ROSTER CHANGES

4-17
COPPERFIELDS reserve A Fultz, activate J D’Amico from the Reserve List.

4-17
PICTS reserve G Colbrunn, activate W Helms from the Reserve List.

4-17
LAMBCHOPS reserve E Davis, activate E Brown from the Reserve List.

4-17
LAMBCHOPS reserve A Boone, activate T Houston from the Reserve List.

4-17
LAMBCHOPS reserve M Morris, activate W Gomes from the Reserve List.

4-17
GO-GO reserve A Telemaco, activate J Grilli from the Reserve List.

4-17
GO-GO call A Nunez (.05) from the Free Agent Pool, reserve M Anderson.

4-17
STONES call J Witasick (.05) from the Free Agent Pool, reserve B Sheets, waive W Guerrero (waive period ends 4-24).

4-17
STONES call R Martinez (.10) from the Free Agent Pool, reserve K Farnsworth, waive T Dawkins (waive period ends 4-24).

4-17
STONES reserve D White, activate T Shinjo from the Reserve List.

4-17
STONES call R Knorr (.06) from the Free Agent Pool, reserve him, waive J Garcia (waive period ends 4-24).

4-17
RUFFINS call C Fox (.10) from the Free Agent Pool, reserve K Ligtenberg, waive J Acevedo (waive period ends 4-24).

4-17
HARD HATS call O Merced (.06) from the Free Agent Pool, waive A Fox (waive period ends 4-24).

4-17
SIX PACKS call M Little (.05) from the Free Agent Pool, reserve A Brown, waive J Slusarski (waive period ends 4-24).

4-17
SIX PACKS call D Cook (.05) from the Free Agent Pool, reserve him, waive A Ojeda (waive period ends 4-24).

4-17
DOORMATTS reserve  B Anderson, activate K Bottenfield from the Reserve List.

4-17
DOORMATTS reserve T Gordon, activate B Lawrence from the Reserve List.

4-17
DA PAUL MEISTERS reserve M Morgan, activate R Villone from the Reserve List.

4-17
DA PAUL MEISTERS call J Brower (.07) from the Free Agent Pool, reserve M Gardner, waive J Silva (waive period ends 4-24).

Free Agent Bidding

	
	Chad Fox
  Ruffins


.10
  Copperfields
.08
	Jay Witasick
  Stones (12th)

.05
  Six Packs (4th)
.05
	Ramon Martinez
  Stones


.10
  Meisters


.07

	
	
	
	


Rotisserie Memories

A couple weeks before Draft Day this year, I drove to Naperville to meet Rich at his office so we could experiment with a few different options for establishing communications between Draft Headquarters and the Ruffin front office in Greensboro.

I had told Michelle that I’d bring dinner home, so following the meeting I stopped at our favorite Chinese carry-out place in Lisle and placed an order.  While waiting for them to whip it up, I went down the block to browse in a second-hand bookshop.  Given the proximity to Draft Day and the fact that I had spent the afternoon discussing baseball-related topics, I went immediately to the Baseball section.  

The first thing that caught my eye was the familiar green spine of a trade paperback – it was a mint copy of the very first edition of Rotisserie League Baseball (1984).  With a price of .95, I couldn’t help but take it home with me.  After all, I can hardly open my well-thumbed original copy without the risk of losing pages.

As I looked through the book, I realized that aside from myself, Rich, and maybe Dave Holian, it’s possible none of the current CFCL owners have ever read the Book That Started It All.  At least not the original 1984 edition, which is far and away the best in what has become an annual series.  

The balance between baseball, humor, and whimsy was the perfect definition of Rotisserie League Baseball and it’s what inspired Rich and I to bribe a couple friends and relatives to join us in an endeavor called the Cub Fan Club League.

Several of the editions of the book that followed came close to living up to the high standard of the original, but none ever matched it.  Then, a few years ago, the Rotisserie League sold the publishing rights of the book to self-proclaimed RotoGod, His Lordship John Benson.  Benson’s used his money-grubbing hands to strangle any remnants of fun or entertainment from the book.  I suppose the book would still be useful as a rule book with decent tips, player comments, and strategy if the effort put into updating it each year weren’t so laughable.  However, it bears little resemblance to the original book that inspired a couple of high school seniors to 

As I said, I have a feeling that Rich and I may be the only current owners to have read that original book, which really is a shame.  As a means of remedying that situation, I thought it’d be cool to reproduce some of the best bits from the book over the course of the season.  So from time to time over the year, I’ll post a chapter or team profile or something.

