.
I had never before seen—and never ex-
pect to see again—a table simply piled
with money, where any of the survivors
were at liberty to walk up and take as
much as they needed. Even the rail-
road representatives presented them
with passes to any part of the country
to which they desired to go.

I had another rather peculiar experi-
ence one night which has always been
very clear in my memory.

I was sitting in the office and T must
have dozed off for a moment, but in

that short space of time I had the most.

vivid dream. I dreamed that a negro,
a hideous creature, with long curling
teeth, like tusks, came in the door and
bent over my chair. 1 awoke with a
start to find that T was all alone.




:

7 o P

N - ves

a
- m‘u—"
pa vt Y

Liawns

B T T R

L

PR

A couple of nights later, at another
pier, I was again in the office guarding
some platinum used in dental work and
valued at forty-eight thousand dollars.
Suddenly I looked up at the window
and saw this same face which had ap-
peared to me in my dream. 1 was al-
most paralyzed with fright at first but
1 recovered soon enough to draw my
revolver and keep him covered until I
reached him.

Te said that he was merely a long-
shoreman and that he was unable to
sleep and was walking about the docks.
I searched him but found nothing which
would justify holding him, so I escorted
him from the property and warned him
not to return. I have often wondered,
however, whether I really dreamed
about the first appearance of this man
or whether he was actually present.

For some time the customs had been
receiving rumors that Chinese were be-
ing smuggled into the United States by
way of the port of Philadelphia, and
we had all been warned to keep a sharp
lookout for attempts to run these aliens
through the immigration lines.

Up to this time we had received no
more than a few indefinite clews which
led us to suspect that this work was
being carried on independently by mem-
bers of the crew on the ships of Ameri-
can Hawaiian Line. These boats, for
the most part, carried sugar and canned
goods from Puerto de Mexico to Phila-
delphia and New York. The cargoes
were brought by rail across Mexico,
having been received on the western
coast from the Hawaiian Islands,

One night, some time after I had
been in the service, the California, one
of the boats from the American Ha-
waiian Line, stopped at Philadelphia to
discharge sugar.

The day custom officers completed
their inspection before night, and when
I came on duty, informed me that every-
thing was all right on board and that
there were three Chinese in the crew
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who had been Americanized and were
free to go ashore.

I was standing at the entrance of the
dock when the first of these came ashore.
I did no more than glance at him as
he passed.

A short time later another Chinaman
came off the ship. He was a friendly
old chap and spoke English fairly well.
He decided to stop and talk a while.
I learned that he was the steward of
the California and that he had two as-
sistant cooks, both Chinese. The first
assistant had already gone ashore, he
said. The second assistant, it seems,
was a regular Beau Brummel, according
to the steward. This young man wore
clothes of an elegance to turn the heart
of any almond-eyed damsel. Yes, sir,
he was a sheik that any steward would
be proud to have as an assistant.

The old man proceeded on his way

soon, and before he had been gone ten
minutes, lo! and behold, who should
stroll on the dock but two more China-
men.
- The second assistant 1 recognized by
his clothes, The other, too, was well
dressed. I stopped them at the gate,
and addressed the cook.

“Are you a cook on the California?”
I asked.

He nodded his head.

“\Vho is that with you?” I demanded.

“Him friend. Come see ship,” he ex-
plained.

My suspicions were thoroughly
aroused by this time, so I told the young
fellow to turn around and put up his
hands. He evidently knew what I had
in my pocket, for he lost no time in
obeying. 1 went over and fouad a
murderous-looking clasp knife in cne
rear pocket and a .38 caliber revoiver
in the other. I don’t hesitate to admit
that when my hand touched them I felt
a few cold shivers chase up and down
my spine.

I was convinced he was lying and
told him as much.
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“I’ve been here ever since six o’clock,”

I said, “and no one has gone aboard.

The day inspector would have told me
if there had been any visitors while he
was here. What do you say to that?”

“Him come see ship,” the cook in-
sisted sullenly, and began jabbering in
Chinese to his companion, who, I soon
learned, did not know English.

“Well, if that’s the case,” I said, “him
going to see a lot more of ship. Back
you go, both of you.” ‘

I marched them back to the gang-
plank. The quartermaster was keeping
watch at the top. I told him about the
excess of Chinamen on his ship and
asked him for an explanation. He
swore that the second man had not gone
down the gangplank with the cook, and
furthermore, that before they had
shipped from Puerto de Mexico, the boat
had been searched from bunkers to
smokestack,

I reported by phone to the chief in-
spector and then started for the police
station with my two prisoners, On the
way I stopped in several Chinese
laundries and asked the proprietor to
put certain questions to the man whom
I believed to have been smuggled in.
They would chatter away for several
minutes and then the laundryman would
smile at me and translate.

“Him say he come see ship.” So
that was that.

I turned him over to the lieutenant at
the police station, and went back to the
pier. The next morning I left for New
York to attend a track meet.

Upon returning from the meet late
that afternoon, I bought a Philadelphia
paper, and my eyes fell with some as-
tonishment on the story of a great
Chinese smuggling syndicate having
been unearthed by the intelligence and
bravery of the same police lieutenant
to whom I had turned over my two
prisoners.

This lieutenant, according to the
paper, it seems, had been summoned

from his desk by some excited children
who had rushed into the station., He
had been unable to make out what they
were talking about, but had followed
them nevertheless. Upon arriving at
the dock his eyes followed the pointing
of the children and, what should he
see but a Chinaman swimming to the
shore with a long knife clasped in his
teeth.

Without a moment’s hesitation the
brave officer plunged into the water and
engaged in a life-and-death struggle
with the Chinaman, who was finally dis-
armed and subdued and thrown into
jail.

So much for the heroism of the lieu-
tenant.

Upon arriving again at the docks, I
learned that in the search of the ship
by the custom officers, it had been re-
vealed how the Chinaman had been
smuggled in.

In the crew’s quarters, below each
bunk, were two drawers for thetr per-
sonal belongings. In examining these
drawers in the room occupied by the as-
sistant cooks it was found that the
fronts of the drawers were false, and
that the inside partition had been taken
out to allow room for a mian to stretch
out at full length. In this tiny com-
partment, it seems, a Chinaman was
brought every trip and fed by the as-
sistant cook. When the boat docked
he was taken ashore in the manner
which I have described. In that in-
stance it is believed that the smuggled
Chinaman, whose name was Ah Gait,
slipped down one of the hawsers and
joined his benefactor on the dock.

I learned later {rom Ah Gait through
an interpreter, that he had paid the as-
sistant cook, Lee Chung, three hundred
dollars to bring him safely through. It
seems that the money had been advanced
to him by some mysterious person and
that Ah Gait had agreed to work a year
for nothing to make good for this ad-
vanced money.

i g e i et —

R et i A ko






i
T
1
-

" fimu

o1

HERE comes a time in the career
of prominent athletes when they
begin to slip—when a race is

lest here, another there, when unheard
of youngsters break the tape ahead,
when the speed, which has carried them
to many a great victory, slowly but
surely begins to fade.

It is perhaps one of the most pathetic
things in athletics to see famous runners
begin to concede first places to the on-
slaught of years. It is only pathetic,
however, from the standpoint of the
athletes, themselves, who have passed
through that stage and have watched
Youth arise to dethrone them from the

~pinnacle of fame. The public fancy is
painlessly and often eagerly transferred
from the old to the new. “It’s time he
was getting beat,” they say, “let the
youngsters have a charce.”

Which, in all probability, is the right
way to look at the matter, but it’s tough,
mighty tough, to face the cold, cheerless
facts that the world 1s developing others
better than yourself to take your place.

An athlete may be spared all this if
he observes two things. In the first
place, he should never allow himself to
become absorbed in athletics to the ex»
clusion of everything else. His work,
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An- Athlete’'s Story
By Melvin W. Sheppard

In this installment of his reminiscences, Mr. Sheppard tells how he established ten new
world’s records after sporting writers predicted that he had begun to “slip,” and narrates -
his adventures as king of the Coney Island Mardi Gras.
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.asm he has expended on athletics is at -

" for him to hang up his shoes when he is

for instance, should claim the greater:
portion of his attention, even while he is >
in competition; so that he can easily re-
gard with indifference the fact that he i
is beginning to slip, because the enthusi-

once transferred to his work when this
stage is reached. The second solution is

at the height of his glory, so that he will
have nothing to look upon but victories,

The only drawback to the second sug-
gestion is that it is practically an impos-
sibility.: Why, this is hard to say, ex-
cept that the winning fever is one of
athletics’ worst maladies, for this feve
once acquired, makes the athlete its slave.
It eats 'its way into his consciousness
until he firmly believes he cannot lose.
And never, until he is the most ordinary
of second-raters, does it finally dawn’
upon him that his running days are ove

This business of winning races be-
comes a habit to the champion athlete,
even as the millionaire has acquired the
habit of making money. The latter does 8
not struggle for additional millions be- -§
cause he needs them, but because, once *J
having felt the power that money will g
bring, his only instinct is to increase that 34
power, to keep it with him always. K
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So it is with competitive athlétics.
The man does not continue to run be-
cause he needs the medals, but because
he cannot resist the challenge to his

- power, ignoring of which would be akin
to losing caste. So he runs until he
breaks, competes until his name appears
among the also-rans, and finally awakes
to the fact that his fame was but a pass-
ing fancy, and that the names of others
now grace the headlines on the sporting
pages.

_ To all appearances I had reached this
stage in the winter and spring of 190g9.
The critics seemed to think so, but I,
true to the tradition of the cinders, re-
fused to consider myself among the has-
beens. It would have been an excellent
time to retire, just after my sensational
performances in the Olympics; but no,
the habit was too firmly embedded in my
system, and I insisted upen regarding
my mediocre - exhibitions as merely a
temporary slump. Even a famous

- trainer told me quite seriously that new
shoes would never make. an old man
young. v .

. The rumor that I was about to retire
began to circulate {reely, bringing let-
ters -from ‘strangers in all parts of the

‘country, many saying that 1 was a fool
to risk my work by the “medal-grabbing”
game, and others advocating the theory
that, if my business interfered with my
athletics, give up the business. 1 re-
ceived all kinds and sorts of advice, but
the prize letter was from a youth who
had somehow conceived the impression
that athletic championships were either
picked from trees like cherries, or else
were obtained by barter at some auction
sale. It is worth quoting:

Mg. MELVIN SHEPPARD.

Dear Siz: I was rcading the New York
paper and I saw a piece in it that you was
going to give up running. 1 beg to inform
you that i am desirous of pertecting the cham-
plonship if you want to give it to me. I
am a 440 and 88o-yard runner, and i am the
champion of western Penna. There is no
fellow around this part of this State that
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can beat me. Mr. Melvin, if you can give
me the championship i will take good care
of it and when 1 race any one i will give
you half of what i win for one year.

I am an amateur. 1 can run 100 yards

- in 10 scconds. Dont you think that is going

some. 1 will be honest with you and let you
no when i am going to run a race, and let
you no also how much is up, and i will let
you- hear from me twice a week. 1 will
run myself to death before i would lose it.
I tell you that, Mr. Melvin.

I am 22 years of age and have been run-
ning for the last 2 years. Now, Mr. Shep-
pard, do not disappoint me, as i am very
anxious to have the championship of the
world, and if you should return to running
and i should have the championship i would
give it back to you because i never: have
raced you for this championship. ’

Now kindly let me hear from you soon. I
inclose a stamp to answer with.

Hopping to get answer from you saying
that youn will give me the championship.
Very truly yours, RaLrr Hivi,

Champion of Penna.

Bradford, Pa.

For some reason or other I did not
take advantage of this opportunity of
placing my championships in safe hands,
even though the shady source of income
that Mr. Hill suggested might have come
in handy. His idea of amateurism
seemed slightly warped, but I have al-
ways felt it to be regrettable that such
apparent talent should remain buried in
Bradford. It was also fortunate that I
was never compelled to jeopardize my
title by a match race with this speed
demon. : ‘ '

I received another indication of Eng-
lish sportsmanship in March, which
served to further disprove the tales of
unfairness that some of our men brought
back from the games. I was pleased
and greatly flattered by the receipt of
the following letter from P. 1. Fisher,
honorable secretary of the British Ath-
letic Association.

LonboN, March 17, 1909.
M. W. Suerrarp, Eso.
Dear Sir: I have the pleasure to inform
you that by the kindness of the American
consulate in London I have been able to for-




- ward to you the gold record medal of this
association, which has been awarded to you
for the 880-yard British record, one minute
fifty-four seconds, created by wvou at the
Olympic games 1908.

The medal has been forwarded by the con-
sulate in America and 1 trust will reach you
safely.

Perhaps you will please send me an ac-
knowledgment when you receive the medal,

Yours faithfully, P. L. FisHER

The indoor season in 19og does not
stand out in my memory for any remark-
able races, but one meet I remember,
gave me the privilege of meeting the
president once more.

It was on the occasion of the Federal
games in Washington. The team went
down a day early in order to have some
time to spend in the nation’s capital.

Upon arriving there I got in touch
with Congressman Wiliam Hughes,
who, through his interest in athletics,
had for several years been a very close
friend of mine. He asked if 1, with a
few of my friends, wouldn’t like to meet
the president once more. We all agreed
eagerly, so Mr. Hughes took four of us
over to the executive mansion where the
president transacted the official business
of the government.

We were taken into the room where
the president received his cabinet, and it
was with almost a feeling of awe that
.we distributed ourselves around the long,
imposing-looking table over which a
great deal of the history of the United
States had been made.

As we were being introduced, Mr.
Hughes said to the president. ““You re-
member Melvin Sheppard, don’t vou.”

“Well, T should say 1 do,” Mr. Roose-
velt replied, “he’s the lad for whom I
had to stop the wheels of the govern-
ment while I dug up a job for him.
Glad to see you again.”

While we were there Representative
Sulzer came in the room and the presi-
dent displayed more of his human char-
acteristics as he joked with Sulzer about
a bill the latter was trying to put through
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and of which Mr. Roosevelt frankly ad-
mitted he didn’t approve.

“How are you making out,” he greeted - §

Sulzer,

*“Not very well, thanks to you.” Sul-
zer grinned back.

The president chuckled.

“That’s bully good news,” he said;
“you’re going to have some job getting
it hy me."”

Representative Goldfogle also came in

while we were there and came in for his
share of joshing from the president.
The meet was held the following eve-

ning. I was entered in the 600-yard run’

in which there were thirty-nine other
starters with handicaps ranging from
five to forty-eight yards.

The track was so small, however, that
I was unable to push my way through
the crowd for better than fourth place,

The following day I received an in-

vitation to visit the famous Social Oyster

Club. The members of this unique or-
ganization are employees of the govern- -3

ment, but there are always guests who
rank high in national politics.

Nothing is served hut oysters and such
things that tend to make the oyster more
palatable. Huge bins, like coal bins, are
filled with the live mollusks. Wagons
back up and dump their load as though
delivering coal.

There is a strict ruling that whoever,
wishes to eat the oyster in its natural

state must provide himself with a pair
of overalls, an ovster knife, and open the
shells himself.
them in any of the other innumerable
ways in which they are served, the open-
ing process has already been attended to
by men hired for that purpose.

At the end of the day—it is customary
to spend the entire day there—when no
one is able to look a respectable oyster
in the face without a shudder, the clos-
ing ceremonies take place.

Four of the most prominent guests
are chosen for the honor of “burying
the corpse.” The latter consists of a

Of course if he wishes’
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rectangular ,box,'built,t[) the dimensions

‘of a coffin, in which repose the shells of

unfortunate bivalves that have sacrificed
their lives for the occasion. The shells
are dumped over a cliff with fitting
solemnities and the guests and members
return home . to recuperate at their
leisure.

It was shortly after this that I em-
barked on my first barnstorming tour.
A friend of mine had arranged a series
of races in three Pennsylvania towns
and I had agreed to compete for him,
running three miles in each race against
a three-man relay team, two of whom
would travel with us. The third man
would be selected from local talent. If
I had realized, when I agreed to do this,
what the final outcome of this burst of
friendship on my part would be, I'm
afraid I would never have considered
the trip.

Our first stop was at Altoona, where

. we were received by the sporting public

with open arms. We were the guests
of honor at a banquet before the meet
and a good-sized crowd turned out.

The meet was held in a skating rink,
I believe, and the track must have been
at least thirty-five or forty laps to the
mile. I won the event without much
trouble, but the track was so small that
I was actually dizzy after I had finished,
from running round and round such a
tiny circle.

At the next town, Greensburg, the
barnstorming tour almost went on the
rocks. It seems that the promoter of
the games had overlooked the fact that

" there was also scheduled for the same

night, a burlesque show, a basket-ball
game and a roller-skating party. The
result was that there were only a few
present at our exhibition, the old men
having attended the burlesque show and
the younger men having taken their
young ladies to the skating party, which
left the sport enthusiasts to be divided
between our meet and the basket-ball
game. -
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The track was about the same size as
the one at Altooha and my feet, when 1
had finished, were almost too sore to
walk on; numerous blisters having been
added to those already obtained in Al-
toona.

Our third and last meet was at Johns-
town, one of the best sport towns in the
State. .My feet, upon our arrival, were
giving me a great deal of trouble and,
inasmuch as my appearance had been
advertised and I didn’t want to place
my friend in an awkward position by
refusing to run altogether, I requested
the,promoter of the meet that I be al-
lowed to forego the relay and run an
exhibition race of my own. He didn't
favor this at all, but he put the proposi-
tion up to the audience, who favored it
even less. , '

The cold-blooded, heartless attitude of
the spectators angered me to such an
extent that I hopped on the chair just
vacated by the promoter and addressed
the audience in my own behalf,

I mentioned, among other things, what
a rotten bunch of sportsmen I considered
them to be, and questioned the fact that
any of those present possessed the ability
to run a scant hundred yards, and a few
more personalities which I am unable to’
recall at present. ,

The result of my little speech was
even more interesting than I could have
hoped. Most of the audience, it seems,
had rented cushions to discourage the
hardness of the seats, and some indig-
nant spectator conceived the idea that I
would make an excellent target for his
cushion. About five seconds after that
the air was black with them, and 1 de-
cided that it was time for me to leave.

I met my companions in the dressing
room and we slipped out the back way,
while the management was trying to re-
store order in the arena. We soon
learned that the crowd had determined
to carry their grievance even as far as
the station, but of course they did not
know that we were taking a west-bound
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train to Pittsburgh, instead of an east-
bound as they had expected. Johnny
Gallegher, one of our party, had entered
a marathon race there, to be held two
days later.

On the way to Pittsburgh I cut my
foot slightly in attempting to open some
of the blisters, and an infectton set in.
Upon my arrival home the infection had
developed into blood - poisoning, and I
was at once put in bed by the doctor
who examined it.

The condition became so bad that an
abscess developed on my leg, which
swelled it to almost twice its natural
size. I learned later that my condition
at one time was so serious that news-
paper and press association men were
covering my house in order that they
might score a beat if I took a turn for
the worse or if I paid the extreme pen-
alty for my carelessness.

The crisis passed, however, and the
doctors said that I owed my life to the
remarkable energy I had stored up
through athletics. My convalescence was
rapid-and was marked by but one un-
pleasant incident. When returning from
a minor operation at the doctor’s office
I proceeded to disgrace myself by faint-
ing in the street. I came to in a drug
store.

I foolishly began running again as
soon as I was able, but the spring and
summer of 1909 were complete failures
from the standpoint of  athletics. It
seems incredible that, even after an ill-
ness of that sort, which gave every in-
dication I would never be able to run
again, I was still unable to shake off the
cinder fever and to place running in the
background of my mind.

One of the factors I believed respon-
sible for my inability to get back into
form was the fact that there seemed to
be no one for me to train with in Phila-
delphia. My menal condition, in regard
to track, also became sluggish and I felt
that I needed the stimulus of training
with my friends, and of being sur-

Sport Story Magaiirie ‘

rounded by people that I knew and who
took an interest in my running. Here
again I placed athletics above everything
else and decided I would like to return
to New York once more. Inasmuch as
I enjoyed the work in the customs serv-
ice, I applied for a transfer to the port
of New York and found to my dismay
that a transfer, in a matter of this sort,
was even more difficult to obtain than
the original appointment.

I was pretty well stumped at this until
once more I thought that President
Roosevelt might possibly lend his influ-
ence again and help me to make the
change. 1 hesitated to ask him even
longer this time than I did at first, be-
cause I couldn’t help but feel that a
second request of this nature would have
all the appearances of making a down-
right nuisance of myself. I finally, how-
ever, summoned enough courage to drop
him_ another note. It was just at the
time of the expiration of his second term
in office, but even with all the last mo-
ment problems that he must have been

faced with, my letter was answered the .

same day on which it was received.

My letter had been mailed from Phila-
delphia on the first of March, had ar-
rived at the White House the same day,
and the following note from the presi-

dent's secretary was also dated March 3

first.

My Dear Mr. Sueprarn: Your letter of
the first instant has been received and the

president has taken the matter up with the .
secretary of the treasury to see if what vou - .4

desire can be properly arranged. Very truly

-yours, WirLiam Logs, Jr.,

Secretary to the President.

So in this manner 1 was transferred,
and once more took up my residence in
New York.

As T mentioned before, my foot both-
ered me to the extent that the summer
was uneventful from the running stand-
point. I chafed under this restraint
mainly because Emilio Lunghi, the
Italian middle-distance star, who had
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finished second to me in the 8o meters
in London at the 1908 Olympics, had
come to this country with the chief pur-
pose of avenging his defeat of the past
year. 1 was more than willing to run
kim, but I was so terribly out of shape
that I would have been able to give him
no real competition.

But it so happened that young Harry
Gissing, of New York A. C., whom I
mentioned before, was just coming into
his own, and succeeded admirably in up-
holding the cinder honors against the
foreigner., Gissing led Lunghi to the
tape in practically every race in which
the two were entered.

My training began to show some im-
provements during the summer, but it
was not until the fall that I finally re- _
turned to form and showed a flash of
my old-time speed.

It was at the fall games of the New
York A. C. that I staged my comeback
and I have always felt that the condi-
tions governing this race were more or
less significant, inasmuch as my come-
back occurred in the nature of a celebra-
tion. Melvin, junior, was born Septem-
ber twenty-fourth, the day before the

" race, so that I had every incentive in the

world for cutting loose and running my
head off. )

The race itself was a mile relay in
which the Irish-American team estab-
lished a new world’s record of three
minutes twenty and three-fifth seconds.
The team- consisted of C. S. Cassara,
“Yank” Robbins, J. M. Rosenberger and
myself. The old record of 3:21:2 was
established in 188 by a New York
A. C. team composed of J. B. Wefers,
M. W. Long, T. E. Burk and H. S.
Lyons. This old record, as is the case
with most records, had been considered
almost impossible to lower. The present
record, by the way, is 3:16:2 held by
C. D. Rogers, Earl Eby, Lawrence
Brown and Robert Maxam. It’s hard
to believe that it will go much lower
than that, but time alone will tell.
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Shortly after this race, the Irish-
American A. C. established another
mile-relay record for a five-man team,
at a set of games in Celtic Park. The
team was composed of Bobby Cloughen,
Smye Northridge, J. M. Rosenberger,
Yank Robbins and myself. The time
was 3:17:1. '

Although my steady improvement was
very gratifying, I realized that I had
not yet reached the peak of my form.
This was nrade evident by several de-
feats I received at the hands of Gissing
and Lunghi, but in each successive race
I had the satisfaction of knowing that
these two men were leading me to the
tape by steadily decreasing margins.

