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Now They Tell Me…



“Don’t say ‘Greatest.’ Nobody believes it anymore. I think there are more ‘Greatest’s’ than Baseball’s.” Any day now, somebody will write ‘The Greatest Mundane Commonplaces.’”


—Author Bob Carroll, giving advice to would-be authors on what to title a baseball book.


In 1984, with the publication of Baseball’s Greatest Insults, a new age dawned in America’s national pastime. For the first time ever baseball fans could turn to one definitive, absolutely essential text to find out all the dirty rotten things that players, managers, umpires, owners and the media ever said about one another. The game has never been the same since.


Okay, so I exaggerate a little.


But Baseball’s Greatest Insults did indeed come out, and I am very glad it did. And now we have Baseball’s Even Greater Insults, covering the past decade. In the last 10 years or so much has happened in baseball of an insulting nature. The Wade Boggs adultery scandal, the Steve Garvey paternity scandal, the Pete Rose gambling scandal, the Luis Polonia she-was-fifteen-going-on-twenty-nine scandal, the George Steinbrenner-Howie Spira payola scandal, the Al Campanis “Am I an idiot or what?” scandal, the Rob Dibble wild man with a fastball scandals, the Roger Clemens “Read My Lips” scandal, numerous Jose Canseco driving scandals, and illegal substance scandals galore. For guys in my line of work, this has been a terrific decade for baseball.


For those who may have missed the original Baseball’s Greatest Insults and are not familiar with the concept, I should explain that you will find nothing here about “the poetry” of the game or the timelessness and universality of baseball and how what the game is really all about is fathers playing catch with their sons. There will be no lyrical passages extolling the great green balllyard and what a magical, mystical oasis it is. Nobody from the New Yorker will be quoted in this volume; nobody from the New Yorker would probably even read a book of this type. Nor will there be any passages in this book from a certain pompous windbag bowtie-wearing, right-wing, stuffed-shirt Cubs fan, although we do insult him whenever possible.


In this book you will get guys like George Brett describing one of his teammates, “He looks like a greyhound, but runs like a bus,” or Tom Paciorek talking about A’s manager Tony LaRussa, “Tony couldn’t manage a fruit stand.” Or Frank Luksa, a sportswriter, remarking that “Mitch Williams has walked more people than a seeing eye dog,” or Tony Kornheiser joking that the oft-injured reliever Don Robinson “hopes to become the first reliever wheelbarrowed in from the bullpen.” That kind of thing.


So go ahead. Dig in, and enjoy. And as a final note, let me say thanks to Mark Chester and George T. Kruse, two fine photographers who came through when I needed them.


—KEVIN NELSON





1
A Short History of Baseball (Part II)



On August 7, 1991, Schottzie, the 160-pound St. Bernard who was the mascot of the Cincinnati Reds and the close companion of Reds owner Marge Schott, was put to sleep after being diagnosed for terminal cancer. Laid to rest in a Reds baseball cap, Schottzie was buried in a private ceremony in the rose garden of her master’s home. She was nine.


The day after her death, during a game at Riverfront Stadium, Roger McDowell, a reliever for the Los Angeles Dodgers, wore a black armband with a white paw print in memory of Schottzie.


“It’s like losing a part of the baseball family,” said McDowell. “Babe Ruth died. Lou Gehrig died. Now Schottzie.”





2
And Now, A Look At The Game Today



Brett, Reggie, Murray, Kingman—now, wait a second, that was the last book. This is Baseball’s Even Greater Insults, the long-awaited sequel to Baseball’s Greatest Insults. You’ll have to excuse me, it’s going to take a while to get up to speed here. This is the nineties, and now we’re talking names like Jose, Darryl, Kirby, Cecil, Roger, Wade, Margo, Barry, Bret, Fay (Fay?), Cal, Will, Eric, Rob, Dwight, Ryne and … George? Egad, is he still around? Yes, unfortunately, he still is, but you won’t have to hear about him until much later.


