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If baseball is America's national religion, then the Hall of Fame is its High Church. Being

named among its 286 inductees makes you the closest thing our country has to an undisputed

hero - even a secular saint. But the men in the Hall of Fame are no angels. Among their

number are gamblers, drunks, race-baiters, at least one murderer, and perhaps the greatest

collection of bona fide characters ever to be dignified by an honor of any kind.This is the book

the Hall of Fame deserves. Along with the story of the institution comes a smart, irreverent

discussion of some of the great barstool questions of all time (Why did Jim Bunning make the

Hall but not Mickey Lolich? How much is it worth to a player's autograph-signing career to get

in? Did Ty Cobb really kill somebody?) and a fresh look at some of the Hall's most and least

admirable characters. Taken in all, it amounts to a shadow history of America's Game, shown

through the prism of its most sacred spot. Written with a deep love of the game and a

hardened skeptic's eye, this is a book to incite both passionate conversation and a fresh

appreciation of baseball as a mirror and catalyst for our nation's culture.

“Chafets brings both a fan's affection and a social critic's eye to his examination of the

Cooperstown, N.Y. institution...amusing, sardonic and convincing.”  �Kirkus“Chafets briefly

explores the history of how the Hall of Fame came to pass, but the real good stuff comes as he

dives into the politics of the museum and how race has played a role in who has received

election and who has received the shaft. He looks at the "monks" who oversee the hallowed

halls, the writers who act as gatekeepers to the Hall of Fame, and explains how election can

make what was once a player's worthless memorabilia into a gold mine. Much of Chafets's

subject matter is sure to strike a chord with baseball fans… gives the reader a glimpse beyond

what one might see at the exhibits.”  �Publishers Weekly“The Baseball Hall of Fame has long

been viewed as some sort of pristine baseball palace, a hardball Mecca where the ghosts of

greats walk the corridors. In Cooperstown Confidential, Zev Chafets does not merely humanize

the Hall and its inhabitants--he paints a fascinating, in-depth, occasionally outlandish portrait to

be hung alongside the busts of the Babe and Hammerin' Hank. Chafets knocks this one over

the Green Monster.”  �Jeff Pearlman, author of Boys Will Be Boys and The Bad Guys Won“Put in

a couple of dead bodies, an inquisitive professor who looks a lot like Tom Hanks and maybe a

car chase or two and Zev Chafets would have sports' answer to The DaVinci Code. Oh well --

we'll have to settle for a literate and provocative climb through the cobwebs, misconceptions

and flat-out prejudices that exist behind the shiny exhibits at the Baseball Hall of Fame. Nice

work. Maybe Tom Hanks can play Zev Chafets in the movie.”  �Leigh Montville, author of The Big

Bam: The Life and Times of Babe Ruth“Red Smith suggested blowing up the Hall of Fame and

starting over, and Zev Chafets has planted the bomb. This smart, tough, funny history uses the

flawed temple of the game as a prism to examine the nation as well as its pastime - sex,

steroids, stats, and all.”  �Robert Lipsyte, author of Heroes of Baseball“The story of the Hall is

baseball and politics, lust for fame and gain, ridiculous ballyhoo and deadly serious business.

Somehow, Zev Chafets got it all -- and told it with toughness, humor, and grace.”  �Richard Ben

Cramer, author of Joe DiMaggio: The Hero's Life“Cooperstown Confidential is not the standard

collection of rosy ancedotes about Hall of Fame baseball players. It is a fascinatingly hard-

edged look inside the hallowed institution, and that makes it all the more delightful and

revealing.”  �David Maraniss, author of Clemente and When Pride Still Mattered--This text refers



to an out of print or unavailable edition of this title.From Publishers WeeklyCooperstown is a

sleepy New York village with a population barely eclipsing 2,000, in a location where if you

arrive by mistake, you've been lost for forty-five minutes.• But Chafets explains why

Cooperstown and the National Baseball Hall of Fame and Museum is a must-see destination

for hundreds of thousands of baseball fans each year, diving into more than just the 200-plus

players that have received baseball immortality by induction into the Hall of Fame. Chafets (A

