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Column

By John McMurray (deadball@
sabr.org)

A highlight of the Deadball Era 
Committee meeting at the Convention 
each year is the presentation of the 
Ritter Award, given annually to the 
best book set primarily in the Deadball 
Era published during the year 
prior.  This year’s winner was Norman 
Macht for his book Connie Mack and 

the Early Years of Baseball. 
In accepting his award, Norman 

noted that it took him twenty-
two years to research and write 
this book because so much of the 
existing scholarship on Mack was 
inaccurate.  Consequently, Norman set 
out to do primary research on Mack 
so as to get it right, which precluded 
him from citing any previously-written 
biographies on his subject.  Norman’s 
book covers Mack’s life through 1914, 
and he said he is planning to work on 
a second volume over the next twenty-
two years.  Congratulations to Norman 
Macht for receiving the 2008 Ritter 
Award. 

During the Committee’s Annual 
Meeting, held this year at the 
Renaissance Cleveland Hotel on June 
27, Jan Finkel cited the progress made 
in posting biographies of Deadball 
Era players on the Internet as part of 
SABR’s BioProject.  Charles Crawley, 
the editor of The Inside Game, spoke 
of the many book reviews submitted 
by members and also provided an 
update on the status of the newsletter’s 
special “Merkle game” issue, which 

By Gene Carney (carneya6@
adelphia.net)

On June 21, Greenville cut the 
ribbon to the Shoeless Joe Jackson 
Museum and Library. Joe’s former 
home—the one where he spent his 

from the ballpark in a scenic part 
of town, not far from where Joe’s 
statue stands. This event was a long 
time coming, and give credit for this 
to Arlene Marcley, the assistant to 
Greenville’s mayor and curator of the 
SJJM. 

Fittingly, the ceremony was short 
and simple. Bobby Richardson was 

one of several former Major League 
players to attend, and he spoke for 
many when he shared his opinion that 
Jackson deserves better recognition by 
Major League Baseball and deserves 
to be honored not just in his old 
hometown, but in Cooperstown. 

The house is small, but loaded 
with history. The displays are not 
distractions—it would be easy to 
cover every wall with some poster or 
artifact. No, Jackson’s story is told 
respectfully, his glowing statistics not 
emphasized any more than the vintage 
refrigerator and teapot. Visitors to the 
Hall of Fame can get lost in a maze of 
exhibits and spend full days wandering 
around; but at Joe’s house, they will be 
out in plenty of time to catch batting 
practice. With a lot to talk about.

After the ceremony, I gave a 
lunchtime talk to the local SABR 

http://www.shoelessjoejacksonmuseum.org/
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Recognized
By David Anderson (danderson46@comcast.net)

On Saturday May 24th at 10 A.M., Luther Haden 
Taylor was recognized with a memorial at his gravesite, 
Prairie City Cemetery in Baldwin City, Kansas.  Known 
as “Dummy” Taylor, because he was deaf, he pitched for 
the New York Giants and Cleveland Indians during his 
major league career.  During his major league career he 
won 116 games, with his best year coming in 1904 when he 
completed 29 games compiling a record of 21-15.

During his career Taylor was a key member of a Giant 
pitching staff, which included Hall of Famers’ Christy 
Mathewson, Iron Man McGinnity and Rube Marquard.

He was valedictorian at the Olathe Deaf School and 

different sports at the school.  The gymnasium at the Olathe 
Deaf School is named for him.  

When he left the Olathe Deaf School in 1923, he went to 
a deaf school in Iowa and coached football and baseball.  In 
1933, he went to the Illinois School for the Deaf.  For many 
years he served as a housefather.  He died on August 22, 
1958.  He was known as a stern, but loving, role model to 
his students and colleagues.