For now let’s turn our attention to a man who, despite being the greatest base stealer of all time, remains one of the most modest and unassuming superstars in the game today, an ebullient Ernie Banks-type character who just loves to play no matter what they pay him. You know of course who we’re referring to …


The Incredibly Beloved Rickey Henderson


According to a 1987 survey of major league ballplayers conducted by the publishing conglomerate of Nash-Zullo, Inc., Rickey finished first in the following categories:


• “Players Who Always Complain About Their Aches and Pains”


• “Which Players Complain the Most to Plate Umpires”


• “Players Who Make Easy Catches Look Hard”


• “Players Opposing Teams Love To Hate”
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Hamming it up for the press, Rickey Henderson lays a smacker on his 100th stolen base in 1982, the year he went on to set the all-time single season stolen base mark.


And Rickey took third—behind Mel Hall and No. 1 Dave Parker—in still another category: “Who Are The Biggest Showboats After Hitting Home Runs?”


In conclusion, then, Rickey’s ballplaying peers consider him to be a chronic whiner and complainer who showboats unmercifully and is widely disliked. As the columnist Glenn Dickey puts it, “When it comes to dogging it, nobody is in a class with Rickey Henderson. The A’s outfielder may not be the highest-paid player, but he is certainly the highest paid canine.” Woof, woof!


Great Moments in Rickey Henderson’s Career


Greatest Moment: May 1, 1991, Oakland, California. Rickey steals No. 939, breaking Lou Brock’s career stolen-base mark. They stop the game for the award ceremony and, with Brock standing beside him, Rickey utters the immortal words, “Lou Brock was a great base stealer, but today I am the greatest of all time.” Padres reliever Larry Anderson says later that Rickey’s comments “made me want to puke.” Columnist Sean Horgan adds, “Perhaps the problem with our ozone layer is that Rickey’s ego keeps punching holes in it.”


Second Greatest Moment: In 1989 Rickey signs a $3-million-a-year contract, making him the highest paid player in baseball. Over the next year salaries explode (again), dropping Rickey from the top of the ladder to well down in the league. Rickey demands to renegotiate. The A’s say no, and suggest compromise proposals that Rickey won’t accept. So Rickey goes into a sulk. “What, you want me to play like Mike Gallego?” he says, insulting a teammate. Then he stages a spring training holdout. Then he lays down like a dog for the 1991 season.


What does Rickey really want? Inside Sports magazine offers a theory: “More. Rickey wants more. Rickey demands more. Whatever he makes on his next contract, Rickey is asking for more. The minute he agrees to any new deal, Rickey intends to insist on more. ‘You can never get enough more,’ says Rickey. ‘I deserve more. I expect more. I am more.’”


Or, as Carleton Fisk says, summing up the feelings of baseball fans everywhere: “How can a guy making $3 million be underpaid? They [players who complain about being underpaid] can go kiss my ass.”



A Little Note about Carleton



Now Carleton Fisk can put the hammer to the greed-ravaged ravings of Rickey Henderson, but let’s not forget that back before Fisk’s age and remarkable durability elevated him to the status of Baseball Icon, a great many people did not care for his personality, either. Frank Robinson thought he was a snot. “He’s the most disliked player in the league because of the way he struts that walk and the way he won’t give in to anyone,” said Frank.


When Carleton came up to the majors in the early 1970s, a cocky young New Englander on New England’s team, he walked that walk and he talked that talk. And it irritated the hell out of some of his peers. After the Red Sox traded Reggie Smith, another man of no small ego, to St. Louis in 1973, Carleton publicly agreed with the move. “The loss of Reggie’s bat will be outweighed by the loss of anxiety and disrupture that Reggie occasioned,” he said haughtily.


Smith in turn called Fisk “a backstabber and a crybaby” and carried his anger over to the following year when the Cardinals and Red Sox met in spring training, the first time the two men had seen each other since the trade. During the game a pitch bounced up and caught Fisk square in the balls and as the future Hall of Fame catcher writhed on the ground in pain, Smith, watching from the dugout, yelled out, “I hope you die, motherfucker!”


Darryl


For the most part, connoisseurs of The Insult do not hold much truck with born-again Christians. Not that we have anything against them or their new-found beliefs. It’s just that, well, how many down-and-dirty insults has Scott Garrelts ever said? Or Brett Butler? Or Orel Hershiser? Orel goes on Johnny Carson and sings a hymn, for Christ’s sake. Very sweet, very poignant, but not exactly what we had in mind for this volume.


