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    Introduction


    I first met Cletus Elwood “Boots” Poffenberger posthumously, through a dining room table full of scrapbooks and manila envelopes stuffed with clippings, programs, schedules, and similar souvenirs from his 13 year career in professional baseball. His grandson, Jeremy Knode, telephoned out of the blue in January of 2011 and said that he had seen that I was writing about the Hagerstown Suns of the Class A South Atlantic League for a local magazine and that he had just come into possession of Boots’ scrapbooks that had been kept by his first wife, Jo. Jeremy and I had coached soccer in the same league here in Williamsport, Maryland, Boots’ hometown, and he invited me to take a look at the material.


    I knew of Boots Poffenberger because any baseball fan from the Williamsport area has heard of one at least one of the town’s four most famous sons. The other three were also big league pitchers: Dave Cole, who pitched for the Braves, Cubs, and Phillies in the 1950s; Nick Adenhart, an up and comer with the Angels who died in an automobile accident in April of 2009; and Mike Draper, who pitched for the 1993 Mets. Boots returned to his home after his career was over and lived the rest of his life, another 50 years, hunting in the Western Maryland hills, fishing in the Potomac River, and enjoying life as a pretty big fish in a pretty small pond.


    I had also heard of Boots, however, because despite playing only parts of three seasons in the majors, totaling 267.1 innings, he was one of baseball’s all-time characters. He once told Tiger management that the reason he couldn’t lose any weight during spring training was that they were making him rise at 8:00 which meant that he needed breakfast and lunch, whereas, if they would just let him sleep until 1:00 as he wanted to, he would only need dinner. Boots is baseball’s lifetime leader in funny stories per innings pitched.


    Due to the passing of his contemporaries and even of the then young fans who saw him pitch, and perhaps because no film footage of him exists, Boots has been largely forgotten. He did not make the 2009 Major League Baseball Production Prime 9: Top 9 Characters of the Game, for example1—but in his day he was probably the character in all of baseball, and his day included such notable eccentrics as Van Lingle Mungo and Dizzy Dean. In fact, baseball was full of characters in the 1930s and despite his short career, Boots was named to sportswriters’ lists of the game’s greatest oddballs for 30 years after he retired from professional baseball in 1949. Indeed, fifty years after his major league debut, he was featured in the third volume of Baseball’s Hall of Shame, a series profiling the game’s greatest flakes and oddballs.


    I spent an afternoon just skimming those scrapbooks, but even that cursory look told me that Boots was more than simply one of baseball’s most eccentric players, although there was plenty of evidence of that. His career reflects baseball in all its facets before, during, and after World War II. Boots went from the Texas League to the Detroit Tigers in 1937, was sent out to the Toledo Mud Hens in 1938, sold to the Brooklyn Dodgers in 1939, and sold again to Nashville of the Southern Association where he led all of organized baseball in 1940 with 29 wins. In 1941, through an interesting set of circumstances, Boots found himself playing for the Bona Allen Shoemakers of Buford, Georgia. One of the top semi-professional teams in the nation, they entered the Denver Post Tournament for semi-pro teams and faced the Ethiopian Clowns a Negro League team based in Miami for the championship. Boots dueled Roosevelt Davis in one of the greatest games ever played in tournament history. In 1942, Boots played for San Diego in the Pacific Coast League. Drafted into the military in 1943, he played for three different Marine teams and when he came home on leave, he pitched for the local Williamsport town team. Boots returned to San Diego in 1946, but by 1947 he was on his way down and out at the age of 32. That year Boots played only 10 miles from his home in Williamsport, pitching for the Hagerstown Owls of the Class B Interstate League before being suspended for jumping the team. He closed out the year pitching for an amateur Amvets team in Cumberland, Maryland. Boots returned to the Owls in 1948 for the last month of the season, and for the first two months of 1949, his last in professional baseball. Major league, minor league, semi-pro, military, and amateur, Boots played at every level there was during the era.


