ROSTER CHANGES


8-12	FORGOETZ ME NOTS reserve R Otero, activate B Jordan from the Reserve List.


8-12	FORGOETZ ME NOTS reserve S Trachsel, activate J Schmidt from the Reserve List.


8-12	DOORMATTS call T Barron (.05) from the Free Agent Pool, reserve T Ward, waive D Tartabull (waive period ends 8-26).


8-12	DOORMATTS call B Bohanon (.05) from the Free Agent Pool, reserve D Burba, waive M Sweeney (waive period ends 8-26).


8-12	DA PAUL MEISTERS reserve R Helling, activate T Adams from the Reserve List.


8-12	RUFFINS call E Williams (.05) from the Free Agent Pool, reserve J Nunally, waive D Hansen (waive period ends 8-26).


8-12	RUFFINS reserve M Aybar, activate A Benes from the Reserve List.


8-12	RUFFINS reserve M Rojas, activate F Heredia from the Reserve List.





8-19	DA PAUL MEISTERS release R Helling.


8-19	COPPERFIELDS call J DiPoto from the Free Agent Pool, reserve R Hernandez, waive D May (waive period ends 8-26).


8-19	DEM REBELS call O Nixon from the Free Agent Pool, reserve R Sandberg, waive R Wilkins (waive period ends 8-26).


8-19	RUFFINS reserve A Benes, activate M Aybar from the Reserve List.


8-19	RUFFINS reserve F Heredia, activate M Rojas from the Reserve List.


8-19	RUFFINS release R Henderson, activate J Allensworth from the Reserve List.





Back In The Saddle


Well, it’s good to be back.  As some of you know, I spent the last week in San Fransisco and Monterey.  Unfortunately, I was never able to get access to a computer, so I had to skip a week of reports.  Sorry about the inconvenience.  





Also, since I didn’t get back in town until Saturday evening and had a lot of other stuff to catch up on this weekend, I didn’t have time to print off new envelopes for this week.  The ones you got are the envelopes that I had taken to California with me in case I was able to mail out a report while I was gone.  Better late than never.





You’ll notice that there are two sets of transactions above – one for this week and one for last.  Also, please notice that the waiver period for players waived last week has been extended until August 26.


The Wandering Meisters


Da Paul Meisters, in the hopes that it will help them stay a couple steps ahead of those pesky Rebels, have up and moved their front office to Hoffman Estates.  The new number for the MeisterPhone is (847) 884-7915.








Player Values - Top Ten





Walker       Larry    Col    $52.96


Bagwell      Jeff     Hou    $40.08


Galarraga    Andres   Col    $39.22


Gwynn        Tony     SD     $36.29


Bonds        Barry    SF     $35.17


Mondesi      Raul     LA     $33.81


Piazza       Mike     LA     $31.77


Lankford     Ray      StL    $31.66


Jones        Chipper  Atl    $31.08


Biggio       Craig    Hou    $31.08�
Beck         Rod      SF    $40.51


Hoffman      Trevor   SD    $37.65


Nen          Robb     Fla   $36.21


Franco       John     NYN   $35.74


Wohlers      Mark     Atl   $34.22


Shaw         Jeff     Cin   $31.06


Eckersley    Dennis   StL   $29.89


Worrell      Todd     LA    $29.26


Wagner       Billy    Hou   $27.78


Martinez     Pedro    Mon   $27.51�
�






The 99 Reasons


While on vacation last week, I picked up a used copy of Thomas Boswell’s The Heart of The Order.  Boswell is a sports (mainly baseball) columnist for The Washington Post and the inventor of Total Average – a statistical measure intended to rate a player’s total offensive contribution.  The book is a collection of some of Boswell’s columns and essays from 1985-1990.  One of the chapters is entitled “99 Reasons Why Baseball Is Better Than Football” and I thought, given the time of year, it would be fun to share some of the 99 over the coming weeks.  Here’s the first installment:





1.	Football has bands.


2.	Football has halftime with bands.


3.	Football has cheerleaders at halftime with bands.


4.	Football has Up With People singing “The Impossible Dream” during a Blue Angels flyover at halftime with bands.


5.	Baseball has fans in Wrigley Field singing “Take Me Out To The Ball Game” at the seventh-inning stretch.


30.	The coinflip at the beginning of football games is idiotic.  Home teams should always kick off and pick a goal to defend.  In baseball, the visitor bats first (courtesy), while the host bats last (for drama).  The football visitor should get the first chance to score, while the home team should have the dramatic advantage of receiving the second-half kick-off.


