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Gentlemen: 
 
 This issue of From the Bullpen comes to you from our West Coast 
bureau in Sacramento, where your humble scribe is ensconced for a few 
days of billable meanderings.  Let’s start with a little bit of news from 
Cooperstown.   
 
 

HOF OPENS DOORS TO SCOTT ROLEN 
 

 
 

 In this year’s vote of the Baseball Writer’s Association, the only eligible 
former player deemed worthy was Scott Rolen who narrowly exceeded the 75% 
threshold.  In the close but no cigar department was Todd Helton, whose career 
stats are laudable and who had one of the greatest at bats that I have ever 
seen, but who is apparently being downgraded because of his career spent in 
the hitter-friendly confines of Coors Field. 
 
  Here are the votes for the top ten vote-getters: 
 

Scott Rolen: 297 votes, 76.3% 
Todd Helton: 281 votes, 72.2% 
Billy Wagner: 265 votes, 68.1% 
Andruw Jones: 226 votes, 58.1% 
Gary Sheffield: 214 votes, 55% 
Carlos Beltrán: 181 votes, 46.5% 
Jeff Kent: 181 votes, 46.5% (final year on ballot) 
Alex Rodriguez: 139 votes, 35.7% 
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     Manny Ramirez: 129 votes, 33.2% 
   Omar Vizquel: 76 votes, 19.5% 

 
With more than 1500 runs scored, more than 400 home runs, and in excess of 1500 RBIs, I 
would have thought that Carlos Beltrán would have received a higher percentage of votes.  And I 
don’t understand why Omar Vizquel isn’t already in the HOF.  The rest I get, including deeply-
flawed A-Rod.  Thoughts? 
 

MORE ON “THE MAYOR” (JOHN LINDSEY) 
 
  Last week I mentioned former minor league journeyman John Lindsey 
in my report on Where Nobody Knows Your Name, who finally made it up to 
The Show with the Dodgers in 2010 for a grand total of 12 at bats.  But as 
Paul Harvey would have said, you need to know the rest of the story.  In 
researching Lindsey’s career on the internet, I found out that he continued to 
labor away at his craft even after his cup of coffee with the Dodgers, compet-
ing for 6 more seasons, including stints in Mexico and other foreign lands.  
Lindsey played a grand total of 21 seasons of baseball, finally hanging up the 
spikes after 55 at bats with the Mayos de Navojoa baseball team in the 2015-
16 Mexican Pacific Winter League season. 
 

  Take a look at this incredible body of work by The Mayor:  
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Before dismissing our man here as a career minor leaguer, take a look at his 2008 season with 
the Dodgers’ AAA team in Las Vegas. In 133 games and 481 at bats, he had 152 hits for a .316 
average, scored 85 runs, had 36 doubles, 26 home runs and knocked in 100.  How does that 
not get you promoted to the big club?  The year before that, Lindsey divided his time between 
AA Jacksonville and AAA Las Vegas and had a total of 32 doubles, 30 home runs and 121 RBIs.  
And then in 2010, the year of his call-up, he batted .353 with Albuquerque, scored 74 runs, had 
41 doubles, 25 home runs and 97 RBIs.  And all of those banner seasons added together earned 
him his call-up for 11 games of pinch hit duty in 12 official at bats.   
 
 For those of you scoring at home, The Mayor played for a total of 25 different teams, in 
25 different cities, towns and hamlets, and in 4 different countries.  He hung up some pretty 
impressive numbers, by any measure.  I mean, how does a guy who had some 8060 at bats, 
scored 1216 runs, rapped out 2291 hits for a .284 career batting average, hit 513 doubles, 377 
home runs and drove in 1536 RBIs in a career of 21 years only get one measly 11-game shot 
at making it in the majors and as a pinch hitter?  It is almost inconceivable, unfathomable, 
inexplicable and, as Commander McBragg’s lackey might say, preposterous!  
 