Match Made in Heaven) briefly explores the history of how the Hall of Fame came to pass, but

the real good stuff comes as he dives into the politics of the museum and how race has played

a role in who has received election and who has received the shaft. He looks at the monks• who

oversee the hallowed halls, the writers who act as gatekeepers to the Hall of Fame, and

explains how election can make what was once a player's worthless memorabilia into a gold

mine. Much of Chafets's subject matter is sure to strike a chord with baseball fans, and many

will surely disagree with his stance on steroids as it relates to a player's induction. The

relationships he develops with the Hall staff, combined with his accessible style, gives the

reader a glimpse beyond what one might see at the exhibits. (July)Copyright © Reed Business

Information, a division of Reed Elsevier Inc. All rights reserved. --This text refers to an out of

print or unavailable edition of this title.About the AuthorAllen Barra writes a column for the Wall

Street Journal and Salon.com. He is a frequent contributor to the New York Times and is also

heard regularly on Major League Baseball Radio. He lives in South Orange, New Jersey --This

text refers to an out of print or unavailable edition of this title.Read more
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Cooperstown Confidential

PrefaceSoon after I started work on this book, I got in touch with Bob Lip-syte, a former New

York Times sportswriter. We didn’t know one another personally, but he had once written some

good things about a novel of mine. Naturally, this disposed me to think of him as both wise and

virtuous.In an e-mail, I told Lipsyte what I was writing and asked if he would share his thoughts

on the Baseball Hall of Fame. He responded with a question of his own: Why the hell was I

writing a book on the subject?Good question. I am not now, and never have been, a

sportswriter or a baseball historian. As a kid in Pontiac, Michigan, I played ball, collected



baseball cards, and rooted with all my heart for the Detroit Tigers to regain their past glory—or

at least make it out of fifth place in the division. The Hall of Fame was a distant place back

then, but it loomed large. Our baseball catechism began with the fact that Ty Cobb was the first

man inducted into the shrine. Harry Heilmann, Mickey Cochrane, and Charlie Gehringer

represented us in Coopers-town. So, after 1956, did Hank Greenberg and, the following year,

“Wahoo” Sam Crawford. My friends and I were too young to have seen any of them play, but it

didn’t matter: we had a connection to greatness.In 1967, I moved to Israel. Baseball wasn’t

played there (the national sport is freestyle po litical argument, no statistics allowed), and

American games weren’t broadcast on tele vision because, at the time, Israel had no televi

sion. All I had were the box scores on the sports page of the International Herald Tribune and a

subscription to Sports Illustrated, which arrived sporadically or—when SI ran a cover that

interested Israeli postal clerks, on subjects like soccer or women in bathing suits—not at

all.Sometimes we American expat journalists played sandlot baseball in the park, much to the

amusement of the Israelis, who preferred soccer. But that changed in the late seventies, when

a group of American socialist hippies arrived at Kibbutz Gezer, a collective farm about a half

hour’s drive from Jerusalem. One of their first acts was to lay out a softball diamond. They also

went about planting crops, some of which had more in common with Humboldt County than the

Land of Milk and Honey. The kibbutzniks were good socialists; they believed in sharing. And so,

within a few years, Gezer became the Coopers-town of Israel. Teams formed. Kibbutz Gezer

fielded a squad of men and women, an act of gender-mixing that seemed revolutionary at the

time, and also humiliating to the teams that lost to them. The Venezuelan embassy, one of the

best squads, often showed up with drinks from the diplomatic duty-free store. So did the

marine guards from the American embassy. All of them beat us, the foreign correspondents.