31.	Baseball is harder.  In the last 25 years, only one player, Vince Coleman, has been cut from the NFL and then become a success in the majors.  From Tom Brown in 1963 (Senators to Packers) to Jay Schroeder (Jays farm system to Redskins), baseball flops have become NFL standouts.


35.	Football has Tank and Mean Joe.  Baseball has the Human Rain Delay and Charlie Hustle.


54.	At a football game, you almost never leave saying, “I never saw a play like that before.”  At a baseball game, there’s almost always some new wrinkle.


63.	The baseball Hall of Fame is in Cooperstown, New York, beside James Fenimore Cooper’s Lake Glimmerglass; the football Hall of Fame is in Canton, Ohio, beside the freeway.


70.	Without baseball there’d have been no Fenway Park.  Without football, there’s have been no artificial turf.








New September Fun


Remember, there’s a change in the rules for this year.  In previous years, there was no free agent bidding allowed after September 1.  This was to prevent teams from using their FAAB to collect a bunch of cheap rookies who were called up when the major league rosters expand to 40.  Here’s the excerpt from the Constitution that describes the new rule:





Free agent bidding may continue in September, throughout the end of the season.  This includes any National Leaguers who are not yet owned, any minor league callups, and any American League players traded over to the National League.  The only provisions are the following: 





1) All free agents signed during September with bids of .24 or lower are given a contract of B instead of the usual D.  This means that these players are automatically released from your team at the end of the year. 





2) If you bid .25 or more on a free agent during September, he will be given an E* contract.  The `E' portion of the contract means that you must keep him the following year or pay a penalty.  The `*' means that the penalty for releasing the player before the following season is that half of his salary will be deducted from your $2.60 Draft Day spending limit.  You must also pay a contract buyout fee of twice his salary or $1.00, whichever is greater. 





Also, keep in mind that after September 1 you can expand your active roster by one player.  This can be either a player from your Reserve List, or a free agent acquired as described above.








Record Book


There were no new records set the week I was gone, nor last week.  Here’s the unchanged record book:





CAT�
TEAM�
STAT�
PERIOD END�
�
HR�
Ruffins�
16�
7/7/97�
�
RBI�
Ruffins�
57�
5/22/97�
�
SB�
Ruffins�
20�
7/29/97�
�
BA�
ForGoetz Me Nots�
.3593�
6/2/97�
�
W�
Copperfields�FlatFeet�Dem Rebels�
7�
4/21/97�7/7/97


8/4/97�
�
S�
Ruffins


Ruffins


Da Paul Meisters�
7�
4/7/97�5/19/97�5/26/97�
�
ERA�
Six Packs�
1.14�
7/14/97�
�
RAT�
Ruffins�
0.885�
4/7/97�
�






�
Realignment


Here’s what ESPNet’s Rob Neyer has to say about the proposed radical realignment of major league baseball:


Last week I predicted that the owners wouldn't be able to agree on anything approaching a radical realignment plan, but now it seems that I might have been wrong. On the strength of some "focus groups," or so we're told, the realignment committee voted 12-2 in favor of a plan which would switch roughly half the existing teams from one league to the other.





Let me ask you something. Do you really think Bud Selig and Jerry Reinsdorf give a rat's behind what some focus group says? Of course they don't. They make up their minds, and then they interpret the focus group in a way that supports what they're already going to do.





Look, if you ask a casual fan of anything if they'd support radical changes in that anything, of course they're going to say yes. Let us, for example, ask a group of 801 casual football fans what might make them attend more games. You, in the red shirt, go ahead …





"Well, gee, I wish they'd score more points. If the games were, like, 67-53, I wouldn't mind spending all that money.