Darryl Strawberry, however, has proven the exception to the born-again blandness rule. He’s shown that you can embrace God and still fire off some ill-humored, ill-tempered remarks at your fellow man. For instance, after the Mets awarded Bret Saberhagen his old number (18) for the 1992 season, Darryl didn’t like it one bit: “After all the good years me and the Mets had together, all the winning, they give my number away just one year after I’m gone. It’s an insult to me. It makes you wonder what the people in the front office are thinking.”


One of his teammates on those old Mets was Gregg Jefferies, who left New York in the Saberhagen trade. Strawberry has criticized him as well. “Seems to me he can’t handle the pressure,” Darryl told sportswriter Bob Klapisch. “Look at who they got rid of because of Jefferies. Wally [Backman], Tim Teufel, even Howard Johnson had to play short, and [Kevin] Elster had to sit down because Jefferies had to be at third. Those guys might not have had the same talent, but I’ve never seen them pull themselves out of a game.”


The Straw continued, “They thought he could carry them when I left, but Jefferies is too worried about his hitting, always crying about some slump he’s in. Tell him the only way he’s going to make it … is if he concentrates on his whole game. No more taking his 0 for 4 onto the field. I’ve seen it too many times, even now.” And finally, when asked if he had any sympathy for Jefferies, Darryl did not exactly resemble St. Francis: “Sympathy? I have no sympathy for him at all. Jefferies hasn’t had nearly the pressure I had.”


When Darryl played for the Mets he was, in Brett Butler’s words, one of those “immoral slobs who lives his life in the pits of hell.” Since then he has joined the Dodgers, gotten religion, and apparently purged himself of his slobness. But in 1991, his first season with LA, even his fellow born-agains on the Dodgers were wondering about him. Butler said he looked listless. Gary Carter said he seemed to lack the fierceness he had in New York. One writer called him “as inspirational as a statue.” Dodgers manager Tommy Lasorda was more to the point: “This guy hit 37 home runs last year. Did he forget how to hit?” But Darryl’s bat came back to life in the second half of the season and so did his mouth.


In late May, after being whiffed by Houston’s Al Osuna, Strawberry told reporters, “He doesn’t have anything I can’t handle.” Osuna’s dad, who lives in the Los Angeles area, saw the quote in the paper and relayed it to Al, who swore never to forget. The next time the rookie reliever faced Strawberry he struck him out again and then issued this challenge: “Every time I face him, he’s going to get everything I have. If he ever gets a hit off me again, I’ll be upset. Every time he comes up there, I’ll be looking to strike him out.” Darryl did not turn the other cheek. “He’s a rookie talking a lot of smack,” he said. “I’ll see him down the line, and we’ll see what he can do. I don’t want to get into it with guys like him. He hasn’t been around long enough to talk smack.” Darryl did indeed see Osuna down the line. In September they faced each other a third time, and the Straw hit a three-run home run off him in the bottom of the 10th to win a game.


Despite such heroics the Dodgers finished a disappointing second that year—a result that the once-passive Strawberry blamed on his teammates’ passivity. “This was a team where after a good play, half the guys would shake your hand and the other half … I don’t know what they’d be doing,” he said.


In the off-season Darryl got more specific, attacking fellow outfielder Kal Daniels as “a cancer” on the team and saying he should be traded. “I don’t want to deal with what we dealt with last year, a guy like Kal, a player who doesn’t want to play. Trade Kal. If he doesn’t want to play, get him out of here. And you can quote me on that.” Strawberry hammered away, “Somebody has to finally say something about him, and I’ll be the guy. I’m talking about us needing somebody who is determined to play with injuries, somebody who won’t get kicked out of a game in the first inning in the pennant race, somebody who always wants to be there.”


Daniels, a friend of Strawberry, was shocked: “I love the guy like a brother, but if he is going to back-stab me like that, evidently he has a mental problem. If he back-stabs me like that and we’re supposed to be friends, what does he do to players he doesn’t like?” Kal didn’t much like Strawberry’s attitude: “Darryl signed the big contract and he thinks he’s all-world. Well, he’s not. The first half of the season he was invisible. If he doesn’t want to play with me, well, the feeling is mutual.”


