The Comer Stone of
the Cleveland Club

Neither Speaker, Chapman, Nor Morton Could Make
Cleveland a Winner Without Steve O’Neil

By JOHN J. WARD

E amazing showing of the Cleve-
land Club has been a surprise to
many people. But it is no surprise,

to those who know Stephen F. O’'Neil.
Speak of Dunn’s Club and visions of
Speaker rise to the imagination. Of
course the mighty Tris, greatest outfielder
in the game, known wherever baseball
creates the slightest ripple of interest, is
the club’s chief luminary. And with
Speaker mention must be made of Chap-

Lee Fohl says that O’Neil gets
more stuff on the ball than any
other catcher

man, prince of American
League shortstops, of Turner,
the oldest veteran on the cir-
cuit, and of Joe Wood, once
a peerless pitcher, now a star
of the outfield. But with
these great names, it seems
passing strange that so little
mention is ever made of the
quiet, hard working, but really ~
brilliant catcher, the keystone
of the entire club defense.
O’Neil is one of those un-
assuming personages whose
work is so uniformly good in
quality that its very excellence
is accepted as a thing of
course. Al-
ways in
form, ever
dependable,
absolutely
master of every detail of
the catcher’s complicated
craft, O’'Neil ac-
knowledges in the
superiors in the
entire American
League circuit.
Some years ago
Ray ‘Schalk,
young, agile,
slight of build
=3 and fleet of foot,
broke into the
league and im-
mediately capti-
vated the popular
fancy by his spir-
ited play. Ever
since that time,
Ray has basked
in the full-noon
tide of popular
favor. There is
no discounting
the fact that he
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Steve O’Neil

is, or rather was, a star back-stop in every
sense of the word. But there seems a
settled conviction among the players, at
least, that Ray, though still great, is not
quite as good as he used to be.

“Why do you give so much credit to
Schalk,” said a big league player recently;
“In what way is he a better catcher than
Steve O’Neil? In my opinion he isn’t
as good.” Nor is this an isolated view
American League players on various clubs
have voiced the same opinion.

A player’s own manager is naturally
somewhat biased. And yet Lee Fohl's
views carry weight, for there is no more
competent judge of a back-stop’s ability
than he. “O’Neil gets more stuff on
the ball than any catcher in the circuit,”
says Fohl. “He sometimes starts his
throw a trifle late, but he shoots the ball
with such speed and such unerring aim
that he nails the base runner almost every
time. His particular hobby is throwing
out Ty Cobb. Ty used to come down to
Cleveland and stand our boys on their
heads. He stole everything but their
uniforms. But since O’Neil got Ms deadly
peg to second base, working in good style
Ty hasn’t been taking such liberties with
us. Not only is O'Neil a great man on the
throw, but he is great in every way. He

is also a player with a lot of endurance
who can stay in there day after day, doing
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O’NEIL'S RECORD UP TO THE PRESENT SEASON

YEAR CLUB ................ LEA POS. G. AB. R. H. S.B. AVG.
1910 Elmira .............. N.Y. State C 28 95 5 19 0 .200
1911 Phila.,Cleve.a ... A. L. .. .. .. .. .. .
1911 Worcester b...... N.E.L. C 101 316 43 89 6 .282
1912 Cleveland.......... A. L. C 68 215 17 49 2 .228
1913 Cleveland.......... A L. C 78 234 19 69 5 .29
1914 Cleveland.......... A. L. C 86 269 28 68 1 .253
1915 Cleveland.......... A. L. C 121 386 32 91 2 .236
1916 Cleveland.......... A. L. C 130 378 30 89 2 .235
1917 Cleveland.......... A L. Cc 129 370 21 68 2 .184
a Sold May 3 Worcester. b Sold Aug. 20 Cleveland.
much more than his fair share of the work, ball stars. To that select group, O'Neil

and he very seldom gets hurt. I have often
wondered why the critics didn’t recognize
his ability and give it a little more space
in their press notices.”

O’Neil was born at Minooka, Pa., in
1892. He missed the glorious Fourth by
two days, being born on July 6th. The
dope books say he is 5 feet 10 inches in
height and weighs 160 pounds.

