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1

Perucho

The sun shines brightly over our native island. The temperature hovers at a balmy 73 degrees. Travel agents like to call Puerto Rico the shining star of the Caribbean. “Spain moved to a tropical island” is how they often describe it. The beaches are pale and golden, and baseball is as Puerto Rican as madre and pasteles, the islanders tell you. Baseball fans there are devoted and sincere. They take the game seriously, and they have long memories.

My father, “Perucho”, was born Pedro Anibal Cepeda in San Juan, Puerto Rico, and was one of the greatest baseball players the island has ever produced. At 5’ 11 ” and 200 pounds, he was mainly a shortstop, but he played first base and in the outfield as well. He was fast for a big man and was a dangerous line-drive hitter who could also hit the long ball, primarily to the power alleys for extra bases. Two decades before his youngest son was among the first wave of Latin players to hit the mainland in the 1950s, Perucho Cepeda was being hailed as the Babe Ruth of Puerto Rico—a baseball legend in his own time.

In 1938 and 1939 Perucho won successive batting titles in Puerto Rico. Twice he hit over .400. The first time was in 1941 when he hit .423 and led the league in RBIs. He bettered that mark the following year with an average of .454.

He once went 4 for 4 in an exhibition game against the New York Yankees. His base hits came off Allie Reynolds and Vic Raschi, two of the major leagues’ toughest pitchers in the late 1940s and early 1950s.

Perucho Cepeda had all the tools to have been a major league superstar had the timing been right and the era been different. But two obstacles loomed.

My father was a Latin superstar. But Puerto Rican big leaguers were a scarcity back then. More than 150 native-born Puerto Ricans have played Major League Baseball. But no Puerto Rican star even appeared in a big league uniform until Hi Bithorn suited up for the Chicago Cubs in 1942, and Luis Olmo signed with the Brooklyn Dodgers in 1943. Both were white. Not until the 1950s, after the color barrier was finally broken, would Puerto Rican players play again on big league diamonds.

Pride was the second factor. My father was a proud man, maybe too proud. As a black man he had neither the inclination to endure segregation nor the temperament to buck racism in the United States. He was aware of this. Puerto Rican society he knew and understood. Anything else he could never abide or tolerate.

He was nicknamed the “Bull” by Puerto Rican fans. Alex Pompez, the owner of the New York Cubans in the Negro Leagues, pursued him regularly. My father was listed on the Cubans’ roster in 1941 but changed his mind before the season. Had he decided to play there he would have been a big Negro League star.

My father’s temper was as legendary as his baseball skills. One writer called him “The Babe Cobb of Puerto Rico.” He could not only hit a baseball, but he was a fury on the bases as well. A former ballplayer and president of the Puerto Rican Winter League once recalled having to deal with my father on the basepaths.

“One day we had him [Perucho] trapped between the bases, and he put his head down and flew at me with his spikes. Ssst! He cut off my pants from the waist down.”

Playing for Santurce at age forty-four-just five years before he died—Perucho cracked out a pinch-hit double in a game against Caguas. A fan in the third-base seats shouted that my father was an “old man.” Perucho bolted from the field, socked the fan with a terrific blow, and was hauled off to jail.

“Ah, Perucho,” cried the desk sergeant and the lieutenant in charge. As usual they slapped him on the back and sent him home.

My father’s Puerto Rico bore little resemblance to the appealing brochures tempting today’s tourists and travelers. We proudly boast 272 miles of beaches and coastline, an array of barren canyons, and forest-clad mountains. But there are also miles upon miles of sordid slums and thousands upon thousands of people living in poverty. For us, Puerto Rico was no island paradise. Being poor in Puerto Rico was no blessing, and being hungry was no honor.

Although Perucho Cepeda attained baseball fame in his native land, fortune never followed. To the contrary, baseball players didn’t make much money in Puerto Rico. My father was limited by a fifth-grade education and had few skills other than being a superb athlete. He knew baseball and little else. He lived most of his life poor or on the edge of poverty. He traveled a lot, often more than a week at a time. But he never made more than $60 a week playing baseball.

The Latin experience in baseball has been underexamined and long ignored. That’s too bad. Ken Burns’s highly touted PBS baseball miniseries a few years ago all but ignored the complexities and contributions of the Latin heritage to the game of baseball. Only recently, with the enormous influx of top-flight Latin stars on the big league scene, have we been getting the attention we have long deserved.

