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BABE RUTH
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Name: George Herman “Babe” Ruth, Jr.

Born: February 6, 1895

Died: August 16, 1948

Position: Baseball Player—Pitcher and Slugger

Career Highlights:

• Broke baseball’s most important hitting records, including most years leading a league in home runs, and highest slugging percentage for a season.

• His home run record (714) stood until 1974.

• One of the first five players inducted into the Baseball Hall of Fame.

Interesting Facts:

• Was first introduced to baseball by the monks who ran the orphanage and reformatory where Babe was sent at the age of seven.

• Even today, the old Yankee Stadium is known as the “house that Ruth built.”
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To the Brothers of the Xaverian Order this book is respectfully dedicated


The Babe Ruth Story, by Babe Ruth as told to Bob Considine, published by E. P. Dutton & Co., was a particularly valuable reference book in the preparation of this volume. The author is also especially indebted to Brother Herman, Brother Xaverius, Brother Benjamin, and Brother Hilaire for many courtesies in supplying material on which this story is based. Among the many other books which have assisted him, Babe Ruth, by Martin Weldon, published by Thomas Y. Crowell Co., has been unusually helpful to the author.
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“You young ruffians!” she shouted.

On his tiptoes he crept out of the room.

“Wow, what a wallop!” Rod said.

George stumbled back and sat down.

Carefully he put down the words.

The Cubs couldn’t score.

It was a tremendous home run.

“The only real game is baseball.”

Numerous smaller illustrations
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OH, THAT GEORGE!

THE DOOR OF the little restaurant flew open. A tall, seven-year-old boy dashed out. Bang! went the door as it closed behind him. Headlong he ran along West Camden Street in Baltimore. It was a warm day in April 1902.

The boy nearly collided with two women walking toward him.

“Georgie! Georgie Ruth!” called the shorter woman sharply. “Watch where you’re going!”

George stopped suddenly. He thrust back the mop of dark-brown hair from his forehead. He grinned sheepishly. “’Scuse me, Mrs. Callahan,” he said. “I’m in a hurry!” He pushed past the women on the narrow sidewalk and ran down the street as fast as he could go.

Both women turned to watch.

“That boy!” said Mrs. Callahan. She shook her head. “But I guess it isn’t his fault. He hardly has anyone to look after him.”

“Why, what’s the matter?” asked her companion, with a concerned look.

“Well, his father and mother work awfully hard trying to make a living in that little restaurant. Half the time Mrs. Ruth is sick. And she’s got a daughter, Mamie, to look after. So nobody pays much attention to George.”

“Oh, that’s too bad!”

Mrs. Callahan sighed. “And the things that go on in that restaurant! The men seem to do nothing but fight and talk loudly.”

“Are they sailors and oystermen?” her companion asked.

“Yes, and the roughest kind, I’m afraid. It’s certainly the wrong place for a headstrong boy like that George Ruth. One of these days I’ve a mind to call the police.”

ON THE STREET

George whirled around the next corner. He was bubbling with energy. He caught up with three boys walking along halfway down the block.

“Hiya, Slats!” he shouted to a thin-faced, sandy-haired boy. George slapped him on the back in greeting.

Slats stumbled and nearly fell. He gulped hard before he could speak. “Hey, what’s the idea?” he managed to say. He picked up a stick and started for George.

George burst out laughing. “What’s the matter?” he roared. “Can’t you take a joke?”

The other two boys laughed too.

“I thought you were tough, Slats,” shouted one, a short red-haired boy.

“I guess George doesn’t know how strong he is,” said the boy named Jim.

“Well, lay off me,” growled Slats, still waving his stick.

The boys walked along the sidewalk.

“Where are we going now?” asked Red.

“Down to the docks!” George shouted. “Come on!”

“Hey, wait a minute,” Jim said. “Isn’t anyone going to school?”

“Ha, ha, ha!” laughed the other three boys.

“What’d you bring Jim along for, Red?” asked Slats.

“Why, what’s the matter?” Jim asked.

“I never have been to school,” George boasted in a loud voice.

“Why, what about your mom and pop?” Jim asked in surprise. “Don’t they care?”

“Aw, they’re too busy to know what I do,” George answered. “They wanted me to go, but I wouldn’t.”

He was bragging very loudly. It made him feel big. But he suddenly remembered how sad Mom had been when he refused to go. He didn’t feel quite so sure of himself.

“Aren’t you ever going?” asked Jim, still surprised.

“Well, maybe someday,” George said.

“What for?” Slats jeered. “I only go when I have to.”

“Oh—I—” George stammered. He couldn’t stop thinking about Mom lying upstairs in bed, about her begging him to go to school and to stay out of trouble. It made him feel so bad that he couldn’t answer Slats.
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But George didn’t like to feel bad. He looked around for something to do—quickly.

“Hey, look!” he shouted. There on the sidewalk was a trash can filled with old rubbish. He gave the can a big shove. It upset in the gutter. Cans and bottles and old rags flew all over the street.

“Let’s go!” shouted George. All the boys ran as hard as they could. But Slats suddenly tripped George with his stick. Down he went, sprawling full length on the sidewalk! Slats roared with laughter as he and the other boys raced around the corner.

A woman carrying a broom hurried out of a nearby house. “You young ruffians!” she shouted. She rushed toward George with her broom. But George jumped to his feet and raced after the boys.

“I’ll get you, Slats!” he shouted. He was so angry he couldn’t think of anything else. He caught up with the boys at the next corner. But Slats kept dancing away from him, waving his stick back and forth.

“We’re even! We’re even!” called Slats. He grinned in a sly way. But George was still angry. He kept charging at Slats.

“Hey, George, I know where we can get some oysters!” Slats shouted.