    Those clippings also readily illustrated how different professional baseball is now from what it was like then. One newspaper photo spread showed Boots bowling and playing billiards as his way of “keeping in shape” over the winter. When he played in Nashville, he was part of a seven man pitching staff on a seventeen man roster. There were no trainers and no coaches, just the manager and the traveling secretary. For appearing in a Wheaties ad, he received $150.00 (which was $50.00 more than Bob Feller received.)


    Sports reporting was certainly different then, too. Reporters of the time emptied buckets full of adjectives and flowery phrases into their prose. Vivid word pictures were the only means by which most fans could “see” their favorite players, and the afternoon papers served as the Sports Center of the day.


    I came home after skimming those scrapbooks, and wrote a 600 word blog entry about the amazing career of Boots Poffenberger, but I kept thinking about all that material and what a good story it must contain—and how long it would take to dig it out. By January of 2012, I could resist no longer and I called Jeremy. He was thrilled to have me start excavating. By the end of May, I had finally dug to the bottom of the big blue tub in which Jeremy had loaded all those scrapbooks and envelopes. And having looked at every page, it was truly amazing what they contained. In one book was Boots’ Marine Corps dog tags, simply taped to the yellowing paper. In another was a letter from an anonymous fan chastising Boots for acting like a clown during batting practice. Yet a third contained a photo of Boots and his first wife Josephine looking at the very scrapbook at which I was looking. There was his 1940 contract with Nashville, a series of letters with Bill Lane, owner of the San Diego Padres, discussing his 1946 contract, his draft notice; I even found his social security card in one envelope.


    In fact, Boots’ first wife, Jo, who had originally assembled the scrapbooks, saved every clipping no matter how small. If the name Boots Poffenberger appeared in print, it was pasted or taped into a scrapbook. Nor did it matter whether the clipping or sportswriter’s column or personal letter was positive or negative. It went in a book. That told me something about the man that I was getting to know. He loved attention, but was not an attention seeker; the scrapbooks were not about that. Whether he had done something right, wrong, good, bad, heroic, or stupid, it went in a book. I got the distinct impression that Boots, or Jo and Boots together, had tried to assemble an accurate record of who Cletus Elwood Poffenberger was.


    To his managers and coaches, and the sportswriters who covered him, he was the proverbial pitcher with the million dollar arm and 10 cent head or more accurately, the man’s arm with the boy’s brain. The former got him to the Detroit Tigers in 1937 at the age of 21 and the latter kept him in trouble for the rest of his career. After that successful rookie season during which he enjoyed the nightlife and went 10-5 besting both Lefty Grove and Bob Feller along the way, he reported late to spring training in 1938. Boots not only marched to the beat of a different drummer, he frequently heard an entirely different band and indeed, allegedly missed a game because he had been out late in a Chicago night club, having appointed himself conductor of the house orchestra. Exasperated with such behavior, the Tigers sold him to the Dodgers who, exasperated in turn when he jumped the team in Cincinnati, tried to send him down to their farm club in Montreal. Boots refused to report and was banned from baseball. Reinstated, the Dodgers sold him to Nashville where in 1941 he threw a baseball at an umpire in a fit of hung-over anger and was suspended again. A feud with manager Pepper Martin in 1946 led him to jump the Padres.


    As exasperated as his managers and coaches may have been, no one ever seemed to actually get mad at Boots. He was honest and never made excuses for himself. He was an innocent. If that boyish brain got him in trouble, it also attracted a genuine affection from almost all who knew him. Boots was not just a boy, he was the boy. Boots fits perfectly Ralph Waldo Emerson’s ideal of the self-reliant individual whose practical form is the “independent, irresponsible” boy. The boy, writes Emerson “cumbers himself never about consequences, about interests; he gives an independent, genuine verdict.” More than one sportswriter compared Boots to another well-known American boy, Huckleberry Finn.