Ironically, the things Strawberry said about Daniels are much like what Strawberry’s former teammates on the Mets used to say about him—that he faked being sick, complained constantly, and couldn’t be counted on in a pinch. But that’s a story for another chapter (“Ball-clubs From Hell,” the 1987 New York Mets). Seeing that it’s probably better to take Darryl in small doses—even a born-again Darryl—we’ll move on.


Taunts


Or, Some Fans Offer Constructive Criticism of
Their Ballplaying Superheroes


“Hey, Snack Bar! Get that hamburger out of your pocket!”


—Insults yelled at the rotund Tony Gwynn


“Hey, Jose, how’s Madonna. Where’s Esther?”


—A New York fan, heckling Canseco about his love life and marital woes; (Canseco, who also had an inflatable Madonna-lookalike doll thrown at him in New York, reportedly had to be restrained from punching the guy).


“Hey Joey, keg party at my house after a game. Wanna come?”


—One of the barbs directed at Indians outfielder and recovering alcoholic Albert (formerly Joey) Belle, who hit the fan who said it with a baseball in a notorious 1991 incident


“Where’s Lenny? He out drinking?”


—A San Francisco fan, waving a set of car keys and yelling at a Phillies player after teammate Lenny Dykstra’s near fatal drunken driving accident.


“Kirk Gibson! Kirk Gibson!”


—A favorite taunt of fans whenever Dennis Eckersley pitches.


What Players and Others Think about Fans and Their Use of Their
First Amendment Rights at the Ballpark


“A bunch of dirt-mouthed, uncivilized, uneducated people.”


—Eric Show, pitcher


“Albert should have hit the guy in the head.”


—Pitcher Norm Charlton, after Belle hit that fan in the chest with a baseball after being taunted for his alcoholism


“Not many men up there would allow the type of things that were being said about their wife and mother. Those things are unacceptable. A guy [who] pays his way into the stadium is allowed to hoot, but there is a line.”


—A’s manager Tony LaRussa, after fans heckled Jose Canseco at a wild and woolly Yankee Stadium game


“Fans have gotten out of hand. They are getting away with things that, if they did them on the street, would be called assault. It isn’t good for the games, the players, the fans.


—Stan Kasten, Atlanta Braves executive


“The more I think about it, the clearer it is that it’s the fans who are pushing the limits of good taste. Heaping torrents of sick, angry, ugly abuse on players—who do they think they are? Jack Clark?”


—Scott Ostler, columnist


Jack Clark, Journeyman Slugger, Sounds Off


On American League umpires: “Now I know why Billy Martin threw dirt on them. He tried to cover them up and make them disappear.”


More on American League umps, comparing them to their brethren in the National League: “They’re awful, they don’t have a clue. I don’t know if they don’t practice or what. They’ve got a lot more lowlifes there.”


On playing for Frank Robinson in San Francisco in the early eighties. “He resented me making $1.3 million, supposedly because of the caliber of player I was compared to what he was. He did everything in his power to make it uncomfortable for me, constantly comparing me in the paper: I’m not as good as this guy or that guy, comparing me to guys even on our team. How’s that supposed to make me feel?”


After Robinson played him when his knee was injured: “You want to try to hurt me for the rest of my life? Fuck you. Go die. I’ll never play for you again.”


On playing for the 1982 San Francisco Giants: “This organization is a loser.”


In the final days of the 1987 pennant race, Clark’s Cardinals couldn’t take batting practice until the football Cardinals (then mainly “replacement” players substituting for the striking regulars) finished working out at Busch Stadium. Said Jack: “That’s the worst I’ve ever seen. Here we’re trying to win a pennant. We’ve got four days left and the fucking scabs are on the field taking up our time. Unbelievable. If they’re there [again] I’m going to hit line drives at their butts and see if they catch them. They ought to send those scabs back to Yugoslavia or wherever they came from.”


On former Cardinal teammate Ozzie Smith’s accusation that Clark was a “selfish” ballplayer: “This guy was just getting brownie points for his contract with [Cardinals owner] Augie Busch coming up.” (Clark has also called Smith “a speck.”)