A iviat was just bursting into the

Jlimelight at that time and, although a
_bit _inexperienced, was causing some of
the old-timers a lot of trouble,

Tt was in the games of the Monument
Club at Celtic Park that a special 1,000-
yard race was staged, which brought
together six of the most prominent
middle-distance men in the world. The
papers hailed the coming race as a real
classic ‘and published columns upon
columns of dope in attempts to pick the
winner.

The advertised starters were Lunghi,
Gissing, Kiviat, Bromilow, Frank Riley
and myself, but when the race was called
only Lunghi, Kiviat and myself went to
our marks. The day was raw and
windy. It had rained the day before
and the track was still soggy and slow.

At the crack of the gun Kiviat took
the lead, and set a moderate pace down
the first long straightaway, but as he
rounded the far turn, Lunghi, who evi-
dently considered the pace too slow, let
out a notch and coasted to the front. I
had already picked Lunghi as the man
I had to race, so I, also, passed Kiviat
and stuck to Lunghi’s shoulder. The
fact that I was still running easily must
have worried the [talian, for, in an ap-
parent effort to pull me out of my stride,
he started te sprint. I had run this dis-
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- One of the t:eatures of the indoor

_ season was a family relay race in which

only teams consisting of brothers were
eligible to cowpete. There were four
entries, each team consisting of three
men; the Bacon brothers, the Riley
brothers, the Garing brothers, and the
Sheppard brothers,

The latter were regarded as favorites
because of the splendid condition that
I was in at the time, but the results of
the race proved, to the complete satis-
faction of all statisticians interested in
such subiects, that running ability does
not naturally run in the family, When
those brothers of mine started to run it
seemed that my ability had actually been
obtained at their expense.. 1 positively
blushed with shame, and T started so far
behind that even my most strenuocus
efforts were unable to uphold the family
honor. I finished far in the rear.

Another rather amusing incident oc-
curred during one of the indoor meets,
which serves to illustrate how apt a per-
son is to form impressions from hear-
say. If we read or hear a good deal
about any one person we all have a
well-defined mental picture formed,
which is likely to cause us keen disap-
pointment when we finally meet the per-
son in the flesh.

Mv event had been run off fairly early
and I had taken my shower and dressed
to watch the remainder of the games.
I was standing at one end of the arena
when I heard a couple of youngsters
talking behind me.

“Gosh,” whispered one, in a tone of -
awe, “looky, Bill, that’s Sheppard, Mel
Sheppard. Gosh!”

A moment of silence, and then the
scornful reply.

“G'wan, yer crazy wid de heat. That
guy’s dying wid consumption.”

All of which goes to show that one
can’t always tell.

My condition during the indoor sea-

son was steadilv improving. with the re-

sult that 1 came oif the poaras ana on
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“ the cinders in the.best condition of my
life, determined to show the critics that
“old” Mel Sheppard still had a few races
under his belt. It was strange, however,
that just at the time when everybody
thought my running days were over—
and I'll admit that any athlete less crazy
about the game than myself would have
thought the same thing—that I should
blossom forth into the greatest and most
spectacular season of my whole period
of competition; a season in which. over
a period of a few months, I established
no less than ten new world’s records.

My first onslaught against old Father |

Time took place in the games .of  the
Irish-American A.
May thirtieth.

The race was a special race from ‘?
scratch in which I was opposed by Dick |
Egan and Abel Kiviat. I had agreed to |

try for new records in the 660 and 700
yards. For this purpose a tape was
stretched and a set of timers placed at
each distance.

The day was fine and my legs had that
nice live feeling that usually means
speed.” There was nothing spectacular
about the race. I simply took the lead
at the start, judged my own pace and
ran myself out at the finish. I had de-
termined to run on schedule and for-this
purpose had several friends with stop
watches stationed along the track to tell
me, as I passed, the exact time that I
was making. My final time for the 660
was I:21:2, which smashed the record
of 1:22 made by Lon E. Myers, which
had stood the attacks of ambitious
middle-distancers for thirty years. The

. time for the 700 yards was 1:26:4,

whioh lowered the record of Emilio
Lunghi, established the preceding year,

On June twenty-sixth, at the Clan-na-
Gael games at Celtic Park I went out
after the 550-yard record of 1:05:4 es-
tablished by Harry Hillman in 1905.
Through the efforts of Yank Robbins,
who sacrificed himself to take the lead
and ser a rremendous pace, I covered

T, at Celtic Park on
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- the distance in 1 :05 ﬂat I lowered my

own .world’s record in this event ‘how-

‘ever, later on.

The Clan-na-Gael of Brooklyn and
Queens held a set of games at Celtic
Park on July seventeenth. I was en-
tered in the 1,000-yard handicap, but
had no intention of running if I could
get out of the race. 1 had been on duty
late the night before and had been com-
pelled to arise earlv to go on duty the
day of the race. 1 was thoroughly tired
and felt like nothing more than climbing
into bed for a few hours sleep. 1 showed
up at the park, however, but no one
would listen to my request to be dropped
from the entry list. Lawson Robertson
was especially emiphatic that T run.

I finally agreed, but I had not brought
my good running-suit and shoes, so that
I was forced to wear an old soiled suit
that I kept at Celtic Park for training,
and an old pair of shoes that T used for
the same purpose.

The starters were all on their marks
when I arrived. They were strung out
as far as sixty yards ahead. - At the
flash of the gun I tore out after the
gang ahead and began picking them off.
One handicap man tired suddenly and

instead of stepping off the track on the

inside of the rail, he cut diagonally
across and walked right in front of me.
I was going at such a clip that it nearly _
knocked us both off our feet, but I re-
covered my stride quickly and set out
after the rest.

1 finally passed the last man, and
sprinted up the stretch with all the
strength I had left.. I did not consider
the race especially fast so that I was
completely dumfounded when I learned
that I had covered the distance in
2:12:2,

This lowered -for the first time in
twenty-nine years the old record of 2:13
flat, set by Lon E. Myers in 1881.

For this race I was presented by
G. M. L. Sachs the trophy that Lon E.
Myers, himself. had won at that dis-
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tance. This, as I mentioned before, was
according to an agreement that Mr.
Sachs had made with me four years be-
fore, in the event that I would lower
one of Myers’ records. The cup was
a beautiful thing of sterling silver and
is easily the mest beautiful in my collec-
tion.

By this ume. 1 began to get really
ambitious and on the following Sunday,
in another set of games at Celtic Park,
August 7th, I requested that I be per-
mitted to take a shot at the goo-yard
record of 2:1:2 established by Andy
Glarner in 19o8. Inasmuch as this time

was considered nothing remarkable for

this distance, every one expected me to
get a new mark.

The real surprise of the race, then,
was sprung by _Abel Kiviat, when he
fought me every inch of the way and
finished but a scant two yards behind.
He ran a beautiful race and forced me
to my limit, with the result that the time
was 1:57:1, four and one-fifth seconds
better than the old mark. It is easier to
appreciate the above time when it is
understood’ that 1:57:1 is considered
fast time for the half mile—880 yards.
Kiviat’s time for the 9oo vards was

1574

—Kiyiat, by the way, has often told me
that the accounts of my victories in the
1908 Olymp1cs served as his inspiration
_in_the running game. This was a
strange coincidence, inasmuch as he
turned out to be one of my toughest
opponents,

A week later at the games of the Irish
Volunteers at Ceitic Park, T requested
that a 600-yard special be staged and
that tapes and timers be stationed at 500
and §50 vards. In shis way I stood the
chance of breaking three records in a
single race, and that is just what hap-
pened.

Jim Rosenberger and H. Schaaf acted
as pacemakers and took ten and four-
teen yards respectively,

TIn the 500 vards T lowered Tom
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" Burke's old record-by one-fifth of a

second, covering the distance in 57:3.
In the 550 I lowered my own record of

1:05 to 1:04, and in the 600 took an-

other record from Tom Burke’s by turn-
ing in a time of 1:10:4. The old record
was I:II.

I had been entered in a set of games
at Celtic Park on July thirty-first, in
which it was planned that T should go
after the two-third-mile record of
2:45:3 held by Lunghi,

As the day arrived, however, weather
conditions were so bad that I gave up
all idea of going after a record and de-
cided just to run the race to win. The
wind was blowing a small gale, and the
track, made cuppy by sprinkling of bar-
rels of oil, was exceedingly slow.

I started at an easy clip, but when I
arrived at the one-half-mile mark some-
body yelled that my time was two min-
utes, so I decided to finish strong. To
my surprise I lowered the record by
one-fifth of a second.

On August twentieth T had sxgned up
for another two-third-mile. This race
was to be held in Newark, N, J. At the
time I had entered the event I was told
that it was to be a handicap affair, but
the minute my entry was received, they
began to hustle around to get other
starters till the entry list finally took on
all appearances of a championship race.
Each day 1 would pick up the paper and
find a new star entered.

This turn of matters did not please
me at all inasmuch as I had planned to
try for the half-mile record on August
twenty-third and had no desire to run
a killing race three days Before. I told
this to the promoters, but their vision
didn’t extend any farther than the gate
receipts that such a race would bring,
so they went blithely on with their plans.
I began to get stubborn,

Therefore, on the day of the race, I
had managed to get assigned to a ship,
and informed the games committee that
my business would interfere with my
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pleasure that day and that they had best
scratch my name from the list. I
thought I had fixed things up fine, but
I overlooked a certain stubbornness,
also, on the part of the promoters.

The latter at once proceeded to get in
touch  with Congressman  William
Hughes and Congressman Gene Kin-
kead, both personal friends of mine.
These two at once got in touch with
William Loeb, former secretary to
President Roosevelt, and at that time
collector of the port, who, in turn, in-
structed my superior to release me from
duty for the remainder of the day.
Everybody of course thought they were
doing me a favor.

I left the docks about five o’clock for
Newark, arriving there about six, The
event had been held, awaiting my ar-
rival, and as T stepped on the field the
crowd of fifteen or twenty thousand
greeted me with a cheer,

This didn’t add to my peace of mind,
however, and T was fuming inwardly as
I warmed up preparatory to going to my
marks.

The track itself was practically im-
possible. It had formerly been used for
horse racing but had been neglected for
so long that weeds had grown waist-
high in the inclosure and on the track.
The track itself had been mowed down
fairly close. but the best place to run
upon it was in a winding path that ex-
tended around the half-mile course.
When the runners were on the opposite
side it was only possible to see their
heads bobbing up and down from the
grand stands.

I started the race in a half-hearted
way and coasted along at my own pace
in spite of the yells from the grand
stand.

Finally T decided to make the best of
things, and when I passed the half-mile
point, some one, just as in my last two-
third-mile race, shouted that my time
was two minutes. By this time I started
to take an interest in things, and, inas-
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much as I was still feelmg strong, I de-
cided to run. So I uncorked the rest
of my reserve and finished strong.

After T had broken the tape with a
comfortable lead, I started for the dress-
ing room without waiting for the time.
Just as I had reached the gate, however,
I was startled by a tremendous shout
from the crowd. I soon learned that I
had, in spite of myself, broken my own
record for that distance. My new time
was 2:44:2.

My try for the half-mile record took
place in Poughkeepsie on the twenty-
third. The stage was all set for this

“attempt, and I traveled there from New

York especially for the purpose of mak-
ing the trial on a clay track there which
was considered one of the fastest in the
country. Sparrow Robinson even went
up a couple of days before to get the
track in the best possible condition. I
decided to make a try at the 8oo-yard
record at the same time, and it was for-
tunate I did. v

I missed the half-mile record, held
by Lunghi, by one-fifth of a second, but
lowered the 8o00-yard record of 1:44:2
established thirty years ago by Lon
Myers. My time was 1:43:3.

This only goes to prove the elusive-
ness of records. By that I mean that
records are practically always made at
unexpected times and lie in the man
himself, not in the condition of the track

. and weather. The unfortunate part is

that no athlete knows when he is exactly
right or when a record is liable to drop.
Many records have been spared because
a runner, with a good comfortable lead,
slowed down the last few.yards of his
race. In cases of this sort it is a great
blow for him to learn that this particu-
lar day was his day of days and that he
failed to take advantage of it. A mighty
sensible moral may be drawn fromr this
fact, a moral which may be applied not
alone to cinder paths.

“If a race is worth starting, it’s worth
finishing.”
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The Boo-yard record ended, for a
time, my campaign against new world’s
marks, and it might be of interest to
those who would like to run but feel
they are handicapped by their work, to
know the conditions under which most
of these records were made.

In order to get to my work on time
it was necessary for me to arise as early
as five in the morning. The life of the
customs inspector is very irregular, and
often I would not go off duty till late
at night, Often I would sleep aboard
the ship that T_was on at the time.

Practically all my meals were taken
aboard ship, and I was served with food
prepared by chefs of all nationalities,
none of whom, I might say, ever con-
¢erned themselves with the proper diet
for an athlete in training.

Between assignments I squeezed in
my training. 1 worked almost always
on the days of a meet. dropping my
work to go to the field and run, and
returning to work after the race was
over. My fellow workers used to pick
up a paper in the evening and remark:

“Holy smoke, Mel, I see you smashed
another record to-day! How the devil
do you do it?”’

I only mention this to illustrate that
the life of an athlete does not necessarily
have to be a bed of roses. Perhaps if
I had beén pampered along like the col-
lege athletes I might have made better
time, and then, again, perhaps not. At
any rate, a man who loves the game
enough can overcome such obstacles as
the lack of a coaching staff and ideal
facilities for training. After all, I be-
lieve that it is just what a person be-
comes accustomed to.

Tt might also be a good idea to ex-
plain at this time why the above records
do not appear on the official books.
Some of them, of course, were lowered,
and others fell victim to a new ruling
made by the International Federation
of Amateur Sports, which provided that
only such records would be recognized
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as were made on a track which had
been measured twelve inches from the
pole. All my records had been made
before this ruling was adopted and when
the tracks were measured eighteen
inchs from the pole. A quarter-mile
track, therefore, measured by the new
standard, would be approximately three
yards longer than the old track, OQur
representative to the federation agreed
to this new ruling with the result that
my records were no longer considered
official. For some peculiar reason they
accepted my 600 and. 1,000-yard records
as official over standard distances.

About that time I was beginning to
get fed up on track. - I had competed
steadily for almost eight months and I
felt that I was going a bit stale. It was
perhaps excusable, then, that a certain
turn of events switched my interests in
another channel and set me off on one
of the most unique and eventful races
1 ever had the pleasure of competing in.
It was a pretty good demonstration of
how completely a person in athletics may
become dominated by the competitive
spirit, and what peculiar situations he
may be drawn into by his refusal to
permit anybody to “lead him to the
tam ”

Coney Island, in those days, held, in
the fall of each year, a huge carnival
which they called the Mardi gras. It
was customary in each of these early
celebrations to elect a king and queen,
who, theoretically, would preside over
the ceremonies. This contest was car-
ried on in the New York Ewvening
World. A coupon was run each day
which the reader was supposed to cut
out and send back with the name of his
candidate for king and queen.

The job of king was generally sought
by somebody desirous of the publicity
either in a political or a commercial way.
Politicians and wine agents were gener-
ally the principal contenders, so that the

_royal job was limited by no restrictions

of birth or lineage.
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The results of the balloting were pub-
lished from day to day in the paper, and
when I picked up the list of candidates

one day, I found that some athlete with .

a sense of humor had sent in a couple
of votes for me. I was amused, but
thought nothing more of it. When,
however, the votes began to increase
from day to day, I began to take a little
interest in the matter. And when the
day arrived when my name jumped
from the middle of the list to third
place, I awoke to the fact that here was
a brand of competition I had never tried

before, and now was as good a time as

any to take a whirl at politics.

Those of my friends with whom I.

talked the matter over seemed enthusi-
astic and offered their utmost assistance.
It was in the Sparrow’s Nest that my
campaign was finally hatched, and I be-
came a contender for the throne. .

As a first move I offered medals.
which T had won to the. youngsters.
bringing the greatest number of votes:

to the Sparrow’s Nest and when these

youngsters got to going I doubt if any-

one had a more profitable source of
votes. The elevator man in Sparrow’s

place went almost crazy. Aside from:.
this the entlre police force decided to.

back me, as well as all the custom serv-

ice, the postal service and the firemen. .

The contest finally settled down to a

chap by the name of Joe Hewes and

myself. Hewes was pulling every wire

available, so the votes seesawed back and .

forth. He would be leading one day
and, the next issue of the paper I would
be out in front. We would each hold
thousands of votes in reserve and send

_them in in a bunch when our stock be-

gan to slump. I had lockers in the cus-
tom house crammed full of these,

On the last day of the voting my sup-
porters drove up to the World huilding
with a truck load of votes. The doors
were already closed but they tossed them
over the transom of the counting room.
The next issue of the paper showed me

thh a total of 413, 716 votes over thce
that of my nearest competitor,

One of the post-office officials brought
over a mail sack full of votes which he
said had been deposited without stamps

by youngsters. He estimated that if
other offices received as many, there
must have been at least a million lying
around in the various branches. Need-
less to say, we never received them.

And so I was elected king.

This was all very nice, except that
after I had been elected to the royal job,
trouble began to develop. It turned out
that 1 was expected to foot all my own
bills, to entertain at dinners and ban-
quets for a week, to provide myself with
regal robes and a coach with four white
horses, and numerous other items which
would run into thousands of dollars.

It seems that this had been the cus-
tom of former kings, but my comment
on this was that the former kings had
been too blamed soft. It was rumored
that two of them had gone into bank-
ruptcy immediately following their de-
scent from the throne.

I figured it out that, inasmuch as it
was the merchants of Coney Island and
the railroad companies who were receiv-
ing all the benefit of the affair, it was

only just that they should foot the bills

of the king and the queen. 1T told the
committee this in a letter, adding that
the publicity meant nothing to me and

that if they wanted me for a king they’d

have to provide the means.

This letter created quite a stir. - It
established a new precedent and the
newspapers eagerly recognized its possi-
bilities as a good yarn and played it up
big. Some even ran editorials on it.

The following is an example of how it

was handled:

“King Mel the One, who was better
known in the London Olympic games of
1908 as Melvin W. Sheppard, winner
over all the world of the 800 and 1,500-
meter races, will rule over Coney Island
to-night under the initial disadvantage

of a stringenéy in the royal treasury:
Since King Mel will be at the same time

_ ruler of the week’s kingdom of joy and

keeper of the royal purse strings, the
paucity in the treasury will be of pecu-
liar embarrassment to him,

‘“The keeper of the royal purse strings
may not allow King Mel the price of a
coach with four milk-white steeds, be-
hind which he and his queen should, by
regal right, ride to their coronation at
Steeplechase. .Again the king may com-
mand the keeper of the R. P. to go easy
on opening any expensive wassail in
which a lot of ringers could drink to
the health of the monarch without listen-
ing to the chirp of the cash register.

“Thus King Mel the One and the
keeper are going to keep a check on each
other during the ensuing week’s reign,
constituting between themselves a board
of estimate and control with full veto
powers on loose and unwarranted ex-

" penditures.

“Considering all these things, the
champion middle-distance runner of the
world wanted to know if the executive
committee stood ready to disburse cer-
tain sums. Item for coronation robes,
$75. Item for royal coach and four
milk-white steeds, $50. Item for buy-
ing dizzy water for a lot of cheap skates
who edge up to every Coney King with
the flaps of their wallets riveted down,
$ any number of times. )

“If the executive committee could not
see its way clear to considering any or
all of these items of incidental expense,
Mr. Sheppard thought that he would
have to continue being a plain customs
man and pass up any joyous king-busi-
ness.”

- The committee finally decided to fur-
nish me with the bare necessities, so that
I transferred my headquarters to the
Island and proceeded to be crowned.

The following week, in which I
reigned in splendor, was fatiguing even
to the nerves of an athlete, The queen
and myself were on exhibition most of
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the time, escorted always by a flock of
mounted police. The novelty of the
thing wore off the first day, and, by the
middle of the week, I was thoroughly
disgusted with the whole affair. My
only consolation was the retinue I had
chosen from among my own friends.
We managed to sneak away at times and
enjoy ourselves alone.

I was in a constant disagreement with
the executive committee, who insisted
upon dictating every move I made; so
when the end of the week arrived I was
in a state of mutiny and threatened to
compete in a track meet rather than
parade in the closing céremonies.

When I failed to show up for the
parade the committee became hysterical
and wanted to start the parade without
me. The police, however, insisted that
the king must be on hand; so they set
out in search of-me. I was located just
leaving the hotel, where a group of my
friends had finally argued me out of
the track meet. I believe that is the
first and only time I ever kept a crowd
of almost a half-million people waiting.

So that was my king experience, and
I'll have to admit that it almost ended
in disaster. In the first place, my wife
had been viclently opposed to it from
the start, so that my conpetitive instinct
in this instance, almost broke up a happy
home. The Irish-American A. C, was
angry because T had missed a couple of
meets; the celebration had thrown me
sadly out of training; and, finally, I had
been forced to spend a good deal more
of my own money than I had intended.
So it was a sadder and wiser king that
stepped from the throne back into pri-
vate life.

I must admit, however, that even
though the king-business had its disad-
vantages, there was, at the same time,
a great satisfaction connected with it.

It reminded me at times of Horatio
Alger, junior’s, tales for boys and it
seemed that my experience might easily
furnish plenty of material for a book

Sport Story Magazine ™

entitled “From the Farm to the
Throne.”  Certainly, in my wildest
dreams as a youngster, never could I
have imagined myself clad in regal
robes, with a crown upon my head and
a scepter in my hand, being drawn
through shouting masses of humanity,
in a magnificent coach, attended by my
retinue in all its dignity.

Each night we would parade down the
pikeway between crowds of hundreds of
thousands of people, who shoved. each
other, good naturedly, for a peek at the
king and queen and scattered barrels of
confetti in the faces and down the back
of total strangers. In the morning the
street was filled from curb to curb with
these colored bits of paper and it re-
quired the assistance of a good part of
the New York street-cleaning force to
prepare the Island for the festivities of
the day.

The concessions and buildings were
a solid mass of color, and, at night espe-
cially, with the millions of colored lights,
the parade of the king was an imposing
and thrilling spectacle. It is only natu-
ral then, that, suddenly thrown into the
midst of all this splendor, I should have
gathered certain pleasant memories of

the brief week in which I “ruled” in the-

public eye.
I was entered in the metropolitan
half-mile championship at Travers

Island shortly after the Mardi Gras but -

was prevented from competing by my
late arrival. On the way out the ele-
vated train had been held up for about
half an hour by the draw bridge across
the Harlem River. _
The national championships were held
in New Orleans that year. _The Irish-

American A. C, made the i\!'m:
It was a lovely five-day trip.

" Upon reaching New Orleans we '
found. that the track had been newly .
constructed and that, because of the low-
ness of the city, the water was so near.:
the surface that the track was soft and -

508gy.

