Starkle Was Baseball’s Pagliacci—And Today As

Ever, Humor Is

URE, you temember Wade
Btarkle the funnlest bl

o who ever Hlossomed out of
wifie Baseball League, You
ary time
n dlamond cut-up these
uithink of Starkle’'s brand
He was the real thing
in Il funny men
he never played o full inning of
ball the three sensons he wis with
the Oales

He wis that kind of ball clown.

The kind that jerked the lnughs
out of v wh you were out In
the rightield bHlenchers under n
blitzing August sun. The kind that
cutned you Lo forget Yyour bottle
Oof boer and hot-dog Between Lhe
double-headers. For when Sturkle
wis down there ncoting up you
didn't leave your sent. You'd miss
something, Something  rich and
cloepn and side-splitting

Wade Starkle's horseplay
pounded that tiny muscle under
your solar plexus nnd lefl you
paaping for alr. He held up plonty
of ball games with his antles—
but you dldn’t ‘care, you were
ving the time of your life
Inughing ut bis gogs.

Ao good

The Oaks wore a pretty serub-
by outfit antil they won' the
PURL. pennant, that last seadson
Sturkle was around,

In those years they uged in-
fiolders who couldn’t stop a slow.
rulling  push-buall,  pitchers  who
dyed thelr hale at the tomples and
outfielders who ercaker at the
knees in the batter's box. The
¢lub wus famous for bone-head
plavs ‘and countless orrors.

Bul still you came to see them

because they carried Wade
Starkle, the funniest man in base-
bull,

And you got your money's
waorth,

Then—the Oaks' great year in
1N32,

The yvear Lhey were parked ot
the top of the seoond division, a
dozen games behingd the league-
lenders In mid=July.  Then they
started to go, until two days be-
fore the season ended they were
ovensup with the Tigers -who'd
clumped on to the top berth Then
the Onks ran Into rain in thelr
serles with the Little Glants, But
they were smack up against the
Tlgers for the B L. bunting, be-
ciuse the Mgors down in Salt
Latke, couldn't play In the mud,
clither.

Bure, you've probably told your
liils about that bitter ehmmplon-
ahip play-olf, How, with three
pamen ench, the tenms came out
For that Tt battle ander o lenden
sley Lhot hid deipped radn for two
Huys. How, oven as the ground-
Weepors cipped boek the cnnvas
which covered the infield, the alow
drizzie set Ino And how  Club
Munngers Chot Fahrmon of the
Onks nnd Gil Kennedy of the
Tigers, finally agrvoed 1o start the
B hecnuse forty.two thoy-
snnd fans sat wniting for it

And Big Jess Gerboer, pitehing

for the Onks, enme out o the
motnd and eut down Tiger bat-
ters it they'st been  bush
leaguers —with his very apecinl

hennd of horsehide dynmomite, that

wirernoon,  And Hee Doxsie, the
chunky,  bow-Jogped  portesider
whoo was pitted agaimst Gerber,

Werewsbdled” the big sticks of
Pl Ok into o nlgltmoee' of fun-
ning

It was one of the grentest title

Lils ever stitgel i Class AA ball
And then, with the Oukis al hat
in the lnst hodf of the ninth, you
wew Wide Stackie Funny Moan
Wade Starkle —dig down into an
emply bag of tricks and turn that
dudl, owiny sy inte one of  de
lirious Inughter
Fhat's the Lhin® you really re
momber-—thial gi fatarkie's in
the livst balf of the ninth with the
sogrd Lled at 8 oand 1 You re
o | 4 SHieE L O It ¢ wietks
! e hadn't bedn a funty mun
And thal pieee of ity broke
the tensien of the Liks ini}
b ded wil Vaughn Park
n tremdndous laug! making
fhem nlinnost forgeot thinl o e bty
plonialip Ball ganie wi S ETH Y
| 1oV W Phe OO0k tl 1o
t thetr Hels flwadie ot 11
over thnt nevdal « whiit e
them the VBRI tag
URE, vou saw all that  You
S AW evervihing
BFut vou didn't sde that than
Haturday atle 1wt ] K
eal one r Clelr up
kel thet Oiks fnoLUd thelr
anil of Lhe n1iz it was 1
wids bl Bl Caide WA
hod nothing  1eft 1o his \ f
Lk It s empty ! i
A WELToWl o b e g t
thire wh Iving n s
Vincent's Bospatnd wt 1t
you fldn’t know anything ut
e ¥ fin i (TR
was belweon Wade Sta
toy. Datea;, the aport serib
bler
You might remember & byl
of Dales” in thy W Tedogroom
News ovoer some basaboll vonne
Muyhbe you don't. He was
"|"|L“"'."[“"" never 4
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Tragedy’s Twin

nume ull over the sport section,
Not Dules

You might've seen him in the

press box with the rest of the
boys—the one with the crazy,
mashed-in hat that never came

off. The one who had the face of
a thalr-hoy-—exeept for thoxe two
harsh lines wround Lis full mouth
He was the guy who held o cigar
between His  uneven teeth  the
whale nine innings of a ball game

the one who lit up when the
last player was put out. That was
Roy Dales, nsaistant sports editor
of the old Telegram-News