Moving over to the Padres, he criticized Tony Gwynn for acting like he was superior to the other players on the team. Here’s why: “He had this pregame radio show. And the guys, including the captain of the team, didn’t like hearing somebody talking for all of us when he didn’t talk to us in the clubhouse, one-on-one. He wouldn’t talk to me about baseball, so I didn’t want to hear him on the radio saying we as a team feel this way, because I didn’t feel that way.”


After Giants pitcher Jeff Brantley hit San Diego’s Benito Santiago and broke his forearm, Clark and others on the Padres thought it was intentional: “You know how I feel about the Giants anyway, I can’t stand them. Now I just hate them that much worse. Their time will come, believe me, their time will come.”


On Roger Clemens, after the Red Sox pitcher showed up late for spring training in 1992: “He brings attention on himself that’s not needed. Maybe he had things to do back home. Well, so do I. I didn’t want to leave my family either.”


On being designated hitter for the Boston Red Sox: “I don’t know why I even have a glove.”


On San Francisco columnist Glenn Dickey, who quoted Clark as saying ‘I don’t know why I even have a glove,’ among other things, and stirred up a controversy in Boston: “I didn’t say it. He’s lying … Why would I say that? The team is in first place.” (Dickey stood by his story.)


On being booed in Boston: “It’s an honor to be booed by Boston fans. In San Diego, you’d ground into a double play, the winning run would score, and they’d boo. “Oh, what, you mean we’re ahead? Oh, yea!’”


Pedro Guerrero, Wit


Pedro Guerrero is not known as being particularly funny or witty or even outspoken like Jack Clark. But his name seems to pop up now and then in the lowbrow annals of baseball insult literature. There is that well-traveled story dating back to the days when Pedro was a Dodger holding down third base in an infield with second baseman Steve Sax, who, because of psychological problems or some such thing, was having all kinds of troubles throwing to first. Anyhow Pedro, who was not exactly a Hoover vacuum cleaner in the infield himself, had just mauled a routine grounder, sending his manager Tommy Lasorda into a fit.


“What the hell are you thinking out there?” Lasorda demanded.


“Well,” said Pedro, “I’m thinking two things.”


“Yeah, what are they?”


“First I’m thinking: ‘I hope they don’t hit it to me.’”


“And the second thing?”


“I hope they don’t hit it to Sax.”


It was Pedro who said of sportswriters, “Sometimes they write what I say, and not what I mean,” and of lefthanders, “I don’t like them—they throw with different hands.” These are not exactly insults but they are peculiar enough (in a Berraesque sort of way) to merit attention. But Pedro’s utterances are not always so full of whimsy; he can let it rip too, such as when Bob Walk struck him out throwing all curveballs even though the Pirates, leading the Dodgers by a big margin, had the game safely in hand. Pedro accused Walk of being less than a man for not challenging him with fastballs and, although Guerrero’s exact words were not recorded, the pitcher’s response was: “I apologize for the breaking balls. Next time I’ll throw underhanded.”


Whining, Woofing and Blowing Smoke (I)


“He looks like a guy who went to a fantasy camp and decided to stay.”


—Don Sutton, on pudgeball first baseman John Kruk


“Cory will never be able to identify his problem until he realizes he’s the problem.”


—White Sox GM Ron Schueler, on outfielder Cory Snyder trying to make a comeback with the Giants


“You’re going to give it to that little shit? What’s he got—10 RBIs?”


—Unnamed Atlanta Brave, as quoted in the San Francisco Chronicle, when asked about Brett Butler winning the 1991 National League MVP award


“It’s a joke as far as I’m concerned. The way things were done this year, I’m just done with it. If anybody put together two years like I did, they’d be MVP. So it’s a bunch of garbage.”


—Cecil Fielder, after losing out to Cal Ripken for the 1991 American League MVP despite having a second straight MVP-caliber year


“He’s not even in the Top 10 anymore defensively. He’s living off his reputation.


—Expos manager Buck Rodgers, on widely touted catcher Benito Santiago


“Donnie’s the best hitter, no question. But I have to laugh when people talk about him as an all-around ballplayer. I mean, to be all-around, you’ve got to be able to hit, hit for power, field your position, and run. Donnie can do all of them except run.”