Most Americans have little knowledge of our history and culture, our triumphs and travails. So my story can only unfold and be understood against a backdrop of the Latin culture in general and the Puerto Rican experience in particular. Ours is a Spanish heritage, not an Anglo heritage. There’s a big difference. And it presents a unique addition to the landscape of our national pastime.

My father was born in 1906, eight years after Puerto Rico was ceded to the United States by the treaty ending the Spanish-American War. Spanish culture is pervasive and reflects the language and the customs of the Latin people. Many of us who first came to the United States to play baseball had a double obstacle to endure. We were black. But even worse, we could not speak the language. It wasn’t easy.

The name Puerto Rico comes from the Spanish words for “rich port.” During his second voyage to the Western Hemisphere, Christopher Columbus sailed to Puerto Rico. Before long it became Spain’s most important military outpost in the Caribbean.

The Spanish settlers—many of whom were seeking gold—did not bring women on the ships with them. So when the Spanish colonists began building settlements in 1508, they took Indian women to help populate the country. The arrival of African slaves resulted in a historic mingling of the races. The result is an island without the serious racial problems of the United States, and some other Latin countries as well.

We were made United States citizens in 1917, and Puerto Rico soon evolved from a US territory to commonwealth status within the United States. Puerto Ricans are allowed total access to the mainland without immigration restrictions, but we don’t vote in presidential elections, nor do we pay federal income taxes while living in Puerto Rico. The United States provides for our common defense, but the Puerto Rican government has authority in many local matters.

My ancestry on both sides dates back to the arrival of African slaves to the island. Although race itself is not a big problem per se, nor is segregation a major issue, most black Puerto Ricans are born poor and remain poor.

Pedro “Perucho” Cepeda was a handsome man, strong and virile, with chiseled, finely defined features. He had a God-given talent to play baseball, and he was a star among stars. He met my mother when he went to Juncos to play baseball for the local team. A young woman named Carmen Pennes noticed him in the town square and fell in love with the handsome baseball star. He was as stunned by her green eyes and petite beauty as she was by his masculine good looks and manly presence.

My mother was a truly beautiful woman. At 4’ 11 ” she was small and dainty. But in matters of the heart and human decency, she was an absolute giant. I could not have been more blessed. She was also very smart and very wise. Today I’m able to utilize her wisdom. I only wish I would have done so earlier. I might have avoided some bad mistakes in life.

If my father was my hero, my mother was my inspiration. There was always love in our house; even the debilitating effects of illness and poverty never changed that. My mother reminded me of one thing always: Environment is very hard to conquer. “Orlando,” she’d say, “a person’s shadow follows him wherever he goes. Please be careful.”

I have never revealed the full extent of our poverty, nor the shackles of the Puerto Rican slums where I grew up and hung out. The best of times were tough. Like army brats who follow their fathers from post to post, we would follow my father from city to city: Juncos, Ponce, Guayama, Santurce, anywhere he might be playing ball.

Our living conditions were never good. For example, in Guayama there were no paved roads, only dirt roads lined with rocks. The houses were built of wood. We never had a refrigerator or a telephone anywhere we lived. Toilet facilities were outside the house. In the evening, when nature called, a fifty-foot walk into the night seemed more like a mile.

It took half a day for my mother to visit her family in nearby Juncos. Today you can make the trip from Guayama to Juncos in forty-five minutes. We’d get up at four in the morning, wait for the little bus to pick us up, and arrive in Juncos at noon. Each time my mother went there her brother gave her money to take back home. Sometimes when things were bad there was barely enough money to put food on the table.

Once when she was in Juncos a violent storm prevented her from returning home for two days. We had no food in the house, and the severity of the storm made it impossible to leave. For two days all we had to eat and drink was bread, sugar, and water. A kindly neighbor took pity and gave my father two goat sandwiches for my brother and me.

My father was a gambler and often gambled away his paycheck. When his eyesight started to fail, he was a perfect target for the local sharks, professional gamblers who could steal his money from right under his eyes. A city worker when his ballplaying days were over, his job was to go to the different rivers and check the water. He contracted malaria, and the disease lingered and worsened toward the end of his life. Things became rough on my mother, and tougher and tougher for all of us as illness consumed my father.

Living conditions went from bad to worse. We moved from Guayama to Juncos, where my father coached an amateur team. A fifteen-year-old named Roberto Clemente tried out for the team but did not make it. Roberto was a shortstop then and grew up playing softball. As good as he was, he was still too young and inexperienced to make the team.