    It wasn’t enough for me to know Boots simply through these scrapbooks and old editions of The Sporting News, however, and so I interviewed among others, Boots’ step-son Jerry Knode and his wife Joan; Connie Cole, the wife of Dave Cole; second cousin, hunting buddy, and Mack Truck co-worker Jack Rupp; and long-time friend Donald “Laco” (pronounced Lack-o) Anderson. All spoke of Boots’ charm and charisma.


    “He was just a guy that if you couldn’t like him, you couldn’t like anybody,” said Anderson a Williamsport native who was a close friend of Poffenberger’s for over 50 years. “There’s people, I mean I know oodles of ‘em that worshipped the ground he walked on.”


    Anderson first met Boots in 1943 when the former was 12 and the later would come home on liberty from Parris Island, where he was pitching for the United States Marine Corps service team.


    Everybody knew when Boots was coming home from Parris Island. In my mind right now, I can see him, ‘cause he lived down on Vermont Street; him and his wife Josephine, they lived downstairs and his mother lived upstairs. Again, everybody in Williamsport knew when he was going to be home on certain weekends, so it was a matter of how quick it was gonna get daylight on Saturdays that you could expect him to be comin’ up that street, carrying his spikes. He always had white socks on, no shoes—no shoes on!—he would walk from Ver-mont Street . . . so you’re talking about one block down, one, two, three blocks up, stop at Marsh Miller’s Barbershop where he’d grab a couple of bats and a handful of balls. There’s where we would spend our day, up there at the ball diamond. There would be at least 10 of us and him. And that would be ‘til dark on Saturdays.


    As for not wearing shoes, “It was just one of those things! They were just the whitest [socks]—but you knew damn well they were black on the bottom, but that never bothered him.”


    According to Anderson, these Saturday workouts at home were a chance for Boots to continually practice his livelihood.


    He would hit, hit, hit, hit, but he also would let everyone of us hit. Around noontime or 1:00 . . . a fellow by the name of Gruber had a store down on the corner of Salisbury and Artizan Street. Boots would get out around the pitcher’s mound and this is where he really helped us. He would hit pop ups—not just little pop ups!—and if you caught it, you got a bottle of pop. Boots would tell us as the ball goes up, don’t turn around the ring—you’ll lose it. He would teach us that when the ball goes up just turn once and back up, but don’t ever turn around the ring. But everybody that was there . . . he always made sure . . . because pop then was only a nickel and down to Gruber’s we’d go and he bought everybody [pop] and we used to get the big ole Barq’s Root Beer ‘cause that was the biggest bottle that they had.


    He used to have pepper games that would teach you how to get in front [of a ball] and stay in front. He was a good instructor. I can’t recall him ever, ever getting’ mad or sayin’ it’s over—we’re done for the day. He never quit until it was time to go to Murray’s Tavern in the evening.


    Perhaps, growing up without a father in his own home or perhaps never growing up at all filled Poffenberger with the desire to spend his Saturdays while on leave from the Marines playing baseball with boys.


    In any case, the image of the shoeless Poffenberger, ambling up the street to the barber shop where the town’s baseball equipment was stashed, is a dramatic contrast to modern ballplayers, who because of the money invested in them and paid to them have become corporations unto themselves. The way Boots lived his life and the era in which he lived it are more than a contrast—they are an antidote—to the 21st century version of major league baseball.


    I’m sure that if asked, “Who is Cletus Elwood Poffenberger?” he would have answered, “I’m Boots” and politely refrained from asking you why you were asking such a dumb question. He was just Boots to his wife, his teammates, his fellow Marines, his grandson. That makes perfect sense once you get to know him: Boots is just Boots, the common man about whom nothing is common.


    A Note About Those Scrapbooks


    The vast majority of information cited in this work was found in the scrapbooks which contain such a wide variety of material that a researcher would not even know to look for some of it now. Jo Poffenberger was not particular about noting the dates of some of the articles, nor in some cases did she bother to note even the author or the newspaper from which they came. In those cases, I have simply stated in the text or in the endnotes or both that the source is undated or unattributed or both. For such entries, I have noted in which scrapbook the article appears. Some endnotes contain my best estimate as to the article’s publication. Some clippings contain no date, but it is clear from the article itself what day it was published and I have noted that fact. I have designated the scrapbooks and folders as follows:


    SB 37-40 for the 1937-1940 seasons, the clippings from which appear in one, large scrapbook.