My memories of those games are hazy, but I did take away one lasting lesson: not all

substances are performance-enhancing.Baseball never caught on in Israel, a fact that didn’t

deter a group of American entrepreneurs from attempting to set up a professional league there

in 2007. A former U.S. ambassador to Israel, Dan Kurtzer, was appointed commissioner. Six

teams were designated and began recruiting. Open tryouts were held in the U.S. for Jewish

players who might want to combine a baseball career with a Zionist decision. This effort quickly

yielded to the more realistic plan of importing players from Latin America. Two former major-

leaguers, Kenny Holtzman of the Cubs and Ron Blomberg of the Yankees, were among the

first managers. But even former big-leaguers didn’t put fans in the grandstands. To be fair, there

were no grandstands. The Baptist Village near the airport had a baseball field but it prohibited

beer drinking, and its team quickly folded. There were only two other “stadiums”—an

improvised ball field in a Tel Aviv park and the diamond at Kibbutz Gezer. In deference to the

Sabbath, league games were not played on Saturday; and they weren’t played at night, either,

because there were no lights. The games weren’t broadcast or telecast, and the Israeli press,

after a half-hearted attempt to explain the rules of the sport, more or less ignored the whole

thing. Unsurprisingly, the Israel Baseball League folded at the end of its first season. Evidently

Commissioner Kurtzer had failed to inform the investors that the average Israeli would rather

undergo a colonoscopy than watch nine innings of baseball in the hot sun. Chalk it up to yet

another failure of American intelligence in the Middle East.I missed the demise of the Israeli

League. At that time, I was living in Westchester, New York, not fifteen minutes from Yankee

Stadium—enemy territory. But despite my boyhood hatred of the Yankees, I found myself

gradually drawn into the saga. It was, I discovered, great to be a Yankees fan. Unlike the

Tigers, the Yankees were in the pennant race every year. The team had a roster full of future

Hall of Famers, and bought new ones every season. The New York media turned these players



into familiar A-list characters, complete with soap-opera back stories. Did Jeter hate Rodriguez,

or were they best friends? What was Giambi on, and could he get off in time to save his

career? Andy Pettitte kept following Roger Clemens around like Robin trailing Batman—what

was that all about? What did Joe Torre really think of Steinbrenner? And what the hell was A-

Rod doing at Madonna’s apartment in the middle of the night? Unwillingly, irresistibly, I found

myself being drawn to my new home team. (Rooting for the Mets was never an option. They

are in the National League, an orga niza tion I grew up regarding as more foreign than the

Warsaw Pact.)My son, Coby, was eight when I first took him to Yankee Stadium. I was a

columnist for the New York Daily News at the time, and I scored two tickets in the newspaper’s

box, just in back of the Yankees dugout. (I had always wondered who sits in such great seats.

The answer, it turned out, was mostly drunk sales reps from out of town.) As the Yankees were

coming off the field from infield practice, pitching coach Mel Stottlemyre walked past, saw us

sitting there and rolled a baseball across the roof of the dugout to Coby. With that gesture, I

overcame a lifetime of Yankee-phobia and plunged myself back into the endless cycle of

baseball fandom.That season I also took Coby to Cooperstown, the first visit for both of us.

One of the Hall’s key selling points is that it connects generations, and I kept that in mind as we

walked through the exhibits and the plaque room and stood in front of Ty Cobb and Babe Ruth

and my boyhood hero, Al Kaline. Coby listened to my generation-connecting nostalgia with

interest, but he was even more charmed by the memorabilia stores along Main Street. He

bought a bat with his name inscribed on it, a little piece of baseball immortality of his own. He

took a few practice cuts with the newly minted relic, and his expression reminded me of the

look I had seen on the faces of pilgrims ascending the Via Dolorosa in Jerusalem, sporting

“authentic” crowns of thorns from the Seventh Station of the Cross Boutique.Religious

language comes easily in Cooperstown. “Since its founding by Stephen C. Clark and its

opening a museum in 1939,” writes Jeff Idelson, the president of the Hall, “the Baseball Hall of

Fame has always been the definitive repository for baseball’s important relics and the museum

has always drawn national attention as a showcase for the game’s sacred past.”Every year,

about 350,000 visitors come to the Hall of Fame.* Many regard themselves as “pilgrims”

visiting a shrine, where they can gaze on hallowed relics and bow before the bronzed images

of immortals.It is hard to overestimate the power this confers. For fifty years, America has

devoured its own iconic institutions: Vietnam killed John Wayne. Watergate did in the imperial

presidency. Bill and Monica transformed the Oval Office from a chamber of awe to a room with

a rug. The once-grand mainline Protestant churches stand empty. Catholic priests are openly

despised by their former altar boys. The Declaration of Indepen dence, it turns out, was written

by a sexist slave master. After the 2000 election, half the country even believed the Supreme