—Dave Winfield, on former Yankees teammate Don Mattingly


“Never in my wildest dreams would I have paid that kid a million and a half.”


—George Steinbrenner, after the Yankees signed prospect Brien Taylor to a big contract in 1991. (Earlier Steinbrenner had said that if New York didn’t sign Taylor “they ought to be shot.”)


“What if Sanders was hitting over .200? Do the Braves rent a Concorde?”


—Columnists Paul Daugherty, on hearing that the Braves were helicoptering Bo Jackson-wanna-be Deion Sanders from Atlanta Falcon practices to Braves games


“We can all feel sorry for Otis Nixon and acknowledge drugs as the insidious disease that it is. Still, when you strip away the emotion, you’ve got a guy who is this season’s clubhouse leader in stupidity.”


—Sportswriter Tim Keown, after the Braves leadoff man was suspended for drug abuse during the hot 1991 NL West divisional race


“There’s some sentiment left in baseball: To honor a vet in his last season, his teammates have voted to retire the number of his cocaine dealer.”


—Columnist Herb Caen, on an unnamed player


“John Belushi in a jockstrap.”


—Rolling Stone, on drug-addicted reliever Steve Howe


“Let no one accuse baseball of not being tough on drugs. They just gave Steve Howe his seventh lifetime suspension.”


—Bill Ferraro, baseball fan


“I don’t want some fuckin’ cokehead throwing a ball 90 mph at me.”


—Wade Boggs, on the prospect of facing Dwight Gooden during the latter’s drug problems
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 After Bo Jackson spurned two young autograph-seekers at the 1989 All-Star Game, a columnist wrote, “Bo, you can hit a baseball far, and you can run past and over tacklers with a football. But Bo, you’re also a jerk.”


“These guys don’t need a hitting coach, they need a shrink.”


—Richie Hebner, ex-Boston hitting coach, on the 1992 Red Sox. (Hebner also said, referring to the Sox, “I hope they’ve got some pacifiers around that clubhouse.”)


“You used to be a nice guy, but now all you guys make so much money you think you can get away with anything.”


—Ump Eric Gregg to Bobby Bonilla during an argument over a call. (Gregg later denied saying exactly these words.)


“What are they going to do, bench me?”


—Jose Canseco, on being told that the A’s were unhappy with him for reporting late to 1992 spring training. (Editor’s note: No, Jose, they didn’t bench you, but they did trade you.)


“He’s a key player and he struts around like he’s not into it and not part of the team. It’s not good for any of the guys to see that. It’s like a cancer on the team. Pretty soon it’s going to do nothing but eat away at the team and do no good.


—Carney Lansford, on A’s teammate Rickey Henderson moping around during 1992 spring training


“I think it’s kind of funny, that he plays two games and then can’t go tonight. We want our best people in there. I’m sure there are a lot of people in the minor leagues who would like to play for us.”


—Barry Bonds, on Pirates teammate Jeff King, after King hurt his back in the 1990 ALCS and had to sit out


“The world probably could muster some sympathy for the guy if he weren’t so damned abrasive. The chip on [Barry] Bonds’s shoulder is bigger than Rafael Belliard.”


—Jerry Crasnick, columnist


A Matter of Black and White?


Barry Bonds, suggesting why the Pirates signed Andy Van Slyke to a big, long-term contract but not Bobby Bonilla or himself:


“Do you think Bobby Bonilla should make more than Andy Van Slyke? He’s worth more. I think so. Everyone knows what’s going on with this team. Open your eyes. Wipe those glasses.” Bonds has also referred to Van Slyke as “the great white hope.”


And now, Andy Van Slyke on why he thinks Pittsburgh didn’t cough up all the dough that Bonilla wanted: “I can’t blame the Pirates for not paying him the money he’s demanding. I don’t think he’s worth five-, five-and-a-half-million dollars. I don’t think anybody is. I think what the Pirates are doing is financially responsible … I mean, Bobby Bonilla is a good player and a good influence in the clubhouse, but is he the kind of player people pay to see? I don’t think so.”