    SB 41 for the 1941 season which includes time with both Nashville and Bona Allen.


    SB 42 for the 1942 season in San Diego.


    SB USMC which covers the years 1943 through Boots’ discharge in March of 1946.


    SB 46 for the 1946 season with the Padres.


    CA En 47 refers to the manila envelope containing clippings on Boots’ time with the Hagerstown Owls and the Cumberland Amvets.


    Owls En refers to the manila envelope containing clippings from Boots’ three weeks with the 1948 Hagerstown Owls.


    SD En refers to the manila envelope containing random clippings from Boots’ stints in San Diego.

  


  
    Chapter 1


    Boots’ Beginnings
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    Williamsport, Maryland lies just a few miles south of Hagerstown along the Potomac River. Supposedly, George Washington considered the town as a potential site for the nation’s capital, but this may well have been a mere courtesy to his friend Otho Holland Williams, a brigadier in the Continental Army, who founded the town in 1787, the year the Constitution was adopted. The site that Washington ultimately chose is some 70 miles downstream.


    Regardless, the locals never felt slighted by the first President, as Williamsport is situated in Washington County, the first county named after George Washington. In 1915, the year Cletus Elwood Poffenberger was born, on July 1st to be exact, the town of approximately 1,600 residents was thriving with a brickyard, a tannery, and the commerce associated with the Chesapeake and Ohio Canal along which Williamsport was an important point. There were plenty of taverns in town in which farmers, factory workers, and boatmen could quench their thirst.


    Williamsport’s most prominent physical feature was and still is Doubleday Hill. Named after Abner Doubleday who occupied the site in 1861 shortly after the commencement of the War Between the States, it overlooks a ford that might allow an invading Confederate army to cross the Potomac. It was indeed this very ford that General Robert E. Lee used to enter Maryland on his way to Gettysburg in 1863 and then to make good his escape back to what was then Virginia after his defeat. Riverview Cemetery is located across the top of the hill and it contains General Williams’ remains, as well as Boots’. U. S. Route 11, the old Wagon Road that carried settlers from Pennsylvania down through the Shenandoah Valley, was the main thoroughfare then; today, Interstate 81 runs along the east edge of town.


    Steeped in history and surrounded even today by woods and fields, it was an ideal place for boyhood adventures. Boots’ upbringing seems to have been less than ideal, however. According to a July 16, 1937 article in the Detroit Free Press, his father Charles and mother Sophia divorced when he was four years old.1 In the interview, Charles stated that Boots was named after his grandparents on his mother’s side, which was true. The article also noted that “pictures of the boy from infancy to manhood” decorated Charles’ living room. Jerry Knode, Boots’ step-son stated, however, that Boots never talked about Charles and indeed, Jerry stated that he didn’t know about him. Neither Jerry nor his wife Joan had ever heard Sophia speak of what would have been her first husband. They always knew her as Sophia Connelly (spelled with only one l in the census records), the surname of her second husband, Herbert. Boots’ Marine Corps records list his father’s birthplace as “unk”—unknown.


    Sophia was 19 when she had Boots, then had his sister Maxine one year later. Still listed as “married” on the 1920 census, Sophia Poffenberger lived with her parents, Cletus F. and Mary J. Zimmerman, her three brothers, two children, and a 17 year-old boarder. Sophia’s father, for whom Boots was named, owned and operated a canal boat.


    “I knew Boots’ mother of course,” said Jerry. “She was something like Boots. Boots got most of his stuff from her. She was dancin’ and jitterbuggin’ up at the Redman Club until she died.” Sophia, as would Boots, lived for the moment. The family ties were not strong—Jerry did not know if Boots’ sister Maxine was older or younger for example, and Boots was left to basically raise himself.