Gissing was my bﬁncxpalc‘ontendér in
the 880. I felt that I was not quite in

. shape, but I decided to get out in front

and run my own race. The track was
in terrible condition and was much more
favorable to Gissing than myself, be-
cause he ran practically flat-footed,
while I was always up on my toes.

As we came down the home stretch I
was in the lead, with Gissing right at my
shoulder. The track along the pole was
so loose from constant running upon
that I decided to swing wide and try for
a firmer footing about a yard off the
pole. It may have been a foolish move,
but I do not think so. - Gissing at once
passed me on the pole and won the race,
but I am confident that he never could

. -have done so had I been in the best-of
~ shape. At any rate his victory aroused

a storm of dissension in the Irish-Amer-
ican A. C.,, which was still incensed at
my participation in the Mardi gras, and
also my late arrival at the metropolitan
championships.

A few officials of the club jumped at
conclusions and declared that I had sold
out the club for a large sum of money
and had deliberately lost the race to
Gissing. They also went so far as to
say that T had deliberately failed to ap-
pear for the same reason at the ‘metro-
politan championships. .

There was practically nothing I could
say that would make matters better, be-

-

cause when certain persons- permit
themselves to draw definite conclusions
from something about which they know
absolutely nothing, they have already
proved by this that their mentality is far
too limited to permit the introduction
of any explanation,

This I found to be the case. It was
the old story of the alleged sponsor of
clean sport declaring himself from the
housetops, after he had assured himself
that he had nothing more to fear than
the denial of an amateur athlete. It is
the most contemptible form of cowardice
that I can conceive of. It is regrettable
that such characters, whose minds are

constant breeding-beds of suspicion,

cannot, for the good of the sport, be
permanently eliminated from contact
with athletics, The athlete himself
should not be exposed to such con-
tamination. ,

I, of course, at once declared my in-
tention of leaving the club, bat the ma-
jority of the officials and members in-
tervened, assuring me that the accusa-
tions were believed only by a few of
the more radical members, and these
were convinced of my innocence after I
had gone to the trouble to explain.

So the whole unpleasant matter blew
over in time, and with my records and
kingship under my belt, T settled down
once more temporarily to the life of an
ordinary citizen.

TO BE CONTINUED.
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Spiked Shoes and Cinder Paths

An Athlete’s Story

By Melvin W. Sheppard

In this chapter of his reminiscences Mr. Sheppard tells of his misadventures while a mem-
bgr of 'fhe New York National Guard, of his experiences at the Mexican border in 1916 with
his regiment, and of his work during the Great War as athletic director in charge of thirty

thousand men.

PART IX.

RACTICAILLY every one is able
to look back over some period of
his life, a period characterized by

storms of uncertainty and doubt, a pe-
riod testing to the limit the quality of
his courage and spirit.

The manner in which a person may

lpok back on an experience or a series
of experiences of this sort, depends to
a great extent upon how one has
emerged from this period of tribulation.
If it has served as a hardening process
it may be regarded as a valuable ex-
perience, but if the reverse is true, and
one comes out bruised and whipped, the
sooner it is forgotten the better.
" Tt’s hard to believe that any one will
be fortunate enough not to be compelled
to face a crisis some time in his life and
it is reasonable to expect that a person,
in anticipation of such a contingency,
should be eager to prepare himself,
morally, mentally, and physically to face
it ; a sort of an insurance, so to speak.

To this end I would suggest athletics.
It is true that the youngster has a more
or less hazy idea of the future, so that
his motive in applying himself to sport
may not be inspired by the above men-

tioned suggestion of insurance, but there .

is nothing to prevent those who ‘have
been through the mill from encouraging

the younger generation in this respect.
For even though a lad is physically un-
able to participate in sport, a study and
close. contact with athletics will have
practically the same effect. .

There are-innumerable great lessons
to be learned through sport, among
which the most valuable are how to win
and how to lose. A good athlete also
knows that the race is never over till
the finish tape is snapped. It’s a case
of fighting up to the last yard; a great
runner never knows when he’s licked.
The other man, you see, may be even
in worse shape than you, even though
he is in the lead. Any number of races
have beenr won because the man behind
didn’t know enough to quit.

So an athlete is developed in spite of
himself. Competition instills in him a
second nature that manifests itself on
the most unexpected occasions long
after he has deserted the cinders for
other walks of life. :

I have mentioned the above more or
less in the nature of a testimonial, be-
cause whatever success I may have had
in weathering the period I am about to
relate, I owe entirely to the early train-
ing 1 received through the medium of
spiked shoes and cinder paths.

1 intend to devote this whole chapter

_ nder Paths

to incidents leading up t5 and develop-
ing from my military affiliations. This
period overlaps a period which T have
already covered from an athletic stand-
point, and extends beyond a point which
I have not yet touched upon athletically.
Therefore, after 1 have untangled the
threads of my military life, T will re-
turn to the cinders once more and take
up the yarn where I left off in the last
chapter.

The whole thing started, 1 believe, in
an indoor meet in Philadelphia, Decem-
ber 11, 1909, under the auspices of the
Pennsylvania Military Athletic League.
I had been scheduled to run a race
against Biliy Hayes, who was consid-
ered one of the best quarter milers in
the country. They had offered me
twenty dollars expense money, but as
my home had been in Philadelphia I
asked for ten dollars more in order that
I might remain there a few more days.
This they refused, so I agreed to come
at their figure, with the result that I
finally had to spend some of my own
money.

‘After 1 had reached the armory and
changed to my running clothes, it de-
veloped that Hayes, for some reason or
other, refused to run. The officials, of
course, were quite put out about this,
inasmuch as our race had been widely
advertised, but, in order to save them
all the embarrassment possible I offered
to run anybody from three hundred
yards to five miles.

Well, they dilly-dallied around until
twelve o'clock, and 1 was still on the
floor waiting for them to make up their
minds. Finally I approached one of the
officials 1 knew and told him that 1
thought it only fair for them to let me
run and get away. While I was talking
to him some officious officer came up
and addressed my friend.

“What’s that yelling about,” he said,
indicating me with a jerk of his thumb.
A remark which didn’t tend to sooth my
nerves much after the hours 1 had hung

around waiting for them to stage my
race.

So as the officer proceeded upon his
pompous way I remarked to my friend
in a tone loud enough to be heard by the
retreating official:

“Who is that big mutt?”

I realized that my remark was just as
uncalled for as was that of the officer.
1 saw his back stiffen, and, although he
continued on his way, I am confident
that, by losing my temper on that occa-
sion, I sowed the seeds for the lovely
mess I soon found myself in.

Shortly after 1 had returned to New
York, T received a letter from the Penn-
sylvania M. A. L. in which was inclosed
a check for $30. On the back of the
check, just above where I would have to
indorse it was written, “Received for
competing in the games of the Pennsyl-
vania M. A. L.”

1 was compelled to laugh at such an
evident attempt to make trouble for me,
so 1 inclosed the check in another en-
velope and mailed it back to them at
once, but, inasmuch as they had no defi-
nite headquarters, the letter either laid
around in some armory or went astray.

So having received no word from me,
they evidently took it for granted that 1
had cashed the check, and proceeded to
suspend me. The suspension took place
one evening while I was competing in
the indoor games of the Pastime Ath-
letic Club.

The suspension created a big stir in
the papers, especially in view of the
fact that 1 had not even been accorded
a hearing on the matter. The National
Military Athletic League, it seems,
backed the Pennsylvania M. A, L. The
charges upon which I was suspended
were for demanding exorbitant ex-
penses and for conducting myself in a
manner unbecoming a gentleman.

The papers at once took up the fight,
the majority considering it merely that
the M. A. L. was sticking together as a
matter of principle. Certainly, in the




e T N

R S

N

78

trial that followed, -they left no stone

unturned to convict me of the charge.
The trial resolved itself into a pretty
good-sized affair and must have cost
the M. A. L. thousands of dollars in
their attempts to prove me guilty of, as
one paper said, “the flimsy charges.”

I was fortunate to obtain as my at-
torneys in the matter, Terence Farley,
who volunteered his services as a per-
sonal friend and a member of the Irish-
American A. C, and Farley's partner,
John D. Connelly. Farley, at the time,
was. the assistant corporation counsel for
New York City and is at present the
legal advisor af the governor of New
York State. )

The National M. A, L. tried to in-
volve the A. A. U. in the investigation,
but the latter refused to have anything
to do with it. In his refusal James E.
Sullivan, president of the National
A. A. U., made the following statement:

“Melvin Sheppard is as free to run in
any A. A. U. competition to-day or to-
morrow as at any time. The M. A. L.
of Pennsylvania had no authority to
suspend Sheppard and Hayes, and the
Middle Atlantic Association of the
A. A, U. also had no authority to con-
firm the action of the Pennsylvania
M. A L.

“It had been erroneously stated that

the Pennsylvania M. A. L. is an allied
body of the A. A. U. That organiza-
tion is not an allied body of the A. A. U.
Tt is simply a member of the National
Military Athletic Leagne of which Col-
onel Morris of the Ninth Regiment of
New York is president.
. “The M. A. L. of Pennsylvania has
no more authority to suspend an athlete
than has the Pastime,_ Irish-American,
the New York A. C., or any of the clubs
of the Metropolitan Association.” If the
National M. A. L. had suspended Shep-
pard or Hayes, the A. A. U. would have
been forced to recoguize the suspension,
as the National M. A. L. is an allied
body with the A A TU."”

. Sport Story Magazine

. Things at one time began to look so
serious for me that the New York
Eyening Journal began to run editorials
on the subject and even published each
day, a small blank, headed “Petition for
Reinstatement of Melvin Sheppard.”
A place was provided for the name and
address of the petitioner, and he was in-

structed to mail the blank back to the

sporting editor. On this blank was a
brief note of explanation to the effect
that: “Melvin Sheppard has been sus-
pended by the M. A. L. on charges that
seem so trivial to those interested in
athletics that thousands of followers of
the indoor and outdoor games desire his
reinstatement. This petition will be
presented to the M. A. L. after the
friends of the great runner have rallied
to his defense.” ~
The result of this petition was that
some 50,000 names were mailed in the
paper and these names were all tran-
scribed on a long roll of paper. The
roll was presented to the M. A. L. and I
am confident that was responsible to a
great degree for the decision they
handed down sometime later. The roll
was later presented to me by the

Jowrnal and made a mighty interesting -

addition to my athletic collection.

During the trial there was a great deal
of talk about starting a professional
league in which the athletes could
frankly sell their ability to the promoters
of the meets for cash. When it was be-
lieved that I would be suspended, my
name was connected closely with an or-
ganization of this sort. How the rumor
started I was unable to learn. ~

As the trial proceeded the papers be-
gan to classify it as a “howling farce,”
an “athletic joke” and other disrespect-
ful titles. Even though it was held be-
hind closed doors, nothing of impor-
tance developed, and most of the time
was taken up by the lawyers, who dis-
cussed legal technicalities at great
length. The first meeting lasted for
over five hours in this manner and dur-
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ing the entire time I was not allowed to
speak once. One of the papers sug-
gested that at this rate I should bring
my baby son to the next meeting, so
that when I died of old age he could
take up the case where I had left off.
One of the cartoons showed me in a
track suit, securely strapped to a chair
with a gag in my mouth, while all about
me lawyers gesticulated in various con-
tortions, and the judge and jury slum-
bered peacefully through it all.

The case dragged along until Febru-
ary. The Pennsylvania M. A. L. was
unable to prove anything against me,
but at the same time were reluctant to
admit as much, with the result that I at-
tended one hearing after another and
listened to the wrangling of the law-
vers. While my fate was still in doubt
I was whitewashed from time to time
to allow me to compete in various games,
so that, even though I was under sus-
pension, I did not have to miss any
meets of importance. -

Finally, when there was nothing more
left to do, the National M. A. L. handed
down their decision. I was suspended
for sixty days of which thirty had
elapsed during the trial, with the under-
standing that I would be allowed to
compete by receiving permission to do
so from one of the officers of the M.
A. L. So before each meet I went
through the formality of receiving per-
mission to compete. If the officer, to

whom I was supposed to report, was not

in his office, I received permission to
run from the office girl. So after the
thousands of dollars spent by the M.
A. L. on the trial, my suspension wasn’t
such a tremendous hardship after all.
This decision I owed, of course, to
the splendid efforts of Mr. Farley and
his partner, Mr. Connolly. 1 realized
that their services had been offered out
of friendship, so the only manner in
which I felt I could express my appre-
ciation was to write them each a letter
of thanks, and to present them each

with a fob made from the choicest of
my medals. For after all, there is really
nothing that an athlete values more than
his trophies, and those that I have given
away have always been given with the
understanding that they represented
something that mere money was unable
to buy. )

Mr. Farley wrote me the following
note :

My DEar MeL: Athletes are so notoriously
ungrateful for what one does for them, t!lat
it was indeed a pleasure to receive your kind
note thanking Mr. Connolly and myself for
defending you before the M. A. L. .

I received your beautiful fob this morning.
I assure you that I prize it very highly, and

that T will wear it and always cherish it. It-

was very kind of you to remember me. Sin-
cerely yours, TERENCE FARLEY.

Mr. Connolly wrote:

"My Dear Mr. SHEepparp: 1 esteem very
highly your letter of thanks for the service
rendered in the matter of the charges
brought by the Pennsylvania Military Ath-
letic League, and T assure you that it is most
gratifying to know that our efforts in your
behalf have been so thoroughly appreciated.

1 am also grateful to you for the gift which
you sent to me, and which I shall always
cherish as a token of your esteem.

With assurance of my regards and my best
wishes, I beg to remain, sincerely yours,

Joun D. Connorry.

So being once more a simon pure ath-
lete, or, that is to say, almost pure, I
again continued my round of indoor

_meets. My respite, however, was brief,

and 1 was soon forcibly reminded that
my recent trouble with the M. A. L
had only served to arouse still further
the indignation of that organization and
that my success in the trial had by no
means increased their affection for one
Melvin Sheppard. Our next dispute
was at the National M. A. L. champion-
ships in Brooklyn.

It seems that I had been having a pair
of spiked shoes made by Sparrow Robin-
son, and in some manner or other word
began to circulate that these shoes were
being especially prepared for these

U



Brooklyn games, which were held in an
armory where the track was slippery
and small, and upon which spikes were
forbidden.

Upon my arrival at the armory {
found the officials in their natural state
of suspicion. Before going to the
marks we were all required to step with
both feet upon a piece of paper to show
that we were wearing flat shoes.

But after 1 had stepped upon the
paper and was about to go to my mark,
one of the officers walked up to me, and
; in an insulting tone peculiar to some
v officers addressing an inferior, de-
i ' manded that I let him inspect my shoe.

I lifted my foot and he proceeded to
b poke the rubber with his fingers and to
' feel every inch of the sole. I submitted
to this as gracefully as I could, but
when he had finished I couldn’t resist
the temptation to inquire politely
whether or not he was sure he was sat-
isfied.

“Yes, I'm satisfied,”
“You're disqualified!”

There was no argument there, so I
- turned around and walked off the floor,

¥ thinking naturally, that the officer’s dig-
nity had been offended and that I had
been disqualified for impudence. The
immediate result of my departure was a
parade of the entire Twenty-second
‘Regiment team of about thirty men, to
the dressing room. They all refused to
compete, with the result that the meet
: was practically ruined.

! The M. A. L. went up in the air about
a mile at this latest development. 1
learned later that the officer, who sent
me from the floor, explained to the press
that it was because I was wearing
spikes. Before I had had time to refute
this, the story was in print.

) So once again I was in disgrace. It
' was a whole lot worse this time because
' of the fact that thirty of my teammates
were in lots deeper than 1 was. The
final result was that fourteen of these
were suspended from regimental com-

z.g, :

he snarled.
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petition for periods ranging from three
months to a year. The regimental of-
ficials were able to take this action be-
cause the men had refused to compete, a
circumstance which bordered close upon
mutiny. But in my case no action could
be taken at all, because I had not re-
fused to compete and was guilty of no
crime punishable by suspension.

One of the Twenty-second Regiment
officers exonerated me with real regret
in his voice, but promised cheerfully
that “he’d get me later,” a statement
which I took for its face value and de-
cided that I would never find a more
opportune time than the present for be-
coming once more an ordinary citizen.

I therefore applied to be released, ex-
plaining, among other things, that my
service in the customs exempted me
from military duty, and that the irregu-
lar hours of my work prevented me
from attending all the required drills.
My application was duly received and
duly answered to the effect that the
regiment still desired my services, and
that if 1 did not serve one hundred per
cent from that time on I would be sub-
jected to the customary fines for miss-
ing drills.

From then on my fines began to pile .

up. During the summer I spent my
vacation at the seashore instead of at

the army camp, as the rule of the regi- -

ment demanded, for which I was fined
forty-five dollars. Soon I was once
more called on the carpet and told that
if I didn’t pay up at once I would be
placed in the Ludlow Street jail. Again
I pointed to a section of the revised
statutes of the United States which
proved my exemption from military

duty, and on the strength of this re-
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fused to pay my fine. I furthermore
suggested that the Ludlow Street jail
was really quite an aristocratic place
after all and that T wouldn’t particularly
mind a short visit there.

They took me seriously in this latter
instance and at once turned me over to

S
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the marshal, and we set out for the jail.
It is needless to say that this act on their
part made me do a lot of thinking, but
the conclusion I arrived at was that I
was absolutely in the right. So I sub-
mitted to the disgrace of this rather
than give them the satisfaction of hear-
ing me beg for mercy.

The news of my arrest spread quickly
and the regimental headquarters were at
once besieged by newspaper men, de-
manding an explanation. Whether or
not the explanation was satisfactory, or
whether it presented points too diffi-
cult to explain, I will never know. But
before we left the building I was in-
formed that somebody had settled all
my fines with the regiment and that I
was again a free man. If there was
such a benefactor I never learned his
name.

The attitude of certain regimental of-
ficials only tended to make me more
stubborn and resentful as time passed.
My narrow escape from a jail sentence
made me even less indifferent to the
regimental drills, and my fines once
more began to accumulate. I possibly
might have derived a certain satisfaction
from the fact that the very vindictive-
ness of the organization toward me had
been a hard blow to the athletic life of
the Twenty-second Regiment, because
even the athletes who had not been sus-
pended were indignant over the suspen-
sion of the others, but I wanted nothing
more at the time than to be released
from the regiment so that I might be
able to train and work without the con-
stant menace of their ill will.

It was on September 11, 1911, that
the blow finally fell, that the regiment
finally exercised their privilege of mak-
ing me a veritable criminal in the eyes
of the law. On this date, I received
through the mail a copy of special or-
ders Number 54, announcing that I had
been dishonorably discharged from the

PO service for nonpayment of fines. It
A would have saved me a lot of worry if
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I had realized then that this form of
discharge was illegal and I could have
appealed to a higher court. Here was
a step which I had vaguely feared they
might take, but when finally faced with
the ugly facts it was a terribly bitter
dose to swallow, and to realize that I
had to go through the rest of my lite un-
der the shadow of a dishonorabie dis-
charge was a thought hardly calculated
to cheer me up. I'll admit that I then
even regretted the stubbornness that had
prompted me to stick to the principles
which I thought, and still think, were
right. I regretted that I had not sacri-
ficed a portion of my self respect, if by
so doing T might have prevented the
disaster which had fallen with such sud-
denness.

But now that it had fallen and I had
had time to recover from the first shock,
I had not the slightest intention of sit-
ting with my hands folded and saying:
“Well, such is life!”

It’s a peculiar fact that the idea of
submitting to the inevitable never en-
tered my head, and I attribute entirely
to my training in athletics the fact that
my first real sensation was the inclina-
tion to fight back. The race, in my esti-
mation, was by no means finished. In
fact I refused to admit that it had much
more than begun. True, the M. A. L.
had jumped me at the start and had
taken a lead big enough to discourage
any one but a seasoned athlete, but, as I
have mentioned before, to a real com-
petitor a race is never won till the tape
is snapped.

So instead of quitting on the first
turn a huge resolve was born, and I
settled into my stride in one of the
toughest and most spectacular races of
my career.

The next step of one of the majors
of the regiment, which I learned on good
authority, was to get.in touch with Wil-
liam Loeb, collector of port, and call to
his attention the fact that a man by the
name of Melvin Sheppard, who had
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been dishonorably discharged from the
National Guard was employed in the
customs service. It seems that, not con-
tent with ousting me from the regiment,
they even tried to take away my means
of livelihood.

Loeb replied that he was quite capable
of attending to his office and that as
long as Sheppard performed his duties
faithfully, he was assured of a position
with the customs.

My first act was to assure myself just
how seriously the military authorities
had taken my discharge. To this end 1
attended a track meet in an armory in
Brooklyn as a competitor, having paid
my own entry fee. 1 was not left long
in doubt as to the attitude of the
M. A L.

As soon as my presence at the meet
became known, an officer sent a squad
of men with fixed bayonets, under the
command of a sergeant, to escort me
from the building. The job was evi-
dently more than distasteful to the men
themselves, and as we were leaving the
building the sergeant said: “I’'m mighty
sorry I have to do this, Sheppard, but
when we pass the officer on the way out,
if you'd like to tell him to go to hell, the
men and T will see that you get away all
right.”

I didn’t take advantage of this sug-
gestion, even though 1 was sorely
tempted to do so.

This demonstration made it evident
that my entry blank was more than un-
welcome in the eyes of military authori-
ties in any meet held in an armory. and
as the armories were practically the only
places available for meets, 1 was, for the
time being, practically eliminated from
competition. :

This it developed was not only a hard-
ship on me, but was taken very much to
heart by the promoters of the games.
who began a campaign of propaganda
in my behalf in an effort to make me
once more eligible to compete. s0 that
they could advertise me on their pro-
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ceipts.

The campaign, which started more or
less mildly at first, soon began to at-
tract the attention of my friends who
enlisted their services in the fight, and
then as the ball continued to roll, even
strangers became interested and entered
the lists mercly for the principle of the
thing. It was not long then before my
problem had started a real avalanche of
public opinion, most of which, I am glad
to say, was favorable to my reinstate-
ment. The case even wormed its way
into the State senate.

And to furnish a dramatic climax to
the whole thing, my troubles even pene-
trated into the heart of the African
jungle and were brought to the atten-
tion of Theodore Roosevelt, who at
once sent a cable to this country request-
ing leniency for me.

The center about which the storm re-
volved was Colonel Hotchkin, of the
Twenty-second  Engineers, who, it
seems, had signed the order for my dis-
charge and to whom the ultimate appeal
must be made. The colonel, however,
was as obdurate as a rock, and, firmly
convinced that he was in the right, re-
fused to relent an indh.

I have correspondence showing the
roundabout way in which influence was
brought to bear. A State senator was
reached by a friend of mine, and the
senator in turn got in touch with the
adjutant general. The adjutant gen-
eral, to quote one of the letters, “is very
much impressed with Sheppard’s situa-
tion and would like to help him out; but
although superior to Colonel Hotchkin
he is bound by the requirements of the
military law to refrain from interfering
with the discipline of a commanding
officer in the regulation of the affairs
of his regiment.”