Will and Jeff


Is Will Clark a racist? Was Jeffrey Leonard a tumor? If you can believe it, these were two of the hotly debated topics in the days leading up to the 1989 World Series. Clark and Leonard were teammates until the Giants shipped the latter to Milwaukee the year before. It was commonly understood that the two didn’t get along but nobody knew quite how much, until Clark brought it up as the Giants got set to meet the A’s in the Series:


“He was a tumor. We got rid of him, now look where we are. He was a jealous ballplayer. He couldn’t understand why a player was called up and got all the attention. So he made my life miserable. I don’t want to talk about that guy. The stuff he did didn’t have anything to do with baseball.”


Naturally, this called for an answer from Leonard, who talked about why the two men had come to blows once in Philadelphia, as well as a number of other unappetizing items:


“I’m going to respond. But I don’t know why he brought all this up. This shit doesn’t need to be out at World Series time. Whatever Will’s reason, it’s in very poor taste. It’s about time Will Clark came out of the closet. Talk about my personality … Let’s unveil his true personality. He’s a talented hitter, but he’s a prejudiced bastard.


“First I want to clear up what happened with that fight in Philadelphia. My nephew approached him in Philadelphia and asked him for his autograph. Will told him to get his black ass out of there. The next day they had to pull me off him in the clubhouse …


“That was never printed. They reversed it. They put it all on me. In the paper it said we fought over some balls and Will Clark fired six unanswered punches at the Hac Man. Then there was something that happened with Chris Brown. Will’s racial remarks went down all the time. He actually called Chris Brown a nigger to his face. I came back from the Pittsburgh [drug] trials and I was called into the manager’s office. ‘We have a problem,’ Roger Craig said. ‘Will called Chris a nigger.’
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Is sweet-swinging Will Clark a foul-mouthed racist? An ex-teammate claimed he was.


“We held a meeting after batting practice [to discuss the incident], but they closed that, too, like Will was Clark Kent or something, and they had to protect his true identity. They wanted a white hero, so they had to close it up …


“Those are personality flaws in Will’s character. I hope by now he’s cleared them up.” Leonard went on to say that it wasn’t his fault the Giants dropped the 1987 League Championship Series to St. Louis; he was MVP in a losing cause while Clark froze up. “His asshole was so tight he couldn’t even use the bathroom,” said Leonard. As for the charges of jealousy, the Hac Man dismissed that too: “Will is a great hitter, but I’m not jealous. I was there with Joe Morgan, Reggie Smith, Jack Clark, Darrel Evans and Vida Blue. I’m going to be jealous of Will Clark?”


Other Views of Will the Thrill


“There are a group of top sluggers in the game, a small elite that includes Canseco, Bonilla and Tartabull. Does Will Clark fit into that class? I don’t think so. He’s a good player, but not in that class.”


—Dennis Gilbert, who is (not coincidentally) the agent for Bonilla and Tartabull


“Will Clark, you big dummy. I’m making a million more than you are. You overrated, slow, three-toed sloth with no arms. You hear me, boy?”


—Jose Canseco of the A’s, taunting his cross-bay rival on the Giants


“I look at his contract and I’m thinking, ‘Give me a break.’ How long has the guy been around, four years? … And now they’re paying a guy like Will Clark like he’s in the Hall of Fame. People in San Francisco say that he’s the best player to ever play for them. The Thrill, he’s better than Willie McCovey? Right. You’ve got to be kidding me.”


—Jack Clark, after Will (no relation) signed his four-year, $15-million deal in 1990


Whining, Woofing and Blowing Smoke (II)


“With Pete Rose in the correctional facility at Marion, Illinois, people have been asking about the dimensions of the walls there. It’s 450 to straightaway center and 375 down the lines.”


—David Letterman, after baseball’s all-time base-hit king went to prison in 1990 for income tax evasion


“I felt as if I were playing baseball at Dred Scott Memorial Park in glorious downtown Johannesburg.”


—Darryl Strawberry, from his book, on what it was like to play for the Mets at Shea Stadium. (When questioned by reporters, Darryl later admitted not knowing who Dred Scott was or the location of Johannesburg.)