While with the Giants, they embraced him as family.  
The team learned sign language so they could communicate 
with Taylor.  He would take it as an insult if you did not 
learn signs.  Manager John McGraw would use some of 
the signs in games and Taylor would use them when he 

to Taylor and his use of sign language.
The Olathe Santa Fe Trail and Baldwin City Rotary 

Clubs, the Society of Baseball Research, members of 
the Monarch’s chapter of SABR and members of Luther 
Taylor’s family, paid for the Memorial. 
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McFarland & Company, 2007. [ISBN: 
978-0786432875].
$35.00, paperback, 364 Pages

Reviewed by Gene Carney 
(carneya6@adelphia.net)
 

Huhn’s excellent and comprehensive 
biography of Eddie Collins, one of 
the top second basemen and batsmen 
(.333) of all time, I was left with one 
burning question. Why has it taken so 
long for this story to be told?

That the tale is worth telling 
is obvious. Eddie Collins was an 
educated man with baseball braininess 

his era. His ML playing career spanned 
over two decades, and his seasons 
climaxed six times with a World 
Series. He was one of the game’s top 
base-stealers, and simply a shoo-in for 
Cooperstown, when that honor came 
along.

Collins also had great supporting 
casts: he was a member of the 

Dynasty in Philadelphia, the White 

Sox dynasty of the late teens and 1920. 
He lingered in the game long enough 
to be part of Mack’s Second Dynasty, 
too. So why is he not the subject of the 
small library of biographies that he 
seems to deserve?

Huhn’s book represents the 
answer. First, Eddie’s baseball story 
spans a quarter of a century, just on 
the MLB diamonds, and to set the 
stage, you need to look at his days 
of college ball. But there’s more, he 
was not just a player, but a manager, 
coach, scout (without that title), 
and then General Manager with yet 
another team, the Boston Red Sox, 
sandwiched between Tom Yawkey 
and Joe Cronin, and a force in more 
World Series in the Ted Williams era. 
In other words, this guy may not have 

as a Mazeroski or Morgan, but he 
covered over four decades of baseball 
history, from 1906 until his death in 
1951.

That’s just part of the answer. 
Telling his story requires an 
understanding of various baseball 
eras, as well as the events and 
economics that shaped each -- both 
World Wars, the Depression, the 
dramatic transition from Deadball Era 

into one or two periods, Collins runs 
the gamut. And along the way, there is 
a stumbling block.

And that is “the Black Sox 
scandal”—an event in which Eddie 
Collins and each member of the 1919 
Chicago White Sox, like it or not, 
played a role. It would be easy to 
simply declare Collins a member of the 
“Clean Sox” and distance him from the 

Huhn tackles this complicated and 
mysterious (even today) occurrence 
head on. Not only that, but he looks 
even closer at the shady business in 
1917, and during the seasons of 1919 
and 1920, a treat for readers who 
know that The Big Fix of October 1919 
was hardly “baseball’s single sin” (in 
Voigt’s phrase).

 This book leaves so many 
impressions; it is hard to recall them 
all. First there is the relationship 
with Connie Mack and the A’s—Mack 

shadow in the game that is longer than 
Collins’. Under Mack, Collins bloomed 

into an All Star worth the small 
fortune he was paid each season—
$15,000, when other stars earned a 
third of that, or less. I do not believe 
his next team’s magnate, Charles 
Comiskey, was an exceptional Scrooge; 
I think Commy continued those high 
wages year after year because Collins 
was always more than a player—he 

always a coach and teacher, and a 
“company man” —always learning, 
preparing for a role in management. 

Huhn’s book is chock full of 
Eddie’s own words—he was also a 
writer, and apparently never employed 
a ghost—and these words are almost 
“other-worldly” compared to the 
language common among ballplayers 

education, and a kind of gentle 

and thoughtful, and the reader feels as 

Eddie puffs on a pipe after a day of 
hunting. They are a treat.

So is the balanced tone of the 
book. It is never hero-worship, or 
too-harsh criticism. Huhn himself 

the time he has spent with Collins, 
something has rubbed off. Eddie 
Collins was the quintessential Quiet 
Man, before, during and after the Babe 
Ruth comet blazed across the game. 

letting his bat and glove and spikes 
do most of the talking. Perhaps this is 
another reason his biography appears 
so late. 