 I cannot think of anyone in the baseball universe who I would more like to sit down over 
a beer and talk with than The Mayor.  And by golly, I’m going to see if I can find him and reach 
out and make that offer.  Stay tuned.   
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R.I.P. DAVID CROSBY 

 
  As I am sure you all know by now, the music world lost 
perhaps the most talented and enigmatic harmonizer of all time, 
the great David Crosby.  Truly a painful loss for those of us who 
loved his music.  He was twice inducted into the Rock and Roll 
Hall of Fame, once for his work with the Byrds (1991) and again 
for his work with Crosby, Stills & Nash (1997).  This prickly pear 
of a person was apparently not the easiest guy to be around, 
but, man, did he exude talent.  I don’t know if any of you saw 
the documentary that came out a couple of years ago about him, 

but if you haven’t, you should find it and watch it, and if you have seen it, it would be worth a 
re-watch.  HQ and I certainly plan to give it another viewing. 
 
 As we were driving down to Kansas City this past weekend on our way to lunch with Sunny 
and his first mate Paula, we listened to music from Crosby on the entire drive, from all stages 
of his career.  As we reminisced, I recalled one time that I saw him in concert at Pershing 
Auditorium, and thanks to the internet, I not only found the date of the concert (April 6, 2003), 
but also the playlist.  Here it is: 
 

1) Carry On 
2) Wild Tales 
3) Marrakesh Express 
4) The Lee Shore 
5) Déjà Vu 
6) Military Madness 
7) Wounded World 
8) Dirty Little Secret 
9) Almost Cut My Hair 
10) Southern Cross 
11) Helplessly Hoping 
12) Wasted on the Way 
13) Feed the People 
14) Ole Man Trouble 
15) Guinnevere 
16) Half Your Angels 
17) Cathedral 
18) Suite: Judy Blue Eyes 
19) Hearts Gate 
20) Our House 
21) In My Dreams 
22) Dark Star 
23) Wooden Ships 
24) Woodstock 
 
Encore: 
25) America (My Country, 'Tis of Thee) 
26) Teach Your Children 

 
What a phenomenal playlist, and what an encore (Teach Your Children)!  Historic.   
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 I digress a bit here, but any of you who have gone to a few concerts in the day might 
enjoy simply googling Pershing Auditorium or Omaha Civic Center or whatever other venue you 
may have frequented, and you will find a year-by-year listing of all concerts at said venue dating 
back to the late 1960s.1  I realize that this jibber jabber may be as boring as watching paint dry 
for some of you, but I am a man of context and lists, and I am fascinated by going back and 
remembering events and happenings from 66 years of time on this planet. 
 
 After learning of David Crosby’s death, the first thing that I thought about was not the 
Pershing Auditorium concert that I went to but listening to CS&N at a rental house in T-Town in 
Lincoln on Underbelly’s magnificent stereo setup.  Please correct me if I am misremembering 
this, Robert, but as I recall, because you were already too smart for college and went directly 
into the work force after high school and had a lot more disposable income than the rest of us, 
you purchased a very expensive stereo (was it a Pioneer?  That part I can’t remember.) and a 
set of uber-expensive speakers made by Bang & Olufsen, which were about 6 feet tall by 18 
inches wide by 1 inch thick, and they were a music lover’s fever dream.  That part I remember 
with a good deal of clarity.   
 
 In any event, we listened to some great music from Crosby and many other musicians on 
Bob’s phenomenal stereo setup.  Good times, good times. 
 