We’ll kick things off, appropriately enough, with the first chapter of the book, An Introduction to Rotisserie League Baseball, written by the inventor of the game, Dan Okrent.

An Introduction to Rotisserie League Baseball

by Daniel Okrent

from Rotisserie League Baseball.  ©1984 by The Rotisserie League

Was George Foster worth bags of money? He'd mashed the horsehide so hard for so long that you knew he wasn't coming cheap. He'd been an MVP, he'd nabbed homer and ribby crowns, he'd won pennants for the Reds. And it was 1980; he hadn't yet become a Met.

But, I asked myself, sitting alone in the dark night of the soul that only my fellow general managers could recognize, could Foster do it for the Okrent Fenokees?  Could George's hefty Louisville Slugger carry our team—we already had Garry Templeton shining bright at short (he hadn't yet become a .250 bitter), Burt Hooton on the mound, Bruce Sutter on call in the Fenokee pen—over the top?  Pennants are not won by the faint of heart or the tight of pocket, so I opened the vault and bought George. A championship was in reach.

If only, that is. Looking back on that dismaying 1980 season, I remember most vividly the June evening when George's thigh gave way and how he limped through the long summer.  Who could have known this would happen?  Or that Dennis Bleeping Lamp would throw more gopher balls than strikes?  Or that no amount of relief pitching could help my club, bereft of power, leaden on the bases, suspect in the rotation? 

Yeah, I know a GM can't be held responsible for injuries, or sudden reversals of form, or the unpredictable flowering of the other guy's rookies.  But when I finally admitted no flag would flutter over Fenokee Park in October, my excuses were as rain checks in my mouth.  Worse, we finished behind the sorry Fleder Mice, the woeful Pollet Burros, even the ragtag Smith Coronas, who passed us in August, smirking with glee.  It was a dreadful season, eighth in the ten-team Rotisserie League.

The origins of the Rotisserie League, chronicled in the official league archives in my desk drawer, were inauspicious enough:  Six of us gathered on a dreary January day at La Rotisserie Francaise, a restaurant on Manhattan's East Side, now defunct.  Later there would be eleven—a few editors, a few writers, a lawyer, a college professor, a university administrator, and a couple of people out of the advertising business.  All of us had a firm belief that we could do what Al Campanis could do—or John McHale, or Paul Owens.  Hadn't we been appraising talent all our lives?  I mean, being a GM was easy.

One could say we merely wanted to raise the ineluctable movements of generations enthralled by baseball to another, higher plateau.  Assembling a collection of baseball cards, playing two-man stoopball while doing an eight-year-old's version of a play-by-play, proposing trades to hypercritical radio talk-show hosts—what were all of these preadolescent endeavors but preparation for the Rotisserie League?  It wasn't enough to watch baseball, or to study it in the box scores and leaders lists: we all wished, in some way, to possess it, to control it.  Lacking twenty million bucks, membership in the right country clubs, and a pair of plaid pants, I was clearly never going to own a major league club—unless I invented my own major league.

It was film historian and critic Bob Sklar, now a tenured professor at a bona fide institution of higher learning, who, with a couple of other eggheads, had laid the groundwork for the Rotisserie League years before, in Ann Arbor, Michigan.  Using "imaginary money" (whatever the hell that is), Sklar and a few sociologists and historians selected various major league players at the beginning of each season, and their performance—batting average for hitters, ERA for pitchers—determined the winner, who got a blue ribbon, or something.

With tedious stories of these wonderful times repeated to me over the years (Sklar had been a teacher of mine at the University of Michigan, my parents actually paying hard-earned tuition dollars so that I could receive Official Wisdom from some nut who picked players for a non-betting contest), I had long sought a way to improve on the Assistant Professors League, or whatever it was called.  In 1980, I found the answer.  True, Sklar laid the seed, but his game was to the Rotisserie League as rounders is to the 1927 Yankees.