Our living conditions deteriorated further. We moved to Santurce and lived in three of the worst ghettos in the San Juan area: Barrio Hoare, Barrio Obrero, and finally Trastalleres, which was as bad you could get.

Our wooden dwelling was virtually in a mushy creek. The neighbor’s latrine was a stone’s throw from our kitchen. As my mother cooked meals, the stench drifting into our kitchen became unbearable.

Perucho received his paycheck on the last day of each month. He’d usually gamble it away. There wasn’t enough money for food. I loved ketchup as a kid, and I recall one day there wasn’t even enough money to buy a bottle of ketchup at the grocery store. So my mother cooked white rice and french fries for me, then put tomato sauce and sugar on it to make me happy.

There were no supermarkets. My mother walked long distances to the grocery store just to buy the necessities. When there was no money she’d promise to pay the grocer in a week or two, which she always managed to do by working odd jobs. We never ate staples like meat or chicken.

My father became increasingly bitter. He’d return home from a gambling binge an angry man. It was pure hell. He’d lash out at my mother and threaten to hit her. One time, when I was thirteen or fourteen, I came home from school and couldn’t find my mother. She had left the house because my father was out of control.

But Perucho was a loving father, believe me. He was a good man who just couldn’t shake his environment—his shadow, as my mother would say. When I was a little boy I was hit by a car. My brother, Pedro, thought I was dead and ran to tell my father. Perucho dropped everything and ran full steam to where I was. Finding me alive, he cradled me in his arms and hugged and kissed me. There were tears in his eyes. I’ve never forgotten that moment.

Latin men are a proud breed. Our culture is very macho. If a man is stripped of his dignity, or even thinks he is, he is sensitive to the extreme. A man cannot be humiliated. We were a patriarchal society, more so then than we are today. Women were secondary except in their roles as wives and mothers.

It was not unusual for Latin men to have a “second wife.” Not a wife in the true sense of the term but a girlfriend, even many girlfriends. Because I was young and naive, my mother tried to hide the fact that Perucho had other women and other children. So I have sisters by women other than my mother, sisters I am close to today.

As a boy I couldn’t understand this. It hurt me when I found out. But as I grew older I followed a similar route. There were other women during my first two marriages. And years later, when I hit the skids, I battled the same demons as Perucho: anger, bitterness, domestic battles, the whole works. The acorn never falls too far from the tree, as they say.

Eventually Buddhism saved me and helped me gain the tools to turn pain and poison into medicine. But before Buddhism turned my life around, that shadow of which my mother had always warned, lured me straight back to the slums of my boyhood and the ghettos of my youth. It was a one-way ticket back to the world I once knew and a life I thought I left behind for good.

It was rough, believe me. My boyhood pals were a bad lot—and I had been one of them. Most became dope addicts, thieves, or killers. Many went to jail, where they stayed, or were killed. For recreation we’d go downtown, stake out department stores, and steal as much as we could. If we fought, we fought with anything we could lay our hands on. We smoked marijuana long before it became part of today’s mainstream culture.

I grew up in a world of poverty and an environment of deprivation. Buddhism helped me escape that shadow. My father was not as fortunate. But what saved me as a youngster was baseball—and the talent I inherited from my father. There is no question about that in my mind. Had it not been for baseball and the legacy of Perucho Cepeda, I could have followed my boyhood pals into a world of crime, violence, and hate.

Looking back, I am even more sure of this today. My best boyhood friend is serving a thirty-year jail sentence, and he has served time before. Others have already died of disease or been killed. I didn’t care about school, and we didn’t have money for me to go to college.

Baseball saved my life. It gave me a great career and a future. It provided me with celebrity and wealth. And until I got in trouble, it gave my mother some wonderful years as well.

Baseball was my destiny. I am blessed that I was able to play Major League Baseball and that I am still in baseball today, back with the San Francisco Giants, where my career started forty years ago. It’s been an incredible journey.
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Heroes Great and Small

It’s fair to say that baseball was in my blood from the start. How could it have been otherwise? My father was a great baseball player in Puerto Rico, and right from the beginning I wanted to be a ballplayer like my father.