 

SEASON OF THE WITCH 
 
 Please pardon me for another ridiculous digression, but I think that it was, again, on 
Underbelly’s stereo that I first heard the haunting, hypnotic, addictive and most likely drug-
inspired classic Season of the Witch for the first time.  More recently, I was adding tunes to one 
of my manifold Spotify playlists when the AI feature of Spotify recommended adding this tune 
to my collection.  That was about three months ago, and I have been mesmerized by this song 
ever since.  Written by Donovan in 1966, there are a whole host of great versions of this truly 
weird but wonderfully listenable2 song, including Al Kooper, Stephen Stills and Donovan, to-
gether with a host of others.  My favorite versions are actually by Kooper and Stills.  Here are 
the words to this beguiling song: 
 

When I look out my window 
Many sights to see 
And when I look in my window 
So many different people to be 

 
1 In so doing, I was reminded of concerts in Lincoln and Omaha that I had seen over the years involving a lot of great 
bands and musicians, including:  Gregg Allman; Elvin Bishop; the Zac Brown Band; Jackson Browne; Aerosmith; 
America; Eric Clapton; the Charlie Daniels Band; the Doobie Brothers; Bob Dylan; the Eagles; Dan Fogelberg; Foghat; 
Foreigner; Peter Frampton; Billy Joel; Kansas; Kiss (hey, I’m not saying I’m proud of it); Annie Lennox; the Ozark 
Mountain Daredevils; Linda Ronstadt; Simon & Garfunkel; Steely Dan; George Strait; Styx; James Taylor; the Mar-
shall Tucker Band; Joe Walsh; and of course, our beloved Jimmy Buffett. I thought that I had been to every Jimmy 
Buffett concert held in Omaha, but I learned from looking at the Civic Auditorium concert list that he played a gig 
there in 1977, before I became a fan and eventual Parrothead. 
   Groups and acts that I haven’t seen but would have liked to or still would like to, include:  Jim Croce; Elvis; Elton 
John; Janis Joplin; Gordon Lightfoot; Willie Nelson; the Rolling Stones; Frank Sinatra; Bruce Springsteen; Neil Young; 
and the list could go on and on and on.  
   Unlike BT, I don’t count our brief encounter with Van Cliburn in Arlington as a “concert attended.”  Get a life, dude.  
  Actually, that’s a bold faced lie.  But I did make out with a chick in Minneapolis one time in my bachelor 

days that had a hairdo like Annie Lennox, and coincidentally that was the same night and the same bar where  
Itchie met his star-crossed lover, the eternal Aunt Linda. 

2 I’m pretty sure this isn’t a real word, but you get the point. 
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That it's strange, sure is strange 
 
You've got to pick up every stitch 
(You've got to pick up every stitch) 
You've got to pick up every stitch, yeah 
(You've got to pick up every stitch) 
You've got to pick up every stitch 
(You've got to pick up every stitch) 
Oh no, must be the season of the witch 
Must be the season of the witch, yeah 
Must be the season of the witch 
 
When I look over my shoulder 
What do you think I see? 
Some other cat lookin' over 
His shoulder at me 
And he's strange, sure, he's strange 
 
You've got to pick up every stitch 
(You've got to pick up every stitch) 
You've got to pick up every stitch, yeah 
(You've got to pick up every stitch) 
Beatniks are out to make it rich 
Oh no, must be the season of the witch 
Must be the season of the witch, yeah 
Must be the season of the witch 
 
You've got to pick up every stitch 
(You've got to pick up every stitch) 
You've got to pick up every stitch, yeah 
(You've got to pick up every stitch) 
The rabbits running down the ditch 
Oh no, must be the season of the witch 
Must be the season of the witch, yeah 
Must be the season of the witch 
 
When I look out my window 
What do you think I see? 
And when I look in my window 
So many different people to be 
It's strange, sure is strange 
 
You've got to pick up every stitch 
You've got to pick up every stitch 
Two rabbits running in the ditch 
Oh no, must be the season of the witch 
Must be the season of the witch, yeah 
Must be the season of the witch 
When I go, when I go 
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I have thought about it, I have asked others about it, I have looked it up on the internet, 
but I still have no clue as to what Donovan meant by “Beatniks are out to make it rich,” 
by “The rabbits running down the ditch,” or even the signature line, “You’ve got to pick 
up every stitch.”  It would also be fascinating to know what Donovan was tripping on 
when he cooked up this classic. 
 