Our idea was that each of us would assemble a team of 23 National League players—nine pitchers, five outfielders, two catchers, seven infielders. By trading, waiving, and even creatively juggling players on the disabled list, we'd all try for a championship.  The pennant would go to the team whose players collected—in real-life baseball—the most home runs, stolen bases, wins, saves, and the like, all solid indices of baseball performance. The prize turned out to be a seedy trophy and a check for $1,662.

The auction was held in April, on a pleasant Sunday morning.  And afternoon.  And evening.  There being no Marvin Miller to look over our shoulders, we had agreed to a form of price-fixing, prohibiting any one GM/owner from spending more than $260 to assemble a team.  That was, we thought, very ownerlike.  Bowie would have been proud. But then the Rennie Stennett phenomenon set in.  We each had slightly more than $11 to spend, on the average, per player, but the sound of chops being licked filled the room at every drop of a ho-hum name.  Would $38 buy enough Gravy Train for Dave Kingman?  How about $33 for Bobby Bonds?  The wiser among us waited for the fever to subside, and the Sklar Gazers picked up Mike Schmidt for $26.  In the waning moments, Bob Welch was acquired for $3.  The Getherswag Goners, owned by editor and novelist Peter Gethers and university administrator Glen Waggoner, got Neil Alien, whose 22 saves would win them the pennant, for a lousy two bucks.  And to think I spent $36 for George Foster.

Trades?  The talk never stopped.  The Eisenberg Furriers swapped like rug merchants, dealing a sorry collection of nobodies into a team that led for four months.  The conservative Salembier Flambes—owned by our only woman exec. Valerie Salembier, the Lorinda de Roulet of the juvenile circuit—made not a single deal and nabbed fourth-place money.  I took the middle path, nudging my beloved Fenokees this way and that, trading delicately, moderately—and abysmally.  On the way to my dismal finish, I contemplated firing myself.  Bruce McCall, of the Collects, did even worse, dealing Omar Moreno to the Goners for Dave Goltz and Elliott Maddox.  (You wonder how Goltz got his zillions from the Dodgers? Ask my friend Bruce.)  When McCall asked to be suspended from making further trades, I, as commissioner, obliged, announcing the proscription by citing the best interests of baseball and the integrity of the game.

The game—The Rotisserie League—occupied the lives of all of us that first summer as no mere job or family ever could.  "I am possessed by Mike Ivie," said one original Rotissarian, who called the San Francisco Giants' publicity office daily to get the latest on the reluctant slugger's physical and mental health.  When Bill Madlock was suspended for duking an umpire.  Lee Eisenberg of the Furriers contemplated filing a friend-of-the-court brief with the National League.  McCall issued a weekly newspaper about his warriors, spicing it with a Rotisserie gossip column by "C. Nile Hack III" and dotting it with pictures cribbed from sports pages, each airbrushed so Steve Garvey, Johnny Bench, and their teammates appeared to be wearing Collects uniforms.

Each morning, all of us ran to the box scores, manically searching the agate type for news, say, of a three-for-four day from Mike Ramsey.  And, on a league outing to Shea Stadium, there, for one, was Michael Pollet, attorney, father, civic activist, yelling wildly for Steve Henderson; a minute later cheering even more vociferously as the Dodgers brought in Rick Sutcliffe to pitch (hoo-ha! Fifteen bucks he'd paid for Sutcliffe and his 5.56 ERA that year!).  When Henderson stepped in against Sutcliffe, Burro against Burro, Michael nearly wept in perplexity.  

As commissioner and owner, I probably put more energy into this glorious nonsense than any other Rotissarian, although Glen Waggoner repeatedly said, "This is the best thing that ever happened to me," and spent the summer sending away for glossies from big league teams, memorizing Rick Auerbach's birthdate, Johnnie LeMaster's hat size.  It was not hard to make rulings on various disputes, even though my interests as owner and commissioner were in conflict.  Invariably, I ruled in my favor.  Did Walter O'Malley abstain when the National League voted to transfer the Dodgers westward?  And, after all, I was the one who had to put in endless hours each week, compiling and computing our stats from the pages of The Sporting News.  Of course, until I dropped out of the race and into the Three-Eye League, this was a task of such compelling interest that I didn't wait for the regular Friday mail delivery of the good ol’ Bible.  Instead, I'd drive twenty miles each way to a newsstand that got the paper on Thursday.  