Fine, thanks for your input. Yes, you with the ducktail?





"More passing, please. All those running plays are boring, except for Barry Sanders."





Excellent point. Three yards and a cloud of dust should have gone out with Woody Hayes. Umm ... yeah, you there in the thong bikini.





"I like football, but the games last too long. And Sunday afternoons are really a bad time for me."





Hey, this isn't bad. If we fix all these problems, maybe then we'll truly have a sport suitable for the masses.





It's called Arena Football.





Obviously, the NFL isn't going to alter its rules to suit a hockey rink, because millions of current fans would be alienated. Yet isn't this essentially what MLB is proposing? Sure, you might attract a few more of the "casual" fans, but who's to say you don't alienate just as many "serious" fans -- the ones who have stuck with the game through these last few painful seasons -- at the same time?





A week ago, SportsZone ran a poll on this issue. Given a choice between the "radical" plan and three other, far less radical plans, only 24 percent of the 11,000 voters -- presumably, most of them relatively serious fans -- picked radical realignment. Is MLB so arrogant as to turn its collective back on the other 76 percent? Where are the focus groups full of serious fans?





Most of you -- and me too, for that matter -- are too young to remember this, but we went through one of these "baseball is dying" crises back in the 1960s. Then, the perceived threat was the NFL, but the real problem was too many 2-1 ballgames.  The Lords of Baseball lowered the pitcher's mound, and attendance rebounded.





Now we're told our favorite game is threatened again, this time by the NBA and general apathy. All we need, according to our buddy Selig, is the most radical structural change in the history of game.





But to what end? If people didn't still love baseball, would the minor leagues be setting attendance records every year? Would there be more baseball on TV than ever before?





I promise you, there is absolutely nothing wrong with baseball that five or six years of labor peace and realistic revenue sharing wouldn't cure.





Trust me. I've never been so sure about anything as I am about this.





A couple days later he added:


Sorry, I can't help myself. One last(?) thought on realignment. I've received a fair amount of mail saying, roughly, "C'mon, Rob, a little change won't kill you. Baseball's been changing off and on since it was invented, so lighten up."





Agreed. As I mentioned, I simply see no benefits from radical realignment. But for those of you who still can't understand why some of us are resisting, let me draw an analogy ...





Suppose you've been living in the same house for most of your life. The dining room means Thanksgiving, your heights at each birthday represented by pencil marks on the door frame ... the whole sentimental shebang. Now let's say your municipality rolls up in a bulldozer and says, "For no particular reason, we're going to level this house you grew up in. But don't worry, we'll build you another one just like it."





Now, how would you feel about that? If your house is going to be the same, what are you losing? Certainly nothing concrete. But you do lose something -- a feeling of comfort in your surroundings. And that comfort is akin to the "tradition" which so many of us associate with the National and American Leagues.





So call us "purists" if you want, but please don't begrudge us our feelings of comfort. We've earned them.





A harsher, more violent commentary on the whole issue was written by Bruce Jenkins in the San Fransisco Chronicle.  I read it when I was there last week and was going to summarize it here, but I was able to find the article on the Internet, so I’ve enclosed it in it’s entirety.  Enjoy!








IDIOTS ARE TRYING TO RUIN BASEBALL


Realignment would be a nightmare





Bruce Jenkins		San Fransisco Chronicle	August 12, 1997





SLOWLY BUT deliberately, the future of baseball is being decided by men who neither played the game nor understand it. By autumn, if they get their way, they will have killed the National and American Leagues. They will have rendered irrelevant a century of records. They will sing, dance and offer drunken toasts while you stare forlornly at the newspaper, because they will be making huge chunks of money, and to hell with everyone else. 





They are lying at every turn. They claim to have polled the public, but they never asked you, Bill Rigney, Roger Angell or the sports- bar patron who can't take his eyes off the Twins-Tigers game. They asked only the people who would give them the correct answer. 