 

ALRIGHTY, MR. MARKS 
 

 You may remember that I previously mentioned that an 
Omaha World Herald writer by the name of Bob Marks had chal-
lenged his readership to come up with a fantasy baseball league 
that had been in continuous operation longer than the one of 
which he was a member.3  If any of you actually read all of the 
claptrap in the Bullpen, you may remember that I responded to 
Mr. Marks’ challenge and told him about the Hot Stove League, 
following which he conceded that our little operation has been 
around and in play for one year longer than his league.  You 
may also remember that Mr. Marks advised me that he was in 
the process of writing a book about the history of Omaha, and 
he promised to include a nod to the HSL for our longevity. 
 
 Well, sadly, I learned from an email last year that Mr. 

Marks had been diagnosed with Stage 4 pancreatic cancer and that he had decided at 
his advanced age that he would not undergo any life-prolonging treatment.  Obviously, 
at that time, the completion of his book was no longer a priority in his life, and I later 
learned that he passed away on June 17, 2022.   
 
 A while later, I received an email from one of Mr. Marks’ daughters indicating that 
his family and friends had worked together to ensure publication of his book, and that 
it would soon be available for purchase, which of course I did.  True to his word, right 
there in black and white in a postscript, is the following recognition of our beloved Hot 
Stove League: 
 

POSTSCRIPT 
 
 I heard from only one other fantasy baseball 
league in Omaha: the self-styled Nebraska Hot 
Stove League. It was organized in 1985 by David 
Ernst and three fellow lawyers: "All rabid baseball 
fans - not sufficiently challenged with the rigors of 
the practice of law," according to Dave. Using 
mathematical skills dormant for decades, I deter-
mined that the NHSL has been in continuous oper-
ation for one year longer than my beloved UBL. 

 
3 I refer you to FTB dated 08/11/21, Edition No. 17.   
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Based on that, and my hasty appraisal of its ap-
parently unique scoring system, I have reluctantly 
had to concede the record for longevity to NHSL's 
13 fantasy fanatics. 
 
 Dave and I agree that it's not the winner's 
trophy that matters most, but the friendships and 
camaraderie we've experienced through all these 
years. 
 
 Still, the trophy is a close second. 

 
Mr. Marks was truly a man of his word, in life and in death.  From all of us here at the 
Hot Stove League, thank you, and Rest In Peace, Mr. Marks. 
 
 

A MAN CALLED OTTO:  TWO THUMBS UP 
 

  Putting on my Gene Siskel hat here for a moment, I give my 
full-throated endorsement to the Tom Hanks movie that is out in the 
theaters right now, A Man Called Otto.  HQ and I went to see it together 
within the last fortnight, and we both thoroughly enjoyed it.  Funny 
thing, though, we both realized after about five minutes that it is a 
remake of A Man Called Ove.4  We were both a little bit disappointed 
when we first realized this.  However, it didn’t take long until Hanks’ 
bravura performance had us hooked, and, it must be said, frequently 
in tears.  So if you don’t like crying in movie theaters, you’d best not 
go.  For my money, though, it’s one of the most heartwarming flicks 
I’ve been to in a while, and not just because Hanks plays a cranky old 

white male curmudgeon who might just bear a bit of resemblance to a few of our own 
aging members.  There, I’ve said enough.  You know who they5 are. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
4 A Swedish film with subtitles that was out in theaters about five years ago, and also a great read. 
5 Okay, we. 
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BOOK REPORT: 