Huhn asks great questions all 
along the way (317 pages, plus end 
notes worth reading). How to assess 
the silence of the Sox who knew the Fix 
was in, but said nothing to the press?  
For insiders like Collins and Ray 
Schalk, it was more than suspicion, 
and the public silence of their manager 
Gleason and owner Comiskey in the 
year that followed the tainted Series 
comes in for examination, too. There 
is another kind of silence, too, when 
Collins is GM in Boston. We know 
now that the Red Sox had a look at 
Jackie Robinson before he signed with 
Brooklyn, and Huhn cannot resist 
observing that Eddie Collins’ life might 
have been crowned with the heroism 
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that surrounded Branch Rickey. But it 
wasn’t, and the BoSox would not sign 

Collins passed away.
It is tempting to use both silences 

to underline Collins as a bureaucrat, 
one who refused to make waves that 
might upset the boat he wanted to 
steer someday, or the sport that 
prides itself on unchanging tradition. 
But Huhn does not do that—he gives 
readers the context, the bigger picture, 
looks at the options, and reports the 
facts. Collins probably had no leverage 
to move the stone of the cover-up 
of the Fix in 1919 and 1920. And he 
probably was no racist in the 1940s. 
It was not that simple, and longer, 
deeper looks are needed. Huhn takes 
those looks.

If they make a movie of the life of 
Eddie Collins, it just might need that 
old title, “It’s a Wonderful Life.” Like 
the character Jimmy Stewart played 
in the Christmas favorite, Eddie’s life 

take it away and there would be a huge 
hole in baseball history. 

McFarland & Company, 2007. 
[ISBN: 978-0786427543]. $39.95, 
paperback. 254 Pages.

Reviewed by Irv Goldfarb 
(irvin.j.goldfarb@abc.com)

While writing a review for a 
previous “Inside Game,” I had 
commented on how I wasn’t sure a 
regional history could ever successfully 
appeal to the average baseball fan.  
It seems that an objective look at a 
Catskill League, a North Carolina 
industrial circuit, or a book on New 
England baseball history, would have 
to be totally devoid of any personal 
biases whatsoever, to be appealing to 
all who might read it.  Though a quick 
and at its best, interesting volume, 
Forbes Field suffers a little too much 

love with its subject.”  
It begins well enough:  Chapter 

One is a comprehensive overview of 
Barney Dreyfuss and his crusade to 
build the world’s greatest ballpark, 
written by respected historian Sam 
Bernstein.  But Chapter Two is where 
the problems begin, at least for me.  
Robert Trumpbour’s dissertation on 
“Forbes Field and the Progressive 
Era,” slips into a theoretic on how 
the working Pittsburgh population 
of 1909 attended ballgames to watch 
ballplayers evoke a lost era “…when 
craftsmanship was respected in 

on the struggle of magnate versus 
underpaid employee.  And here I 
always thought it was to watch Honus 
Wagner.

Two subsequent chapters also 
seem extraneous:  Chapter Six is a 

verbatim play-by-play of the entire 

(the second game of a doubleheader 
sweep of the Cubs on June 28, 1970), 
involving the legendary Bob Prince, 
commentators Nellie King and Gene 
Osborn, and pre-game guest, Roberto 
Clemente.  Though a valuable time 
capsule entry, it’s hard enough for me 
to listen to local announcers waxing 
poetic about their hometown heroes; 
reading their commentary (which 
could never evoke the special qualities 
of a broadcaster as unique as Prince), 
is almost impossible in its entirety.  
The same is true for Chapter Seven, 
an inch-by-inch breakdown of the 

the title park, including Home Run 
Factors, lefty-righty comparisons, 
and stadium changes over sixty-plus 
seasons.  Personally, I had to skim 
this, too, though SABRmatricians will 
love it!

