
"Dizzy" Dean 
He's baseball's greatest hero and most picturesque personality today —and 

hé* s not so dizzy as his nickname indicates. 
Here's a vivid picture of this 24-year-old King of the ^Diamond. 

by Orland Kay Armstrong 

To 
hear some of the tales told about 

baseball's current outstanding 
hero, the tall, lanky, good-natured 
"Dizzy" Dean of the St. Louis 

Cardinals, you'd think he was just a combin- 
ation chatterbox and half-wit who had the 
good luck to snatch a few victories for his 
team while clowning his way into an enviable 
position of stardom. You'd think the gangling, 
talkative, better-known half of the Dean 
Brothers dazzled the opposing players by his 
wit alone, and caused them to lose the 
pennant. 

Well, there's something wrong with that 
picture. Cïo down to Hradenton, Florida, 
where the Cardinals absorb the sunshine and 
the pungent advice of their coaches during 
spring training, and see for yourself. You'll 
find the friendly hero of the 1934 world series, 
who last fall was voted the most valuable 
player in the National League, down there 
long in advance of the rest of the Cardinal 
crew, and you'll find him just a smart, con- 
fident, ambitious young pitcher. 

You will see not a clown with more luck 
than good sense, but a youth with an as- 

tounding faith in himself and an amazing 
ability to make good with his right arm. 

Does this Dizzy Dean say crazy things at 
timesί Does he predict that "Me and Paul" 
will pitch the opposing teams for a row of 
ashcans? Does he occasionally give the sports 
writers an interview that they make into copy 
the fans cry and laugh over? Well, that 
doesn't mean he is likely to go goofy and start 
turning handsprings on the diamond when the 
bases are full. It doesn't mean that he's a 

lucky boob with only a strong pitching arm. 
or a rube who stumbled into the Big League 
because somebody left the gate open and may 
stumble out again next week. 

Jerome Herman "Dizzy" Dean is the na- 
tion's outstanding pitcher and most pictur- 
esque ball player. And when it comes to the 
serious business of baseball — from the first 
crack of the bat down at Bradenton to the 
final put-out in the last game of the season— 
this man Dean is about as Dizzy as a bankers 
convention or a meeting of the directors of the 
Chamber of Commerce. Baseball is as serious 
with him as his reputation for winning ball 
games, and if you think he isn't a crafty, 
determined, intelligent, capable strategist of 
the diamond, then you're dizzier than any- 
body ever accused Jerome Herman Dean of 
beinc. 

Of course, you can't talk to him long with- 
out getting flashes of that amazing self- 
confidence braggadocia, his opponents call 
it which oozes out of every pore of his sun- 
tanned Oklahoma countenance. He admits 
he's a good ball player — but so do the 
scoreboards. He's likely to tell you he expects 
to win more games this year than last — but 
he's serious about it. And the funny thing 
about it is : He's likely to do it ! 

We got down to Bradenton in time to find 
Dizzy Dean chasing over the golf courses of 
the west coast of Florida with Grantland 
Rice. I got the veteran authority on sports off 
to one side and asked for his serious estimate 
of Dizzy Dean. 

"Dizzy?" began Grantland Rice. "He's the 
best combination of smart baseball intelli- 
gence, real ability and picturesque personality 
in any ball club today." 

By the way. how did he get that nickname, 
"Dizzy"? The story of that incident puts a 
new face on things. Ask him about it, and he 11 
tell you the straightforward story of how that 
name was tacked onto his baseball career. 

It was back in 1929, when Dizzy was 
eighteen years old, in the army, and a member 
of the Fort Sam Houston baseball team at 
San Antonio. The San Antonio team of the 
Texas League scheduled a spring-training 
exhibition game with the Chicago White Sox. 
who were in the Alamo city getting in con- 
dition for another season. Young Dean had 
been working out with the San Antonio team, 
so they sent him in to pitch against the 
White Sox. 

Of course the big leaguers expected to dust 

"The games they really want to win," 
says Dizzy, "I hope they let me pitch" 

Seventeen strike-outs 

game; that's Dizzy's 

in one 

record 

off the Busher boys with ease and dispatch. 
They didn't care to beat them too bad — just 
run up a good lead against their kid pitcher 
and then loaf through the rest of the game. 

But Dean was pitching for San Antonio and 
he began mowing down the White Sox with 
exasperating regularity. When the San An- 
tonio team added insult to injury by batting 
in a few runs, the White Sox coach began to 
get indignant with the major league batters. 

"Knock that dizzy kid out of the box!" he 
yelled, as one of his regulars came up to the 
plate. 

A few moments later Dean's fast ball 
smacked into the catcher's glove for a third 
strike. 

"What's the matter? Can't you hit that 
kid?" shouted the coach. "Knock that dizzy 
rookie out of the hall park !" 

But the "dizzy kid" got better and better 
— the Sox drew a shut-out — and Dean 
acquired a nickname from that victory that 
will stick to him as long as he throws a ball. 

Dean began pitching and winning games 
when he was twelve years old. He weighed 160 
pounds then and was giving rapid promise of 
his present 6 feet 3 and *i inches of height, 
and he played ball in his bare feet on the sun- 
kissed soil of Oklahoma. 

Dizzy was bom January 16. 1911 in Hol- 
denville, Oklahoma, the second of three boys 
— Elmer, Jerome Herman and Paul — and 
the family was very poor. 

When Dizzy was three and Paul was one, 
their mother died. The father moved to 
Booneville, Arkansas, and there the boys 
grew up, and began playing baseball on the 
school grounds and sandlots. 

"Our early life was plenty poor." Dizzy 
recalls. "Dad went through the mill for us. 

"He taught us the value of good exercise 
and the meaning of good sportsmanship. And 
he taught us the folly of bad habits — don't 
forget that!" 

Jerome and his brothers learned the hard 
work of a stubborn farm. They plowed and 
chopped côtton, milked the cows and did the 
chores. Jerome quit school at the fourth 
grade, but already he had established himself 
as a star kid pitcher. 

"I discovered early that when I threw rocks 
at snakes and squirrels I could hit them with 
ease," Dean relates. 

"The first ball we ever had I made from a 

pair of father's wool socks. I smuggled out 
the socks, unraveled the wool yarn, wound it 
around a wad of paper, and there was the 
ball! 

"I guess 1 was pretty good when I got to be 
twelve, for the professor over at Holdenville 
High School asked me to come pitch for his 
team. I was tall enough to pass for a high 
school student. And did I love to play ball! 
No uniform — no shoes — I couldn't afford 
them. I played in my bare feet. 

"I remember the day we played Oklahoma 
City Teachers' College — and I shut 'em out. 
I struck out fourteen batters and allowed only 
twelve hits. Our boys got twelve runs." 

A few years of such foundation training in 
the great American sport, and we find the 
family at San Antonio. Dean heard the army 
post had a baseball team, so he raised his age 
a couple of notches and enlisted. The army 
post needed a winning pitcher, and they 

embraced young Dean with huzzahs of joy. 
"There, in the field artillery, I got my first 

pair of shoes," Dizzy laughs. Incidentally he 
got a lot of good hard baseball training at the 
same time. Dizzy won so many ball games for 
Uncle Sam's field artillery that Don Curtis, 
scout for the Cardinals, went down to look 
him over. 

Curtis watched him and sent word back to 
Branch Rickey and the Cardinal big-wigs that 
anybody who could win games with such 
regularity was worth cultivating in a big 
league way. 

Jerome's father helped him secure his re- 
lease from the army and the Cardinals signed 
him up. Right here it should be put into the 
record that three years later when Dizzy was 
sitting on top of the baseball world, the 
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