AND THERE WAS LIGHT 
 

  I just finished reading Jon Meacham’s excellent book:  And 
There Was Light: Abraham Lincoln and the American Struggle, pub-
lished by Random House in 2022.  I know what you are all thinking, 
and I thought the same thing:  Does the world really need another 
book about Abraham Lincoln?  Short answer:  Yes.  This brilliant 
author has provided us with a tour de force about our 16th presi-
dent, focusing on how he went from a young politician who was 
uncertain about whether the abolition of slavery and equal rights 
for all people of color was advisable or doable, to a principled, un-
compromising leader who endured through great personal hard-
ships to free enslaved people through the Emancipation Proclama-
tion, enact the Thirteenth Amendment, and end the Civil War 
through an unconditional surrender by Lee. He would not tolerate 

a compromise which would have allowed slavery to remain in the South.  In spite of his 
closest advisers and confidants—and fellow anti-slavery stalwarts—advising him that he 
could not win reelection in November of 1864 unless he agreed to a compromise which 
would allow slavery to continue in the southern states, Lincoln put his evolving and 
maturing beliefs and principles in freedom and equality for all ahead of his political de-
sires and ultimately proved to be the savior of our great nation. 
 
 I enjoyed the heck out of this book, and learned a number of things I didn’t know 
or remember from my previous consumption of books on Lincoln, including: 
 
 
 Lincoln did not really consider himself to be a “Christian,” or “follower of Christ,” 

but he most definitely believed in the Almighty and turned to the God that he 
prayed to for support and guidance. 

  
 Lincoln’s mother was considered a “loose woman” in her time, and Lincoln may 

have been a bastard child of her and some unknown father.  He had a strained 
and uneasy relationship with his putative father. 

 
 After having his heart broken by a previous fiancé who ended their engagement, 

Lincoln was despondent and on a suicide-watch until he was able to move on and 
start courting again.  Just his luck, he ended up on an emotional roller coaster for 
the rest of his life when he courted and then married the complete nut job by the 
name of Mary Todd, who was born into an influential Lexington, Kentucky family.  
By pretty much all accounts, Mary made Abe’s life an absolute living hell, and 
repeatedly and often dressed him down in front of his cabinet members, friends 
and strangers alike.6 

 

 
6 And some of you guys think you have it bad! 
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 When Lincoln was elected president in November of 1860, our country was already 
tilting dangerously towards civil war and talk of secession abounded.  Even before 
Lincoln left Springfield for Washington, talk of assassination was rife, and Abe had 
to be transported secretly and in disguise to take office in Washington.  There was 
a grave concern at that time that there would be efforts by the Southern politicians 
(then affiliated with the Democratic party, now Republican) to prevent the elec-
toral college from doing their duty and counting the votes, but then-Vice President 
John Breckinridge, a Southerner, who later served as a general in the Confederate 
Army, did his duty and Lincoln was properly elected president.  Sounds familiar, 
doesn’t it?  Between Breckinridge and Pence, I guess we’re pretty darned lucky. 

 
 A bloody and brutal four years of civil war, the death of two young sons, one while 

in the White House, and his turbulent marriage to Mary took a tremendous toll on 
old Abe.  Many observers thought he had aged twenty years in the span of four.  
Having succeeded with the Emancipation Proclamation, having been elected to a 
second term, and having finally crushed the traitorous South, one would have 
wished for Honest Abe a reasonable amount of time to be able to relax and enjoy 
the fruits of his efforts in saving the Union.  Tragically, it was not to be.   

 
 Just one week after the fall of Richmond, the Confederate capital, and five days 

after U.S. Grant met Robert E. Lee at Appomattox on Palm Sunday to accept his 
unconditional surrender, Lincoln and his wife made the terrible decision to attend 
a play at Ford’s Theater.  The future might have looked a lot different if Grant and 
his wife had accepted Lincoln’s invitation to join them at the play, but Grant and 
his wife wanted nothing to do with Mary Todd Lincoln and declined the offer.  With-
out Grant there to help protect him, Abraham and his wife sat in a private box 
with two guests.  John Wilkes Booth made his way into the private box where the 
Lincolns were watching the play Our American Cousin, shot the president in the 
left side of his head at short range, yelled Sic Semper Tyrannis, and then jumped 
from Lincoln’s box down to the stage, fracturing his leg.  Lincoln was taken across 
the street and attended to by a surgeon, but it was hopeless.  He died during the 
night and our nation suffered greatly because of his untimely death. 