Sections of this volume are 
nevertheless compelling:  Chapter 
Five delves into a fascinating history 
of college and pro football games 

the years.  David Rocchi’s chapter 
reminded me again how relatively 
little I really know about football 
history, so the tales of Pop Warner’s 
Panthers and legendary visits by 
Knute Rockne and his Horsemen are 
extremely captivating (though, again, 
detailed play-by-plays, and blow-by-

a bit excessive.)
The second half of this book 

may be the most interesting:  
“Remembrances of Things Past” is 
broken into three parts, as players, 

Forbes experiences.  Here we learn 
about the “Green Weenie” (a ‘60’s 
promotional item distributed at the 
park); one fans’ memory of his pen cap 
being wiped clean of players’ cooties 
by a vicious buddy (priceless!); AND 
how EVERYONE who EVER attended 
a game at Forbes Field at one time or 
another, saw the great Clemente throw 
out a runner on the base paths!  (Or 
so it seems…)  But the bottom line 
of this section is simple:  if you lived 



Forbes Field 
 cont. from page 5.
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in Pittsburgh during the life of this 
stadium, going to a Pirate game was 
the most wonderful thing you could 
ever do.

If there is a historical complaint 
about this book, it’s the frustrating 
fact that some of the memories are 
often left incomplete:  in many of the 
reminisces, the narrator mentions a 
game he or she attended, but after 
all these years, can’t be sure who 
exactly hit the homer, or what the 

could have been the cure to many of 
these faded memories, but only in 
a couple of instances do the editors 
actually accompany the anecdote 
with a clarifying footnote.  (Here, my 
compulsive need for factual closure 
had me scrambling for the anti-
depressants…)  

In other cases, there are 
statements made that open up whole 
new questions, some perhaps worthy 
of their own chapters:  they really 
stopped a Pirate game for an hour (!) 
so fans could hear the radio broadcast 

Joe Louis?  There was a Steeler game 
played at night with a white football?  

And it’s not until page 191 that we 
learn that no alcohol was served at 
Forbes Field as late as 1960!  (Was 
this a local statute, or a Dreyfuss edict 
that never got overturned?)  Is there a 
Forbes Field sequel that might answer 
these questions?

Perhaps.  But for now, Forbes 

Field is a must-read for anyone who 
spent as little as one night within the 
walls of “Old Lady Forbes.”  Those of 
us not Pirate fans, however, might still 
be left with the nagging question of 
why exactly it was better to see a game 
played there than in whatever ballpark 
we grew up going to.  To be honest, it 
probably wasn’t.  But credit Cicotello 
and Louisa for assembling their book 
before any of us did. 

Dallas: Southern Methodist University 
Press, 2007. [ISBN 0-87074-517-4]. 
$25.95, hard cover. 310 pages.

Reviewed by Anthony Basich 
(abasich@gmail.com)

In the span of a year, we 

biographies on the legendary Tris 
Speaker. In Spoke, Charles Alexander 
worked diligently to present the life 

positive light, although unfortunately 

perspective on the all-time leader in 
doubles, ultimately falling behind 
the slick storytelling that makes up 
Timothy Gay’s Tris Speaker: the 

Rough-and-Tumble Life of a Baseball 

Legend.
An icon of the Deadball era, Tris 

Speaker always had to live behind 
the shadows of Ty Cobb and Honus 
Wagner, even during his brilliant 
playing career. After his retirement, 

Speaker faded even deeper into 
obscurity his reputation as a three-
time champion with two different ball 
clubs. But with that relative obscurity 
is a relative avoidance from Ty Cobb’s 
notorious racism and Joe Jackson’s 
penchant for throwing games, of 
which Speaker can be accused of both. 
Speaker, of course, can also be accused 

athletically as DiMaggio or Mays. And 

a complicated a colorful portrait of in 
Tim Gay’s bio and which Alexander’s 
tragically falls well short of.

How the two books differ is 

postseason play. Gay opens his 
biography with a comparison of 
Speaker to Willie Mays, elegantly 
describing his game-ending catch in 
the second game of the 1915 World 
Series against the Philadelphia 
Phillies. Alexander unfortunately 
provides one sentence, a mere 
addendum to a virtual box score in 
Chapter Five. While the readers may 
dispute how legendary the catch 
actually was, the contrasts are clear.