Court was in the tank. But Cooperstown has survived this carnival of iconoclasm and

flourished. Not even Major League Baseball’s image busters—strikes and lockouts, drug and

sex scandals, multimillionaire .260 hitters and carpetbagging owners—have dimmed its

aura.Cultural historian Jacques Barzun once remarked that “whoever wants to know the heart

and mind of America had better learn baseball, the rules and realities of the game.” The sacred

nature of Cooperstown is one of baseball’s realities.Certainly the media, critical and cynical

about so much else, tend to speak of the Hall of Fame in reverential terms. There are debates

every year about which players do and do not deserve to be elected, but rarely does anyone

question the way the Hall actually works and who is in charge; what players do behind the

scenes to get themselves elected; how “Cooperstown values” are sometimes used to enforce

baseball’s unwritten codes on its nonconformists and renegades; or the ways in which the Hall

writes and promotes an official narrative of baseball’s past and of the history of



America.America has few honors greater than enshrinement in the Hall of Fame of its National

Game. The title HoF that the approximately sixty living members are entitled to add to their

signatures confers upon them the closest American equivalent of knighthood. Election is an

achievement of almost mystical significance. “If you don’t feel an aura that’s almost spiritual

when you walk through the Hall of Fame, then check tomorrow’s obituary. You’re in it,” pitcher

Don Sutton said in 1998. Of course, Sutton was being enshrined at the time.And shrines, as

everyone knows, are full of mysteries and secrets.* The term “Hall of Fame” is a convenience;

the full name is the National Baseball Hall of Fame and Museum. This takes in the National

Baseball Hall of Fame (that is, the gallery of plaques) and the National Baseball Library and

Archives.

ONE . . . Induction WeekendThere is one traffic light on Cooperstown’s Main Street, and that’s

usually more than enough. The normal population is 2,032. But the last weekend in July 2007

was far from normal. Induction Weekend at the Baseball Hall of Fame is an annual event that

always draws droves of fans from around the country to what the Chamber of Commerce calls

“America’s hometown.” But in 2007, the place was overtaken by a crowd estimated by the

Chamber of Commerce to be eighty thousand people. The previous record was fifty-five

thousand fans, who had come in 1999 to honor three incoming superstars: Nolan Ryan,

George Brett, and Robin Yount. This year, Cal Ripken Jr. was the draw. Tony Gwynn of the San

Diego Padres was also being inducted, and Gwynn had his fans, but San Diego is a long way

from Cooperstown. (Actually, almost every place is a long way from Cooperstown. The closest

airport is at Albany, an hour’s drive away.) These were Ripken people.Cal Ripken was born and

raised to be a baseball hero, especially to the white working-class fans of Baltimore. He was

the hardest-working man in baseball. Tutored by his baseball-coach father to play “the Ripken

Way,” he ran out ground balls, chatted with reporters, signed autographs with a smile, and,

most impressive, showed up to punch the clock every day for years on end. The Iron Man’s

record of 2,632 straight games eclipsed Lou Gehrig’s fifty-six-year-old mark. He had 3,184

career hits. The Baseball Writers’ Association of America (BBWAA), whose members serve as

the electoral college of Cooperstown, picked him on 98.6 percent of the ballots. Babe Ruth—

another son of Baltimore—only got 95.1 percent.When Ripken retired in 2001, his fans made a

quick calculation. He would be eligible for the Hall in five years, which took them to July 2007.