There are approximately 100 million
people in the U. S. to whom the name
Minooka conveys very little intelligence.
But it is not without interest, for the town
is a suburb of Scranton, Pa., in the heart
of the anthracite coal country, and O’Neil
is one of the famous group of miner
players.

Speak of a coal miner who has made
good in the majors, and you invariably
speak of a star. There are Jake Daubert,
Ed Walsh, Bob Veach, Hugh Jennings,
Larry Doyle, all coal miners and all base-

well deserves admission.

For six years O’Neil toiled in the under-
ground galleries of a coal mine. His first
job consisted of driving three mules for
$1.45 a day, approximately 50 cents per
mule. Anyone who has ever driven even
one mule, will testify that the wage was
not excessive. Later on Steve was pro-
moted to a more influential position, for
it devolved upon him to shovel some
twelve tons of coal daily into a coal car.
This work is excellent exercise for the
back and shoulders. Later on Steve be-
came a miner in earnest and left the job
only to play professional baseball.

“Baseball is really the miner’s greatest
recreation,” says O’Neil. “You would
suppose after spending nine hours daily in
the coal dust of the mine shaft doing the
hardest kind of physical work, that the
miner would be glad to take it easy for
the few hours of the day that remain

to him. But this isn’t the case. Go to
any mining town in the summertime and
you will see the workers playing baseball
of an evening until the shadows grow too
deep to hit a fast one or catch a fly. That
was my experience and where I learned
my earliest lessons in the art of catching.

“My first real job as a player was at
Elmira with the New York State League
in 1910. In 1911 I was signed up by the
Athletics, later sent to Cleveland and sold
May 3rd of the same year to Worcester.
I played at Worcester until August 20th,
when I was repurchased by the Cleveland
Club. I have been with Cleveland ever
since.

“I am willing to do my bit all right
and don’t object to hard work. But I
think I have served my full time in the
mines. Last winter I got a job in the
Scranton Car Foundry and I shall proba-
bly go there again this fall when the
season ends. This early closing order has
of course interfered a good deal with my
plans. But it has interfered with the plans
of a lot of other people, so I am not mak-
ing any complaint. Later when things
begin to ease up a bit, I hope to play
baseball once more, for I believe that is
the thing I can do best.”

As we go to press, Cleveland though in
second place, has a good fighting chance
for the penant. The Red Sox are a des-
perate team on their home grounds, but if
the Forest City Club pulls them down from
the height which they have occupied so
long, no small share of the credit should
go to Steve O’Neil.

THE FABLE OF THE LATE-SEASON

OWN in the Sticks, but doing Nicely, thanks Mainly to his

Skill in David Haruming on Players’ Sales, there was a

Wise old Manager who had been a live one in his Day, and

still had his Bean in Burnished working Order, even if his Arm

could no longer chuck from the home Plate to the Pitcher and
his legs wouldn’'t Synchronize when he Strove to Run.

To him there came one April Day a big league Boss who needed
Reinforcing in a Heluva Hurry, especially in Batting, and the
old Manager warmed up in Praises of a Mighty Slugger whom
he would Exchange for Two pitchers, one Third Baseman, and
$9,000. This Young man, so said the Veteran, could Tear the
Stitches off the Ball, but—so Honest was the Old Wolf in telling
of his Protege’s Defects—he had One Fault—he was a Late
Season Hitter. “When he gets his Stride,” said the Ancient
Sinner, “he’ll Assassinate that Leather, but it May be Some
little Time before he starts his Hitting.”

On April 22, the New Smasher started his Big League Career,

HITTER

and Fanned Three times with Bases full. On May 15, his batting
average was .133, and the big Manager was getting Fretful. On
June 19, the Slugger was Hitting .147, and the fans were Full
of Ridicule as well as Redhot On July 12, he was Rapping for
the Majestic Mark of .129, and the Disgusted Manager sent him
to the Tallest Timbers.

Writing Fretfully to the old Goat who sold the Slugger, the
Big League Manager Penned like This: “You warned me that
this Hyena was a Late Season Hitter. He surely must be.
About what Time does he really Start his Batting.”

And two days later, back the Answer Came, a Frank and
Honest Answer.

“I should say,” wrote the Antique Diplomat, “that on or
around December 28 this Guy ought to Bat .440.”

MORAL: They may be Honest, but it’s always Well to
Frisk them First.
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