The adjutant general summed up my
difficulties as follows:

My Dear Senator: I saw Colonel Hotch-
kin of the Twentyv-second Engineers in re-
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gard to Melvin Sheppard. I found that this
is a case of military court, and-that there is
no way to get around it €xcept for the young
man later on to have received the approval
of the commanding officer so that he may
a.sk to be recnlisted somewhere in the Na-
tional Guard, and in this way it will be pos-
si.ble for the colonel himself to remove the
disqualification. But the law does not give
the power to any of the officers above the
Folonel to interfere with this discipline, and
indeed it would be a bad thing if such a
co_ndition existed. The colonel must main-
tain his discipline, and though occasionally it
seems to be drastic, the necessity of uphold-
ing the hands of the discipline is apparent,
as _th(} colonel is supreme in his command.
This is true in the United States army and
all armies, and is not a National Guard prin-
ciple alone.

Colonel Hotchkin was deeply impressed by
i:’he large number of applications for clemency
in the case of Mr. Sheppard, including Mr.
Roose_velt’s application for leniency, but he
is a trm man and cannot deviate from his
habitual discipline which he has found neces-
sary to administer in his regiment.

Though the young man enlisted in 1906 for
ath!etxc‘purposes, which was before Colonel
Hotc_hkm took command, this particular case
of discipline has to do with a recent period
under Colonel Hotchkin.

Very sincerely yours,

TaE ApyUTANT GENERAL,

My next step then, was to apply for
membership in another regiment, the
Fourteenth. I received permission to do
this from Colonel Hotchkin. The Four-
teenth Regiment accepted my applica-
tion and, in accordance with my resolve
to fight my way back, I served an entire
year at one hundred per cent.

I was allowed to enter the M. A, L.
championships during that year, and I
don’t believe I ever competed in any
meet with greater satisfaction. 1 felt
that I was out there in spite of those
who had tried to stop me, which was an
incentive to run as hard as I ever ran
in my life. T won both the 440 and the
880. Later, when I was in more trou-
ble with the M. A. L., they even asked
me to return the medals T had won in
this meet.

During this time I was in training
for the 1912 Olympic team. T had the
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good fortune to be selected and sailed
for Stockholm, Sweden. While I was
competing there in games, Colonel Foote
of the Fourteenth Regiment received
notice that my enlistment with his or-
ganization had been illegal. This infor-
mation he was considerate enough to
withhold from me till my return to this
country, with the result that when I
came back to resume things where I had
left off, I found myself once more to be
a military outcast.

It seems that there was a small techni-
cality in the military law that had been
overlooked at the time of my reénlist-
ment, and that during my absence the
wheels had once more started to work
and had unearthed this point which ap-
plied so well to my case.

It was to the effect that a man, dis-
honorably discharged for assault upon
an officer or for some similar offense,
could, with the permission of the officer
whom he had insulted, re€nlist after a
period of one year. But if the man had
been discharged because of nonpayment
of dues or fines, he could not receive
permission to reénlist under a period of
five years. So it seems that my year of
one-hundred-per-cent service was to no
avail, and that T was no better off than
when I started.

At this development my friends and
supporters again took up the fight and
carried it once more to the State senate.
As a final extreme a bill was introdaced
in the legislature by Senator Frawley,
which provided that a man, discharged
for nonpayment of fines, be granted the
same privilege of reénlisting as the man
discharged for other offenses. That is,
a man dropped on the former charge,
could, after a year’s time, make appli-
cation for reinstatement.

After a hot fight, in which he was
hitterly opposed by military authorities,
Frawley passed the bill, and as the
vear’s time had already elapsed, T be-
came a member once more of the Four-
teenth Regiment.
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I douibt whether there is another case
on record where the interests of an ath-
lete have aroused so much sympathy and
dissension. It seems incredible that
people could take such an interest in a
sport as to carry their fight all the way
to the government of the State and
finally to revise the laws to suit their
needs. It was hard for me to realize at
the time that I was the cause of all this
commotion, I hardly knew whether to
be flattered or mot by all this attention
and concern in my behalf, because I
didn’t ovenlook the possibility that there
might be numerous factors, which
usually enter when a fight like this is
once started, that may have been ex-
erted entirely in my interests or in the
interests of athletics. Nevertheless, the
final result was quite gratifying to me,
and as the smoke of battle cleared away,
I found that things had certainly re-
acted to my benefit.

I then started upon my three-year
period of enlistment in the Fourteenth
with the single idea of a one-hundred-
per-cent record, so that I might erase
the stigma of my dishonorable dis-
charge. I was living in Long Island
City at the time and found it rather
dificult to make the long trip to
and from Brooklyn every time I
visited the armory. For this reason,
about a year later, I applied to Colonel
Foote for permission to transfer to the
Seventy-first Infantry in New York. I
tried my best to express my appreciation
of the consideration the colonel had
shown me by accepting my enlist-
ment at the time I was in disgrace,
and inasmuch as he had made it
possible for me to reinstate myself once
more, it was with regret that I sought
permission to leave his organization.
He agreed, however, that it would be the
sensible thing for me to do, so on June
30, 1915, I transferred to the Seventy-
first, and enrolled in the hospital corps.

One incident while I was with the
Seventy-first stands out particularly

clear in my mind, inasmuch as it illus-
trated to what extent my military activi-
ties had stirred up the State guard.

We were standing inspection one
night, each man stepping forward as his
name was called. As the inspecting of-
ficer called mine he locked up sharply,
and regarded me closely for a moment.

“What in the devil are you doing
here?” he demanded.

I explained how I happened to be in
the regiment.

“Huh!” he exploded, “if I'd had any-
thing to do with it you’d never have
gotten in.”

A nice sportsmanlike attitude, after 1
had spent ever a year at one hundred
per cent.

Shortly after that I gave up com-
petitive athletics for good and accepted
a position as athletic director of the
Millrose A. A., and also in the Sixty-
ninth Infantry; and inasmuch as my
work demanded my presence at that
regiment I, once more *transferred.
Everything went smoothly at the Sixty-
ninth until the call to arms on June 16,
1916, for the trouble at the Mexican
border.

The Sixty-ninth had always had the
reputation of being the first regiment to
arrive at the seat of trouble and the last
to leave. So, in keeping with their repu-
tation, the Sixty-ninth was the first to
leave New York City for Camp Whit-
man ‘at Beekman, New York. ‘

Our arrival and the work we were at
once detailed to could hardly be called
the entrance to a path of glory. The

job of the Sixty-ninth was to convert a

bare piece of ground into a camp for
the accommodation of those who were
to come later on. We cleared off the
land, dug ditches, and built roads. Even
our drilling was neglected for the first
week or so. but the work certainly
served as a splendid hardening process,
and we were better off physically for
the experience.

When the time came for us to take
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the Federal oath, which provided for
our service outside the State, the colonel
explained that, inasmuch as the oath re-
quired a_further three-year enlistment
in the reserve, that the men were under
no set obligations to sign and that it
was an optional affair. He also sug-
gested that all the married men think
the matter over carefully before they
signed, because, he said, they would
most likely be needed more at home than
on the border, unless the situation
turned out to be more serious than it
was at present. ’

With this viewpoint about thirty of
us decided to go back to New York City.
I -realized that it would be foolish to
leave a wife and two small children, to
go on a mission of this sort, and when I
had talked the matter over with the
colonel and the chaplain, they both
agreed that 1 was right in my decision.

The other regiments were mustered
into Federal service before coming to
camp and hence only a few of the mar-
ried men who wished to come were sent
up, so that our departure from camp,
seemed to. offer possibilities for a good
news story. But the manner in which
it developed, and the nature of the story
was not so pleasant, »

There were of course a young army
of reporters at the camp, veterans,
most of them, with the reporter’s well
known and peculiar sense of humor. So
when the news of our departure reached
them, several of the old ones got to-
gether, and framed a “hot” story which
they had no intention of using them-
selves, but which they told in all serious-
ness to a green cub who had been sent
up by one of the metropolitan dailies
for a little experience. ,

Sincere in the belief that he was
about to make himself famous, the cub
rushed to the phone, without verifying
the tale, and sent a wild yarn into the
city.

The next morning his paper came out
with -the headline that Mel Sheppard.
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famous athlete, had turned slacker, had
refused to take the Federal oath, and
had been hissed oyt of camp by his
comrades. It made fine reading, until
the truth came out, and when I arrived
home I found myself once more in the
public eye, but this time in the highly
disagreeable réle of an abject coward.

I visited the paper at once, and I'll
have to say to their credit that they
_seemed extremely. sorry that the mis-
take had been made gnd set about at
once to whitewash me in the eyes of the
public. One of their steps in this direc-
tion was to send a woman “sob writer”
out to see my wife.

_The resulting story was a master-
piece of grief and fairly dripped with
pathos. My wife, it seems,” had wor-
ried herself almost to a shadow in my
sh_ort absence, and the children were
lying upon the floor, sobbing their little
hearts out.for their daddy who .had
gone to war to be killed. Yes, it was
indeed touching, and my wife, upon
reading it, was almost moved. to hys-
terics. o

The seed had been sown, however,
and even though the papers were pro-
fuse in- their explanations of what a
courageous thing I had done to brave
the displeasure of my regiment to re-
turn to my family, there was but one
thing for me to do and that was to go
ahead and take the ocath. My wife
agreed with me in this matter, so after
I had arranged things at home, I once
more left for Camp Whitney. The
Millrose A. A. insisted upon continuing
my salary while I was away.

And in order to make still further
fxmends,vthe papers made my entrance
Into carmp a regular triumphal march.
It was particularly amusing, inasmuch
as 1t was as greatly exaggerated to the
other extreme as had heen their por-
trayal of my departure from camp.
The following is an extraction from one
of the stories.

“Across the meadow. separating the
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camp ‘of 'the Sixty-ninth from the rail-
road station ran a man in khaki at dusk
last night. ‘He had jumped from a
freight.” Behind him trailed a dozen
other uniformed men. Then as he
came nearer the first line of tents, lieu-
tenant in Company F street raised his
hand to his eyes.

“‘Boys,” he shouted, ‘he’s coming!
It’s MelV

“The members of Company F had
just finished retreat. They piled out,
caught the first of the newcomers as he
dashed into the company street and
raised him to their shoulders.

“ ‘Look men,’ bellowed Private Down-
ing, ‘It’'s our own Mel Sheppard that’s
back to camp.’

“With outstretched hands and a wel-
coming smile came Captain Micha_el A.
Kelly. For fully a minute he gripped
the hand of the great runner. Then he
patted him on the back.

“‘Mel, I’'m glad to see you back,’ he
said simply, and returned to his tent.

“About eighty of the men who still
held rifles jumped into drill line. Lieu-
tenant Prout walked down the company
street and then shouted:

- “ ‘Present arms!

“Tt was to Mel Sheppard that his
companions of Company F were pre-
-senting arms—an unusual proceeding on
the part of a private for a private. The
runner stood stiffly at attention and re-
turned the salute. The men rushed at
‘him and hoisted him to their shoulders.

“Mel Sheppard raised his hand for
silence. He was glad to get back, he
said. Those who had thought- he had
left Company F were all wrong. He
understood that the Sixty-ninth would
leave for the border and that pleased
him as nothing else could, he added.

““Men.,’ shouted Sheppard, ‘I’'m back
because I want to be back. I merely
went back last week to fix matters up
as all married men should do before
they leave their wives; as all married
men should have a right to de. I'm
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back boys, and I’'m going to do my duty.’

““Treat him right, men,” said Lieu-
tenant Prout, ‘It has come to my knowl-
edge that he was right in leaving as he
did. Mel Sheppard never showed a
yellow streak.’ ,

“And to-day, Mel Sheppard again en-
tered into the life of a private, again
messed and drilled and labored with his
command—Company F, the Sixty-
ninth.”

It seems strange that I do not recall
a reception of this sort. In fact, even
copying it from the clipping gives me
the tendency to blush. But then, the
public must have their news.

What really happened was that I en-
tered camp, sought the captain and told
him I wanted to take the Federal oath.

“Oh, you do, do you?” he grunted.
“Well, sign that,” and he tossed me a
blank.

I looked the blank over and called his
attention to the fact that it was an en-
listment blank for the regular army.

“What!” he yelled, “don’t you think I
know my business? You'll sign that or
nothing.”

“All right, captain,” I replied, “but
please witness that I-sign it under pro-
test.”

So I signed an enlistment blank into
the regular army and went about my
duties with the now Federalized Na-
tional Guard.

Although the Sixty-ninth was the
first to reach Camp Whitman they were
practically the last to leave and were
kept at the job of building the camp.
Finally, however, we started for the
border, July 11.

The trip took us seven days, six of
which we spent in day coaches. We
stopped several times on the way for a
short drill and limbering-up, but per-
haps the stop we enjoyed most of all
was on the shore of Lake Erie when we
were all allowed to pile out of the
coaches and take a swim.

When we arrived at the border, no
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one seemed to know where to put the
Sixty-ninth. After stopping at several
places we were finally “assigned to a
camping ground at a small town by the
name of Mission, on the Rio Grande,
about forty-five miles from Browns-
ville, Texas. We arrived in the early
morning, and congratulated ourselves
on the coolness of the weather. The
air was clear and fresh, and indicated
that our stay there wouldn’t be as un-
pleasant as we had expected. We soon
changed our minds.

The place where we were to build
our camp was just outside the town,
The only vegetation was sagebrush and
cactus, all of which had to be cleared
away, a task which we found far from
pleasant, itasmuch as our only tools
consisted of a short-handled shovel and
a short knife, which were part of our
personal equipment.

As the sun began to climb, our ideas
coacerning the coolness of the weather
began to vanish. The heat seemed to
shrivel our very flesh. I am neglecting
purposely to miention the mark that the
thermometer registered around the mid-
dle of the day for fear it would sound
ridiculous. Work, of course, was sus-
pended until the cooler hours of the eve-
ning, and strange to say, there were no
prostrations. There was very little hu-
midity in the air, it was simply dry and
unbelievably hot. ,

Our first night in camp was almost in
the nature of an adventure. The
ground upon which we pitched our tents
was a solid mat of dried and decayed
vegetation.” The plants of the cactis
and sagebrush, which had died year
after year, and fallen to the ground,
where they became so mixed with the
carth as to make it quite porous, and
the ideal home for millions of insects.

Our light at night was furnished by
candles, and the insects, attracted by the
flame, hegan to extend to the Uhnited
States Army the courtesy of Texas. It
was a revelation to me to learn that so

many different kinds of bugs existed.
I had thought I was pretty well versed
in natural science from the experiences
of my childhood, but when our visitors
appeared in an endless variation of color
and size, I was forced to admit that I-
had still a lot to learn.

The scorpions seemed to cause the
most excitement, and the boys didn’t
learn to become intimate with them for
several nights. The first night we all
slept in the open, where the bugs were
perhaps just as bad, but less visible.
The second night some ventured to
sleep in the tents, and in a week’s time
we flattered the scorpions with no more
attention, than we would a house fly.
Speaking of flies, our meals were a
constant competition against these pests
and we were lucky to finish a meal with-
out eating several,

It was a bit disconcerting to wake up
some mornings and shake a rattlesnake
out of one’s blankets where it had
crawled for warmth and sociability, but
they were quite harmless—as long as
one didn’t roll upon them. -Some of the
boys, however, never did become ac-
customed to them as bedfellows.

We found tarantulas also to be quite
harmless—if handled properly. The
post-office authorities of that section
threatened open revolt if the soldiers
continued to insist upon mailing them

‘home in bottles. A ruling was finally

made against this,

The days that followed were devoted
entirely to the routine of camp life:
drills, hikes, target practice, and guard
duty. We had heard a great deal about ~
the Mexican bandit raids, but the only
action we engaged in occurred late one
night.

The sentries, along the bank of the
Rio Grande, were attracted by a violent
splashing in the water, and at once gave
the alarmf. Men piled from their tents,
half dressed with their rifles in their
hands, and rushed to the bank, prepared
to capture at least a company of bandits.
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“The splashing came nearer.. The men
tensed for action, when lo and behold,
out of the darkness comes a raft con-
taining a woman, numerous children and
a burrow. The motive power was soon
revealed to be the husband and a couple
of sons, kicking along in the water be-
hind. ‘This Mexican family, it seems,
had almost starved to death on their
side of the river, and were coming
across to the American side for some-
thing to eat.” This was our first and
only engagement.

The division was commanded by Gen-
eral O'Ryan, and it was brought to his
attention one day that the men were

- seeking too much recreation in the sa-

loons of Mission. The town, it seems,
was poorly named. The general there-
upon issued an order forbidding mem-
bers of his division from patronizing
these places. For some reason or other
this order had not been read in the
company streets of the Sixty-ninth.

A few days after this order had been
made T went in town for a little food to
supplement the army grub which was
none too dainty. I first went to the
bank for some money—I had received
no pay since my arrival because of the
fact that I had under protest signed up
with the regular army, and my records
had become confused. The bank in
Mission had agreed to lend any soldier
four dollars and fifty cents if he would
sign an agreement which would allow
them to collect five dollars from his
next pay.

Upon receiving my money I went into
a lunch counter next door to a saloon.
When T had finished eating I came out
on the street and saw the general and
several members of his staff. A ser-
geant, evidently under the impression
that I had come out of the saloon,
grabbed me and stuck me into a line of
men. The general then sent us under
the command of a lieutenant up to the
officer in charge of the summary court
marshal. The officer, having received
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no instructions, herded us all in the
guardhouse to stand trial that evening.

At the time of our trial, the officer,
still without instructions, lined us up
and made the following historic speech.
He was Irish, by the way.

“Now, men,” he said, “this cour-r-t
is to be listened to and not spoken to.
What have ye to say fer yerselves?
Shu-u-u-u-t up!”

‘Whereupon we were all thrown back
into the guardhouse where we remained
eight days. During this time we didn’t
feel that we were guffering any particu-
lar hardship. In fact we were quite con-
tent. Our food was just as good as
that of the other men, and the work de-
cidedly less. Only one unpleasant inci-
dent occurred to mar our Visit.

The rainy season had just set in, and
one day it started to pour. I use this
word advisedly because never before in
my experience have I seen such a vol-
ume of water descend in such a short
time. All the rain storms that I had
ever experienced up to that time were
mere drizzles as compared with this
downpour. 7

The guardhouse was situated in a
rather deep depression, and as the rain

" continued the water began to settle in

this low spot. At first it just covered
the floor, and we climbed around on
boxes to keep our feet dry. Soon it
even reached the top of the boxes, and
we were wading around up to our knees.
The boys began praying that it would
reach our necks so they would have to

let us out, but this they decided to do

when it had arisen no higher than our
waists.

After about a2 week of confinement—
still awaiting the general’s orders—we
all began to become restless and irri-
table. I had contracted a slight fever. I
was working about the guardhouse one
day when the major came up.

“Mel,” he said. “vou’re not lookin’ so
well.,”

I admitted that I was feeling about

the way I lookéd;-and then in a:flash of
inspiration I said: ° . SR t
- “Will ‘the ‘major :give ‘me permission
to talk to him as .man to man?”-

He looked surprised but told me to go
ahead. . e :

“Well, major,” I began, “I don’t
know why Pm in here, or how long they
intend to keep me here. But if T don’t
get out soon, I'm afraid my disposition
is going to be so ruined that I'll be in-
clined  to -write the New  York papers
and give ‘them a few détails they’ll be
glad to print.” - o

Instead of ordering me hanged or
some otheér suitable punishment the ma-
jor chuckled, and walked away. - The
next day we were all released and I was
assigned to the -regimental canteen,

“where I ate regularly and heavily for the

first' “time since .arriving on the

border.”  ° o o
"Sometime later the Sixty-ninth was
turned over to “a regular army officer,

“Colonel Haskell. Up to this time the-

régiment had been subjected to no- real
discipline, but under the command of
Colonel Haskell we hegan ‘to develop
into a real outfit. In fact. through the
training of the colonel, the Sixty-ninth
was later accorded the distinction of

‘standing as the guard of honor at Pres-
ident Wilson’s inanguration. :

A large part of -our training con-
sisted of cross-country hikes, which
ustially ended or started from the ranch
of one of the wealthiest ranch owners in
Texas. It was the custom of this man
to charge ‘the soldiers for water. It
was said that once when the Seventy-
first Infantry, while on a hike, had been
hit by a terrific storm which destroyed
practically ‘all their supplies, this ranch
owner had charged them from ten
cents to- three dollars for a canteen of
water. .

This same storm, by the way, almost
completely wrecked the camp at Mis-
sion, tossing the tents about like um-
brellas on a windy day, and causing a -
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+ food. shortage: which almost ended in a~

riot.v\. - I N . L
~ But to go back to the patriotic ranch

~owner. He would always follow the

men on their hikes with a great tank of

-water into which he had dumped a .cou-

ple of bottles of grape juice. He would

sell this to the hot, thirsty men for ten
-cents a canteen, - At his ranch he had

run a pipe with a few holes in it from
his main water tank. This he called a

" shower bath and would let the men, for

ten cents apiece, stand under the pipe
and let the water dribble on them.

The Sixty-ninth spent the night at his
ranch one time. In the morning, it was
found that his whole water tank had, in
some mysterious manner, topped to the
ground. The uprights - looked sus-
piciously as though they had been sawed.

I remember one hike in particuylar
which we made to a distant water hole,
which was fed by a windmill and kept
for the purpose of watering cattle.

Upon arriving there with ourown
water supply exhausted, we found the
pool to be in a terrible condition with a
dead steer partially submerged in the
center. The windmill was broken.

There was only one thing to do and

. that was to man the pump. We worked

in shifts under the merciless sun, but our
best efforts failed to produce more than

a tiny trickle, from which we attempted

to fill our canteens. I stood in line. for
three ‘hours and a half before my turn

“came, and it was the only time.in my

life that I have ever known the horror
of suffering from thirst. I can imagine

few worse forms of torture. -Some of

the boys even drank the- water which
had collected in the imprints of horses
hoofs from a rain the night before.
Others, in the motor transports, drank
the rusty water from the radiators of

-their .trucks.

But even though the days were al-
most unbearably hot and filled, as we
sometimes thought. with hardships, the
evenings and nights on the border more




L]

| B

90

than repaid: us for the uncomfortable
days.

Darkness. each mght was preceded by
the most magnificent of sunsets. One
would think that we would have be-
come accustomed to these gorgeous
manifestations of nature’s art, but each
one was so completely different from
any we had previously seen that we
could only gaze in wonder, as we had
done the night before. And with the
darkness came coolness, and then stars,
great white stdrs that seemed to hang
suspended from a velvet background.
It almost seemed as though we could
reach tp and knock them off with the
point of our bdyonets,

Often the coyotes would come after
dark around the outskirts of the camp.
They were attracted by the odor of ba-
con from the cook tent. In the starlight
their coats would gleam almost like sil-
ver, which lent them a dignity not in
keeping’ with their natural instincts,
We got in time so that their noise did
not bother us at all.