Alexander begins the biography 
with a witty introduction to the more 
ambiguous details of Spoke’s birth 
including controversy surrounding 

Some details of him being raised in 
Hubbard, Texas and his immediate 
family is then directly segued into 

ballplayer in the North Texas League 
in 1905. Alexander does describe 
Speaker’s legendary switch to become 
a left-hander in his youth as a result of 
an accident, but again, this incident is 

by Gay.
A major problem throughout this 

biography is the language used by 
Alexander. Much of it is very dry and 
told in a matter-of-fact style. There is a 
severe lack of drama, perspective and 
general storytelling that pervades this 
rundown of Spoke’s life. Much of it 
reads like a year by year verbal account 
of a Retrosheet.org webpage. 

Some of the bright spots in 
the book surrounds Alexander’s 
description of Speaker’s columns 



Spoke,
cont. from page 6

Shoeless Joe Jackson Museum and 
Baseball Library in Greenville, SC.  His 

lifetime batting average is now his 
street number!

Greenville Goes Shoeless,
cont. from page 1.

that he “wrote” for the Boston Herald 
supposedly chronicling his experiences 
in the 1912 World Series, but was 
instead ghost written by Tim Murnane.

A major difference in how both 
books describe Speaker is how the 
issue of race is treated. Gay seems 

association with the Klan and his 
own racism, Alexander does his 

referencing the matter on page 212.
Alexander mentions that writer 

Fred Lieb wrote in his memoirs 
how Speaker told him of his Klan 
membership. According to Alexander, 
who is the author of two separate 
books on the KKK, this is the only 
evidence that he was ever in the 
Klan. Alexander then goes to great 
lengths to diminish the possibility of 
Speaker’s activities in the Klan was 
anything more than as a social club 
membership:

“In short, joining the Klan became 
the thing to do for huge numbers 
of respectable, largely middle-class 
Americans, for whom going through 
the Klan’s secret rituals and becoming 
part of its secret membership weren’t 
much different from joining any of 
the various other fraternal lodges 
– Masonic Order, Knights of Pythias, 
Elks, Moose, and other – whose 
aggregate membership reached its 
peak in the 1920s.”

It’s certainly not the 
sensationalized approach of Gay who 
portrays Speaker as a much more 
abhorrent racist in his book, but 
certainly Alexander attempts the exact 
opposite. Yet he does mention on 
page 135 how the last lynching in his 
native Hill County took place in 1919 
while Speaker was visiting his mother. 
“Speaker undoubtedly read or heard 
about the atrocity,” Alexander wrote, 
“but it’s unlikely that it bothered him 
much, if at all.”

Alexander also points out that 
Speaker is also unlikely to have 
continued his Klan membership after 
getting married to a Catholic woman 
in 1925.

Exorcising another notorious 

bright spot for the book is the delicate 

chronicling of Speaker’s gambling 
controversy that almost got him 
banned from the game. Alexander 
documents the controversy that 
stemmed from the alleged betting 
arrangement between the then Indians 
player-manager Speaker, Dutch 
Leonard, Ty Cobb and Joe Wood in 
September of 1919.

Again Gay goes for the more 
sensational by quoting baseball 
scandal buff, Gene Carney to 
summarize the incident, “ The Black 
Sox paid for the sins of many, not just 
their own, and they took that infamy 
with them to their graves.” Alexander, 
as one might expect, gives Speaker the 

When choosing between which 
Speaker biographies to read, the 
consumer has two choices: Take the 
more colorful, sensationalized story of 

the much drier, yet positive outlook. 

Chapter and focused on Jackson. I had 
hoped to have more from the Chicago 
History Museum’s “new” collection 
of documents—sharing only what 
I’ve seen so far seemed almost unfair, 
because it leaves us dangling—what 

else did Jackson say about that 

meeting with Austrian before he went 

to the grand jury room?  Oh well.
The media seemed to take this 

event as the launching of some new 
campaign to clear Jackson and nudge 
him toward Cooperstown honors. 
But I don’t think that is what the 
SJJM is all about. It is precisely to 
honor Jackson despite

stance. Jackson’s lifetime .356 BA (his 
house has the number 356) is what 
keeps him in the spotlight. What the 
Museum may do, however, is become a 
magnet—drawing donations not just of 
money, or artifacts related to Joe’s life 
and times—but also new information, 
perhaps letters or diaries, from 
relatives and friends in Greenville and 
beyond. Information that will help us 
all better understand his role in the 
events of 1919 to 1921—and that of 
MLB. Time will tell. 

