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BAKER'S BOYHOOL

| EASTON JOURNALIST, CHILDHOOD
' FRIEND OF REDOUBTABLE
BATTER, WRITES HUMAN
INTEREST STORY.

Describes Frank As a Nice, Quiet Boy,
And Tells Of Time He Shot Her
Brother's Pet Crow And

} 8cored An Error.

In the baseball extra of the Rich-
:mond Evening Journal of October 11
|is a down-to-the-ground, human-interest
i story of incidents of the childhood of
ithat renowned exponent of ‘the home
i run—John Franklin Baker, of Trappe.
i Md. And this story was done by a girl
i from Talbot, Miss Helen Berry. who
i is now upon the staff of the Journal.
¢ Miss Berry put into this column gen-
. uine local color: her touch s light and
| attrective and the anecdotes ‘are the
, real anecdotes of real people,  This is
| what she writes on the margin of the
| paper:

. "l did this story marked for the Jour-
i nal today. They liked it. Mr. Cooke
i sald I could have gotten $100 for it if
iI had sent it to a New York paper

i firat; that they would have featured it

110:' the Sunday paper. 1 hardly think
| that is true; it seems tuo much.”
And here is the story as
i in the Journal:

There's a Murylund girl in one of
the Ninth Street office tuildings who
went to school and played baseball
with Home-Run Frank Baker. She
' has known Baker practically all his
life and recounts many interesting sto-
i ries of their school duys together,

One of her most amusing I8 about
14 game during the lust inning of
t which she went to bat when there
, were “five out and the bases full," nnd
. when, having bLunted the ball, she
| couldn’t run because all the bases
| were occuplied.

+ “Why, Frank Baker and 1T were
{ great friends,” she suid. *'I hope he

has not forgotten all about me. He
' wis always such a little gentlemun
cand so kind to the giris when we
! played together.

. |
it Appearea

formerly the old Methodist burying
ground, and a creepy place at night,
but all the expilanations of both teams
could not convinee me that it was fair
tv make the other girls run if they did
not like to risk it, Baker said: 'The
next tme you play we will have an
extra base made for you,

Killed Pet Crow.

Of course, Frank went with the
other boys swimming, fishing, gunning,
and ducking, and learned, as all the
others did, to swim hy being unex-
pectedly shoved off old Trappe whart
into the steamboat channel aud having
tv swim or else be pulled out by the
others and laughed at, and he brought
up his handfu! of mud to prove he 1::.9
touched bottom.

“He is especially good with a gun,
and his father depended on him to
keep the cornfield free of crows, and
ne did. My brother had an old tame
crow, so  well acqualnted around
Trappe that he went to u different
place every day for dinner, and sat
outside cawing until the cook fed him.
0Of course, being a erow, he visited
cornfields, and among them Mr. Ba-
ker's. ‘'Frank was out ‘with his gun,
and. old Jim flew. over about forty
yards from him and began to quarrel
about it. Of course, Frank was sur-
prised, but thought him wild and
banged away. The crow was hard hit
and put out of the game for good, but
it was Baker's error Nobody ever
made him eat crow that I know of,
however,

“Like most famous men still living,

he once escaped a horrible death,

Down in Talbot, about twenty years
ago, was an old horse named Bill, one
of the eat-'em-alive, chew-'em-up kind
that nobody could munage, and he
was traded half over the county,
fiually to Mr. Baker. This old horse
wag especially dangerous when grag-
ing, and would chew up everything in
his way, from a man to a grass blade,

“Frank was a four-year-old toddler
at the time. OIld Bill caught him out
in the front yard one day, and started
for him with ears back and nothing
showing but the whites of his eyes,
but not having Frafik's batting aver
Age, he miesed his mark, and metrely
knocked the lfttle kid over on the
grass, jumpiug clear over him, and
leaving him unhurt but yelllng, Need-

less to say, Lhe elder Baker went horse |
trading the next day.




“"Frank had been  making
runs  and winning games for Years
before hie ever knew of such a team
as  the  Athleties, and the world's
serles to him meant that Trappe mast
‘whitewash' the neighboring towns
and so be champlons of ratbot,

“Trappe?
~ “Not to know Trappe argnes one
s unacguainted witn a most delightful
,lltue village on the E-.:wtern Sha’, uver
201} yvears In the maling and still
childl!kp-—-n rather overgrown cross
1ruada and postoffice, from colonial
| times—a meecting place for the men
i of the old familles to talk politics and
|I'ur the ladies to shop and attend
chureh, and for the slaves and later on
|the freed negroes to gather and make
merry.

E “Frank Baker went to primary
| scheol, a little one-room affair with
| ive grades scattered about it, when
i1 did. He came In late in the fall
i after the farm work was finished.
|  “One morning 1 was playing paper
dolls behind cover of reader and slate
when somebody in the seat behind
| gave a yank to one of my curls, and
| ou turning round a rather clumsy
cuuntr:r boy, several years older than
| I, so dark that h¢ seemed almost sun-
hall:ed with thick black eyelashes aud
‘dlrty hands, said “Let me sce 'em.’

“Of course 1 passed them over and
told their names, but the teacher (it
always happens) saw the transfer and
came down to Investigate, (They
were beautiful cut paper dolls with
chalk colored dresses of red and biue
and pink.) ‘Put them in the fire,’ she
snapped, ‘and stay in after school.’
“Coming back disconsolately froin
ithe siove 1 saw the typical Baker
‘grin, so good-natured and sympa-
thetie that it was consoling. "Ynou
certainly can cut out fine dolls,’ he
“wald, ‘the lines are so even, better
than wy sister ean,” and so we felt
"wvery well secvdinted.