“A lot of these athletes today, they might not even be able to tell you who Jackie Robinson or Curt Flood was. If it weren’t for Jackie Robinson, these guys wouldn’t have made much money. If it weren’t for Curt Flood, sacrificing his career for free agency, these .250 hitters wouldn’t be making $1.5 million. These guys are lumps. They don’t think anybody ever came before them.”


—Spike Lee, filmmaker


“Because of what we perceive as slanderous attacks aimed at members of this ballclub, we regretfully have found it necessary to immediately cease to communicate with all members of the media. We have been ripped apart as a family and we will stand together in this as a family.”


—A joint statement by the New York Mets at their 1992 spring training camp


“People may have thought the Mets to be fools for remaining silent this past week, but now it seems they’re going to open their mouths and remove all doubt.”


—New York Post, after the Mets decided to rescind their boycott and begin talking to the press again


“I don’t know about you, but I wish the Mets had maintained their vow of silence all summer.”


—Glen Waggoner, sportswriter


“I like to call the American League East the Fortune 500. Because they are spending a fortune and playing. 500.”


—Syd Thrift, former AL East general manager


“That was no Ted Williams or Babe Ruth they were hitting for me. I want to know how terrible a player he thinks I am. When something smells you get rid of it. I’ve seen enough. This is serious. I want out.”


—Jose Gonzalez, weak-hitting Dodger outfielder, after Tommy Lasorda sent the equally weak-hitting Mike Sharperson up to bat for him


“Robin tries hard, but it’s useless. He’s just plain dumb.”


—Boston Globe reporter, on interviewing the young Robin Yount


“I never managed a real God Squadder before. In Texas, a lot of my players weren’t smart enough to read the Bible.”


—California manager Doug Rader, when asked how he’d handle born-again Christian Gary Gaetti after Gaetti joined the Angels. (As it happened, Gaetti outlasted Rader on the team.)


“It’s kind of silly to me, but we’re not winning and this is Stick’s club. He wants an organization that will be puppets for him and do what he wants.”


—Don Mattingly, after being given an ultimatum (cut your hair or don’t play) by Yankee GM Gene Michael in one of the silliest episodes of 1991


“Just how absurd the whole Yankee business became was summed up when manager Stump Merrill said Pascual Perez might miss a start because of the length of his hair. Here they’ve spent $4 million on a guy who’s had two wins in a Yankees uniform, spent countless thousands on rehabilitation and set a record for simulated games, and Perez wasn’t going to start because of his hair?!”


—Peter Gammons, columnist


“If you’re a career Yankees hater—raised as I was in Brooklyn, there was no choice—don’t you love it? Is there anything more satisfying in this year of skewed economics than the knowledge each night that the Yankees’ top two starters are going to be Scott Sanderson and Melido Perez?”


—Sportswriter Bill Conlin, early in the 1992 season


“McGwire got his 49 [home runs] in his rookie year, before the pitchers figured him out, and with a lot of good batters on either side of him. Trade McGwire to the Yankees, where everyone is struggling, and we would see him in Columbus in a year.”


—Sportswriter William Nack, on strikeout-prone slugger Mark McGwire


“He had so much to improve. Obviously, he hasn’t.”


—Former A’s hitting coach Rick Burleson, on Mark McGwire’s progress as a hitter


“I’m supposed to write my congressman because a 68-year-old guy can’t get one more at bat? I don’t think so. It’s time for Minoso to get on line for tickets to the Perry Como concert tour and stop bothering us with all this nonsense.”


—Mike Lupica, on Minnie Minoso’s attempt in 1990 to play for the White Sox and become the first person to play major league ball in five different decades


“Expansion won’t dilute baseball’s talent pool, because it’s already diluted. Kids don’t play the game anymore. No one plays the game anymore. Kids who play do it because Mother wants them babysat for the afternoon. When I was a kid, I played because I wanted to.”


—Carleton Fisk, sounding crankier the older he gets


“It’s not really fair. They say happy cows give more milk, but they’ve basically told me I’m dog meat. They’ve predetermined that I’m washed up, that I can’t have an impact. Physically I’m here, but mentally I say, ‘What am I doing here?’”
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