Shoeless Joe Jackson once kept his 
trophies in this room. Now, thanks to 
SABR Members, it is full of baseball 

books, including “Shoeless Joe,” 
by W. P. Kinsella.



Chairman’s Column, cont. from page 1.

will be distributed on September 23, 2008.  The Merkle 
issue will include an article by Keith Olbermann as well as 
pieces by ten other DEC members.   

Andy McCue, the Chair of SABR’s Bibliography 
Committee, discussed possible cooperative efforts between 
his committee and the DEC to catalog articles for “The 
Baseball Index,” the largest collection of citations of 
baseball books and articles available.  Already, Catherine 
Petroski of our committee has made good progress in 
cataloging issues of The Inside Game for this project so 
that researchers may easily locate the many book reviews 
published over the past eight years.   

Next March, R.J. Lesch will host Boiling Out in Hot 
Springs, Arkansas. This unique program allows DEC 
members to re-create spring training practices of a century 
ago.  The dates will be announced shortly.  Next spring’s 
Boiling Out is particularly a propos because the 1909 World 
Series Champion Pittsburgh Pirates used Whittington Field 
in Hot Springs before coming north for the season. 

At the meeting, we also discussed potential next 
projects for the Committee.  One idea that has gained 
considerable steam is a project chronicling sports 
journalism of the period.  The prevailing view in Cleveland 
was that a project focusing on the writings more than the 
writers would be preferable if we choose to go ahead with 
the project.  At the same time, members wanted to be sure 
to include lesser-known writers as part of any compilation. 
There was also considerable enthusiasm for creating a year-
by-year history of the Deadball Era, going chronologically 
from 1901 through 1919.   

Please be in touch with me if you would like to become 
involved with any of these projects. Comments are also 
welcome and appreciated.  The Deadball Era Committee 
remains one of the most active committees in SABR due to 
the devotion of its nearly 500 members.  Your participation 
in any of these areas will help to shape how we research and 
review this vigorous area of baseball history in the coming 
years. 

Series

by  Richard Smiley (smileyr@georgetown.eud)

The Chicago (Emil Rothe) SABR Chapter will be 
holding a meeting on the afternoon of Saturday October 11, 
2008 to commemorate 100th Anniversary of 1908 World 
Series and the 1908 season in general. That date chosen 
falls on the exact 100th Anniversary of Game Two of the 
1908 World Series which was played at the West Side 
Grounds.  The meeting, which will go from 1:00 P.M. to 5:00 
P.M., will be held in room 206 of the University of Illinois-
Chicago’s Student Center West Building (828 S. Wolcott) 

which is located across the street from where the West Side 
Grounds sat.

Cindy Thomson, author of Three Finger: The Mordecai 

Brown Story, and Jack Smiles, author of Big Ed Walsh: 

The Life and Times of a Spitballing Hall of Famer, have 
agreed to speak at the meeting. In addition, Dave Anderson 
has prepared a special trivia quiz on the 1908 season and a 
member of the “Way Out In Left Field Society” will discuss 
their triumphant efforts to get a historical marker put up to 

a walk over to the West Side Grounds site and to the marker 
(which will be formally dedicated on September 6).

For more information, please contact Richard Smiley at 
smileyr@georgetown.edu or at (312) 525-3606. 

By Charles Crawley (crcrawley@yahoo.com)

After attending the 38th Convention, I’m glad SABR is 
headquartered in Cleveland, indeed a baseball town. From 
old League Park in east Cleveland, to Heritage Park in 
Progressive Field with its smattering of Deadball heroes, to 
the Louis Van Oeyen photographs at the Western Reserve 
Historical Society, the history of baseball in Cleveland is 
rich and deep. Highlights of the convention included the 
Research and Writing Awards Breakfast and presentations 
by Steve Steinberg and Gerald Wood. The ultimate 
highlight, however, was the world premiere of MLB.COM’s 
“Baseball Discovered,” a documentary on the origins of 
baseball.