My enlistment with the National
Guard expired on September 21. When
this date arrived I applied for my dis-
charge so that I could return home from
the dangerous war at the border. When:
T applied to the colonel, and he sent my
application in to headquarters at
Brownsville, word came back from
there that military authorities had been
searching all over for me, inasmuch as
I had enlisted ‘in the regular army. It
will ‘be remembered that this mistake
was made by the captain in Camp Whit-
man when I appeared to take the Fed-
eral oath te transfer me to'the Fed-
eralized guard. :

I therefore remained in camp some
time longer till my official status was
determined, but as nothing developed, I
again talked the matter over with the
colonel. It developed that he was un-
able to give me a furlough because my
time was already up and T was no
longer a member of the Federalized
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guard, and that he himself did not have
the authority to discharge a member of
the regular army. We decided that be-
cause of my connection with the regular
army I would never be able to get past
Brownsville without credentials of some
sort, so finally he agreed to give me a
conditional furlough which would. al-
low me to return home and attempt to
untangle my affairs.

Upon arriving in New York Iat once
went to Governor’s Island military
headquarters, and learned several inter-
esting things. In the first place I
learned that I was not a member of the
regular army, because the. captain who
told me to sign the blank did not have
the authority to enlist me in the regular
army and-that it would ha®e been im-
possible for me to have enlisted anyway
while I was still a member of the Na-
tional Guard. I next learned that I
was no longer a member of the Fed-
eralized guard but was still on the three-
year reserve list of the organization. I
received my back pay from the authori-
ties. at Governor's Island but learned
that traveling expenses were only paid
to the man’s home from the place where
he was discharged. So inasmuch as my
expenses from Governor's Island to
the Sixty-ninth Regiment Armory were
five cents, T was presented with a nickel,
the only traveling expenses I received
from the border. I didn’t argue this
point, however, because I was too glad
to get things straightened out.

I returned to my work with the .cus-
toms service and shortly afterward re-
ceived an official letter from Washing-
ton asking an explanation as to how I
happened to be on the customs pay roll
and that of the regular army at the same
time. A little correspondence served to

.explain this to the satisfaction of every

one, and shortly after that I applied for
and was granted a discharge from the
Federahzed national reserve. So as a
private citizen once more I felt as
though the honorable discharge had

just about counterbalanced the dis-
honorable one inasmuch as the character
report on the former was “excellent.”

My military activities, however, were -

by no means finished, for on April 6,

1917, the United States declared war on

Germany, and the men of this country
began flocking to the training camps.
In the summer of 1917 I applied to
Washington for an athletic director-
ship in one of the training camps.

I was finally appointed with thirty-
one other men, one for each of the
large cantonments. I learned later that
I was the only one of these to receive
the appointment without the credentlals
of a college education.

We were appointed by-the quarter-
master general as civilian aids on the
general’s staff under authorization made

possible by an executive order of Presi-
dent Wilson.

I became a civilian aid on the staff of
Brigadier General W. H. Sage, in com-
mand of the Thirty-eighth Division at
Camp Shelby, Mississippi. After en-
tering upon my duties, which made me
responsible for the entire athletic pro-
gram of about thirty thousand men, I
received the following personal letter
from General Sage which, I believe, is 2
fair example of the importance which
this country attached to athletics in the
developing of her soldiers. -

Dear Sir: In connection with letter from
Mr. Stringer, would state in my mind the im-
portance of athletics in the army is sec-
ondary only to the importance of drill and
military instruetion. It aids materially in
carrying out drills and instruction by mak-
ing the men alert, and keeps them in a good
physical condition.

Men who have not athletics to fall back
on are liable to devote their spare time to
pursuits which are neither good for their
moraks nor their efficiency as soldiers. It
also gives them no time to mope and brood
about conditions at home which are not good
for them. Men who haven't anything of this
kind to fall back upon are a good deal more
liable to homesickness than men who can
cnjoy healthful exercise.

For years athletics have been recognized

factor, and everything has been done to en-
courage thesc sports. Very respectfully,

W. H. Sacg,
Brigadier General, U. S. A, Commanding.

Needless to say, this sudden advent
into the surroundings in which I now
found myself made me appreciate the
feelings of Alice in Wonderland when
she stepped through the looking-glass.
In all my military experience 1 had
been nothing more than a buck private,
with the private’s instinctive awe of all
that pertained to gold braid and shoul-
der bars. And now here I was, an aid
on the general’s staff and practically a
member of his household. I'll admit
that I walked up and down in front of
headquarters for some time before 1
summoned courage enough to enter and
announce myself,

I soon found, though, that even gen-
erals can be human and in all my ex-
perience as athletic director in the army
camps I always received the heartiest
and most intelligent codperation from
the general in charge of the division.
The only reprimand I ever reccived was
for not seeing the general more fre-
quently.

It was here that I was deeply im-
pressed by the momentous posmbxhtxes
of this work and its tremendous in-
fluence in developing men, both physi-
cally and mentally. The camp was situ-
ated in a lonesome section of the State,
heavily wooded with great stately pines,
and was practically isolated from all
outside influence. Athletics, therefore,
represented practically the only avail-
able recreation for the men, the number
of which varied from thirty to forty
thousand.

With the great amount of athletic tal-
ent in the camp the inclination was, at
first, to develop divisional teams which
would compete against the teams of
other divisions, Our baseball teams
played games against big league teams,
and practically every divisional team we

0

-in the army as an exceedingly important



" proportion as the baseball team. -

It soon became evident, hbwéver',‘"t'hét!'
too much time and attention was being

‘paid to these few individuals, so in the
face of a lot of opposition, I started out
to abolish this practice and to confine

competition to the companies and regi-

ments of our own division. In this

manner [ figured to stimulate the inter-

est of the sport in every single man. My
pet argument in this respect was, that it
would do no good to produce one man
who could run one hundred yards in
‘nine and three-fifths seconds. He’d
only get out in front and get shot to
pieces. ‘The real value of the training
“lay in out ability to produce an army-of
men who could cover one hundred yards
‘in eleven seconds,.inasmuch as an army
moves only as fast as. its slowest men.
"To this end I organized.a pyramid
system whereby I made every attempt to
“multiply myself.” By that I mean, I
would .train. a certain number of men
and then make them responsible for
‘their regiment. They in turn would
_make certain men responsible for cer-
tain sports in each company of tzleir
regiment. . In this manner we organized
a system of athletics, which enlisted the

TO BE CONTINUED.

turned -ouf was just as formidable in- -
" "and, as. General:‘Sage suggested-in: his

* tice was signed.

¥

:services of “every’ man in the- division,

letter, the influence of , mass :athletics
proved, beyond a doubt, their valile in
‘the training of the men. -

I remained in Camp Shelby until the
_division was sent overseas. I was then
transferred to' Camp Green, Charlotte,
N. C., where I remained until the armis-

My work in these camps was one of
-the most. pleasant and valuable expe-
riences of my.life. It gave me the
opportunity to ‘test my theory of ath-
letics for the masses, and the results of
the experiment went a long way to con- .
firm the theory. It seems that .the col-
Jeges of the country could draw some
rather important conclusions from the
data on this subject that the army camps
made available. I have always felt that !
the physical condition of the mass of .
the college students was subordinated to
too great a degree to the condition of
eleven men on a football squad, or nine
men on a baseball team. A great many
institutions, however, are adopting sys- -
tems along these lines, which hold up '
a student’s diploma until he or she are °
able to conform to certain athletic re-
quirements. It's a mighty good idea. '

Spiked Shoes ahd Cinder Paths

An Athlete's Story

By Melvin W. Sheppard

PART X.

. Widespread interest in the recent Olympic games in France adds a special interest to
this instaliment of Mr. Sheppard’s reminiscences, in which the famous runner tells of his

experiences at the Olympic games of 1912.

N the preceding chapter of these
reminiscences I confined myself
entirely to my varied experiences

of military life, and attempted to illus-
trate the far-reaching effects that ath-
letics may have even in matters far re-
moved from spiked shoes and cinder
paths.

My last mention of A. A. U. com-
petition was in the fall of 1910 after I
had followed my successful summer at
record breaking with a brief but event-
ful reign as king of the Cofiey Island
Mardi Gras; which all but ruined me
physically, mentally and financially, and
was partially responsible for my defeat
in the National Championships at New
Orleans. )

A glance at my notes, then, show

“that after making a clean sweep of the

three championships—Metropolitan, Na-
tional, and Canadian—in 1906, ‘o7 and
'08, my name did not figure once among
the winners of these championships dur-
ing 1909 and 1910. In 1909 I competed
in none of them because of an infected
foot.

It was a peculiar fact, and one of the
queer things that are always popping up
in athletics, that, although 1910 was my

most successful of any year in competi-
tion and although I was awarded the
high-point score trophy, presented each
year by the Irish-American A. C, 1

did not succeed in winning a single

championship.

- In the indoor championships Gissing
again beat me both in the thousand and
the ' six-hundred yards. For the re-
mainder of the indoor season I eased
myself along and gradually felt myself
returning to form. This was first evi-
denced by a victory over Gissing at
five hundred yards in one of the first
outdoor meets of the season.

My real return to form came in the
outdoor National Championship of 1911.
I was entered in the half-mile which
turned out to be one of the most spec-
tacular races I ever ran.

The meet was held in the big leagué
baseball park at Pittsburgh, on July 1.
Because of the baseball games, the field

_was unavailable till two days before the

meet, and in these two days an attempt
was made to lay the track for the Na-
tional Championships. For this purpose
cinders were hauled in and spread about
two inches deep in the space which had
been surveyed and staked out for the
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track. - The cinders were then wet down
and heavily rolled. The track makers
then called the job completed and prayed
for a nice hot sun. Their prayers were
answered, and when the time for the
meet arrived the track was covered
with a nice crust of baked cinders, which
was scooped up at the first dig of spiked
shoes, exposing the loose cinders under-
neath.

There was a great deal of interest
centered about the half-mile event, prin-
cipally because Edmundson, of Seattle,
the national champion in 1gog, would be
on hand to attempt to regain his title.
Edmundson had won this event in San
Francisco in 1909 and inasmuch as he
had defeated Gissing ‘in that race, he
was considered practically unbeatable.

1t will be remembered that Gissing de-

feated me at this distance in the Cham-

pionships in 1910 at New Orleans, al-.

though Edmundson was not entered in
that race. :

Edmundson, then, was the strong
favorite this year at Pittsburgh. 1 was
conceded no more than an outside chance
because of my indifferent showing up
to this time.

At the start of the race. Edmundson
took the lead and set a mighty stiff pace.
This suited me all right, because I fig-
ured that if I was in condition I would
prefer to be pulled out in the early
stages. So I tagged along within easy
striking distance of the leader and let
him run his race.

And I must admit he ran some race.
It looked for a while as though he was
strong enough to hold the pace all the
way through. I felt the strain beginning
to get me in the legs and chest, so as
we came into the home stretch I started
my sprint. It was a rather feeble at-
tempt at a sprint. but it served to draw
me even with Edmundson and T noted
with satisfaction that he was in just as
bad shape as T was. His head was back.
and his breath was whistling in queer
gasps from his lungs. T remember this
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in a sort of a haze as I passed him in
the last few yards.

I learned a few seconds later that,
just as I passed him, he collapsed in a
heap within two yards of the finish line.
Riley of the Irish-American A. C. passed
the fallen Edmundson to take a second
place, and, just as he :crossed the line,

he also collapsed. I had staggered a J 7

few yards beyond the finish when my
knees suddenly refused to bear my
weight any longer, so I followed the
example of the other two and toppled to
the ground. All three of us had run -
ourselves completely out. I have never
before seen three men pass out at the
same time at the finish of a race of
that distance. '

__The time was 1:54:1, which estab-
Tished a new championship récord, afid

“which T believe, under the circumstances_
of the poor track, was one of the best

halves T ever tan.

" TrtheMetropolitan Championships a

few weeks later I again regained my
title by winning the 880 in 1:54:3.

In the Canadian Championships, held
on September 23 at Montreal I also
brought that title back into the fold.

‘The time was practically the same as

in the Mets, 1:54:4. After a half-hour
rest I decided that I felt fit enough to
enter the 440, and soon found that I was
justified in this decision by winning that
event also in forty-nine and two fifths
seconds.

During that indoor season and the
spring of 1912, all meets pointed toward

the Olympic games to be held that year

in Stockholm, Sweden. In the majority .

of mv races I was successful enough so

that I was conceded a place on the team.
I was watching myself carefully, how-

ever, and trving for once in my life to -

use a little intellizence in the number

of meets T signed up for, and to take "3
as manyv precautions as possible against 3

hurning mysel? out before the try-outs.
The vesult of these precautions was that
T had myvself in 2 mighty satisfying con-
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dition at the time of the try-outs which
were held in the Harvard stadium at
Cambridge, Mass., on June 8. I entered
these games with none of the misgivings
that I had felt at the time of the previous
try-outs in 19o8. In fact my confidence
almost resulted in disaster.

In the trial heats of the 8oo-meter
race, I won mine without a great deal of
trouble, but upon finishing, was accosted
good naturedly by the man who had run
second.

“You ran a good race that time, Shep-
pard,” he said, “but if you don’t travel
a whole lot faster than that in the finals,
I’'m going to beat you.”

I didn’t pay much attention to this
because I had heard the same thing be-
fore on various occasions. I inquired,
however, who the chap was, and learned
that his name was Dave Caldwell, but
nobody had ever heard of him before or
knew anything about his running. The
time, by the way, for the heat was
1:53:22. I wondered how fast he ex-
pected the final to go.

As the finals came around I trailed -

for the first lap and then jumped into
the lead. The pace was pretty hot and
when I swung into the home stretch I
figured that I had the race all to myself.
Imagine my surprise, then, when a form
flashed by me and set sail for the tape.
It was Caldwell, and my astonishmeént
was so great that it was a second or
so before I could uncork enough sprint
to head his wild rush. He certainly took
me completely by surprise, and I man-
aged to beat him only by a scant
yard.

This race always serves to remind me
of an extremely significant thing in ath-
letics. I have always believed that there
are any number of potential record
breakers and champions, walking the
streets every day and engaged in the or-
dinary routine of education and business.
It is one thing of which a person is never
sure until he tries. Tt is easily possible
that there are men, who have never worn
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a track shoe or who are not interested
enough in the sport to know a discus
from a hurdle, but who, nevertheless, if
properly trained could go out and smash
a few of the existing records.

There are any number of cases on
record where boys have learned through
pure accident that they possessed run-
ning ability. It is reasonable to expect
then that there are any number to whom
this accident has never happened.

Take for instance, the case of Cald-
well. Here was an unknown runner,
coming through in the biggest meet of
the year, with a burst of natural speed
that completely astounded the spectators,
and established for himself a place on
the American Olympic team.

So when any one asks me if I think

.they may be able to run, my only advice

is to purchase a pair of spiked shoes and
find out. You may be a world beater.

About one hundred and fifty men
were finally selected to compose the team
which sailed June 14, one week later.
Of this number, most of the men were
for the track and field events. There
were also, swimmers, boxers, wrestlers,
fencers, tennis players, bicycle riders,
and riflemen along. Mike Murphy was
again head coach and James Sullivan
had been chosen once more as United
States commissioner.

A great crowd was at the docks to
see us off, and there was the usual ex-
citement of farewells. The crowd be-
came so large and enthusiastic in its
demonstrations that the police reserves
had to be summoned to keep numerous
excited track fans from getting shoved
into the water.

Before sailing T was in receipt of
numerous letters and telegrams from
friends to wish me luck on the other
side. ‘One telegram which was delivered
aboard the ship was from Congressman
E. F. Kinkead. Mr. Kinkead had be-
friended me on several occasions, and

in this instance he had attempted to ar-

range for my salary as a customs em-
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ployee to continue while I was abroad
with the team.
He wired as follows:

Under the law the secretary of the treas-
ury is prohibited from making the disburse-
ment requested by me. I sincerely regret
that [ was not able to help you out in this
matter, but want you to feel that any time
I can be of service to you in any way that
my best efforts are at your command. Best
wishes to you and my other friends on the
Olympic team for a pleasant and successful
trip. We will all be rooting for you to
bring back the championship.

E. F. KINkEAD.

While I was in Europe, Mr. Kinkead
made furthér attempts to have my salary
continued while I was away. He even
went so far as to introduce a bill to this
effect in Congress. The bill passed the

House of Representatives but-was killed

by the Senate.

I was also tremendously pleased and
just a bit embarrassed when, just before
sailing time, two men bore a huge floral
horseshoe on board and presented it to
me in the names of my friends in the
customs service. It was all of six feet
high, and made a fragrant but somewhat
bulky ornament for my state room, be-
fore it became so withered that it had
to be thrown overboard with fitting sol-
emnities.

The Olympic committee this year had
chartered an entire ship, the Finland,
for the athletes, and I doubt if a more
strangely equipped ship ever took to the
water.

There was a cork running track, circ-
ling the promenade deck, with an e.ight_\'-
yard straightaway for the sprinters.
Forward on the lower deck were two
great swimming tanks made of canvas.
From supports overhead harnesslike
straps hung suspended from trolleys that
permitted the swimmers on the team to
take daily practice all the way across the
ocean. With the harness around their
bodies they could go through all the
motions but could make little progress.
It looked like discouraging practice.
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At the other end of the ship was a
tennis court. Where the niet should have
been was a board wall with a line, net
high, painted across it. The tennis play-
ers would stand back and bang their
ball against the wall which made a fine
substitute for an opponent.

Midship, on the decks below the prom-
enade, were real sand pits into which
the broad jumpers, high jumpers, and
pole - vaulters could practice.  The
weather had to be pretty smooth before
the coach would allow the men to work,
but they were able to practice a couple
of days.

There were also stationary bicycles for
the bike team, and all the athletic ap-
paratus one would expect to find in a
well-equipped gym. There were wrest-
ling mats, boxing rings and even a tar-
get range.

Shortly after the Finland cleared port
the team adopted an official mascot,
the person of a fifteen-year-old stow—
away by the name o Harry Naughton.
Harry was found by one of the crew
in a lifeboat, and it was planned to send
him back to shore with the pilot, who
was about to leave the ship. But when
it was learned that the lad, an athlete
himself, had worshiped from afar the
exploits of the famous men of the team,
and, although unable to raise the money
for such a trip, had determined to sail
with the boys, and ‘that this determina-
tion had inspired him to ride the rods
of the Twentieth Century Limited from
Toledo, Ohio, and to slip aboard the
ship, hide in the lifeboat and live for
two days before the ship sailed on the
hard-tack and water stored there, then
it was decided that here indeed was a
worthy mascot for any team. The ath-
letes raised such a protest when they
learned the youngster was to be sent
back, that Colonel M. D. Thompson
stepped forward and said that it would
be a pleasure to pay the fare of a lad
with as much perseverance as that.

The boy’s stubbornness and gameness

in the face of such tremendous odds
struck a sympathetic cord in every ath-
lete aboard, and we were all mighty glad
when Colonel Thompson advanced the
youngster’s fare and allowed us to keep
him as a mascot.

The trip across was uneventful, but
extremely pleasant. Intelligent routine
and discipline kept every member of the
team in excellent condition, and we ar-
rived none the worse for the voyage.

The Finland carried also a cargo of
freight which she put in at Antwerp to
discharge. To reach Antwerp it was
necessary to go through the southern

corner of Holland, and this brief passage.

through the flat low lands of the Nether-
lands painted a picture in my mind which
will never die.

Often I had seen pictures of wind-
mills, in Dutch landscapes, but somehow
or other on canvas they had looked life-
less and artificial. I don’t know why,
except perhaps, that it is impossible to
confine within the frame of a picture the
surroundings of these windmills which
actually give them life and character.
In a picture a windmill is a windmill,
But when seen from the decks of a slow-
moving ship, they arise unexpectedly in
all their quaint dignity from the low, flat
shores on either side, and represent, not
the means of harnessing an element, but
a living symbol of Holland herself. The
sails on some are furled and the four
latticed arms point grotesquely at the
earth and sky. Others are open for
business and the great blades turn lazily
as the mill, like some intelligent beast of
burden, goes patiently about its task and
continues its work of centuries.

In glancing over the above it seems
that the country must have affected me
even more seriously than I had at first
imagined. I never attempted to put my
impressions of the windmills into words
before, and I believe in the future I
will be cautious of the manner in which
I approach this subject for fear T may
break right down and weep.

As we were towed by tugs into the
river at Antwerp, we passed hundreds
and hundreds of canal barges ; long, nar-
row boats, about a hundred feet in
length, most of them representing the
home and the means of livelihood of
their owners. From the high decks of
our ship we could get a fine bird’s-eye
view of these barges, which were packed
one against the other along the banks.
It was significant that everything about
the craft positively shone with cleanli-
ness. The occupants clattered about the
spotless decks in wooden shoes, which
they were careful to remove when they
entered their living quarters. They had
the knack of slipping out of these with-
out breaking their stride, and leaving
them neatly lined up beside the door.
That must have taken a lot of practice.

We spent several days at Antwerp,
but for fear this chapter might resolve
itself into a travelogue I won’t cover
our sight-seeing in detail.

The cathedral there impressed me
more than any of the other points of
interest. I remember particularly a fine
strip of brass laid into the stone of the
floor diagonally across the center of the
floor. This aroused my curiosity and I
asked one of the attendants what it was
there for. He pointed to a tiny round
hole high up in the stained glass of one
of the windows and explained that at a
certain time of the year the sun, shining
through this opening, would cast a little
disc of light on the floor and as the
earth rotated the disc would follow the
brass line. When this day arrived all
the timepieces would be regulated and
given a fresh start for the following
year. I couldn’t help but think that it
would have been rather unfortunate if
it had rained on the appointed day.

The cathedral was filled with original
paintings of masters. In one dark cor-
ner, visible only by the light of a candle,
was an original by Leonardo da Vinci,
the head of Christ done on marble. Tt
was an exquisite piece of work. T had




Paris, and the guide in Antwerp, cover-
ing the lower part of the face, called
our attention to the remarkable resem-
blance of the expression of the eyes in
the two pictures.

From Antwerp we sailed up through
the North Sea into the Baltic and put
in at Stockholm, our destination. We
arrived about two o’clock in the morning,
and were awakened by shouting. We
rushed to the portholes and found that
we were steaming slowly up the fiord.

It was at the time of the year when
Sweden was getting the full benefit of
the midnight sun, and we noticed, to
our astonishment, that it was almost as
light as day. Out of curiosity 1 picked
up a newspaper and found that I was
able to read easily by the light coming
through the port. T called the attention
of my roommate, Lawson Robertson, to
this peculiar fact.

We were passing between high,
wooded banks, and we soon learned that
the shouting came from crowds of na-
tives grouped high along the shore. The
brilliant color of their costumes stood
out distinctly in the dim light and
formed a most picturesque and beautiful
setting. Awakened, as we had been,
and still a bit drowsy, this unusual wel-
come had all the characteristics of some
weird fairy tale. They were shouting
“Welcome, Americanos,” English obvi-
ously learned for the occasion, but
mighty pleasant to hear, nevertheless. If
this, we told one another as we climbed
back into bed, was an indication of
Swedish hospitality, we certainly had a
lot to look forward to. We learned later
that this was merely a sample.