Which goes something like, ``Yeah, I might actually watch a couple of games if you do that.'' 





They say it's all based on ``geographical rivalries,'' when rivalries are in fact created by conflict, history and precedent. 





They point to the convenience of less travel, and the virtual elimination of 10 p.m. starting times for East Coast viewers watching games from out West. What they really mean is fewer travel expenses for the owners, and better advertising rates from TV sponsors. 





They say eight-team divisions are ``a return to baseball's roots'' -- a theory that will last, oh, maybe four or five years, until two more expansion franchises appear and the 32 teams will be divided into eight four-team divisions. 





Listen, I've stopped calling myself a ``traditionalist.'' That's a foul word around the baseball landscape now, suggesting stovepipe hats, Model Ts, leprosy and the plague. ``Hey, don't go near that guy. He's a traditionalist.'' 





Time has shown us to be fools. We hated the arrival of the Houston Colt 45s, but the game survived. We despised the designated hitter, artificial turf, yellow jerseys, second-place teams making the playoffs -- but life went on. It wasn't like old times, but like interleague play, we learned to live with it. 





On the surface, there's nothing terribly wrong with the most radical (and most likely) realignment plan.  There's a hard-core grouping of East Coast teams and a so-called ``Western Division'' of the National League featuring San Francisco, Oakland, Los Angeles, San Diego, Anaheim, Seattle, Arizona and Colorado. 





``If you were starting up baseball today,'' says Red Sox owner John Harrington, ``this is what you'd do.'' 





BASEBALL’S TRADITION


Exactly. The NFL should have adopted such a plan years ago. But this isn't football, where only one thing matters (having the two best teams meet in the Super Bowl). And baseball isn't starting up today. Forget tradition, since it's such an ugly word in today's society. It's the continuity of baseball that stands to be destroyed. 





How can you seriously acknowledge an American League that houses the Phillies, Pirates, Braves and Reds? How do the Cubs and White Sox both make the National League? Even if you get past all that -- and you will, if you have no choice -- there are more subliminal issues to consider. 





For one thing, what kind of league rarely goes east of Chicago? That's your new National League, a collection of namby-pamby quiche eaters who would rather not prove their worth on the largest stage. 





Seriously, that's the deal: The Giants would visit Philadelphia once every four years. Even in a two-team city like New York, Ken Griffey would show up once every other year. Playing in the East used to mean something; it validated a champion and exposed a fraud. The great Yankees-Red Sox rivalry was often determined by their performances on the long and dreaded West Coast swing, and an American League player wasn't worth his salt until he delivered at Yankee Stadium. 





``The most important thing is to play everybody,'' said the Red Sox's Mo Vaughn. ``You go out to the Coast, you get to see Griffey. And he comes here. That's what it's all about.'' 





This notion of travel convenience, that the players are getting ``tired,'' is pathetic. I spent more than 10 years on the February-to- October baseball grind, and it's a cakewalk for everybody. Only recently have the players spoken of jet lag or weariness, because the interleague schedule has created pure insanity.  Organized sensibly, with off-days, three-game series and geographical planning, baseball travel doesn't warrant a single complaint. 





‘SHOULDN’T BE PAMPERED’


``Isn't that part of the battle, the travel through a three-hour time change to beat the Yankees?'' says Angels shortstop Gary DiSarcina. ``Why should we be pampered? We're pampered enough as it is.'' 





I'll guarantee you, the so-called National League West will be a joke around the country. A bunch of West Coast foofs beating up on each other in the smog, whipping up peach smoothies, avoiding the big show, then getting smoked in the World Series. Hey, that's how they feel about us now around New England, Manhattan, South Street and crab-cake land, no matter what the A's and Dodgers did in the '70s. This new plan puts us out of sight, out of mind and out of clues. 