They opened their datebooks and reserved every hotel and motel room in a six-county radius

of Cooperstown. I found this out when I tried to book a place to stay and wound up crashing

with friends near Albany.The village of Cooperstown has changed very little since the Hall first

opened in 1939 (and in 1939, it still looked a lot like 1839). This isn’t accidental. Cooperstown

works hard to maintain itself as what its leading citizen, Jane Forbes Clark, calls “a wonderfully

accurate record of nineteenth-century American architectural history.” The Clark family, which

owns or controls everything worth owning or controlling for miles around (including the Hall of

Fame), has even bought up land around the entry points to the village to ensure that nothing

modern or crass greets visitors to the American Brigadoon.Only Main Street departs from the

Victorian theme of the village. Main Street’s theme is pure commerce. During Induction

Weekend, hordes of pale middle-aged people, shapeless but ample in their baggy shorts and

baseball jerseys, surged up one side of the street and down the other, rummaging through the

many baseball memento shops, scarfing burgers at baseball-themed restaurants, lining up to

buy Hall of Fame autographs at signing tables positioned along the main drag, or just cruising

for a glimpse of an immortal. Frank Robinson, looking slow and aged in a golf cap, drew

applause as he emerged from the Home Plate Restaurant. Even fans too young to recognize



him from his Orioles days recognized him from tele vision; he had recently managed the

Washington Nationals. Other Hall of Famers passed by in relative anonymity, but if you

watched closely you could pick them out by their determined stride and straight-ahead

demeanor. Eye contact with a civilian could mean a request for a free autograph, but

autographs that weekend were a cash proposition. There were also hawkers and eccentrics up

and down Main Street peddling various kinds of baseball stuff. Jim “Mudcat” Grant stood in

front of a restaurant signing copies of Black Aces, his book celebrating the thirteen black

pitchers (Grant among them) who’d won 20 games, and delivering a loud, more or less

continuous lecture on inequities of baseball toward African-Americans. Across Main Street, a

fellow named Randall Swearingen, who claims to have the world’s largest collection of Mickey

Mantle memorabilia, including a Harley-Davidson with a seat made of leather from Mantle’s old

gloves, was hawking copies of his latest book on the Mick. During a lull, Swearingen mentioned

that he also had once been the sole distributor of Mickey Mantle–themed pinball machines,

which were apparently once all the rage in certain Great Plains states.Down the block, a store

was selling sacks of old baseball cards for a dollar a bag. I knew from my previous visit with

Coby that these were not a bargain. For every worthwhile player, there were fifty

benchwarmers in the batch, a marketing technique that weirdly prefigured the bundles of bad

loans mixed with good that investment banks were selling to the public.Near the card store I

ran into Jim Rice, the Boston slugger, sitting at a table manfully signing his name—without an

HoF—on baseballs. As a player, Rice had been notoriously withdrawn and uncooperative with

the media, and it had cost him Hall of Fame votes from the writers. Now he had just a couple

years of BBWAA eligibility left, and he was trying hard to project a friendlier public image.

Exclusion rankled him. “All these guys had big numbers,” he told me, waving a very large arm

in the direction of some of the immortals at a nearby signing table. “But I put up big numbers,

too. Yes, I did. Did they dominate? Yes. But I dominated, too.”“Maybe you’ll get in next year,” I

ventured.Rice fixed me with a hard stare. “If the people had a vote, I’d get in,” he said. “But I

can’t influence the writers. I can’t even get a list of the ones who vote.”“I don’t vote,” I assured

him. “I’m not a baseball writer.”Rice regarded me with a renewed interest; I might be a paying

customer. His signature was going for thirty dollars a pop, high for somebody not in the Hall.

There was economic logic to this. If Rice made it into the Hall (as he would in 2009), the value

of his autograph would shoot up. Basically he was selling Jim Rice futures.“I am writing a book

on the Hall of Fame, though. Do you want to talk about your prospects?”“No,” said Rice.“Maybe

it will help you get in,” I said.Rice gave me a look of sheer skepticism. “Might make it worse,” he

said.For certain ex-players without a Hall of Fame future, Induction Weekend offers a chance to

meet old friends and teammates, to reminisce with fans, and to be somebody—even a little

somebody—for a day or two. The pharmacy on Main Street was offering “one free auto graph

from major league pitcher John Montefusco of the Giants, with the purchase of a Coke.”