    Marine Corps records tell us that Boots made it to the 7th or 8th grade depending on which form in the records one reads.


    Laco Anderson provided astute insight regarding Boots’ upbringing and what effect it may have had on him.


    He really didn’t have a mother and a father as he grew up. His mother raised him, how long I don’t know that, but I know that he did not have the relationship of a father. How much did he miss? I don’t know. And I really don’t know when he got started and how he got started as a youngster. His reaction to people might be [a result of] something that he didn’t have. His enjoyment being around people in some of the pictures that you see in those scrapbooks might be something that just popped up on him that he never had any inkling of when he was a youngster.


    Interestingly, no note or any other memento from either parent appears in any of the scrapbooks other than that July 16, 1937 article from the Detroit Free Press about Charles, and a news photo which ran three days later of four year old Cletus and his father, who according to the caption was living in Cleveland and working as an installation man for Ohio Bell. The photo accompanied a story about Boots’ 8-4 victory over Washington.2


    An interesting cultural feature of Williamsport is that at least through the 1940s every male in town had placed upon him a nickname of some sort. Cletus Elwood was “Boots” because Charles had been “Little Boots” and his father had been “Boots” before him. Jerry Knode never heard this story, however, stating that Boots somehow got his nickname as a child while waiting tables in the tavern where his mother worked. In any case Williamsport nicknames are more than mere childhood fancies. Laco Anderson tells the story of signing the loan papers for his house with his real name of “Donald.” The gentleman who ran the bank in Williamsport didn’t know who “Donald” Anderson was.


    According to Boots’ cousin, Jack Rupp, it was Boots’ Uncle Russ who taught him how to pitch, while Jack’s Uncle Billy was his catcher. “One day they was goin’ down to Conomac Park to play this good team from Martinsburg and Uncle Russ said, ‘I think I’m gonna pitch Bootsie today. And he did, and Boots beat ‘em! From then on he was a pitcher.”


    The brown-eyed, brown-haired Boots was a stocky right-handed hitter and thrower. Listed at 5’10” and 178 pounds at the time he debuted for Detroit in 1937, his Marine Corps service record variously lists his height as 5’7” or 5’8”. It has long been a common practice in baseball for scouts to report that the players they sign are bigger than they actually are. Bigger is perceived to be better. Shortly after his big league debut, Boots began to gain weight much to the Tigers’ chagrin. Perhaps, the weight gain was fueled by major league meal money. And major league beer consumption. In any case, by the end of the 1937 season, Boots had gained 20 pounds and by 1943, it was noted in the press that Boots bore a striking resemblance to comedian Lou Costello. Even now the Williamsporters who remember Boots are shocked to learn that he was as short as he was for they all remember him as a big man. His broad shoulders and barrel chest certainly must have helped create this image, along with his larger-than-life personality.


    It is not until 1934 that Boots’ life emerges from the unrecorded shadows to the spotlight of the sports pages. He played for the Williamsport Wildcats, the local town team and in those days it seems, every town in America had a baseball team. The games in Williamsport and surrounding towns were well attended. Crowds of 1,000 were not unusual on the weekends and according to a 1986 retrospective in Hagerstown’s Herald-Mail, 5,000 people witnessed the three game series between Williamsport and Hancock for the 1934 Washington County championship.3 Washington County in fact, had two adult leagues, the Washington County League for town teams and the Industrial League for area industries.


    John Steadman, a long-time Baltimore sports writer reported in 1967 that Boots worked for the Civilian Conservation Corps on Maryland’s Eastern Shore near Pocomoke City, making $30.00 a month, $25.00 of which he sent back to Sophia.4 Whether he was signed there or back in Williamsport is not certain, but most sources credit Detroit Tiger scout Billy Doyle for discovering Boots and sending him to the Charleroi Tigers of the Penn State Association, a Class D league and the lowest rung of the minors, in August of 1934. According to a June 5, 1937 article in Hagerstown’s Morning Herald, local baseball man Paul Nagy may have also helped scout and sign Boots.5 Poffenberger had both pitched and played outfield for Williamsport and Boots was actually signed to be an outfielder. Five years earlier, Doyle had signed Hank Greenberg for the Tigers.