I was born in Ponce, Puerto Rico, on September 17, 1937, four years after my brother Pedro. Because my father was a great baseball player, I grew up around baseball people. The only way my parents could get me to take a shower—or to stay home if that’s what they wanted—was to tell me an important ballplayer was coming to our house. Many of the great Negro League stars would play winter ball in Puerto Rico and in the other Latin countries. My father played alongside and against many all-time greats: Satchel Paige, Josh Gibson, Leon Day, Silvio Garcia, and Roy Campanella, just to name a few.

It was a special treat whenever Satchel Paige paid us a visit, which he did quite often. Satchel Paige stories can fill up entire volumes depending on who is telling them. It’s no secret, though, that Satchel Paige was a genuine ladies’ man. One of his favorite ladies was our neighbor, a woman named Tommie. After visiting Tommie he’d stop at our house to talk with my father and enjoy a good cup of coffee, which my mother always had waiting for him.

My father told me that when Satchel Paige was warming up, his control was so great that he could put fifty-cent coins to the left and right of the plate and pinpoint each pitch. During one game Satchel loaded the bases. He calmly motioned to his three outfielders and told them to sit down. The outfielders were bewildered, not knowing what to expect. It didn’t take long for Satchel to put them at ease, dispatching the next three batters quickly by striking out the side. No one touched the ball.

A similar thing happened in 1969 when I was with the Atlanta Braves. We were playing an exhibition game in Savannah, Georgia. Ole Satch was up there in years, but he was pitching some innings for the Braves as a public-relations stunt.

The Baseball Encyclopedia lists Satchel as being sixty-three years old then. The bases were loaded, and I was playing first base. It looked like trouble, so I walked to the mound to see what I could do. He told me to relax, to just wait and see. Then he did it again: BOOM, BOOM, BOOM. He struck out the side. He was a nice man and a marvelous baseball player—one of the greatest pitchers ever.

Then there was Josh Gibson. When I was a seventeen year old, Peter Zorilla, the owner of the Santurce club in Puerto Rico, compared me to a young Josh Gibson. True or not, it was a great compliment. As everyone familiar with baseball should know, Josh Gibson was a superb hitter.

The first time I ever saw my father play baseball was in 1946. Josh Gibson was the catcher, and Perucho was playing second base. The game went sixteen innings. My father had 12 assists that game, and the pitcher struck out 18 batters. That’s when I really became hooked on baseball.

It’s been said that nobody ever swung a baseball bat better than Josh Gibson. He was one of the greatest hitters, black or white, who ever played the game. I only met Josh Gibson once, that day in the clubhouse in 1946. He scared me, too.

Josh was drinking heavily at the time and suffering bouts of mental illness. They played on Sunday, and on Monday Josh was caught walking naked in the hotel across the street from the ballpark. From that point on I was afraid of him. He died shortly after, suffering from a fatal stroke on January 20, 1947, three months after his thirty-fifth birthday and just months before Jackie Robinson broke Major League Baseball’s long-standing color line.

Peter Zorilla, the Santurce owner who brought me to the attention of the New York Giants, brought these great Negro stars to Puerto Rico during the winter months. Pete later told me that Gibson was drinking so much because he was angry and hurt at being passed over by Branch Rickey. Josh wanted to be the first Negro baseball star in the major leagues.

For three years there had been a push to bring black baseball players to the major leagues. Branch Rickey interviewed many high-quality black players, including Josh Gibson and Silvio Garcia. Whatever the reason—maybe it was just age—Josh was turned down.

Instead Rickey went with Jackie Robinson. Jackie had been a four-letter athlete at UCLA and an Army officer during World War II. Rickey was an intelligent man, and he well understood that baseball talent alone was not enough. Jackie had the talent, but he also had the stamina and the grit to deal with the abuse and name-calling sure to come his way. If he failed, then the whole cause could be set back for years.

Recently I was visiting with Silvio Garcia’s daughter, and we were talking about that very subject. Silvio had enormous talent, some say even more talent than Jackie had. Silvio’s daughter said that when Branch Rickey interviewed her father, he asked him what he’d do if another player called him a “nigger.” Silvio answered that he would kick the guy’s butt, or something to that effect. That was not the answer that Rickey was looking for.

Early in 1947 the Brooklyn Dodgers played an exhibition game in Puerto Rico. Luis Olmo, who led the National League in triples and drove in 110 runs for the Dodgers in 1945, was one of our native sons and a big star in Puerto Rico.

I saw Jackie Robinson as he arrived at the ballpark in a car. He played first base for the Dodgers then. In 1947 Gil Hodges was reserve catcher and Eddie Stanky was the Dodgers’ scrappy second baseman. When Roy Campanella came up in 1948, Hodges moved to first base, Stanky was traded to the Boston Braves, and Jackie moved to second base.