The water was too shallow for the
Finland to dock so we were taken ashore
in motor launches which the boat car-
ried. It was necessary to maintain a
regular ferry service to bring the ath-
letes to and from the ship, which served
as our headquarters. ]

We landed on Sunday morning and

" seen his Mona Lisa in the Louvre at< at once found ourselves surrouti ed by

a brand of hospitality that we never
dreamed existed. I have never seen the
equal of the Swedes as hosts, and I have
heard the same thing from numerous
athletes who have had the good fortune
to compete there at various times.

One reason, I believe, that we found
the Swedes so congenial, was that they
resembled Americans more than the citi-
zens of any other country we had ever’
visited, not even excepting England. For
Sweden was different from the other
countries we knew because of the fact
that they were anxious-to adapt all
things American. If they were able to
learn a lesson in industry, education or
athletics from America, they were
broad-minded enough to admit as much
and eager to take advantage of the les-
son. So even though our languages were
different, we soon found that we had a
great deal in common. Even our sense
of humor ceincided, and that, I believe,
is one of the most unifying elemeats 1
know.

When I say that they showed us every
consideration I am putting it mildly.

Nothing, it seemed, was too much for-

them to do for the visiting Americans.

Before we had exchanged our money

into krone we wished to make certain
purchases at the stores. When the pro-

prietors learned that we were members -

of the American team they gladly gave
us anything we wanted and told us to
come back and pay later.

In this comnection I am extremely
sorry ta say that a couple of the boys
took advantage of this kindness. 1t is

something that any American should be-

ashamed to admit, but I am mentioning
it at this tinfe merely to illustrate the
point that, unfortunate as it may be,
there are always members of a team who
are too morally weak to support the
standards of their country. A few of
these men can do more harm and create
a worse impression than an entire team
will be able to overcome. For this rea-

son, I cannot help
the most important factors entering into
tne selection of a team is the character-
of the men. I place this above a man’s
athletic ability, because the main object
of the Olympic games is not to roll up
points. A team in defeat can still be
splendidly victorious if each man has
so conducted himself that each country
represented in the games regards him
with the respect due to a good winner,
a good loser and a gentleman.

While we were becoming acclimated
to the country and taking our daily
work-outs, the Swedes did not allow us
to forget for a moment that we were
their guests and any of our wishes within
reason were granted as though by magic.
They took particular pains to present the
city of Stockholm to its best advantage,
and were continually arranging sight- .
seeing tours, either in or about the city
or down the fiords, which present some

~ of the most beautiful waterways in the

Sis

world. Stockholm is called the Venice
of-the North and the Swedes have every
.reason to be proud of this magnificent
city. :

Among the points of interest which
were called to our attention was the
‘birthplace of the famous Jenny Lind,
whose -immortal voice thrilled all of
Europe. Upon her visit to New York
in 1850 there was no building large
enough to hold the vast throngs who
flocked to hear her sing.

During all our round of sight-seeing
and entertainment, however, we did not
forget for an jnstant the purpose of our
-presence in Sweden. And when -the
opening day of the games arrived we
were all in the best possible condition,
mentally and physically.

The opening ceremonies, attended by
royalty, were very impressive. They
were held in the new stadium, which had
not only been constructed from the
standpoint of beauty, but also for serv-
ice. We were mighty pleased to find
that all the labor had not been placed on

the structure of the grand stand, and
that the track itself was splendidly con-
structed and fast as lightning.

The 8oo-meters was the first event
in which I was entered. There were no
great upsets in the preliminary heat and

. America qualified six men for the finals,
‘Meredith, Putnum, Davenport, Ed-

mundson, Caldwell and myself. OQur
most dangerous competitor was Braun,
of Germany. Brock, of Canada, was
the eighth man,

Previous performances all went to
show that I was the favorite in the race,
and as we were talking the matter over
before, we decided that Braun. was the
one we had to fear. Ted Meredith,
therefore, volunteered to set a pace at
th start and kill off Braun if possible.
It was decided that I could come up
later and go through to win. So much
for our previous plans.

As the race was called it was found
that Meredith had drawn eighth posi-
tion from the pole while 1 had drawn
third. I figured, then, if I allowed Ted
1o go out and get the pole it would mean
that T would be caught in the triangular
jam that would at once form after the
start, when each man crowded in toward
the ‘pole, and in order to get up among
the leaders I would have to run wide
around the pack. My only salvation
then was to grab the pole myself, which
I did at the crack of the gun. I set a
terrific pace in order to perform the
duty myself of running the German into
the ground.

It is needless to say that I was never
before in a race containing so many
wonderful half-milers. And the unusual
part of the whole thing was, that each
one happened to be in the best of condi-
tion at that time. Therefore, the pace
I set seemed to have no effect at all and
we were all bunched and running strong
when we swung into the home stretch.

Then the real fight started. First one
man and then another would force his
way up and challenge for the lead.
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lishing a new world’s record for that
distance. In this connection it might be
interesting to mention the fact that each
member of the relay team had a quarter-
mile record of 48:2 or better.

In the closing ceremonies the point
winners received their medals from the
king. The winners were accorded the
especial distinction of a laurel wreath
placed upon their brow. A very im-
pressive proceeding, but just a bit un-
comfortable and embarrassing.

I was impressed with a certain inci-
dent which occurred while the games
were in progress. The King of Sweden
had made his headquarters on a warship,
anchored in the harbor a short distance
from the Finland. One evening he sent
a delegation over to our boat bearing
the message that the king would like to
talk to James Thorpe, the wonderful all-
around athlete from Carlisle Indian
School. Thorpe, unfortunately, was not
on board at the time, but I was im-
pressed with the heights to which ath-
letics might raise a man, and the import-
ance they cause him to assume in the
eyes of others. I don’t imagine there
are a great number of men from any
country whom a king would consider
worthy of a personal invitation to call.

At the close of the games the team
broke up into groups, some to go sight-
seeing and others to combine sight-see-
ing with invitations to compete in meets
in various countries. Most of the boys
went back to Antwerp on the Finland

and started from there, but our program -

was so complete that we started di-
rectly from Stockholm.

Our party consisted of Joe O’Donnell,
whom I have mentioned from time to
time, as one of my best friends and one
of the heartiest athletic fans I ever knew.
He always managed to he present in
some manner or other at all track meet-
ings of any importance. In this instance
he had heen of the greatest service to
his friends on the team, in the capacity
of morale builder and adviser. He had
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taken the interests of every one of the
boys to heart and had made every effort
to help the team in any way he could.
Joe, by the way, accompanied us in the
capacity of manager, arranging for our
expenses and taking charge of all our
money, so that we would be sure to
get home comfortably.

Ted Meredith and Don Lippincott
composed the other two members of our
party.

We left Stockholm by rail for Malmo,
a port at the extreme south of Sweden.
From there we took a boat for Germany,

The sea, fortunately, was smooth -

enough for us to enjoy a meal while en
route. The meal consisted of the Swe-
dish Smorgasbord—*“bread and butter
board”’—which can best be described by
picturing an entire delicatessen store
piled on a single table. If there was
anything lacking in the way of cold
meats, salads, cheeses and relishes, I
can’t imagine what it could have been,
and the best feature of the whole thing
was that each person took a plate and
helped himself. A rather pathetic inci-
dent happened in this connection.

Ralph Rose, one of the ‘“whales,”
somehow or other conceived the impres-
sion that everything eaten had to be paid
for after the manner of a cafeteria.
This was unfortunate for him but for-
tunate for the rest of us, because as it
was, he only ate his normal amount—
about a three-man meal—but if he had
known that everything was included in
the passage, he would have most likely
cleared the table. He learned later of
his mistake and the discovery practically
ruined his trip.

We arrived at a German port, I forget
the name, and started for Berlin by rail.
We arrived there late in the afternoon
and were met by a committee which in-
formed us that they had arranged for
our entertainment.

Our first sight-seeing trip, under the
direction of the committee, was to the
zoo. As we passed through the turn-
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stile, we were slightly surprised to be
asked for an admission fee. This we
paid, thinking that something had
slipped up in the arrangements, but
later, at a banquet, when each of us paid
for his own plate, we decided that it
was the German custom for entertain-
ing guests. We were also at a loss to
explain the true derivation of the term
“Dutch treat"—perhaps just a slight
error in geography.

Quite a large number of the American
athletes had been invited to compete in
the meet next day. I had been invited

. to run in no particular event, so I de-

cided that I would prefer the 1000-me-
ters to the 80o-meters. I therefore en-
tered in the former event and learned,
much to my surprise, that this was much
against the wishes of Braun, of Ger-
many, who took a fourth in the Olym-
pics. Braun, it seems, was perfectly con-
fident that he was a better man over that
distance than I, and he wouldn’t have
been a real runner if he hadn’t thought
so. It seems also that he was possessed
of a passionate desire to lead me to the
tape, a desire which had been formed
when I beat him in the 1908 Olympics
in London, and which had been upper-
most in his mind ever since. When he
learned then, that he was not to run
against me in Berlin, he was keenly dis-
appointed. He came over to me and
said:

“You are not running in the 800-me-
ters because you are afraid of me. You
know I am the better man. But never
mind, we will meet shortly in Glasgow,
Scotland, and we will surely decide then
who is the faster.”

It seems to me that a desire like this
to win was a distinct strain on the prin-
ciple of amateur athletics, so rather than
consent to a “grudge” race at this time,
I stuck to my plan of running the 100o0-
meters, which I won and made a new
record for the distance. Ted. by the
way, entered the Soo and was beaten by
Braun.
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In another set of games we were in-
vited to run a medley relay, but inasmuch
as there were only three runners in our
party, we, at first, could not see our
way clear. Finally, however, we decided
that O’Donnell was a good enough man-
ager, but that he had a pretty easy job
considering the fact that we were doing
all the work. We therefore held a con-
ference and decided to make Joe do a
little work too. So we entered a four-
man team.

Joe had not had on a shoe in years,
and when he was running he was a
distance man. We figured, however,
that I would run the 8oo-meters, Mere-
dith the 400 and Lippincott the 200, and
that each of us should be able to gain
at least four yards, which would make a
total of 12 yards we would turn over to
Joe for his 100 meters. Nobody, we
felt, could lose 100 meters with a 12-
yard lead.

Our plans went smoothly and we
turned the lead over to Joe. He tore
down the track like a two-year-old, but
about seventy-five yards out his legs
seemed to stiffen at the knees like a
rusty hinge. We could almost hear the
joints creak as Joe pumped them bravely
up and down. The German sprinter be-
gan to close the gap, but Joe struggled
along. As the tape approached he had
slowed almost to a walk, but with a des-
perate lunge he managed to break it
about an inch ahead of the German.
And thus it happened that the famous
American relay team that beat the flower
of Germany, was composed of Shep-
pard, Meredith, Lippincott and O’Don-
nell.

After the games we decided that as
long as German hospitality offered no
prospects of lightening the load on our
own pocketbooks, we might as well en-
tertain ourselves in a manner most
agreeable to us. In this connection we
were fortunate to meet a New York the-
atrical man who had for years spent his
summers in Berlin. He was able, it
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seems, to pay his passage first class .to
and from Germany and to live there in
luxury for the entire summer, for less
than his hotel bill and living expenses
in New York would amount to. This
chap volunteered to act as a guide and,
under his direction, it is doubtful if we
missed much of anything that was worth
seeing.

We visited the summer home of the
Kaiser, in Potsdam, about sixteen miles
from Berlin. The quaint one-story pal-
ace is situated on an island in the River
Havel and is notable chiefly from its
association with Frederick the Great by
whom it was built.

We had to pay a small admission fee
before entering and when inside, were
compelled to slip into a pair of large
felt shoes by means of which we skated
over the polished floors from room to
room.

We also visited the Kaiser’s winter
home in Berlin where we were subjected
to the same skating process. Here we
witnessed that famous ceremony, the
changing of the guard. It was unusually
impressive.

In the palace itself we saw the historic
Red Room which so pleased the fancy
of Theodore Roosevelt that the Kaiser
ordered dinner served there. The Kaiser
later renamed the room the “Roosevelt
Room.” v

In another of the rooms was the cor-
onation chair, elevated on its pedestal
and protected by a rope of red plush.
At this point we hung back until the
guide with the rest of the party was out
of sight, then we each took turns climb-
ing over the rope and sitting in the chair.
It would have been quite impossible for
me to have passed an opportunity of
that sort, inasmuch as T had already
stolen one brief sit in the coronation
chair of Fngland.

We were taken also to the Ice Pal-
ace. one of Berlin’s- chief amusement
places. Tt was larger and more beauti-
ful than anything 1 have ever seen in
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this country, consisting of a huge ice
arena, surrounded by terraces of tables
for the guests, each terrace increasing
in price as it approached the arena. On
the ice was a continuous, swiftly moving,
rapidly changing mass of performers.
One ballet would give place to another
and expert skaters would thrill the
watchers with their speed and grace.

We were principally impressed in
Berlin with two things, the cheapness
of living conditions and the subjection
of the women. By the latter I mean that
the man in Germany seemed to be su-
preme and his attitude toward women
was that of a person toward some in-
ferior thing necessary to his pleasure.

We left Berlin for Budapest where we
had been invited to attend another set of
games. We went by rail and passed
through many places of interest such as
Dresden, Prague, and Vienna, although
we were unable to stop at any for any
length of time. We were especially
pleased with the method of serving meals
while en route. It was possible to pur-
chase for a couple of marks a huge bas-
ket of food at any of the towns we
passed through. There was enough to
keep us eating for the next twenty-five
miles, at the end of which time we could
leave the basket at any station and it
would be returned to the place where we
had received it.

The trip was uneventful except for
an amusing incidenit at the Austrian
border. There was another man in our
compartment, a German, whose disposi-
tion seemed to be in a bad state of fer-
mentation. Throughout the trip our
traveling companion insisted upon keep-
ing the shade lowered to keep the sun

out. Then one of us would raise it and .

he’d pull it down again. By the time
we had reached the border matters were
verging closely upon assault and battery,
but hostilities were suspended while the
customs officer examined our baggage.

When he reached our compartment
we signified by signs that we were
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Americans -and by'poinang to the em- -

blems on our suitcases, informed him
that we were members of the Olympic
team. The inspector turned out to be a
mighty decent sort, and upon learning
we were athletes, smilingly signified that
he would not bother us by examining
our baggage. He then turned his at-
tention to the German, who had noted

- our exemption with much disapproval.

So when his turn came to be exam-
ined, he evidently felt that he also,
should be spared the trouble of opening
his bags. The inspector, though, had
other ideas on the subject, whereupon
the pair began to swap ideas in a man-
ner highly pleasing to the rest of us.
Of course we were unable to understand
what it was all about, but their tones
and expressions gave us a pretty good
idea. '

To our immense joy the inspector
turned out to be a man of action. The
passenger lost the argument with a sud-
denness that brought tears of gratitude
—or maybe it was mirth—to our eyes,
and the last we saw of our recent com-
panion, he was raging up and down the
station platform, with his baggage piled
about him in a confused heap.

The railroad from Vienna to Buda-
pest followed the lovely Danube. The
beauty of this section of the trip*almost
took our breaths away. We were espe-

-cially impressed by the ruins of great

castles on the high banks of the river;
castles, which we learned had been
stormed and partially destroyed in an-
cient religious wars. They were tre-
mendously impressive as they towered
in all their crumbling dignity above the
tree tops, and fought a slowly losing
fight with the great mats of ivy that
covered almost every inch of their re-
maining walls.

In the sections where the river passed

through the low level country, a great .

deal of agriculture, mostly truck garden-
ing, was in evidence along the fertile
shores. The women, it seemed, attended
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lto the bulk of the work. F éw men were

visible as the women toiled in the sun,

.hoeing in the fields and gathering the

crops.

Toward evening we noticed, on sev-
eral occasions, women, apparently going
home from their labors, followed by a
long line of geese. Often there seemed
to be as many as one hundred or one
hundred and fifty of the birds, all wad-
dling seriously along behind.

We arrived in Budapest early in the
morning, shortly before daylight, and
found, to our amazement, that the cafés
and amusement places were as busy as
though it were only ten o’clock in the
evening. After we had secured rooms
at a hotel, we went out into the streets
again. . It was daylight now and we
noticed all the cafés and shops closing
up for the day at the time one would
expect them to be opening for business.
We soon learned that the life in Buda-
pest was mostly night. It seemed to be
a clean, wholesome sort of merrymaking,
though. It appeared that everybody
simply forgot the cares and troubles of
the day, set aside all thoughts of busi-
ness, and dedicated the night to play.
It’s just a bit mystifying when they
slept, but none of them seemed to be
the worse for this custom.

We found the committee which wel-
comed us in Budapest to have different
ideas of hospitality than those natives,
with whom we had come in contact, of
the -country we had just left. They
started to entertain us right away and
practically every moment of our time,
until our hour of departure, was taken
up by our hosts.

Budapest, we learned, was composed
of two towns. Buda and Pest. Buda is
much the older of the two and is situated
on the high banks of the Danube. It is
here that Franz Josef, King of Hungary
and emperor of Austria, spent three
months of each vear. The other nine
months he spent at his palace in Vienna.
The view from the high hills of Buda
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was beautiful. A great deal of the
surrounding country was visible, and the
Danube could be seen winding in and
out for miles.

Pest, the more modern of the two
cities, is built on a low, sandy plain on
the opposite side of the river, and,
though the younger city of the two, is
by far the larger.

We found everything there moderate
in price, and the clerks and proprietors
of the stores most courteous and eager
to please. The tipping system in the
restaurants and hotels was a bit unusual
but extremely practical. It was custom-
ary to tip ten per cent but the tip had to
be divided up by the customer into sev-
eral parts. The headwaiter would get
fifty per cent, your own waiter, twenty-
five per cent, the rest to be divided up
among the bus boys or whoever else
tendered any minor services. The math-
ematical end of this system was some-
times slightly confusing, but the head-
waiter was always on hand to offer. his
services. For this purpose he was
equipped with a leather bag, hung to his
belt, which contains sufficient change for
any emergency.

There was a distinct American at-
mosphere around Budapest, contributed
for the greater part by American sports-
men who had come there to follow the
races and to enjoy the gay life of this
remarkable city.

The Magyar Athletic Club, where we
spent ‘a great deal of our time, and
where we were allowed to train, was
situated on an island in the middle of
the river, between the two towns. It
seemed to be an unusually wealthy club.
The equipment was of the finest and no
expense had been spared on the athletic
field, tennis courts and other devices for
recreation which are found about clubs
of this sort.

Tt could he reached both by bridge and
boat. The current of the river was so
strong that when the trip was made by
boat, a great deal of skill was required
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in making a landing. Small high-pow-
ered motor boats were used, and it was
more than fascinating to watch the pilots

of these tiny craft scoot them across the .

water like some huge water bug, head
for the landing at an apparently impos-
sible angle, and be carried snugly to the
wharf by the treacherous current.

At the meet we were, of course, the
guests of honor. Meredith and I were
entered in the 8oo-meter, but during the
race became possessed of such a gentle-
manly attitude toward each other that
we were both badly beaten. It was too
much a case of “After you, my dear
Alphonse,” and while we argued back
and forth the question of who should
win the race, one of the Hungarians
shot by us and gained everlasting fame
by beating the first and second men of
the Olympic games. :

Just before we left, the officials of
the club requested an interview with me,
and offered me the job of coaching their
athletic team. The salary they men-
tioned was more than fair. In fact it
was more than the secretary to the king
was receiving at the time. They even
offered to pay the traveling expenses of
my wife and family to Hungary, as well
as the transportation of all my furniture
and household goods.

I thought of this offer mighty seriously
for a long time but finally decided
against accepting it because of the school
conditions in Budapest. I had the educa-

tion of my children to think of before -

anything else, and" I believe, that if it
had not been for this, I would surely
have accepted the position. My decision
turned out to be a mighty fortunate one,
however, because shortly after that war
was declared. If I had had my family
in Budapest at the time it is hard to
imagine what might have happened. It
is certain that we would have had to
make a hurried trip back to the United
States. Fortunatelv we were spared all
this. From Budapest we set out for
Paris. We stopped for a short time in
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Vienna, and made a hurried sight-seeing
tour of the city. We visited the Aus-
trian palace of Franz Josef, the art
museums and other places of interest.
We were especially #mpressed with the
beautiful streets and the large number
of picturesque fountains and statues at
the street intersections. We also made
brief stops at Munich, Germany, and
Berne, Switzerland.

Our stay at Paris was short and un-
eventful. Because of the fact that we
had come directly from Budapest, we
were especially antagonized by the atti-
tude of the French, all of whom seemed
to have their hands out for the American
dollar. We left Paris for England and
proceeded by rail to Glasgow where we
were expected for other meets.

We were met by practically the same
committee, headed by William Maley,
whom I had met on the occasion of my
previous visit there after the Olympic
games in 1908. After Maley had ex-
pressed his pleasure at seeing me again,
his first question was, “What kind of
shape are you in?”

T was a bit surprised at this and hesi-
tated to say that I had not been as strict
in my training for the last few weeks as
I should have been, but that I still
thought I could stagger a half mile in a
little better than two minutes.

The reason for his concern in my con-
dition was soon evident when he ex-
plained that Braun, of Germany, had
been on hand for some time, training
faithfully with the idea of making a
certain Melvin Sheppard look like a
second-rater. This news could hardly
be termed exhilarating from my view-
point, especially as several match races
had been arranged and given a great
deal of publicity. Braun, himself, con-
tributed to this publicity, by the serious-
ness with which he was taking the com-
ing races, and by his firm belief that he
was still the better man. He had
brought along a whole army of doctors,
attendants, rubbers and trainers.

: 5.

A couple of two-day meetings had
been arranged. The first was to be held
Saturday afternoon, in the football sta-
dium of the Rangers. The event was a
half-mile handicap. Braun, Meredith
and I were running from scratch, and as
it turned out, we all needed a handicap
ourselves. The first two places were
taken by handicap men. I took third
and Braun a fourth. The time was
1:54:1.

On the second day of the meeting,
late Monday afternoon, a special half
mile had been arranged, with Braun as
confident as ever. I think, however, he
began to have his doubts when he again
finished second to me in 1:56:2. Mere-
dith was third.

We spent the remainder of the week
in a short “barnstorming tour” through
England while Braun stayed in Glasgow
and trained. We returned there for the
meet at Celtic Football Club the follow-
ing Saturdav. Again a half-mile race
had been arranged and for the third
time we finished in the same order. It
was after this race that the German
grudgingly admitted that I was the bet-
ter man in the half, but insisted that he
was undoubtedly the faster man in the
quarter-mile. One of the officials of the
games overheard this statement and of-
fered to put on a special quarter-mile
race on the second day of the games. I
agreed to this much against my better
judgment, but T figured that Braun’s
disappointment had been so terribly keen
that he deserved an opportunity for at
least one victory over me, inasmuch as
that had been his main objective for the
last four years. So the race was staged.