We had a good pennant race in 1980. When Ellis Valentine's jaw was shattered by a rising fastball, so were the Furriers' hopes for a championship.  The Gazers never quite recovered from Ivie's walkabout, the Flambes from J. R. Richard's tragedy.  The Goners, who played the waiver wire like a harp, who assembled a Tekulve-Allen-Sambito bullpen, who purloined Moreno from the Collects, grabbed the flag, the trophy, and fifty percent of the kitty. 

It was not until after the World Series in "other" baseball—we stopped calling it "real" baseball about an hour and a half into the total absorption of Rotisserie life—that we gathered to pour the ceremonial bottle of Yoo-Hoo over the heads of the victorious Waggoner and Gethers.  It was a solemn moment, a consecration of our summer of fellowship. Then we started to argue over rules changes, to propose obscene trades to our competitors, and, finally, to divide up the prize money—owners to the core. 

So it has been for three summers since. We have sharpened our baseball wits, expanded rosters, developed farm systems, welcomed new leagues to Rotisserie baseball, fine-tuned our rules, and seen new management come to two franchises.  The charm of baseball, though, is its slowness to change.  Before last season I signed George Foster to another contract, this one just shy of the maximum twenty- percent cut allowed under major league rules.   Perhaps if he's hungry, I reasoned, he'll respond to the challenge.  He didn't, but his teammates did.  The Fenokees finished third. 

George may not be back with the Swampmen this year, but I will—this time, armed with a pennant-winning strategy, named Darryl Strawberry.  The way I read the scouting reports, there'll be plenty of power in the draft, and I can trade for speed.  The bullpen's okay, but I'm going to need three starters.  The Brenners are loaded again, and the Goners and Furriers are always tough. But maybe, just maybe . . .

Play ball!
Charity Ten-Pin

There’s still time to contact Paul Zeledon to sign up for the TriCity Bowlarama VI on Saturday, April 28th.  The Bowlarama is an annual charity event co-organized by Paul to benefit the TriCity Family Services Wilderness Challenge. 
As reported last week, proceeds from this event help fund the scholarship program for the Challenge, which takes teens from the Batavia/Geneva on a weeklong camping/rafting trip.  While the teens are supervised by adults, they make most of the decisions as they work together and build confidence in themselves.

As a past participant, I can highly recommend the event as a fun-filled afternoon for one and all.  And as I myself have proven, bowling talent is absolutely not required.  If you’re interested, give Paul a call at 847-884-7915.

Record Book

Here's how things currently stand:

	Weekly Records
	
	
	
	Seasonal Records
	
	

	CAT
	TEAM
	STAT
	PERIOD END
	
	CAT
	TEAM
	STAT
	YEAR

	HR
	Ruffins
	24
	4/11/00
	
	HR
	Copperfields
	318
	2000

	RBI
	Copperfields
	70
	9/11/00
	
	RBI
	Copperfields
	1201
	2000

	SB
	Ruffins
	20
	7/29/97
	
	SB
	Bald Eagles
	312
	1988

	BA
	Ruffins
	.3625
	5/30/00
	
	BA
	Copperfields
	.2969
	2000

	W
	Da Paul Meisters
	9
	7/20/98
	
	W
	Da Paul Meisters
	129
	1998

	S
	Dem Rebels
	11
	7/11/00
	
	S
	Six Packs
	129
	1999

	ERA
	Copperfields
	0.81
	9/18/00
	
	ERA
	Mudville Sluggers
	2.82800
	1985

	RAT
	Copperfields
	0.78
	9/18/00
	
	RAT
	Copperfields
	1.15048
	1992

	
	
	
	
	
	OFF Pts
	Copperfields
	45
	2000

	
	
	
	
	
	PIT Pts
	Copperfields
	43.5
	2000

	
	
	
	
	
	TOT Pts
	Copperfields
	88.5
	2000