Montefusco had a very respectable thirteen-year career with four teams in the seventies and

eighties, finishing with 90 wins and a lifetime ERA of 3.54. Good, but not great. Still, here he

was in Cooperstown, a guy whose signature was not worth nothing.Most young boys dream, if

only for a moment, that they will someday be major-league ballplayers. They play until they

reach their level of incompetence. Millions start in Little League. Tens of thousands make it to

high school teams or the Babe Ruth League. A small percentage go on to play in college or the

minors. A tiny elite get to the top. Since the dawn of professional baseball, almost a century

and a half ago, just over seventeen thousand young men have made it all the way to the

majors.John Montefusco’s name on a scrap of paper might not have much market value, but

there were lots of people happy to get one for the price of a soft drink and shoot the breeze



with a guy who once pitched to Hank Aaron. Seeing Montefusco made me think of the unsung

heroes of my own youth—Yankee killer Frank Lary; first baseman Earl “Torgy” Torgeson;

Charlie “Sunday Punch” Maxwell, the AL’s top Sabbath slugger. I’ve met quite a few famous

people in the course of a long career as a reporter, but I would rather share a Coke with Torgy

or Maxwell than with Kofi Annan any day, and I bet most people would. Although, who knows?

There are probably kids out there today who collect UN trading cards.I stepped out of the

drugstore and found myself face to face with Al Kaline. For some reason it hadn’t occurred to

me he would be here. Willie Mays, sure. Yogi Berra, Bob Gibson, Frank Robinson in a golf cap

—but not Kaline. It was like running into Achilles. But there he was, sitting quietly at an

autograph table on Main Street, next to former teammate Senator Jim Bunning, signing his

name on baseballs with a shy, fixed smile on his thin lips.Al Kaline and I broke into baseball

together. In 1955, he led the American League in hitting with a .340 average, the youngest

batting champion in history. He played in the All-Star Game outfield with Mickey Mantle and

Ted Williams. The papers called Kaline (as they had once called Ted Williams) “the Kid.” That

was also what I called myself (to myself) on my first Little League team. As baseball years are

computed, we were practically the same age.Detroit back then was a rough sports scene. The

Red Wings Gordie Howe was revered as not only the greatest player in the NHL but also the

dirtiest; he once practically decapitated Rangers defenseman Lou Fontinato in a fistfight. Lions

quarterback Bobby Layne was a reliable DUI after almost every home game. The raucous spirit

of Ty Cobb hung over Briggs Stadium. But Al Kaline never did or said anything embarrassing—

at least nothing I ever heard about.Not every kid on the sandlot was a Kaline man. One of our

pitchers, Jimmy Spadafore, idolized Whitey Ford, an act of treason against the Tigers we

attributed to the fact that Jimmy was both a lefty and a Catholic. Jimmy had an ancient uncle

who would sit on the front porch and curse loudly in Sicilian, probably at the fates that had

deposited him in Pontiac, Michigan, instead of a civilized place like Brooklyn.In the outfield we

had two brothers, transplanted hillbillies named Hubert and Herbert. We called them the twins,

although they weren’t. For some reason, they both wanted to be center fielder Bill Tuttle. There

was also a born-again Christian first baseman named Monroe who claimed to be a distant

cousin of Tigers third baseman Ray Boone.We almost never saw our heroes in person. Pontiac

was an hour away from Briggs Stadium, and back then an hour was an hour. My grandfather

took me to my first game—which, I soon realized, was his first game, too. We sat in right field,

just behind Kaline. I had my glove with me, in case something got over his head. Late in the

game, a bunch of kids jumped over the low wall and began racing around the field, trying to

touch Kaline, with ushers and stadium security in hot pursuit. My grandfather nudged me gently

and said, “Nu, why don’t you go down there and play with the other boys?”The only baseball

fan among my immigrant relatives was my uncle Pinchus. He had the round red face and

slightly slanted eyes common among Hungarian Jews. He also shared the Hungarian inability

to learn languages. After fifty years in America, he barely spoke En-glish. Pinchus was a pious

man who wore a black silk skullcap of the kind often found in the loaner bin in the foyer of

synagogues. He never attended an actual game. I doubt that he knew the rules of baseball. He

couldn’t follow the Tigers easily, either: his Hungarian newspaper didn’t carry box scores. But

he never missed a game on the radio. On Friday nights and Saturdays he would ask a gentile