George stopped chasing Slats. If there was anything George liked, it was oysters. And he was always hungry. Even if the Ruths had a restaurant, George never seemed to get enough to eat.

“No fooling?” he asked Slats doubtfully.

“No fooling!” said Slats. “All we can eat, and they’re just waiting for us. Come on!”

George grinned broadly. “You bet I will!” he shouted. “Lead me to them!”

George and Slats and Red ran off toward the docks, chattering gaily. They didn’t ask Jim to go with them. They knew he wouldn’t.

Jim watched them a minute. Then he shook his head and started for school.

TROUBLE IN THE RESTAURANT

It was six o’clock in the evening when George got home. He looked cautiously through the door of the restaurant before going in. Only Pop was working behind the counter. “Mom must still be sick,” George thought.

About half the tables in the place were full. All the customers were rough-looking men who worked around the Baltimore docks. They were shouting at Mr. Ruth to hurry up with their orders.

George pushed open the door. He waved to Pop and hurried toward the stairs at the back of the dining room.

Suddenly a huge, bearded man jumped up. “There’s one of those kids now!” he shouted, pointing at George. “There were three of them, grabbing oysters when we were unloading!”

He reached out to get George as he went by. George dodged quickly. He made a face at the big man and dashed for the stairs. But he moved so quickly he bumped against one of the tables. Dishes and glasses slid off the table and crashed to the floor. A sailor sitting at the table jumped up.

“Now look what you did!” he shouted at the bearded man. “What’s the idea going after that kid? Pick on someone your own size!”

The big oysterman turned to the sailor. “You look about my size,” he roared. He rushed at the sailor, swinging both fists.
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Other men jumped up to take sides. In an instant almost everyone had pitched in. Tables and chairs were overturned, dishes crashed on the floor. The men shouted and wrestled and hit anyone they could.

“Here, stop that!” shouted Mr. Ruth. “Let’s have some order!” He tried to stop the fighting. He was a big man, but he was pushed aside easily by the struggling crowd.

George stood on the stairs, watching. “My gosh,” he thought, “I didn’t mean to start anything like this! They’re breaking up the restaurant! Why did that oysterman have to be here?”

Then he got interested in the fight. He shouted encouragement to the sailor who was fighting the oysterman. George had joined in many a rough battle with other boys on the docks and around the streets. He had seen many fights among the ­sailors and dockworkers. He didn’t think about ­people getting hurt. He forgot about everything being broken in the restaurant. He shouted and swung his fists just as though he were in the midst of it.

Suddenly the door flew open. Shrill whistles sounded. Two burly policemen rushed in. “All right, all right, break it up!” they shouted.

“I don’t want the cops to get me,” thought George. He hurried up the stairs.

Mom was propped up in bed. Her thin, pale face looked worried and frightened. George’s sister, Mamie, was sitting beside the bed. She looked frightened, too.

“George! What’s happening?” his mother asked.

“Oh, it was a wonderful fight!” George said. “Pop tried to stop it, but there were too many men. They just pushed him aside. Gee, it was something! Men were sprawled on the floor. Then two big cops had to come in and take over. They’re stopping the fight now.”

“George! Everything in the restaurant will be ruined! How can you talk that way? We’ve had a hard enough time without this!”

George’s heart sank. He suddenly remembered that he was the cause of the fight. And he knew how hard his parents worked. How would they ever buy new tables and chairs and dishes?

“How can you like those terrible fights?” asked Mamie.

George frowned. “Oh, you’re a girl. What do you know about fights?” But he worried more and more. He knew he was really to blame for the trouble.

Down below, the restaurant got quieter. The door banged as the men left. Soon there were footsteps on the stairs. Pop walked in—and right behind him one of the policemen!

“Sorry to bother you, ma’am,” said the officer. “But I was telling your husband here that you’ll have to keep the place more orderly. Especially with these children around.”

“Why, we do the best we can in this neighborhood,” Mrs. Ruth said sadly.

“That’s what I was saying,” Mr. Ruth agreed.

The policeman went on: “And, I’m sorry to say, I’ve been hearing bad reports about your boy. He’s going to be in serious trouble if he’s not careful.”

Everybody looked at George. At first he was so angry he started to shout back at the officer. Then he thought, “Mom and Pop will just get the blame if I do. I didn’t mean to make all this trouble.” He hung his head and said nothing.

“We’ll do the best we can,” Mrs. Ruth said.

A FRIENDLY SUGGESTION

The next day George stayed home. He helped Pop clean up the restaurant. He was still feeling very bad about the fight. He looked at all the broken dishes and tables and chairs. How could all this have happened? Just because he and the kids had picked up a few oysters.

He wondered what Slats and Red were doing. If he could only be out running around with them instead of being cooped up in the restaurant! Then he thought sadly that he probably would do something else wrong. Maybe the police would be watching for him. “Maybe I’m just no good,” he said to himself.

“George, you pile those broken things outside,” Pop said. “I’m going upstairs to talk to your mother.”

“All right, Pop,” said George.

Mr. Ruth looked around as he started for the stairs. He shook his head. The place looked terrible.

“How are you feeling, Kate?” he asked as he walked into Mrs. Ruth’s room.

“A little better,” Mrs. Ruth said. “Maybe I can be up again in a day or two. But tell me, dear, how is the restaurant?”

Mr. Ruth shook his head. “It’s pretty bad. I don’t know if we can open up tonight or not. We’ll have to get new tables and chairs and dishes. And how are we going to do that?” He thought a minute. Then he said, “But if we don’t open up, how can we make a living?”

“I just don’t know,” Mrs. Ruth said. “And Mamie and George both need new clothes.”

Mr. Ruth sighed. “What are we going to do about that boy? We’ve shut our eyes for too long. He’s always in trouble.”
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