    According to a 1941 article written by Dick Hudson, the sports editor of the Charleston Daily Mail, Boots played the final month of the season under the name of Zimmerman.6 Baseball-Reference.com shows that a “Poffenberger” pitched one game for the Charleroi Tigers in 1934. It also lists a “C. Zimmerman” who pitched in four games and garnered 23 at-bats. Jerry has heard that indeed, Boots played under that name and of course, his mother’s maiden name was “Zimmerman.” Given the evidence, including the fact that “Zimmerman” and our “Poffenberger” share the same first initial, it is likely that the two players were one and the same. Why Boots would have played under his mother’s family name is unknown as there was little concern about one’s amateur versus professional status in those days. Players drifted back and forth from local teams to semi-pro teams to professional teams continuously.


    At the same time that Doyle signed Boots, he also signed the Wildcats second baseman, Jack Krebs. Steadman wrote that when Krebs was released after one week, Boots figured he didn’t have the talent to make it either and so he went back to Williamsport, too.7 Krebs’ daughter, Connie Cole, confirms this story. (Connie married her childhood sweetheart Dave Cole who would himself pitch for six seasons in the major leagues.)


    Long after his playing career was over, Boots identified without hesitation Jack Krebs as the best baseball player to ever come from Washington County. “I figured if they didn’t want to keep my pal, then they didn’t need me. I came on back to Williamsport, but the Tigers came here and got me,” Boots told Steadman.8 This would hardly be the last time that the Tigers had to go looking for Boots.


    Poffenberger quickly gained a reputation as an excellent fielder and, according to the Daily Mail “managers under whom he has played state that he is without a doubt the greatest fielding hurler they have directed. In fact, Dixie Parker stated that with Poffenberger on the mound the Charleroi team had ten fielders.”9


    Parker, who appeared in four major league games with the Philadelphia Phillies in 1923 was Boots’ manager at Charleroi and again in 1935 in Fieldale, Virginia where he played for the Fieldale Towelers of the Class D Bi-State League. Parker was a catcher and it was he who converted Boots into a full-time pitcher. Boots began to gain real notice when he won both ends of a double-header versus Mt. Airy, and ended 1935 with a 16-15 record in 241 innings (to go along with a .288 batting average.) According to a 1938 Colliers magazine article, Boots’ salary jumped from $50.00 a month to $70.00 a month once it was discovered that he could, indeed, pitch.10


    Working his way up the Tigers’ farm system, Boots was assigned to the Charleston Senators of the Class C Middle Atlantic League for the 1936 season. It was in Charleston, West Virginia that Boots solidified his reputation as a top-notch pitching prospect and also began his reputation as good-time loving, girl-chasing guy who might disappear at the drop of a baseball cap.


    His salary was now $125.00 a month “which was high for the Mid-Atlantic,” according to the Collier’s article. Boots so impressed Iggy Walters, Charleston’s manager in spring training that he was given the starting assignment on Opening Day. Boots won 16 games against 12 defeats, while pitching 255 innings. At one point in the season, Boots, who would also be christened with the nickname, “the Baron,” lost a couple of close games and then was hit hard in his next two starts. The close losses followed by the poor performances


    sort of got the Baron’s goat and he didn’t show up one night at the ball park for a double-header. Then he went A.W.O.L. when the team left on a six-day road trip. Maybe he went back home to sharpen up his control . . .


    At any rate, Iggy Walters, Charleston manager, needed some pitching strength right then, so instead of firing the Baron he coaxed him back and only docked his pay so he would remember not to go running off that way.