Because I was young and it was getting late, I didn’t stay for the game. But I did get to shake Jackie’s hand. Remember, my father never wanted to play in the United States because of the racial strife. But he pointed to Jackie and said to me, “That man there will make it possible for others like us to play in the major leagues. If you play in the majors one day, it will be because of him.”

I never forgot that lesson. Jackie’s courage helped me hurdle the racism and bigotry I encountered, particularly in the early years of my career. Last year, to commemorate the fiftieth anniversary of Jackie Robinson’s historic major league debut, I was honored to participate in many tributes.

A special one was held in New York with many of Jackie’s former teammates participating: Pee Wee Reese, Al Gionfriddo, Spider Jorgensen, and Gene Hermanski, all members of the 1947 Brooklyn Dodgers. They were joined by Preacher Roe, Carl Erskine, and Don Newcombe, each of whom came to the Dodgers just a year or two later and had the honor of playing with Jackie.

Of the great Negro League players my father observed, he insisted that Leon Day was the best of the lot. Leon played ball in Puerto Rico in 1947 and 1948 and is a member of the Puerto Rican Baseball Hall of Fame. He was recently elected to the Hall of Fame in Cooperstown by the Veterans Committee.

Leon was a second baseman and pitcher. In the morning he might play second and go 4 for 4. Then in the evening he’d throw a no-hitter. I met Leon Day at a card show in New Jersey shortly before his death. He remembered my father well. He died just a short time before his Hall of Fame selection and was honored posthumously.

I recall the first game I ever listened to on the radio. It was 1944, and I was seven years old. It was an All-Star Game between Puerto Rico and Cuba, and my father was on the Puerto Rican squad.

I had heard about the Cuban All-Stars and a nineteen-year-old third baseman in particular who was born and raised on a sugar plantation. His name was Orestes Minoso. No one called him Minnie at that time.

He was so fast and played with such intensity that he had the old-timers talking in superlatives. Before the game began, they broadcast a foot race between Minnie and the great Puerto Rican speedster Luis Marquez. I don’t remember who won the race, but I do remember becoming a devout Minnie Minoso fan by the tender age of seven.

Minnie became a hero in the best sense of the word. I followed his career in the Caribbean with the Mariano Tigers in the Cuban League, with the New York Cubans in the Negro Leagues, and finally in the major leagues when he became one of the most exciting and productive ballplayers of the 1950s, a seven-time American League All-Star.

Signed originally by the Cleveland Indians and traded to the Chicago White Sox in 1951, Minnie enjoyed one of the finest rookie seasons ever. In his first turn at bat in a White Sox uniform, Minnie leveled Vic Raschi’s second pitch into the left center-field bullpen for a two-run homer. He was the first black to play Major League Baseball in the Windy City.

Believe me when I say that Minnie Minoso is to Latin ballplayers what Jackie Robinson is to black ballplayers. As much as I loved Roberto Clemente and cherish his memory, Minnie is the one who made it possible for all us Latins. Before Roberto Clemente, before Vic Power, before Orlando Cepeda, there was Minnie Minoso. Younger players should know this and offer their thanks. He was the first Latin player to become a superstar.

I was eighteen years old and playing minor league ball when I saw Minnie at a hotel in Miami Beach. I was so excited I fainted. He was like a god to me. The next year Minnie came to Puerto Rico. I was glad to be his private chauffeur. I drove him all over in my new car. He could party with the best, and he can still light up any room. He’s a thorough original, and I love him dearly.

There was another boyhood hero of mine on that same White Sox team. Shortstop Chico Carrasquel hailed from Venezuela. His uncle Alejandro (Alex) Carrasquel pitched eight seasons with the Washington Senators, winning 11 games in 1943.

Chico was the third Venezuelan player to play in the major leagues, breaking in with the White Sox in 1950. Many old-timers will tell you that there has never been a better shortstop than Chico Carresquel in his prime. In 1951 Chico was the first Latin player to start an All-Star Game. He started in three more All-Star Games—1953, 1954, and 1955. He led the American League in fielding three times. One magazine called him the best since Honus Wagner. Casey Stengel said he had not seen anyone better, not his own Phil Rizzuto, not anyone.