 
 You already know the rest of the story.  Vice President Andrew Johnson, a drunk-

ard and an avowed racist from Tennessee—who was picked by the Republican 
party, not Lincoln, to replace Hannibal Hamlin as the vice presidential candidate 
in the 1864 election because it was thought that this was the only way that they 
could hold power—was a horrible president and his efforts at Reconstruction were 
laughable and undoubtedly contributed to all of the lynchings and Jim Crow laws 
which permeated the South throughout the rest of the 19th century and into the 
20th.  Had Abe been at the helm for another four years, things might have looked 
a lot different, maybe even today. 

 
A great read.  History 101. 
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IN PRAISE OF YOSEMITE 

 
 I’m not going to apologize for the length of this Bullpen, because you can all pick 
and choose what you want to read and what you don’t want to read, but I will provide 
an explanation.  On my trip to Cali this week, Linda and I built in a side junket to Yo-
semite National Park, one of the nation’s most beautiful and visited national parks.  I 
stepped foot into it once before for about ten minutes on a deposition trip to Fresno, but 
decided that it was worth the four-hour drive each way from Sacramento to see a bit 
more of it.  Not that I regret it, but what I didn’t know is that there isn’t one damned 
rest stop between Sacramento and Yosemite, and that most of the interstate/freeway 
roads connecting the two are in a miserable state of repair.  Way to go, Gavin! 
 
 But I digress, again.  My explanation for the length of this issue is that I decided 
to make this long drive to Yosemite and back and needed a little company along the 
way, ergo, all of you are the benefactors of my handy Dictaphone, allowing me to say 
all of the above and foregoing.   
 
 I include a few photographs from this little boondoggle below, but also allow me 
to share a few of my thoughts about Yosemite: 
 
 On my earlier visit to Yosemite, I came up from Fresno to the south and 

entered the National Park through the south entrance.  On this trip, I came 
in through the west along the Merced River.  Today’s route was absolutely 
the best way to go, as one of the first things that I saw was El Capitan, 
shown to the left.  Spectacular. 

 
 There are an incredible number of waterfalls in Yosemite, sending down 

huge amounts of snowmelt, hundreds and hundreds of feet down the faces 
of the majestic mountainsides and outcroppings. 

 
 As you drive through a valley past El Capitan, you can imagine what it might 

have looked like millions and millions of years ago when giant glaciers tore 
their way through the land to carve out this valley. 

 
 Having just been to Yellowstone last year, and trying to compare it with 

Yosemite, it’s difficult to say which is more spectacular.  They are similar in 
some ways and different in others.  Let’s call it a tie.  If you get the chance 
to see either of them in person, take it. 
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DRAFT DAY 

 
TUESDAY, MARCH 28, 2023, 7:00 P.M. 

AT BRIDGES TRUST7 
 

 Well, it looks like finally we have a date, time and place for the 2023 Hot Stove 
League Draft.  Shrugging off all emails which in any way interfered with his plans, Kom-
mandant Bridges in the most authoritarian of manners dictated that this year’s Draft will 
be on Tuesday evening, March 28, at 7:00 p.m. at his Bucket Shop, otherwise known 
as Bridges Trust.  Be there, then, or you are out of luck, apparently. 
 
 Alrighty, then.  But what about the Winter Meeting?  When and where will that be, 
Mein Furor?  We need to have a date certain for this soon so that we can accept your 
Wahoo-logoed apparel and trinkets, perhaps a slice of Casey’s pizza and a Schlitz tall-
boy, and then caucus and vote on whether to adopt the proposed head-to-head format 
this season. 
 
 We patiently await word. 
 
 
 That’s all I got. 
 
Skipper 
 

   
 

7 Still an oxymoron. 