    The Baron not only remembered, but performed so faithfully his “fine” was returned to him.11


    The Daily Mail of Hagerstown stated in a September 9th article that the season ended on Labor Day and that “Boots Poffenberger, play boy of the Mid-Atlantic League and the outstanding hurler for the Charleston Senators,” would be pitching for the Wildcats on Sunday the 13th against the Rosemont Club of Martinsburg at which time fans could witness some of his “peculiar antics.” Noting that he had provided Charleston sports writers with excellent copy, the article also discusses Boots’ accomplishments, pointing out that his 2.75 earned run average would likely lead the league once all numbers had been tabulated. It was predicted that Boots would be promoted to Beaumont of the Texas League for 1937 as “baseball followers [credit] him with more natural ability than any other hurler in the loop.” It was also noted that Boots led all pitchers in total chances, an indication of his fielding skill.12


    Boots was indeed assigned to Beaumont of the Class A1 Texas League for the 1937 season (although he apparently felt that he was ready to go straight to Detroit.) Class A1 was the equivalent of modern AA baseball, which is two steps below the major leagues. According to Crichton, Boots did not report to Beaumont on time because of a salary dispute.13


    Thus, the pattern for Boots’ major league career was set before he ever left the minors: he thought nothing—quite literally—about exhibiting his eccentricities, he never felt he was paid what he was worth, and if his performance or the results of the game made him mad or there was a good time to be had somewhere else, he simply left.
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    Rookie Phenom
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    Any dispute Boots may have had with the Beaumont Exporters’ ownership over money did not affect his performance on the field. He won nine of his first ten decisions and by early June the home town papers in Hagerstown were speculating on how soon he would be called up to the Tigers.


    A June 2nd Daily Mail headline proclaimed, “Texas Sports Writers Continue to Sing Praises of County Boy” with a subhead of “Boots Poffenberger Now Virtually Assured of Chance With Detroit Tigers— Rated As Leading Hurler in Texas Circuit.” The accompanying article read in part,


    He writes home that he is feeling tip-top and honestly believes he is twice as good today at pitching as he was when he tossed ‘em over for the Williamsport Wildcats.


    Sports writers over the Texas circuit are of one opinion that Boots is the best in the league. Pop Boone, one of the veteran scribes of the section recently wrote of the high regard in which Manager Jack Zellers [sic] holds Boots and of there being little doubt that the Washington County boy will go up the ladder to the big time.1


    Three days later, the Daily Mail sports pages announced in a headline, “Country Boy Is Ordered To Detroit.” Pride in the local product is evident, despite the fact that the paper reported Boots’ given name incorrectly:


    Cletus Edward [sic] (Boots) Poffenberger is a full-fledged member of the Detroit Tigers today, having been ordered to report from the Beaumont club of the Texas league for immediate hurling duty. Boots’ climb to the big time was predicted in these columns a few days ago because of his sensational hurling this spring with the Texas club, a Detroit farm.


    In all probability Boots will get his chance with Detroit in a day or two, as the Tigers are in need of pitching strength.


    “Boots” wired to his sister in Williamsport that he will report in Detroit tomorrow, and be ready for action whenever called upon.2


    The Tigers were very much “in need of pitching strength.” Lynwood “Schoolboy” Rowe, who had won 62 games the previous three years for a Detroit team that won the American League pennant in 1934 and the World Series in 1935, had come down with a sore arm. Rowe’s self-diagnosis was that “a ligament had slipped out of place,” and now the Tigers searched their farm system looking for a replacement.3 Stan Corbett, a 25-year-old-right hander was to be called up from Beaumont but Corbett was on the “casualty list” and so his Beaumont teammate was summoned instead.4


    Then, as now, businesses sought the endorsements of popular athletes and now that he had made the big time, Hoffer’s Sportswear of 474 Pearl Street in Beaumont sent Boots a letter, dated that same June 5th asking to use Boots’ likeness in their advertising. Noting that a local column had commented upon Boots’ “taste in snappy toggery,” the letter concluded with a post script: “Remember that pair of classy sport trousers
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