A full auditorium of SABR members heartily applauded 

England, tracing the relationship of baseball to its bat and 
ball forbears: trapball, rounders, and cricket. The earliest 
known reference to “base ball” in a diary from 1755 is 

premiere was William Bray, a descendant of the diarist, 
who currently pitches for the Cincinnati Reds. The Reds, 
by chance, were in town for some interleague play with the 
Indians.

Another highlight was the Research and Writing 
Awards Breakfast. While I usually avoid such events 
(unless I’m getting an award!), the promise of hearing 
publishers’ reps speak got me up and going that morning. 
We heard representatives from McFarland, the University 
of Nebraska Press, Maple Street Press, and Potomac Books. 
We are witnessing a renaissance of Deadball Era books, 
with many thanks due to Gary Mitchem of McFarland 
Press.

While there are many things I could mention as other 

from the Deadball Era. These were Steve Steinberg’s talk 

Cont. on page 9.



Postcard of League Park, Cleveland, 1911. On the bus to University Circle at SABR 38, we went by League Park. The field 
remains as a testament to this old ball park. Source: Cleveland Memory Project, http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/League_Park.

on Tris Speaker as a manager and Gerald Wood’s speech 
on Smokey Joe Wood’s time in Cleveland, cleverly titled 
“Smoke on the Water” (with apologies to Deep Purple). 
These two presentations dovetailed nicely, since Steve 
covered Speaker’s ability to convert “discards into valuable 
assets” as manager of the Cleveland Indians. Then Gerald 
pointed out that Smokey Joe was one such discard. Smokey 
represented one of those rare occasions when a pitcher was 
converted to a successful position player (compare Babe 
Ruth and more recently, Rick Ankiel).

My trip would have been complete had I seen Jimi 
Hendrix in a baseball uniform at the Rock and Roll Hall 
of Fame and Museum. I guess Jimi’s version of “The Star 
Spangled Banner” is as close as I’ll get. 

by Irv Goldfarb (irvin.j.goldfarb@abc.com)

2000.  I came in like an innocent babe, or to be more 
accurate, I came in knowing close to nothing about the era 
of baseball whose group I was about to join.  But the on-line 
discussions were fascinating and I always did want to learn 
more about the 1914 Boston Braves, so what the heck? I 
e-mailed the chairperson at the time, and he made me feel 
more comfortable by convincing me that I knew more about 
the Deadball era than I thought I did. 

Things went quietly for a while.  I cautiously 

got so caught up in the subject matter that I attended my 

to a couple of Negro League Conferences, I was greeted 
as an old friend by members of that committee.  But as a 

followers of the Deadball Era Committee. It was usually a 
“Hi, how are ya?”, or a “Talk to ya later,” but when long-

time Deadball members sat around the hotel bar at night 
discussing Ferdie Schupp or Dode Paskert, room was never 
made at the couch or bar to squeeze in and join them, even 
if it was just to listen.

for the NL Deadball book, my work was heavily and I 
thought unfairly edited and so I dropped out of the project.  
(I returned, however, to write the Comiskey bio when 
the original author backed out, and was paid a supreme 
compliment by my group editor when I completed it.)

Through all the frustrations and feelings of exclusion, 
however, I always had to admit one thing, both to myself 
and to anyone who asked:  The Deadball Committee was 
by far the best-run group I had encountered in my time 
at SABR.  Other committees might be friendlier or more 
accommodating, but none could put together two volumes, 
the size and beauty of the Deadball Stars books, as quickly 

membership, there were Deadball T-shirts (still the envy 
of many SABR members); Federal League T-shirts (Ebbets 
Field Flannels would be proud); and the infamous “Boiling 
Out” confabs in Hot Springs, a brilliant idea that started 
as a lark, but quickly turned into a bi-annual tradition. I 
always felt a greater sense of accomplishment when dealing 
with the DEC than with any other SABR committee.