He wils the guy behind Starkile,
the ane who put Starkle over with

Chet Fohrman, manoager of the
Onkes. And Inter, with the cash
customers.  But you didn't know
that, bocause you didn’'t know

thnt Starkic and Dales w
orphons out of 5t. Mny

Even as kids they were buane-
ball nuts, They knew the flelding
ind  batting  avernge of every
pluyer who was ever any good nt
the gnme ®t all—und a lol who
weren't,.  From Lajole to Helfl-
mann, they knew them. From
Wagner to Ty Cobb—they knew
the stuff by henrt:

Sure, the Inst year they were
ot the orphuninge, Dales wrote the
clnss plny and Starkle got the
Jend. It was then that Dales dis-
covered Starkle could mimic—
vould pantomime, could make fun-
ry faces, Starkle Imitated that
wilk of the orphannge Superin-
tendent's until the old guy almost
doubled himself up with laughing.
Starkle was a hit, and Dales
never forgot it.

That Superintendent was a
pretty good fellow—he got Star.
kle a Job with & packing plant
and saw that he got & break in
Industrial League ball, And he
found a place for Dales on the old
Telegram-Nowa—na a copy boy.

In a couple of years Dales
stayted to seribble off-beat sport
stuff, He was handed the uasual
aund-lot. heindnches,. Only  those
ball games weren't hendaches to
Dules. Not on your life. His pal,
Starkle, was playing o mighty
sweet second base for the pack-
ing plant outfit. And Dales gave
him all the play he dared in hia
aheet, He must've done n good
job, because betore long PLBL.
geouts came buzslng around to
see Stiarkle in action,

HEN, it happened,
T One Sunday afternoon Star-
Kle, stretohing a double, came
sliding Into third base, After he'd
maile the shide, he gouldn’t get
up. They had to earry him off,
Dates rode with Him to the hos-
pital and when Starkle finally got
out of it he left two inches of
bone from his cight leg. He had
n limp und that meant that he

ere hoth

wis through with basebal),  He
eotld get around—but the old
tghtning-lke, double-play  stuft

He could
but they
not

wian't there, anymaore
swing o bat, cateh n Ny
den't use guys who hobble
in the infield they don’t

Ha Starkle went back to
packing  plantempty, with
that really mattered, gone

Bute, Dales stepped into Lhe
pletiirte then He'd gone up u
couple of notehes on his shoot.
He wak meeting a lot of guys in

the
nll

the sport world. Fle was getting
to know the men who earried
welght and  these who  didn't
And he kpew that his pal, Star
Felo, wis enting out his hewrt ol
the piant He knew that Starkle
wetit to see the pro's play every
Sunday--that he sat in the grand-
stand anit pep-tatked to himself,
godng thio the plivys out there
an the dinmond. He knew that
Sturkle wis covering the steals,

cutting the runners off at first
P 3 the ball to the plate
Line brecey spring atternoon at
£ camp down at
¢ veleran pitehirs

Uk Ly

4 Ann

Plenly stopped easing the Kinka
ol of their soup-t & Over in
tt ball-pen Al the rookles
e : nrvound near the batling
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cage, looked toward leftfleld
where the fence had opened and a
shaky laxicab had come through:
The taxi got as far aa second
base, spluttered, died.

At the wheel of the cah was a
guy In a raceoon coat and a ten-
gillon hat. When the motor fizzled
hie got out and ralsed the hood,

Mosat of the Oaks thought It
was a Hollywood location bit,
They stood around walting for the
camera wagons and the rest of
the company to show up. But
there wasn't any.

The guy In the raccoon coat
and the ten-gallon hat couldn't
find out what was wrong with
the motor. He unbuttoned hias
fur-covering and brought out a
monkey-wrench  blg  enough to
vverhaul the Nermandie, Then
the ball players looking on, saw
thut he wore a long.sleeved, long-
legped bathing suit of aboul 1840,
pear]l gray spats and bright yel-
low shoe 1.