Was Very Quiet,

“Frank was alwavg the one to
 sharpen slate pencllis, turn the jump-
Ing rope and ellmb the mulberry tree
and throw down mulberrles to the
girls who couldn’t climh; very qulet
_and easy-golng, but o greal horrowes

when It came to glute rage mndd

.‘-Ip'l'.'lllgi':i.

“Of coirse

the primary school had
a ball team, and once, after much
" pleading, the girle were allowed to
—play. It was an eXcitlng game and
very close, because wunybody batted
who wished to and theie was nhn

1
home

Clerked in Btore. !

“After  he stopped  school Frank:
farmed and elerked in bis brother-in-
Inw's store In Trappe. The store wns !
a grocery and the only butcher shop
in town, Incidentnlly he cut fine
steaks and always plenty of fat thrown
in extra to fry them with, Every-
thing seomed rather a sclence to the
tquiet ecountry boy, something to be:
done deliberately and carefully.

“One day his little =i:ter took one
of the little brothers in his carriage|
up to the store to buy grocerles and
bacon, While she was buyling out!
of the earrlage went little brother on
his head and down—bang!—on the
pavement. They both made a home
run howling und Frank left the store
and came ambiing along behind bring-
ing home the bacon.

1 am quite sure that all New York
fandoin could not aisturb the Trappe
boy. He s trained up tn a noise. Old
Trappe on Saturday nights is overrun
with negroes. They crowd the stores,
fi.. the sidewalks and block the
streets until it is almost impossible
for a team to pass, One old negro
brings along a banjo.and tney dance
in the streets, while not & white
woman and very few mcn venture out-
side the nouses, It is a bedlam of
good natured noise and excitement,
while the stores are crowded with ne-
groes buying and trading and loafing |
and talking. J

“In the midst of all that Frank
calmly sold coffer and sugar to one
man, while twenty were yelling to:
him that they needed waiting on, and|
‘What {8 the price of eggs?” and!
‘Would he buy spring chickens? Noth-
ing could disturb a man who has had
stich excellent training. I

“And then how many games they |
won. Frank and his brother Patsy.|
No one In Trappe can forget Faturﬂ:
the  taller, lankier  brother, whn!
pitched hall with real curves that!
all the small boys tried to imitate.
There was no kind of a bhall that he
could not pitch nceording to those
sine small boyr, und the two of themn

genl  many on team home  ‘whin
washed,' '

“One gine Vo remember, The senre !
was o e with o gaod phleher op-
posing, and 1t lonked rough far the
home team, when up came Baker to
bet and sent a ball so far oul into:
the cornfield that nobody found ft!
that daj;. and the game after that!
was easy. This was Frank's first .
home run.



limit to the players. The ball was a
home-made one of a duzen kinds of
strings covered with rather a roughly
fitted leather jacket, and Jt skipped
about in the alr quite to suit Itseif in
marvelous curves as the wind caught
its rougl. edges.

“The bat was a broken off plece «of
the board fence whittled aown to pad-
dle shape and fully four inches across.

“Baker was playing lor the girls,
and we were allowed six times out
instead of thrce, because we were
merely girls and couldn’t play any-
way. The girls came up alphabetic-
ally to bat, and systcmatically struck
out, all recess. Finally lack turned,
and with five out and the hases full
I had to bat. Every time the bal
.came near the plate I dropped the
' bat and jumped to keep it from hit-
ting me. Finally, after two strikes
[mﬂ_ twu balle, the pitcher m despair
gald: ‘If vou wiil l:tep the bat still
I will hit it for ynu and then you can
run.’

“Luckily I could do that, and the
ball rebounded a f.~ feet, but no-
body picked It up; they were 2all
watching me. and all our side yelled,
‘Run.’ I started, but lo and behold,
all the bases were full of very conm-
tented looking girls and there was no
place to run. It seemed an unfalr
thing to mcke the others risk a
chance of being put nut when they
were quite safe where they were, BO
1 just took home base a- my cholce
and stood on that until somebody
would start something and give me A
chanee, and then they said I was out
and the @ lost, _

“We argusd it out on the school lot,

(Continues at top of page 1, right column)

Stole First Base.

“A rather amusing lacldent cane
up during the game, The fleld was
rongh and the basges marked hy very:
home-made bags filled with sand. The
visiting team was at bat o the fifth
with a man on first and two out. The
man on frst was trying to etteal
sacond, with ar eye on Patsy, pitching,
Just as he wound up for a curve, the
boy on first stooped down, plcked up
the bag and tore toward second. Luck-
{ly Patey unwound in time and sent
the ball to second. The ruuncr, over
half way to second by that time,
merely dropped the bag, and stood on
it, insisting that he wasg »till on first.
‘Here it is; I am standing on it.’ There
wag & rquabble and then a laugh and
the runner was cht. ‘Patsy had balked,
of course, but they weren't counting,
suco things then. : !

“The Baker boys were very kind to
the =muller boys around town. Thoy
cut up & real 1.25 hall to get a pat-
tern for the smaller boys. After one
of the games we noticed the visiting
pitcher pick up a ball, put it in his
pocket and hurry to the carriage. A
few minutes after Frank missed one
of his balls, and we smallcr fans were
fur arresting the pitcher on the spot,
or at least killilng him, but Frank
merely said, ‘I guess he made a mis.
take; don’t say anything about it.’
And though it was undoubtedly true
and to him meant sactu..l luss, because
he was a country boy to whom dol-
lars meant nickels and dimes and
quarters that must be earned and not
merely asked for, stlll he ‘kep’ guiet
about it