When Chico was traded to the Cleveland Indians in 1956, it was because the White Sox were sure they had a worthy successor, a twenty-two-year-old shortstop also from Venezuela by the name of Luis Aparicio. By then Chico had put on weight and his best years were behind him. Luis, of course, went on to have a Hall of Fame career. Many years later we would be teammates with the Boston Red Sox.

When I reported to Phoenix, Arizona, for spring training in 1958, Chico and Minnie were both with the Cleveland Indians. We played three games against the Indians early in the exhibition season, and I did quite well. But try to imagine what it felt like seeing two boyhood heroes and Latin greats in the opposite dugout. Distracting, to say the least.

Chico Carrasquel still lives in the Chicago area. Until recently he did color commentary for the White Sox games in Spanish. Chico is another great Latin pioneer whose enormous contributions to the major league scene have been largely forgotten.

Being the son of a baseball legend in Puerto Rico was not always easy. On the contrary, being Perucho’s son was often difficult. My older brother, Pedro, was a hell of an athlete and a promising baseball player. But he gave up the game early on because the pressure of being constantly compared to Perucho finally got to him.

By the time I was ten or eleven there was nothing I wanted more than to play baseball. I started selling newspapers because there was a tournament for the boys who sold papers. I wanted to play for Hi Bithorn, the Puerto Rican pitching star who once won 18 games for the Chicago Cubs.

Like all kids we managed to play baseball wherever we could. We’d play by the tracks, using a stick and a ball. My father would bring new baseballs home with him. But we rarely used them to play or practice. When we needed money my mother would sell baseballs for seventy-five cents apiece.

Wherever I went people began comparing me to Perucho. If I’d strike out I’d hear taunts like, “Perucho’s son can’t hit. You’ll never be as good as your







































Epilogue

My Northern California home has been called a baseball museum of sorts. It gives me enormous pleasure to sit in my study or workroom and look at more than half a century of baseball history both here in the United States and in the Caribbean.

I have photographs of my father, both alone and with greats such as Satchel Paige, Josh Gibson, and Silvio Garcia. One particular favorite shows my father in a group called “The Most Perfect Team.” It was a dream team organized and sponsored by the President of the Dominican Republic in 1937. He wanted to put together a team that could rival the New York Yankees. He assembled the best Negro League players, the best Cuban players, the best Puerto Rican players, and the best from the rest of the Caribbean.

Photographs, memorabilia, and mementos adorn my walls. How very fortunate I was to be able to play Major League Baseball with and against some of the greatest names ever: Willie Mays, Roberto Clemente, Roger Maris, Hank Aaron, Felipe Alou, Curt Flood, Mickey Mantle . . . I have photographs and mementos of all the great ones who shared a baseball diamond with me.

There is an enlarged photograph of the 1968 St. Louis Cardinals team, which first appeared on the cover of Sports Illustrated. I never tire of looking at it. Was there ever a better all-around baseball team or a better bunch of teammates? Certainly not on any other team I played on.

I’m glad to see that there is a renewed interest in Roger Maris today. Roger was always shortchanged by the baseball establishment. The 1998 breaking of Roger’s record by Mark McGwire and Sammy Sosa meant a re-evaluation of Roger. It was a long overdue appreciation of a fine ballplayer.

Another favorite portrait I hold extremely dear is a beautiful painting of my son Orlando Jr. at age two painted by Curt Flood. When I look at it hanging in my front hall, I recall the beautiful and artistic human being Curt was. He was an outstanding ballplayer who happened to feel things too deeply for his own good at times.

I especially value an autographed picture of Muhammad Ali in the ring. My third son, Ali, was named after the Champ. Other pictures in full view include jockey Angel Cordero, a good friend, and Michael Jordan, my idea of what a superstar athlete should be both on and off the field. There are photos of Dizzy Gillespie, Danny Glover, Al Pacino. Parts of my life in and out of baseball stand as visible reminders of how fortunate I have been.