At SABR conventions these days, including SABR 38 
in Cleveland, I get a warm greeting from the committee 
leaders and, though usually busy, they genuinely seem 
happy to see me and appreciative of the limited but 
dedicated work I try to do.

So now I have the best of both worlds:  a group that 

run by cordial leadership, and always ready to listen to 
new ideas.  This combination will no doubt maximize 
production of peripheral members like me, while drawing 
new people looking for a challenge. 

I guess since this is being published in “The Inside 
Game,” I’m preaching to the choir here.  But like they used 
to say in old advertising slogans, “The Deadball Committee: 
Tell Your Friends!”…

And I usually do.

Deep Purple, cont. from page 8.



“Most gratifying of all that dark winter was the 
discovery of true baseball stories. Words like Great, Hero, 

chosen by writers whose take on the game exuded, above all 
else, a spectacular admiration, as though these authors saw 
how much I wanted to love their characters. The ballplayers 
were all so splendid in their actions that even when they 
played for teams I disliked, in the reading moment I 
became faithless, a baseball apostate passionately and 
promiscuously rooting for whoever was the subject of the 
chapter.

My baseball knowledge came almost exclusively from 
such books, so I knew far more about Edd Roush and the 
1919 Cincinnati Reds than Ed Kranepool and the Mets 
players of my own time. Over and over I read about the 
Merkle Boner, the Snodgrass Muff, the Ruth Called Shot, 
the Wambsganns unassisted triple play, the Gashouse 
Gang, the Homer in the Gloamin’, the Miracle of Coogan’s 
Bluff, and all this seminal lore convinced me that baseball 

Willie Keeler from Big Ed Delahanty, Urban Shocker from 
Country Slaughter, Goose Goslin from Turkey Mike Donlin, 
Guy Bush from Bob Feller. I had never seen any of them 
play; they were all long gone before my time—and I liked it 
that way.

I wanted badly to know about these men, just as I 
wanted to have them to myself. Nobody else I knew had 
heard of Rabbit Maranville or Dazzy Vance or Hippo 
Vaughn or Kiki Kyler. Though I did not ever lack for 
companionship and got along with every kid at school, 

room. I’d walk in, see those books with their cracked spines, 
and a happiness would come over me. The players in 
them seemed to me to come from a better time in a better 
America, one that was simpler, pastoral, a paradise where 

“His [Dawidoff’s father] other gifts to me were mostly 
books, and looking at them now reminds me of the interest 
he took in my interests. Best of all there was a secondhand 
copy of Lawrence Ritter’s The Glory of Their Times, an oral 
history of the early days of professional baseball, in which 
a succession of old-time players including Heinie Groh, 
Rube Marquard, and Goose Goslin told about all the rutted 
roads they had taken to the major leagues. Hall of Fame 

in Wahoo, Nebraska, had to make their own baseballs out 

in the streets. Then one of their mothers would sew it all 
together for them.” (page 79)

“After a promising start, the school baseball team 
lost game after game by that telling margin of one run. 
Our camaraderie never quite prospered either. I wished 

old clubhouses and Gas House gangs I’d read about, the 
photographs of early-century collegiate and town teams, 
the players, with their long moustaches and short-billed 
caps, locked in a fraternal embrace as they calmly regarded 
the camera. I wondered if life really could match what was 
in books.” (page 243)

New York: Pantheon Books, 2008. [ISBN: 987-0-375-
40028-5]. $24.95, hardcover. 271 pages.

By Charles Crawley (crcrawley@yahoo.com)

This is not intended as a book review but rather as a 
personal recommendation. Most of this recommendation 
consists of a few excerpts that were appropriate for this 
readership. But this is one of those books that shows clearly 
that good baseball writing is more than just about baseball; 
it is about the fundamental issues in life, such as love and 
sanity.

I highly recommend it for the quality of its writing. I’ll 
let it speak for itself ...