Sure, you read about It the
next day o the old Telegram-
Netws—how Starkle flattened the
whole training camp with hls
goofy stuff. How, for over an
tour, he kept them laughing. And
how, finally, a groundhkeeper led
in the oldest dray horse in the
world to pull the cab out of the
park—and Starkle rode out of it,
astride the ancient plug, waving
good-by with the big wrench,

And then you read, a few days
Inter, how he rolled the Oaks into
the dugout with his cnpers—
while umpiring a game between
the rooks and the regulars. Then
you read that Manager Chet
Fohrmun had slgned him on the
club roster, .

And before the regular playing
#season was three weeks old the
Ouaks’ stockholders were slapping
one another on the buck—aver
their Tuck at having as smirt a
club munnger ns Chel Fohrman,

From Lhe Seattle Guard to the
Los Angeles Breese, you couldn't
et prat o sport page without
secing Sturkle’'s dead-pan map
looking out at you-—a mild, blank
oval face with a great brush of
hair that looked na if a strong
wind had whipped through it once
and no comb had touched it sinee.

Up and down the coast thoy
thronged into the ball parks when
the Ouks visited, The fans saw a
different Oak gang out there, that
year They suw a team hopped up
with the spivit of Funny Man
Wade Starkle—a tenm that had
scrap il A team thit beefed
over the ¢lose decislons wt home
plate, players who showed red in
their eyes when the umps called
vk hiy The f(ans saw n
throv-seasoned down - and - under
QUEIL on iLs wiy to brighter dayas

Muybe you woere at the Vaughn
Park that night the NMoodlights
wienl blooey in the thivd inning of
n game |"l".“ cen the Onks and the
Little Giantn

It was the night that Starkle
came out of the Onk dugoutl with
n lighted cnndle in his hand
came out there on the dinmond in
the Inky blackness, looking for
ball game He ma the
nids of the infleld —wandered to

wire

toas if

i was

A Ky
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"FThe Guy Couldn't Find Out
What Was Wrong With the
Motor, Then He Brought
Out a Monkey-Wrench Big
Enough to Overbaul the
Normandie.”

Texas-leaguer into Baum's terri-
tory. They crashed and little Jack-
son, who couldn't have welghed
an ounce over a hundred-and-
twenty-five, went down and didn't
get up. Jackson suffered concus.
slon of the brain and minor inter-
nal injuries, the pipers sald,

HE jinx was on

Four days later down in Los,
fast-moving Pl Brenne, the speed-
lest rightielder in the P.BL,
teied to plek & high one off the
witll in the last half of the fifth.
He misjudged, slammed into Lhe
garden planks and the next morn-
ing had breakfnst in bed with his
arm in a sling.

He wos hitting 3564, hnd 26
stolen bases to his eredit and was
a wonder at breaking up one-run-
lend ball games. You didn't hear
about him breaking up any more
that senson. His being out of the
ling-up left a hole that Fohrman
could not fill although Carl
Davis, atiffening at the knees and
greying at the temples, scrambled
nround out in the pasture as hest
he could,

Sure, you heard how the Oaks
logt three strajght series after
thiit and how Funny Man Wacde
Starkle, between a double-header
it Sun Diego, hiad the cash cus.
tomers choking over thelr pea-
nuts with his woman dummy and
that famous card game at second
base

How Starkle Hmped out to sec-
ond, dragging his Iady falr, and
sat the dummy opposite him at
the keystone sack and brotught
out n deck of eards. How he
pulled off a shoe, when he pan-
tomimed losing & hand, and give
It over to the dummy. How he
took 1t back, when he won the
next pliy. And it went on for
twenty minutes with the crowd
howling for more

Then the wind-up of that caper
—the cop comung out to Starkie
and the dummy and sinpping
handeuffs on them Starkle's vio.
lent protesting, and finally getting
the paliceman to join him and the
dummy In a gameand they sat
down to the bpg and Starkle won
the cop's club, handoufts, cap and
coat in three hands, And the
woman «Jdummy  had  Starkle's
shoes and his socks

Then the umps appearcd and
the second ball tit was called,
nding  the adt—with the fans

wiping the tears {rom thelr eyes
while they stamped their feet and
upplauded
Still, the
Onks ke o

Jnx hung ver

black eloud.

Lh

It wins six-foot-four Ilube Hen
shaw

who went out te try and
game, that wit-
he smiles of

faded, Hen.

¥ OWnag in hot water—thres
toott and no outs He took s
VT s always

lnte. He

1 r ¥ 3 I
1 San. Dego had chewed
Every Onk piny knew that
Henshaw  had won  sixteen
Jnst [wo up until the Haum
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Jackson smagsh - and he'd dropped
three straight, since. San Diego
took that game 11-2, and the
O#uks cracked wide open.

Nobody could be blamed. There
weren't the usual nlibis—fighting
amongst the players, or any of
that stuff. It was just plain, ordi-
nit |'}' nnar.