There's also a clear landmark where the plan ran out of steam: The American League's Midwest Division, which eventually will be known as Whoops! Outside of Cincinnati-Cleveland, this looks like the catch-all drawer in your old wooden shed, where you'll find some Elmer's Glue from 1959 and a peppermint Lifesaver that crumbles at the slightest touch. Just throw any old team in there. Tampa Bay and Detroit: There's a breezy drive between cities. I made it in 43 hours once. Watch out when those Braves and Devil Rays get together, man; anything can happen. 





Doesn't anyone understand what makes a rivalry? Occasionally it relates to proximity: Giants-Dodgers, Yankees-Mets, probably Pittsburgh-Cleveland if it comes to that. But for heaven's sake, can anyone stomach the idea of the Giants playing Oakland 14 times a year? Texas- Houston has no chance, nor does Montreal-Toronto, St. Louis-Kansas City or even Cubs-White Sox -- not on the absolute basis of geography. If 17 fights break out, front-office people get fired and there's a palpable intensity before the first pitch is thrown, then you've got a rivalry, but that can happen anywhere. The Giants have played San Diego for 28 years, and who knew? It's been a relentlessly ordinary show. But the Giants and Cardinals have a tremendous rivalry, based on personalities, grudges and lasting memories from the past. 





Bud Selig, that sad sight of a man, seems to think he can move teams around like the clunkers on his used-car lot. ``Hey, what the hell, put the Chevys over there. Buicks out back. Mets in the American League.'' He does this because it will be cool with the 8-year-olds, or idiot ``focus groups'' that are supposed to reflect the nation's opinion. He didn't ask you, George Will, Bob Costas or Sparky Anderson.  He asked a bunch of guys with identical haircuts, with ties showing pie charts of exciting financial issues.  People into ``demographics'' and indecipherable diagrams on a blackboard, people who don't understand what it means to guess ``slider'' on 3-and-1, or witness a Cardinals-Pirates series that dates to another century. 





ANOTHER POLL DIFFERS


This all-encompassing poll, the one that supposedly reflects a nationwide standing ovation, was actually taken of 801 fans in four cities. Allegedly, 74 percent wanted this complete overhaul. But when ESPN's Internet site conducted a similar poll of 11,000 people nationwide, only 24 percent were in favor. Whoa, somebody get the white-out! 





Selig is targeting a distant audience, one that might be reeled in by significant change. For him, the entire country is an 8-year-old kid who likes Michael Jordan. What he doesn't realize is that 8-year-olds grow up into people who cherish a routine, a little continuity, a solid grip on things. Selig chats up a fresh-out-of-college computer analyst who has never found the time to watch baseball, but he loses a massive 50-and-over crowd, people who appreciate baseball more than members of their own family. They prefer baseball over screwy Aunt Josephine, because you can count on the damn thing. You never know what she's gonna do. 





Then again, why would Selig bother to ask responsible baseball fans? They've been laughing at him for years. They can't believe he's anywhere near baseball, after the horrible events of '94; that Donald Fehr continues to run the Players Association; that Jerry Reinsdorf is still a big-time player; that stiffs like Harrington and Twins owner Carl Pohlad have the podium. They should have been cleared out like war criminals, banished from the kingdom, because they are the problem. Baseball, hell, there's nothing wrong with baseball. The game lost its audience because Selig and Reinsdorf made people want to puke. 





THE DEATH OF BOTH LEAGUES


No matter what anyone tells you, the American and National Leagues will be dead, dead, dead. It will be all about the Central, Western, Eastern and Midwest until the World Series, and by that point, ``American'' won't mean a thing. And how about 96 years of records? Whaddya say we just throw 'em all out the window? Who cares about Hack Wilson's National League home-run record? Pete Rose's hitting streak? Lou Gehrig's 184 RBIs? Meaningless, the lot of 'em. For that matter, I can't see acknowledging any record-setting performance in the new ``National League.'' It will come with an asterisk and a footnote: Didn't play in New York. Car broke down in Joplin. 





So go ahead, Bud and Jerry and Donald and all of you other pale- faced buffoons, count that money and offer a fake smile to all your new fans. Just remember that when the history of baseball is written, your photos will grace the pages of infamy. And when a real baseball man enters the room, hide your faces in shame.