And it has been a good life. Sure, there were some bad times. I made more than my share of mistakes. But I feel I paid my debts, emotional and otherwise. And I managed to survive and become a better person. And as I bettered myself, better people entered my life.
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As a baseball player I am often asked to name my All-Time Team. Remember, I played in one of the greatest baseball eras ever. To reduce the number of great ballplayers to an All-Star team of ten or twelve players is imperfect at best. But I played in the big leagues for seventeen seasons, and I saw so many great ones come and go ... well, here are the best I saw:






	Catchers
	Johnny Bench


	First Base
	Willie McCovey


	Second Base
	Julian Javier


	Third Base
	Clete Boyer


	Shortstop
	Luis Aparicio and Jose Pagan


	Outfield
	Hank Aaron, Roberto Clemente, Willie Mays


	Pitchers (R)
	Juan Marichal and Bob Gibson


	Pitchers (L)
	Sandy Koufax and Warren Spahn


	Reserves
	Richie Allen, Frank Robinson, Ernie Banks, Eddie Mathews, Carl Yastrzemski, Al Kaline


	Manager
	Bill Rigney


	Best Pure Hitters
	Rico Carty and Tony Oliva



Nineteen ninety-eight marked the fortieth anniversary of the original San Francisco Giants. It’s a special anniversary for me as well, because it marked my major league debut. I’m glad that with the passing years Willie Mays and I have come to terms. We’ve both mellowed with age and are proud to be a part of the great baseball tradition in San Francisco. Former Giants teammates Willie Mac, Mike McCormick, and Eddie Bressoud live in the Bay Area, and we get together often for Giant reunions.

Today I can particularly enjoy the influx of Latin players. There are so many talented youngsters out there to propel baseball into the twenty-first century. My dedication and commitment to the Latin baseball experience remains forever firm.

Some of my closest friends are Tony Oliva and his wife, Gordell; Juan Marichal and his wife, Alma; and Tony Perez and his wife, Pituca. All three men are fine family men. They are real gentlemen in addition to having been outstanding ballplayers.

In fact, I am the godfather of Tony Perez’s son Eduardo, who is currently with the Cincinnati Reds. If he has any baseball-related problems, he knows to call me. We need help at times from those who came before us. The kids today need the same guidance from those of us who came before them.

If I have learned any lesson in life, it’s that human decency and goodness do not begin and end with any particular race or group of people. As a general rule, people who respect themselves and respect others will find respect in return. It doesn’t matter if you’re black or white, Anglo or Hispanic, respect is a two-way street.

That’s where I have been so fortunate. Even during the toughest times, goodness managed to surface, and for that gift I am forever grateful.

A friend of mine has a fixture on his wall. On a wooden plaque are the words “About People.” The verse that follows says it as well as anything I have seen or read:


If you really love ’em 
Tell ’em! 
If you’re thinkin’ of ’em 
Tell ‘em! 
If they’re good ‘n’ true 
And dear to you 
The thing to do 
Is tell ’em!





Appendix A

Significant Factors

Rookie of the Year—San Francisco Giants (1958)

Comeback Player of the Year—St. Louis Cardinals (1966)

National League Most Valuable Player—St. Louis Cardinals (1967)

Designated Hitter of the Year—Boston Red Sox (1973)

Seven-time National League All-Star, nine All-Star Games total

379 home runs

1,365 runs batted in

Nine seasons batting over .300

Three World Series appearances—San Francisco Giants (1962), St. Louis Cardinals (1967 and 1968)

One League Championship Series—Atlanta Braves (1969)

First player to hit more than 20 home runs with four different teams—San Francisco Giants, St. Louis Cardinals, Atlanta Braves, Boston Red Sox

Led the National League with 46 home runs and 142 RBIs in 1961; 142 RBIs remains a San Francisco Giants record

Only player in major league history to be unanimously chosen both Rookie of the Year and League MVP




Appendix B

Career Major League Statistics
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Appendix C

The thirteen pitchers who surrendered the most home runs to Orlando Cepeda.
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(Information provided by the Society of American Baseball Research.)




Appendix D

Home Runs

Career Home Runs






	# 1
	April 15, 1958
	Don Bessent, Los Angeles Dodgers


	# 100
	July 9, 1961
	Ray Sadecki, St. Louis Cardinals


	#200
	June 20, 1964
	Mike Cuellar, St. Louis Cardinals


	#300
	August 4, 1969
	Jerry Robertson, Montreal Expos


	#379
	August 14, 1974
	Luke Walker, Detroit Tigers



Home Runs by City, Top Ten






	117
	San Francisco
	National League


	43
	St. Louis
	National League


	39
	Atlanta
	National League


	29
	Chicago
	National League


	24
	Cincinnati
	National League


	22
	Philadelphia
	National League


	21
	Los Angeles
	National League


	18
	Milwaukee
	National League


	16
	Pittsburgh
	National League


	12
	Houston
	National League



Total Number of Ballparks Homered In

26

(Information provided by the Society of American Baseball Research.)
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