(or a grandnephew) to turn on the radio for him. I often wondered what he got out of it, since he

couldn’t understand the play-by-play.
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Dave Schwinghammer, “Chafets takes a controversial stand. Rule Five in the charter

determining who gets elected to the baseball Hall of Fame states, "Voting shall be based upon

the player's record, playing ability, integrity, sportsmanship, character, and contributions to the

team(s) on which the player played." Zev Chafets, a former sports columnist for the NEW

YORK DAILY NEWS, would like to see Rule Five eliminated, making room for such players as

Peter Rose, Barry Bonds, and Shoeless Joe Jackson.Chafets bases his argument on some of

the characters already in the Hall who don't meet Rule Five standards. Ty Cobb and Tris

Speaker conspired to fix a game and Judge Landis helped with the cover-up. Speaker was also

a member of the Ku Klux Klan. Grover Cleveland Alexander pitched while drunk and there are

several cocaine addicts in the Hall. Sports writer Red Smith recommended they blow the Hall

up and start over again.Perhaps the most entertaining part of the book is the first section,

where Chafets is less belligerent. He shows how the Hall of Fame came to be. Cooperstown

was supposed to be the place where Abner Doubleday originated the game. This proved to be

a flight of the imagination of Al Spaulding one of the first great players in the National League

and an owner of the Cubs. Cooperstown was also founded by James Fenimore Cooper's father

and was home to the Clark family whose forefather was a lawyer for Isaac Singer, the inventor

of the sewing machine. The Clarks still own most of Cooperstown and run the HOF.While he's

not ranting about steroids, Chafets talks to some of the members of the veterans of the

women's baseball league who are sitting in the lobby signing autographs for five bucks a pop.



When Chafets asks about their signatures and the HOF designation, they get all huffy, but

women haven't been admitted as of yet. He also gives us a look at the memorabilia industry.

Goose Gossage was just elected as Chafets was writing the book and his autograph was

suddenly worth triple what it was and his speaking fees went way up as well.To emphasize the

Hall`s hypocrisy, Chafets shows us the fake ball that Doubleday used in that first game.

Perhaps Chafets's strongest argument regarding steroids use is that other professions use

performance enhancing drugs. Scientists use "smart" pills; surgeons and pilots use pills to

improve their alertness. Even the great Hank Aaron has admitted to popping a "greenie" to

help him break out of a slump.”

Darlene M., “Character clause, you say?. I love baseball history, so I was looking forward to a

book which purportedly relates the "real" history of the National Baseball Hall of Fame and

Museum. Zev Chafets does not disappoint. I see him as a superb writer, and seems to know

just how to hold his audience. His writing casts the light upon many aspects of the Hall's

selection process, and on the story of the Hall itself, which might surprise some fans of our

National Pastime.  A very enjoyable read.”

Lawrence Rosenwald, “Cooperstown. Chafets is an excellent writer. While for avid baseball

fans, the information contained in the book is not new. Chafets' interpretation of the facts is

insightful and strongly supported. He avoids the knee jerk reaction to the use of steroids and

other performance enhancing drugs that all such players should be banned from the Hall and

examines the use of amphetamines, pain killers and other drugs in the past which didn't bar

the entry of current members of the Hall. The book is well worth reading and makes you realize

that the heroes of the past often look better in retrospect because we forget that they, too, were

human.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Good perspective. I liked the historical aspect, it made me question who

should be in the hall. Loved it, it was a great read.”

Laurel  T. S. Leslie, “Baseball & Cooperstown!. A gift.  He loved it!”

barbara, “Five Stars. Excellent”

The book by Zev Chafets has a rating of  5 out of 4.0. 33 people have provided feedback.
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