Then, the Oaks' great youar in
1932,

The year they shook their
bogey and npsed out the Tigers
by a one-gume margin for the
P.B.L. pennant—their first in 15
VeRrs.

Then there was Jake Grifin—
the muscle-shod youngster out of
the Cascade mountains. He was
the pitcher Dales called the most
promising underhand artist that
the P B L. bad ever seen since the
days of Corl Mays. A submarine
moundsman who had the .340
boys on the other clubs swinging
at thin air hard and often. He
chewed® two  packages of gum
every game and stuck the wad
on the roof of the dugout when
it was all over—win or lose,

Sure, Roy Dales signed his
story in the old Telegram-News—
that time he told who was respon-
sible for all those bright lights on
the Oak club roster. In that quiet
way of his he told the fans how a
crippled gag-man had given the
club an nfield which had no peer,
i pitehing staflf which was second
to none and an outfield that had
a combined average of (841, He
told them how a friza-baired, dia.
mond cut-up boad given them a
galden chance to win a league
championship. He got it all hotled
tdown Lo the day when Chet Fohr-
man took on Funny Man Wade
Sturkle—from that time on the
fins rted to take an interest
In the club. and they couldn’t take
an  interest  without  spending
moncy, and the money had been
used to get ball plyers.

I THE end of August they
Aw‘-: e four full games in back
of the hard-tighting Angels. hold-
g diown the league's top berth
Kept carving  away.
b outfield—Brenne, Craft and
wag just plain murder to
opposing pltchers and they were

LHIRS

everything which came
o8 near the old platter,
Iuh went into the

fire running an

W st And

with only two
t on their plaving

Cockroaches
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Tigers, Salt

playing down in
Lake, also took it on the chin
from raln. They don't play ball
in & sea of mud, so there they
were—Lthe Oaka and the Tigers
perched at the top of the heap
and the season over!

Then the play-off started—

Each team nabbed throe ganes,
a coin was tossed for the seventh
and the Oaks came home to
Vaughn Park to show the home
fans how championships were
won,

You prabably didn't notice that
the old Telegram-Neows wihsn't
running any of Roy Dales stuff
those Inst few weeks of the P.B.L.
campalgn. But you did notice that
Funny Man Wale Starkle hadn't
staged a stunt for three straight
weeks, You noticed that, because
the papers were crammed with
his having gone stale,

And you didn't know that for
three weeks before the play-off
series, Dales wusn't pounding out
copy for the old Telegram. News—
because he was In the hospilal
with douhle pneumonia!

The nurses sald that Dalea
heard every inning of the Ounks'
battips with the Tigers. A mild-
faced guy with a baleh of hair
which gave every uniformed sis.
ter the creeps to see, brought up
the tiny radlo and left it in Daley’
room.

He'd sit at the bedside and
wouldn't Jeave until he was told
that it was after hours. Dales
was unconscious half the time,
but the mild-faced guy just sat
there, anyway—quiet, and looking
at the gentle face with those two
harsh lines in it

And Starkle had to hustle to
make the clubhouse before game
time. But even after he got there
and was dressed he didn’t have
anything for the cash customers
or the players, or anybody else

Sure, you remember how the
Tigers got the jump on the Olks
in that lust game, with that first-
inning squecze-play which netted
them the one-run lead

The game wore on In that thin
curtain of rain—with Big Jess
Gerber heaving his  dynamiie
down the groove with all ke had
behind every piteh. And stocky
Hee Doxsie of the Tigers pumped
hia twisting screw-ball past the
heavy bats of the Oaks until they
didn't know whether they were
coming or going.

And the last half of every inn:

Ing brought out Starkel o t’.:*‘
third-base coaching line — stil
putting on his staring act,

doing a thing to amuse anyone

He knew that his team needed
a laugh, that the crowid neede 1a
Inugh. But Roy Dales was Iyt
up in St. Vincent's and Fun '
Man Wade Starkle was out of
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LAt pme ggek
You saw Baum po 1 4
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gran g seats ban
Aching hox
nny Man Wade &
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walsl,  betiding
something
There was a tonsa m
big crowd—they sen,
stunt. a laugh

This was it

You saw Starkle Lake bk
out of his pockits, nidvanoe &
retreat, He crouched loms,
tendad his arms, Mandy o
Then he Aropped to the i
ground on Al fours, Yoy ey
he'd  suddenly gone mime
you saw him mnke a sz
At that something b the
grass,

Then you saw that
frog jump—and you | s
out of you tha! was hewf
blocks. Starkle missed t2 4
and skidded on his face

Baum, starting fo
hax, stopped dead lo
watching. Duxate, the Tip
er, ball in hand, &
mound—a slow grin
face.  The Infield b
wialted—watching Staril

How Funny Man Wi
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he couldn’t catch it
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