Braun, as I expected. opened up a
gap in the first two hundred and twenty
yards, and then I began to gain slowly.
I caught him about fifty yards from the
finish, and as I passed him I heard him
say something in German. The ejacula-
tion was almost a sob, and 1 learned
later from one of the spectators in the
grand stand who understood German
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“and had overheard the remark, that his

exclamation could be translated te read,
“It can not be done!” Braun was con-
vinced at last. ;

And after he had realized this and
had recovered from his first bitter dis-
appointment, I found him to be a mighty
splendid chap. We became excellent
friends before we parted and he even
asked to be allowed to model a bust of
me, which he would send to the United
States when completed. I forgot to men-
tion that Braun had ambitions to be a
sculptor. The war, however, interrupted
his work, and the bust was never com-
pleted.

I didn’t realize the interest our series

.of races had stirred up in Scotland and

England until I had received stacks of
mail from unknown well-wishers from
both countries. The following, which is
a good example, was received from an
English sport writer, before one of the
races: '

My Drar SuEPParp: T was delighted to
read that you had again beaten Braun. It
took the wind out of the sails of those who
said he should have won at Stockholm. See
to it that the pace is very hot to-morrow.
You can run him to a standstill if you do
your running early. - Wish you luck to-
morrow and in the futare.

Will you please accept the inclosed little
gift from an old champion to a record breaker
of the present. Yours sincerely,

A. B. GeorgGE.

A. B. George was a former British
champion himself, and a brother of the
famous W. G. George, professional
world’s record holder of the mile. with
a time of 4:12:3. The gift, by the way,
was a beautiful little metal match box.

We attended several more meets in
England before crossing to Ireland. We
had decided that it would be impractical
to return home before having visited
Blarney Castle. We landed at Belfast
and took a train through Dublin into
Cork.

The village of Blarney is situated
about four miles from Cork. To get

carts, characteristic of Ireland, which
are drawn by one horse, The passengers
are perched twe to a side, on seats run-
ning lengthways. FEach pair.face out-
ward and sit with their backs to the
others, making a four cornered con-
versation somewhat difficult. We finally
arrived at the village and approached
the famous Blarney Castle.

The castle is still in fair condition,
although no attempts seem to have been
made to preserve it. It was somewhat
smaller than we had expected, and the
moat, which characterized most of the
castles we had visited, was missing. The
main part of the castle consists of a
large square tower, with an abutment
projecting all the way around the top.
There are only a few small windows
in the walls, and, even though the inside
contains nothing more than the walls
themselves and the winding staircase to
the roof, there is an indescribable at-
mosphere of mystery about the castle
that prompts one to speak in whispers.

We made our way to the roof and
found it to be well protected by a six-

foot stone wall, the top of the abutment,

with openings through which we were
told. the old defenders of the castle shot
the arrows from their long bows and
hurled rocks and missiles on the heads
of attackers below.

The Blarney Stone was set in the

abutment about four feet from the top.

on the outside, and formerly it was
necessary for the one who wished to
acquire the gift of blarney to be held

" by the heels from the top of the parapet

so that he could kiss the stone below.
This manner of performing the rite was
so risky and inconvenient for all parties
concerned that the system was changed
after one devout worshiper had been
dropped head first from the top of the
castle. It might be mentioned, how-
ever, that he landed in a tree below and
escaped without a scratch.

The present system is much easier
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there we engagéd one of the jaunting
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hoes

and less hazardous. The kisser wiggles

-through an opening which has been made

directly below the stone. In this posi-
tion he is able to lie on his back and
osculate up. Of course it is necessary
for somebody inside to sit on his feet,
but I believe this to be much more de-
sirable than to be dangled upside down
by the same members.

The point where people were formerly
held over the parapet is now protected
by long iron spikes, for the protection
of those who are apt to place too much
confidence in their holders above and the
tree below.

ler Paths'*

which T hope has not been evident up
to this time.

We had already made reservations on
the steamship Majestic—not the new
one—on which we sailed the next day
from Queenstown. The trip was un-
eventful, but we learned, upon arriving
in New York, that the rumor had been
spread that we were stranded penniless
in Europe.

We dissipated this idea, however, as

healthy and well fed as ever, and even

adding to the dignity of our arrival by
“wearing” canes.

TO BE CONCLUDED,

And so ave kissed the Bvlarney Stone,
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An Athlete’s Story
By Melvin W. Sheppard

In this final imstallment one of America’s greatest athletes tells of his last races—
and retirement from the cinder path. He discusses, with frankness, just what his outlook
is now with the glory and fame in the past—telling also of his work in bringiag athletics to

the places where it is most needed.

PART XI.

T the end of the last chapter, I
told how Ted Meredith, Don
Lippincott, Joe O’Donnell and

myself arrived from the Olympic
Games in Stockholm, 1912, after having
visited and competed in meets in Ger-
many, Hungary, Scotland and England.

In some manner or other, due I be-
lieve to a slight trouble we experienced
in London, when we attempted to ex-
change our steamship reservations,
word had been spread in this country
that four of America’s Olympic athletes,
meaning us, were stranded penniless in
Europe. At any rate it made a good
story for the newspapers, and when we
finally arrived we found quite a crowd
of friends to meet us, most of them
with their hands in their pockets with
the idea of loaning us enough money for
a square meal,

Some seemed almost disappointed that
this chance of philanthropy was denied
them by our unquestionably well-fed
appearance and by our insistence that we

were in no way financially embarrassed. .
As proof of our prosperity, we even’

called their attention to the canes which
we had learned to carry with some de-
gree of naturalness. This latter, by
the way, is no mean {eat, in my estima-

tion, because the tendency of an Ameri--

can with a cane is to carry it after the
fashion of a baseball bat or a golf club.

All members of the teamx, of course,
equipped themselves with these acces-
sories shortly after landing in Europe,
which made it unusually easy to recog-
nize an American as far as he could
be seen.

The first thing, I believe, which a
person must learn in order fo carry a
stick well, is the art of sauntering, This,
in my estimation, practically eliminates
the United States, for good and all, as
a cane-carrying nation. [ greatly fear
that a cane in the hands of every Ameri-
can would cause no end of trouble, and
that they, the canes, would be more
likely to resolve themselves into weapons
of offense and defense rather than ar-
ticles of apparel.

My friends and fellow workers
among the customs officials made quite
a fuss over my arrival, and even
though they refused to examine my bag-
gage for smuggled diamonds and such
trifles they took the liberty of helping
themselves to whatever they thought
would make a good souvenir from
among my belongings. My beloved
cane disappeared in some mysterious
manner and my Olympic cap and other
items were missing in the final check up.
They informed me at the time that they
had arranged a banquet in my honor, so
what mattered a few souvenirs more or

less? -
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We had managed to arrive in time for
the welcome-home celebration which had
purposely been postponed till all the
athletes arrived from their sight-seeing
tours. We wece the last to come.

New York had planned quite an elab-
orate celebration. The great parade was
said> to have contained some twenty
thousand people. A large number of
military organizations took part as well
as thousands of athletes and school chil-
dren. The parade wound up at the city
hall where several speakers, including
the mayor, welcomed us back and told
us how proud they were of our victory.
In the next few days we were enter-
tained at numerous luncheons, and went
through practically the same round of
receptions that we enjoyed after the
games of 1008. v

Ten of the athletes on the team were
from Philadelphia, which gave that city
an excuse to hold a celebration of its
own. Another parade was held there
after which we were all taken to the
ball game, We arrived after the stands
were almost full, and when we entered
the field, we were given a surprisingly
cordial reception by the crowd. It ac-
tually appeared as though they knew
what they were cheering about. In the
evening we were the guests at another
banquet, attended by numerous local
notables.

The reception, however, which I ap-

preciated the most, and felt to be the
most sincere, was the banquet given to
me by my friends in the Customs. It
was staged at Coney Island and was of
such a nature that I realized it must have
been somewhat of a strain on the re-
sources of these men who were drawing
practically the same salary as I. It was
a warm demonstration of real friend-
ship, and I regret to say that my vo-
cabulary proved inadequate when I
attempted to express my appreciation of
their kindness. The toastmaster for the
occasion was Supreme Court Justice
Stephen Callaghan.
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Then followed a round of meets to
give the track enthusiasts in this coun-
try the opportunity of seeing the
Olympic men in action,

I attended the annual meet held in
conjunction with the New England fair
at Worcester, Massachusetts, This was
called the electric meet because it was
held at night and the track was lighted
with electricity. For this purpose a
small track of about ten laps was always
constructed directly in front of the
grand stand on the regular horse-rading
track. I had attended this meet for
several years previous and had always
won the quarter with apparent ease.
The officials of the game thought this
quite an accomplishment, but, were un-
acquainted, it seems, with the real facts,
which are as follows:

The track was so laid out that the -
turns at each end were of the hairpin
variety, and my secret of success was,
that, instead of running these turns, I
practically walked them. 1 would let
the rest of the bunch run into the turn,
which was so sharp that they would
all swing wide, leaving a nice vacant
pole for me, which I could negotiate
“easily by slowing almost to a walk. Thus
when the rest of them again got their
bearings, I generally had a nice com-
fortable lead.

At another meet in Scranton, Penn-
sylvania, we arrived at the time when
the town had experienced one of its
numerous cave-ins. This was explained
to us by the fact that the earth beneath
the city was practically honeycombed
with the tunnels of coal mines and that
every now and then one of these tun-
nels would collapse, which would result
in a miniature earthquake on the sur-
face of the ground. We were told that
those houses still using the oil lamps,
suspended the lamps from the ceiling
after the manner of a ship, so that if
the house should take a sudden slide
into one of these depressions, there
would be less chances of fire. The
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cave-in that we saw had occurred in
the middle of one of the streets of the
residential section. It was possible to
look down and see the coal, which was
the primary cause of all the trouble.

1 also attended a set of games in
Toronto, held in connection with the
International Exhibitlon Fair,

About this time the safe at Celtic

Park was robbed. I was also in trouble"

with the M. A. L. about then and they
Lad ordered me to return the medals [
had won in the last M. A. L. Cham-
pionships during my illegal enlistment
in the Fourteenth Regiment. When
Lawson Robertson asked me what 1 had
lost in the Celtic Park robbery I thought
he was joking and told him that my
military medals had heen in the safe.

Robby took me seriously and told the
papers. So, inasmuch as there had been
quite a little publicity over the fact that
the M. A. L. had ordered me to return
the medals, there was still more publicity
when it was learned that they were
stolen, 1 had to explain that the whole
thing was merely a misunderstanding,
and thereby spoiled a perfectly good
newspaper story,

A great many special races were
staged during the fall for the purpose
of bringing Meredith, Kiviat and me
together. | managed to win most all
the ha!f-mile specials with Meredith and
Kiviat alternating in second place.

All these preliminary meets led up

to the three annual championships. In
the first, the Metropolitan champion-
ships, I managed to win the 880 in
1:55:2.

In the nationals, held in Pittsburgh,
September twenty-first, 1 also won the
880 in 1:57:2, and finished second to
Halpin in the 440. His time was 49: 2.

I made a clean sweep of the three
for the fifth time by winning the 88o
in the Canadian championships in
Montreal, September twenty-eighth.
The time was 1:53. )

This was the next to last champion-

Sport’ Story Magazine

ship race I"ever won and practically
completed my collection of champion-
ships. It might also be regarded as
practically my last race of national or
international importance. I had com-
peted steadily, now, for ten years, and
inasmuch as ten is a good round num-
ber, I am going to take space here to
present a brief outline of my accom-
plishments on the cinders over that
period of time.

The following list has, of course,
been greatly changed by time, but I will
present it as it was compiled up to De-
cember 31, 1912,

Winner of the following events,
Olympic Games, London, 1908:

8oo-meter run, time 1:52:4.

1500-meter run, time 4:3:2.

1600-meter four-man medley relay race, time
3:27:1. Two, 200 meters, one 400 meters,
and one 800 meters.

Olympic games, Stockholm, 1912.

Second 8oo-meter run, time 1:51:9-I0,
my time I:52.

1600-meter relay race, time 3:16:3. Each
man 400 meters.

Holder of the following world’s ama-
teur records:

s00-yard run, time 37:3.

s50-yard run, time 1:4:0.

600-yard run, time 1:10

1:
660-yard run, time 1:21:
700-yard run, time 1:26:
1:
1:

~r

800-yard run, time I:43:

goo-yard run, time 1:57:

1000-yard runm, time 2:12:2,

2-3-mile run, time 2:44:2.

Scottish amateur record: 83o-yard rum,
time 1:56.

British amateur record: 380-yard run, time
1154

Member of relay teams which holds
the following world’s records:

One-mile four-man teain, 3:18:4.

One-mile five-man team, 3:17:I.

2400-yard four-man team, time 5:06:1.

Two-mile four-man team, time 7:53.

Four-mile four-man team, time 17:58.

1600-meter four-man medley team, time
3:27:1. Two, 200 meters; one, 400 meters,
and one, 800 meters.

1600-meter four-man team, time 3:16:3.
Each man 400 meters.
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Won the following championships of
America:

1906—88a-yard rum, time I:55:2.
1907—880-yard rua, time 1:35:L.
1908—880-yard run, time 1:55:3.
1911—880-yard rum, time 1:54:1,
1912—880-yard run, time 1:57:2.

Won the following Metropolitan As-
sociation Championships :

1906—886-yard run, time 1:56:4.

1907—880-yard run, time 1:56:3.

1908—880-yard run, time 1:57:4.

191 1—8Bo-yard run, time 1:54:3.

1912—880-yard run, time 1:55:2.

Won the following Canadian Cham-
pionships:

1906—880-yard run, time 1:55.

1907—880-yard run, time 1:58:2.

1907—440-yard run, time so flat.

1908—880-yard run, time 1:58:3.

1911—3880-yard run, time I1:54:4.

1011—440-yard run, time 49:2.

1912—880-yard run, time 1:58.

Won the following indoor champion-
ships of America:

1005—1000-yard run, time 2:23:2.

1906~—1000-yard run, time 2:17:4.

1906—one-mile run, time 4.26:2.

190y—one-mile run, time 4:25:2.

1007—1000-yard run, time 2:25.

I -yard run, time I1:14:4.

1909—600-yard run, time I:14:3.

Member of American Cross-country Cham-
pionship team, 1906,

It was a peculiar fact that in all my
attempts at the 880-yard record, the
distance which I considered really my
best, the record on three separate occa-
sions eluded me by a mere fraction of a
second,

The first time that I gave this reco: 1
a bad scare was in the New York A. C.
fall games, September 29, 1906. The
record was held at the time by C. H.
Kilpatrick and I came within one-fifth
of a second of equaling it when I cov-
ered the distanee in 1:53:3.

Emilio Lunghi succeeded in lowering
it in 190g in the Canadian Champion-
ships in Montreal. His time was
1:52:4; and in my attempts at the rec-
ord at the State fair at Syracuse, New
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York, September 4, 1911, I again came
within one-fifth of a second of equal-
g it.

And when the record was lowered to
1:52:% by Ted Meredith, in the
Olympic Games at Stockhelm in 1912,
I finished right at his shoulder, about
one-tenth of a second behind.

The indoor season of 1912 and 1913
was more of less uneventful from a com-
petitive standpaint. One incident, how-
ever, in a set of games held in the
Twenty-second Regiment  Armory,
stands out rather clearly in my mind
because of a rather odd incident con-
nected with it.

The Irish-American A. C. team was
matched in a mile relay against teams
from the New York A, C. and the
Boston A. A. There was a great deal
of excitement over this race, and the
race itself was close enough to justify
all the publicity it received.

On the last leg, Tom Halpin, of the
B. A. A, got away to a pretty good
lead and held it up to the last lap be-
fore 1 began to cut it down. Coming
down the home stretch I was rapidly
closing the gap when the crowd got so
excited that they rushed on the track
in order to get a better view of the
finish. One of these intelligent spec-
tators managed to get pushed by some-
body else so that he bounced into me.

Naturally my stride was more or less
shaky at that stage of the race, and the
shock caught me at such a peculiar un-
balanced angle that I fell on my back.
It is the only case I have ever known
of a runner falling in that position, but
1 certainly can’t recommend it as a very
pleasant method of hitting the boards,
especially as this track in particular had
been badly chewed up by spiked shoes.
Afterward in the dressing room, a doc-
tor removed twenty-eight splinters from
my legs and shoulders.

The annual indoor games of the Kan-
sas City Athletic Club were scheduled
that year for March first. 1 had made
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a field. It had snapped a telegraph pole
off as though it had been a match.

The ensuing seenes about the wreck
were so pitiable that [ will not attempt
to picture them in detail. The railroad
later claimed that no one had been killed,
but at the time, when [ saw the numer-
ous injured lying unconscieus in the
snow, I feared that the death list would
be high. How every one escaped death
is a miracle,

Aid was slow in arriving. Those of
us who were able worked to make the
mjured as comfortable as possible. A
country doctor finally arrived on the
scene but the excitement was almost too
much for him, and his clumsy efforts
at first aid were practically useless.
Some of the more seriously injured were
removed by means of an old sleigh to a
near-by farmhouse. A relief train did
not arrive until late in ‘the afternoon
even though the wreck occurred at
seven thirty in the morning at Cayuga,
Ontario, about fifty miles from Buffalo.

A peculiar thing happened during the
wreck that is rather hard to explain.
I always keep my waich inside the pil-
low case, when sleeping in a Pullman,
and place the opening next to the wall.
When the occupants of our car un-
tangled themselves, however, the young
man, whom I mentioned before, found
my watch in his hand. His own watch,
in his vest pocket, had been completely
smashed.

I took the D. L. & W from Buffalo
to New York and proceeded to spend
one of the most miserable nights of my
life. The train winds in and out among
the hills and when 1 felt it lean into
each turn I’d shut my eyes, hold my
breath and break out in a cold sweat. I
don’t believe I slept a wink, and I was
mighty glad when we hit New York
in the morning.

Upon arriving home 1 found my
nerves to be in such a jumpy and un-
trustworthy condition that 1 decided to
spend a weck at the seashore in an at-
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tempt to forget such things as running
and railroads. I succeeded fairly well
in this and when I arrived in New York
once more 1 learned that my mother
was seriously ill, in Camden, New
Jersey. I left at once for Camden, and
as I was coming in from Long Island
City, the trolley car, upon which I was
riding, struck a heavy garbage wagon
and almost managed to derail itself.
Upon arriving in the Pennsylvania Sta-
tion I found that I had missed the train
I had expected to take to Philadelphia.
I waited for the next one, and just as
we were pulling into Philadelphia we
passed the engine of the train I had in-
tended to take. The engine was lying
in the ditch.

So after a series of demonstrations
of this sort I was pretty well converted
to the idea that I had a Jucky star of
some sort which watched over me, es-
pecially while I was traveling on rail-
road trains.

I made no attempt to do much run-
ning during the following spring and
summer. My first meet of importance
was the Metropolitan Championships,
which were held at Travers lsland on
September 20, 1gI13.
was beginning to make a name for him-
self, and inasmuch as I had been prac-
tically inactive for the past several
months, all the critics conceded the race
to Baker. The day was cold and a fine
drizzle was falling, The track was slow
and soggy so that I surprised myself as
much as anybody else by leading Baker
to the tape by about ten yards and turn-
ing in a time of 1:57. Experts claimed
that I could have done at least two
seconds faster on a dry track.

Not satisfied with a single victory in
the half mile, I decided to try my luck
at the quarter. This event was run in
heats. I took a second in my heat, but
as I started for the dressing room for a
light rub before the rfinals. my nose
started to bleed. I didn't think much
of this until T suddenly became very

Homer Baker®
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nauseated, and this brief spasm of - ili-
ness caused the blood to actually gush
from my nostrils. It seems that the
strain had broken a small artery.

Two physicians, Doctor George
Breen and Doctor Arthur Kane, both
members of the New York A. C., were
called, and it was with some difficulty
that the flow of blood was finally
stopped. To accomplish this it was nec-
essary to pack my head in ice.

All this first aid took place outside
the dressing room, and the crowd prac-
tically deserted the games to come over
to where I was stretched out on the
ground. They lined up in a solemn line
and passed by, one by one, for all the
world like a funeral congregation pass-
ing by the coffin. It was so funny that
the seriousness of the demonstration es-
caped me at the time. They evidently
were under the impression that I was
about to pass on to the Great Beyond,
but I fooled them and pulled through all
right,

At the fall election of the Irish-
American A. C. I was elected captain
of the track team. It was an event that

.will always hold a high place in my

athletic recollections, because the Irish

. A. C. had, for the past ten years, been

. practically supreme on the track and in
. the field, and to be the captain of such.
_ a_team was a distinction that I appre- .

ciated to the utmost. In connection with
my duties as captain I felt that a closer
organization of the track team could be
maintained if the responsibility was di-
-vided a bit. With this in mind I ap-
pointed six “lieutenants” and found the
system to be very practical.

The Irish A. C. about this time,
adopted the life membership plan for
those athletes who had won a national,
international, or Olympic championship.
Those of us who were fortunate enough
to receive this membership were pre-
sented with a sterling-silver plaque,
small enough to be easily carried in a
card case. The plaque was engraved

with oitr name and our qualifications for

becoming life members.

T was esmtered in a good deal of com-
petition during the winter of 1913 and
1914, but no particular race stands out
in my mind with the possible exception
of the international relay races which
were becoming quite popular at the time
and creating a great deal of excitement.

I remember one race, which was
widely advertised, between Canada and
the United States. The members of
each team presented quite an imposing
list. The Canadian team consisted of
Jack Tressider, Jack Tait, Mel Brock

and H. Phillips. Running for this coun-

try were, Ted Meredith, Homer Baker,
Tom Halpin and myself. The race, one
mile, turned out to be a corker, We
won by a small margin in 3:26: 7 which
is pretty fair time on an indoor track.

1 did very little running the follow-
ing summer and fall. And it was not
until nearly a year later, in the winter of

. 1914 and 1915, that I began to take run-

ning seriously again. At this time I
made an important change. I left the
Irish A. C. to affiliate with the Millrose
Athletic Association. )
The Millrose was composed of em-
ployees of the John Wanamaker de-
partment store of New York, and was a
young organization, whose initiative in
securing members created a good deal
of excitement among the other athletic
clubs of the Metropolitan district. The
reason that I changed was because the
Irish A. C. seemed to be rapidly losing
interest in track-and-field athletics. I
am unable to explain their sudden loss
of enthusiasm, but the fact remained
that they seemed to be making no efforts
to fill the places of the old veterans
who were slowly dropping out of com-
petition for one réason or another. I
suppose it is only natural for most of
us to follow on the heels of progress,
so the sight of the young Millrose Club
with all its interest and pep was too
much for me to resist. I therefore
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joined their ranks upon their invitation.
My change ef affiliations mnot only
created quite a stir in the papers, but
also seemed to be influential in causing
the transfer to the Millrose of a good
many of the stars of other clubs. These
clubs naturally became quite indignant
at this turn of affairs, and protested
long and loudly that the Millrose was
securing recruits by unfair methods. It
was understood that the Millrose ath-
letes were the employees of the Wan-
amaker New York store, and some of
the disappointed clubs took occasion to
question this.

