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Babe Ruth as be bit bis 60th homer breaking bis own record.

New York, October 1, 1927 . . . The
happiest man in the world today, even
happier than the great Bambino him-
self, is Joe Forner, 40-year-old Yankee
fan of 1937 First Avenue, Manhattan,
who caught the sixtieth and record
breaking home run ball that the mighty
Babe bashed into the stands. If you

value your eardrums keep away from
that First Avenue address for the next
week, for Mister Forner is no shrinking
violet, as even the Babe can attest.

The mighty blow came off a south-
paw throw of Tom Zachary, Senator
pitcher, as he saw his low, hard one
belted into Babe's favorite parking

place, the right field bleachers. This hit
not only set a record, but won the game
since the score was deadlocked at two-
two in the eighth, when the Pasha of
Bash stepped to the rubber with one
out and Koenig on third.

Zach and the crowd alike were tense
for here was raw drama in the making.
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Pre-season writess had speculated thac
the Babe was washed up znd zbout
ready for the shelf. I so, they forgot to
mention that whoever did the washing
- put in an overdose of starch, for the
Bambino’s stickwork got crisper and
mote devastating as the season pro-
gressed. Here was a chance to petform
a home run feat that was almost impos-
sible. 59 homers had been laid to the
Babe's credit. This was the moment,
Zachary sneaked the first throw over
for a called strtke and the crowd
moaned. The next one was high and
outside for a ball. On the next piwch,
the Sultan of Swat crashed his willow
against the horschide which wene sail-
ing like a bat out of the nether regions.
The gang in Ruthsville stood up and
outlined the path of its flight. Ir dropped
half way to the top of the bleachers
and was a fitting hit to break his 1921
record of 39 homers,

While kis teammares went as crazy
as the crowd, the king of belters jogged
slowly around the sacks making sure to
touch each bag firmly and carefully. As
he reached home a truly presidential
rain of torn paper confetti deluged him
while the ball game to all intents and
- purposes ended then and there. The
Babe grinned sheepishly as he ambled
out to the field where the citizens of
Ruthsville rose 10 a man and gave him
a handkerchief salute. The happy hero
entered into the spitit of clowning and

-the second of 1wWe cages-

did a series of comic salutes to the
adoring crowd.

The disconsolate Zachary, unwilling
conspirator in the record seing fear,
said 1n an ioterview that the pitch he
threw had ezerything on it. It was
low, fast and on the inside. The Babe
pulled away from the plate, then stepped
up and golfed the pitch an z line into
the stands, Catcher Muddy Ruel and
Umpire Bill Dinneen both claim the
ball was more than ten feet fair 25 it
sailed over the bleacher barrier.

i

Note: George Herman (Babe) Ruth is
unguestionably the greatess figure ever
associated with our national pastime.
He was born in Baltimere, February 6,
1895, Most of his childbood 1was spent
at an arpl:'mzage, St. Mary's Industrial
Scheol, in thar city. He left the instita-
tion in 1914 to become an owtfielder
and pitcher for the Baliimore Orioles.
That same year he was sold “upstaiys”
fo thhe Bosion Red Sox where be became
a4 greal lefi-banded pitcher. He played
with the Yankees from 1920 to 1934

- and such was his thill and bis hold on

the fans thas the Stadinm became known
as the House That Ruth Built. His last
public appearance was at a prermare af
the. 'Babe Ruih Story” a moving pic-
ture made in his honor. He died a few
months after thir (August 18, 1948)
after a two-year war against cancer, at
Memorial Hospital, New York City.
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Old Pete to the Rescue

New Yoik, Ociober 11, 1926,

Sports writers, fans and other second
guessers all swore that young Rogers
Hornsby's mind had jumped the track
when, without a watm-up, he signaled
the bull-pen for Grover Cleveland Alex-
ander to relidve blister- ﬁngered Jess
Haines in the crucial seventh inning of
the 6th game of the 1926 Worid Series
between the Yankees and the Cardinals.
Alex rose from his catnap in the bull-
pen, shaking off weariness with 2 nod
of his head as if he were shaking off a
catcher’s signal, and shuffled down the
baseline to face this set-up: He had
pitched and won a full 9-inning game
the day before. Now it was two out, a
world's series at stake, and the Cards
one paper-thin run ahead. Combs, Meu- -
sei and Gehrig each occupied a sack.
Hit-hungry Tony Lazzeri was at hat.
The short conversation that cook place
between worried manager and veteran
pitchet shuflling our to the mound is
worthy of ics place in baseball history.
Hornsby: “Jeez, Pete, we're in a
tough spot, You see how things are.”
Alex (spitting a brown stream into
the dust): *“Yeah, Boss! There don't

* just seem to bé no place to pur Lazzeti.

Guess T'll have to get him out!"”

A fanereal hush Blanketed the ball
park as Old Pete calmly threw his five
warm-up pitches to Bob O'Farrell. Laz-
zeri fidgeted, the tense fans edged for-
ward on their seats, Umpire Hilde-
brand. poured buckets of sweat before
he nervously shamted, “Play Ball!”

This was it! The clutch was on and
every one of the 40,000 in the parck
koew it! But Old Pete was as uncon-
cerned as if he were pitching a Florida
exhibition. He'd been cthrough this be-
fore. His first picch to Tony was low
and the crowd groaned as it went for 2
ball, The next was a hook that bent-over -
the outside corner and broke Lazzeri's
back, Another outside fast ball . . .
crack of wood . . . but the blast went
foul! Pete was the only soul in the park
grinning; he was ahcad of the batter.

His nexe pitch was a hook "so low
thar a worm couldn’t hit it. Neither did
Lazzeri! That was the penndnt!

The eighth and ninth innings were
neiclimactic. Pete breezed through them
as the Bascball Gods were busy in-
scribing the name of Grover Cleveland
Alexander on the ivory teblets of the .
immoztdls. — LM.M. - :



