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Sports

As an addict of the sports pages in my boyhood, I learned about 
the circuit clout before I learned about the electrical circuit. I 
learned that a hurler (or twirler) who faces left when he toes the 
slab is a southpaw or a portsider. Soutlipaws were always lanky, 
portsiders always chunky, thougli I've never heard "chunky" ap­
plied to anything else except peanut butter (to distinguisli it from 
"creamy"), and I have no idea what a chunky person would look 
like. When hurlers fired the old horsehide, a batsman would try 
to solve their slants. If he succeeded he might rap a sharp bingle 
to the outfield, garnering a win for the home contingent, or at 
least knotting the count. If not, he might bounce into a twin 
killing, snuffing out a rally and dimming his teams hopes in the 
flag scramble.

I could go on, mining every sport for its lingo and extracting 
from the mother lode a variety of words found nowhere else in 
the mother tongue. I could write of hoopsters and pucksters, 
grapplers and matmen, strapping oarsmen and gridiron greats. I 
could rhapsodize about the old pigskin—more passionately than 