In fact, the Millrose caused so much
dissention that it was dubbed by the
papers, the ‘‘Athletic Federal,” which
compared it with the Federal baseball
league that was attempting at the time
to compete against the big leagues. And
so in the course of events an A, A, U.
committee was appointed to get to the
bottom of the mix-up and to find out if
possible what it was all about. The
fact that they were finally forced to
admit that the Millrose was nothing
more than a clean, live-wire organiza-
tion, does not detract from the humor
of a situation which arose during the
trial,

A suite of rooms had been engaged
for the purpose at one of the hotels.
The commiittee sat in judgment in one
room while the athletes awaited their
turn to be questioned in the adjoining
room. Time hung heavily with the boys

-as they awaited their turn, and as the

night was hot, some one made the ap-
propriate suggestion that some refresh-
ments be ordered, which was acclaimed
by all as an excellent i1dea. The re-
freshments were therefore piled high in

- the bath tub with cracked ice, and when

a member of the committee came out to
summon an athlete he was at once in-
vited to indulge. It was no time at all
before the members of the committee
found almost as much business in our
rooms as they found in theirs. But that
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is neither here nor there. The peculiar
part of the situation developed when it
was found that no one knew who had
ordered the refreshments, but that they
had been added to the bill for the rooms.
The athletes were content to let matters
rest in that way.

Then came the final race of my career.
It was on February 10, 1915, in the
New York A. C. games in Madisen
Square Garden. It was the practice
then to lay a temporary floor for track
meets, but the floor had become badly
worn t}trough constant usage.

Carpenters had been at work en the
afternoon of the meet, repairing weak
places and replacing new boards for
those which sagged. Everything was
thought to be in readiness for the
evening.

I had entered the 300-yard handicap
that night and it was in one of the heats
of this race that the accident occurred
which finally put an end to my long
years of competition. It was better,
perhaps, that the end came the way it
did; better, I believe, than to have finally
been forced to face the cold facts and
to concede a victory to old man Time.

It was on the home stretch. 1 was
making my last struggle to cut down the
lead of the handicap men, when my
foot struck one of the weak boards that
the carpenters had missed. Fortunately,
the board was laid in the same direction
in which I was running for my foot
crashed through and came out clean
through the opening as T lunged for-
ward. As I drove into the floor I
instinctively raised my arm to protect
my face, and it was upon my elbew
that I received the full force of my fall.
I was stunned temporarily by the im-
pact.

Those who saw the fall said I shd
about twenty feet. At any rate my arm
was in pretty had shape when they
picked me up, and I was at once placed
in charge of Doctor Gignoux. My con-
dition did nct turn out to he serious,
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but it certainly served the purpose of
bringing me te my senses and of giving
me a clearer idea of the running game
than I had ever before experienced. I
don’t believe it required the urgent ad-
vice of the doctor to make me decide
that 1 had had enough. I hung up my
shoes at last. '

I was deeply touched by the manner
in which the papers and the sporting
public at large accepted my retirement
from the cinders. I received innumer-
able letters from all parts of the coun-
try, some of regret and some of
congratulation. It was significant that
many papers treated my decision almost
in the Hght of a death, and the write-ups
closely resembled obituaries. These final
tributes impressed me as a subtle ac-
knowledgment that athletics after all
are only as one makes them. That a
man is famous only so long as he wins,
and that he must resign himself to the
inevitable advance of Youth. The fol-
lowing is a portion of an article by
George B. Underwood :

“Mel Sheppard called us up last night
to tell us that he had bade a long and
last farewell to the track-and-field
game.

“What are you springing, Mel, an-
other ‘Adelina Patti?" we queried, for
we have buried Sheppard in his track-
and-field grave several times within the
last few years.

““‘It’s for keeps this time, old man,
and you can take my word for it,’ an-
swered the once-peerless Mel. ‘That
fall T got last night in the Garden shook
me up a bit, I reckon it also jounced
some sense into my fool head. I'm
through, I've shot my bolt—so what’s
the use?

“Shucks, Mel, old boy. Sure you're
through. The trouble is, you old war
horse, that you've heen through for a
couple of years. We, who saw you in
the heyday of your glorious career,
knew it, old man. We knew it for
many months, and way back in’ the
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corner of that wonderful racing head
of yours, we recken you knew it too,
but your stout heart wouldn’t let you
give in to it.

“Many a youngster has flung his feet
in your face in the last few months, Mel.
Some of the younger fans haven't
thought you so much. But we who have
seen you battle your way to victory in
hundreds of hard-fought races, never
could see anything else except:

“Melvin Sheppard was one of the
greatest athletes that ever donned a
spiked shoe!

“As a matter of fact, Mel, old boy,
the experts will have to think a long
time before they can think of an all-
around runner that compared with you.
With the possible exception of Lon
Mpyers you stand in a class by yourself.
Young Ted Meredith is doing some
great running, Mel, and eventually he
may equal, or even surpass your wan-
derful record. But he’s got some dis-
tance to travel vet, old scout. You bet
your life he has! You're still ‘Peerless’
Mel!

“Let’s see—you've been running for
more than twelve and a half years.
You ran your first race in a meet held
in Washington Park, Philadelphia, on
August 2, 1902. It was a 100-yard dash,
and you finished third. On the same
day you scored your first victory, win-
ning the half-mile event that came after
the sprint. You followed your victory
in the half by entering the mile event
and pulling down third laurels.

“You were just lacking nineteen
years of age when you broke into the
game, Our records show vou were born
at Almonesson Lake, New Jersey, on
September 5, 1883. You were nineteen
when you started running and now when
you are quitting, vou are thirty-one.

“For twelve long vears you have been
at it, bang-banging away summer and
winter, on board floors and on cinder
paths, at home and on foreign shores,
with never a let-up. In vour twelve
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years of competition, old_ scout, you
have made a record that probably never
will be beaten.

“The half mile was your true dis-
tance, ‘Shep,” but you were a wonder-
fully versatile performer, and in the full
glory of your career we would have
backed you against any man in the world
at any distance from 440 yards to two
miles. You also could go more than
two miles.

“That you showed convincingly back
in 1907 when you won the Middle At-
lantic Cross Country Championship,
covering the  six-and-one-half-mile
course in one minute and a half under
the former trail record held by George
Orton—and all of us know George Or-
ton was some distancer,

“If it hadn’t been for the spiked shoes
you wear, you probably would have won
the junior cross country championship
in 1007, also. The race was held here
in New York under the auspices of
the Mohawk A. C. Part of the trail
led over macadam road, and what the
crushed stone did to your spike-shod
feet was a caution. We remember see-
ing you in the dressing room after the
race. They had to cut your shoes off.
Even with vour feet mashed to a pulp
vou finished second.

“No, Mel, old boy, it will be a long
time before we look on another all-
around runner like you. No man de-
serves a worthier niche in the hall of
fame. Some of the fellows who have
seen you licked will be saying:

“ “Well, so old Mel Sheppard has re-
tired, eh? He wasn’t so much after
all?

“But those of us who saw you in the
days when your greyhound limbs, your
lion’s heart and your wonderful racing
head were humbling champion after
champion, will sadly look at each other
and say: .

«“ ¢S Peerless Mel has hung his togs
in the closet? Peerless Mel! We'll
never see his like again!?”
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And thus I was honorably discharged
from the ranks of the amateurs. It was
hard, yes, but as Underwood suggested
in his article, T had waited almost too
long as it was. The step, however, was
made immeasurably easier by the pub-
fication of articles similar to the one
I have just quoted. A bit elaborate and
exaggerated, of course, but nevertheless
sincere and mighty pleasant to look back
upon at those times when the lure of
the cinders proved almost too strong to
withstand.

But, as I have hinted several times
before in these reminiscences, it is, in a
way, a hollow satisfaction. Twelve of
the best years of my life were prac-
tically consecrated to-athletics. During
this time, every waking thought and
effort were directed toward the end of
making myself{ physically fit to win
championships. I won them, it is true,
but when all is said and done, what,
after all, had been accomplished? Some
will say that I acted as a pioneer, and
helped blaze a trail for the future gen-
erations to follow. Some will say that
my career as an athlete might well serve
as an example for the youngsters of to-
day, a supposition which 1 want to dis-
courage from the start. The only factor
of my career which I would even sug-
gest as a model for others is that ath-
letics are available to everybody, no
matter what walk of life they may be
in. Tt is not necessary for a lad to
have every facility for training. If the
desire is there the means of training and
competition will provide themselves.

I broke records, I covered myself with
glory, but to what end? Is it enough
for one to look on years crowded with
competition and see himself, always in
the limelight, always winning, and sac-
rificing everything to the game? It is
mighty satisfying in one way, I'll admit,
but that way can only be regarded as
a selfish way. There is nothing con-
structive to look back upon. It is de-
structive, rather, from the viewpoint
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that a man has squandered all his God-
given physical perfection in one great
effort to glorify himself. As I see it
now, it is a supremely selfish ambition,
built upon the shifting sands of public
fancy. It is nice to win. [t is nice to be
famous. .

But suppose, for instance, that the
tremendous efforts [ spent upon myself
were turned mto different channels?
Suppose, for instance, that during my
twelve years of competition 1 had felt
the desire to impart the knowledge that
1 was constantly accumulating to the
generation behind me? To teach the
youngsters what I had learned, to in-
struct them in the proper development
of their bodies. not with the idea of
making champions of them but with the
really worthy idea of making stronger,
healthier citizens.

If T had done this, then, would I
not have had a really pleasant career to
look back upon, and would I not have
laid a foundation for future work which
might have been of incalculable value
to the country’s youth? 1 sincerely be-
lieve that efforts expended in that way
would have been worth while. But, with
no idea of excusing myself in any way,
there is another big factor which I hold
more or less responsible for the in-
ability of young Americans to receive
such instruction. It is the ruling of
the Amateur Athletic Union that all men
engaged in the instruction of athletics
for money shall be considered profes-
sionals and be excluded from amateur
competition.

From the common-sense viewpoint
this ruling is defeating the very basic
principle of amateur athletics, which, as
Iunderstand it, should be considered
strictly from the standpoint of provid-
ing recreation and athletics for every-
body. And how can an aim of this sort
be better accomplished than by starting
at the very beginning——with the young-
sters of the country? And who is more
qualified to instruct these youngsters
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of the art and science of playing than
those who are actively engaged in that
very pastime themselves ?

It stands to reason that men who
have made themselves famous in certain
branches of athletics should be regarded
as heroes by the boys who have ambi-
tions along these lines, and that if these
lads were given the opportunity of re-
ceiving the advice and personal atten-
tion of their hevoes they would avail
themselves of it with an eagerness
nothing short of devotion. Their en-
thusiasm would, in turn, enlist any
number of recruits, whose interest could
perhaps not be reached by the ordinary
methods of compulsory athletics.

But no; any athlete attempting to
devote his time to the development of
other athletes. is a wicked professional
and, therefore, unqualified to compete
with the “simon-pure” athletes who re-
ceive nothing more than a mere college
education as the result of their athletic
ability.

The ruling encourages rather than
discourages the development of the in-
dividual. A runner has practically no
other alternative than to spend all his
energy in the development of himself.
One might argue in defense of the rul-
ing that nothing prevented an estab-
lished athlete from offering his services
gratis. Nothing, of course, except that
in many instances he is faced with the
problem of making a living for him-
self, and in other instances is under the
watchful eve of some college coach.

And a man in competition is con-
stantly learning things which would be
of the greatest value to the boy who is
in the process of development. It seems
then, to be a case of the most unfor-
tunate misdirection of effort when such
a man is not allowed to pass on his
knowledge to those whom it would bene-
fit the most. T have touched upon the
“cinder fever” sufficiently, so that it will
not be necessary to explain why an
athlete would be unwilling to sacrifice



108 .

a career for the purpose of coaching.
The only solution then, it seems, is to
make it possible for a man to coach and
compete at the same time. This, I be-
lieve, will only be a matter of time.

The question naturally arises then, is
individual competiion worth while?
Without hesitation I would answer that
it most undoubtedly is. But I would
qualify this statement by suggesting
that it can only be beneficial to the great-
est extent through moderation. If an
athlete dedicates his life to his legs, he
obtains a lot of personal satisfaction,
but the final summing up, after he has
retired, is a bit discouraging.

The personal benefits which are de-

rived may, I think, be expressed in two
words, “liberal education.” Van Dyke,
the famous educator, expresses it con-
cisely in this statement: “TFacts are
teachers; experiences are lessons.”

Athletics will place a man in contact,

at one time or another with almost
every type of person, and it is strange
indeed if the athlete does not emerge
from these contacts either sadder and
wiser or gladder and wiser. In either
case the experience may be placed on
the instructive side of the ledger, and
he will not be at a loss next time as to
how to conduct himself under similar
circumstances.

Competition also serves the valuable
purpose of bringing out the worst and
the best in a man’s character. If he
finds, to his surprise, that there is a
bad element in his make-up, which he
never suspected, there is still plenty of
time to learn the code of real sports-
manship and to correct these faults as
they appear. If, on the other hanc.l,
nothing but the finer traits are evi-
denced, he is doubly fortunate in that he
has the most splendid of opportunities
to crystallize these traits for life.

Another factor of the educational
value of athletics is the opportunities a
man has to travel. And travel, after all,
is perhaps as broadening an influence
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as a person may experience. It gives
him the privilege of visiting places and
countries which, more than likely, he
would never be able to see if left to
the resources of his pocketbook rather
than his legs. And to go as an athlete
is a further advantage, inasmuch as an
athlete is always accorded certain
privileges which the ordinary citizen or
tourist may not enjoy.

I would hesitate to even estimate the
thousands of miles of travel which I
owe to athletics. It is sufficient to say
that through the natural ability and
speed in my legs I have been abroad
twice, and have been in at least fifteen
countries. Besides that I have been in
practically every State in the United
States, forty-two, to be exact.

And then, of course, a successful ath-
lete accumulates prizes and trophies,
which are the only tangible evidence of
his victories. I have won, I believe,
approximately one thousand prizes in
all, most of which I still possess. 1
keep a safety-deposit box in the Pro-
duce Exchange vault for this purpose.
1 usually experience the desire about
once a year to look over these medals,
cups and trophies, at which time I make
a trip to the vault. Even now it is pos-
sible to feel any number of thrills as
1 touch the various medals which bring
back vividly to my imagination, many
a hard-fought race and a tight finish.

In fact, I believe I am becoming more
easily thrilled in this respect as the
years roll by, because it is a strange
fact that the older an athlete becomes
and the farther he finds himself re-
moved from the days of his prime, the
more garrulous he becomes and the more
he loves to recount in detail the vic-
tories of his youth. I don't believe I
have quite yet reached this stage, but I
hope that, if I do, I won’t make myself
any more disagreeable than necessary.

When I finally admitted that my run-
ning days were over, I began to realize
to some extent how self-centered my
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activities had been up to that time, and
I realized further that, inasmuch as the
amateur bugaboo no longer threatened
me with its sinister finger, this was an
excellent opportunity to make amends,
to some extent, for the years I had
spent in the development of a single
pair of legs. So to this end I accepted
the position as athletic director of the
MiBlrose A. A., and decided to devote
my time to the develonment of other
legs besides my own,

In this capacity, however, 1 found
that my traveling davs, through the
medium of athletics, were not yet over.
The national championships were held
that year, in San Francisco, in connec-
tion with the Panama Pacific Exposi-
tion. I took a team of six men from
the Millrose Club and Joe Higgins,
New England, 880 intercollegiate cham-
pion to compete in these games.

The route had been planned in ad-
vance so that the athletes would receive
full advantage of the trip. I planned
to do all our traveling at night in order
that the bovs might he able to visit
and see the sights of various towns
along the way. The trip to the coast
was a huge success, and by managing
light work-outs at several towns along
the way, the boys arrived in fine shape.

One of our most interesting stops was
at Satt Lake City. We all, of course,
had to take a dip in the waters of the
lake, the only advantage of which, in
my estimation, was to bhe able to boast
about it afterwards. The lake, which
is all that remains of a great body of
water that once completely covered the
surrounding country, is, of course, so
full of salt that one is unable to sink,
and it is easy to imagine that a water
of that density is not onc of the most
pleasant solutions to bathe in, especially
if one is unfortunate enough to get it
in his mouth or eves. When a bather
comes out of the lake, the salt is even
encrusted on his evehbrows, and on the
hoardwalk where the water had dripped
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from the bathers through the cracks,
long icicles of salt have been formed
on the under side. .

The Exposition itself was a wonder-
ful experience for me and every member
of the team. On our return trip we
also managed to make numerous stops
along the way, so that upon reaching
New York once more, all the boys were

. convinced that the athletic game was

pretty well worth while.

I was with the Millrose A. A. until
the war, when T was enrolled as a
civilian aide on the staff of General Sage,
and served at Camp Shelby, Mississippi,
in the capacity of divisional athletic di-
rector, an experience which I covered
briefly in one of the preceding chapters.

It was while engaged in this work
that it was impressed upon me more

“strongly than ever the tremendous need

of athletics for the masses. Tt was then
that the efforts T had made to win
championships and  hreak records,
seemed puny indeed, when faced with
the thousands of men who were totally
unacquainted with recreation in the form
of athletics.

It was one of the most pathetic things
I have ever seen to see full-grown men
who apparently had never learned to
play, and it was one of the most in-
teresting works I was ever engaged in
when 1 set about to try to solve the
problem of how to teach them to play.

Organized athletics turned the trick.
It was almost uncanny to watch a man’s
character develop under the influence of
organized sports, and the result of this
form of training alone in the army ex-
ceeded even the fondest expectations of
those who had suggested the use of ath-
letics. Tt served to unify the men and
teach them to fight for a common cause.
Tt instilied a certain amount of discipline
into them, and, according to the officers,”
made them much easier to instruct in
the methods of warfare.

But these are times of peace and it
is toward the development of peaceful
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industries and of finer, more peaceful
citizens, that we are now concerned, to-
ward which end we may enlist the ser-
vices of organized athletics and expect
just as great, and even greater, results
than were evidenced during days of the
war.

It was the contact with these men in
the army, who had never learned to
play, and the sight of their development
under the influence of sport, that im-
pressed me so strongly with what a
tremendous value it would be to the
country at large if all people were taught
to play while still children.

Toward this end, then, after leaving
the army, I secured a position with the
Playground and Recreation Association
of America, an qrganization supported
by public subscription, whose purpose
it is to make recreation available to all
people.

I served in the capacity of a field
secretary, whose duty it was to visit
certain towns wherein the town officials
had reccgnized the advantages and the
need of such public institutions as play-
grounds and other forms of recreation.
The secretary would visit such towns,
study the conditions, and recommend to
the town officials whatever improve-
ments or equipment seemed to be nec-
essary and instruct them in the methods
of establishing recreation systems. He
would then advise them in the best
methods of starting a drive to raise the
necessary funds, and, when the move-
ment was well under way, would pass
on to another town.

I worked with this organization for
three years over a field covering prac-
tically every State east of the Missis-
sippi, and the work was the most in-
teresting and instructive of any in
which I was ever engaged. Every situa-
tion I encountered brought out some new
and wonderful phase of this remark-
able remedy for all evils—athletics. It
is small wonder then that, with all this
evidence constantly before my eyes, I
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became completely dominated by the
idea of sports for all.

I have seen playgrounds spring from
vacant lots, used heretofore only for
the disposal of refuse, and lots which
had been the scenes of bloody race riots.
I bave seen small playgrounds opened
with no more than a volley ball and
net, or baseball and bat, and I have
seen whole families, tasting for the first
time the wonder of the spirit of play.

We all have made indignant remarks
upon the constant robbery headlines that
appear in the papers, but how many of
us have seen any connection between
these headlines and those which appear
on the same page concerning a child
who has lost his life under the wheels
of an automobile while playing in the
street.  It’s sometimes hard for a
grown-up to realize that youngsters
must play, and it’s harder still for them
to realize that these same youngsters,
raised in sordid districts of great cities
and factory centers, without the proper
facilities for outdoor play, are the same
ones i the majority of instances, whose
names in later vears figure as the prin-
cipals in crime.

It’s not fair to blame the boy entirely
for this. His body and mind have been
developed along the only possible lines.
His only places of recreation have been
the streets and gutters and later the
pool rooms. Does it need much of an
imagination, then, to picture the ultimate
development of the same lad whose
youthful energies have been directed in
the channels of baseball, football, and
other outdoor sports, and who had had
the advantage of learning the code of
sportsmanship through organized ath-
letics ?

Approximately a half-million people
in the United States find theit way to
jail each year. I venture to say that if
statistics made the number available of
these criminals whose early activities
centered around playgrounds, or -who
had had any experience at all in ath-
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letics, the percentage would be prac-
tically negligible. 'What is the answer
to a problem of that sort?

I could cite any number of personal
experiences in which I have seen the
mtroduction of athletics perform 1nir-
acles. I will state one briefly as an ex-
ample : _

1 was consulted at one time by the
owner of a cotton mill., who seemed
unable to explain the attitude of his
employees toward their work, They all
displayed a sullen indifference toward
their tasks, and toward each other. The
miinds of the majority of the workers
were taken up with the sordid, immoral
thoughts fostered by the living condi-

tions in their homes and their forms -

of recreation after hours.

After looking his factory over I sug-
gested that he clear off a space on one
of the floors and turn it into a basket-
ball court. He made no attempt to hide
his amusement at the idea, but, for
some reason or other decided to do as
I suggested.

The emplovess were indifferent to this
also at first, but after I had consulted
with the managers of neighboring fac-
tories and induced them also to install
courts, a spirit of rivalry slowly began
to kindle between the employees of the
factories. I left at this point, but when
I returned, a few months later, it was
difficult to recognize the same group of
workers. The story of the manager
sounded like a fairy tale.

The whole factory, as well as the
surrounding factories, had taken to ath-
letics like ducks to water. Even the
girls had organized teams, and a spirit
of unity had developed that was nothing
short of marvelous. The teams were all
provided with uniforms. new equipment
had been purchased, the hasketball
floors enlarged and improved; in fact,
the result justified my faith in organized
sg;)rts and proved beyond a doubt that
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my time to the development of other
athletics, in this situation at least, had
surely furnished the key to the diffi-
culty.

I could go on indefinitely and tell of
instances similar to this, but I’m afraid
I have almost allowed my enthusiasmn
to get the better of me as it is.

] have completed such reminiscences
as deal with my career as an athlete and
have taken the further liberty of stating
some of the conclusions which these
years of competition have aided me to
form. Before bringing my tale to an
end, however, I wish to express.my
most sincere appreciation to those whose
names I have taken the liberty of using
for the purpose of making these
reminiscences more complete.

I have made no effort to make this
work a matter of history or record. I
have merely rambled along, recording
the events as they came to my mind,
and inasmuch as my mind is exceedingly
average, I can not help but worry over
the fact that I have neglected to men-
tion many whose names are even more
worthy than mine to go down in athletic
history.

I have attempted to make this work
as instructive and constructive as pos-
sible with the idea of adding to, rather
than of detracting from, my list of
friends.

I 1 have been successful in this, my
time has been more than well spent. If
I have been instrumental in encouraging
any one, or of converting them to the
creed of athletics I shall be supremely
happy.

I sincerely hope that I have been able
to maintain throughout, the spirit ex-
pressed in the simple. though immortal
verse by Thackeray:

Who misses or who wins the prize?
Go lose or conquer as yvou can,
But if you fail or if vou rise,
Be each, pray God, the gentieman.

THE END
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