
October 23, 2014 
 
Rich Karlgaard with what could have been.  
... Suppose the U.S. economy, since 1949, were giving up 2% extra growth per year because of 
bad economic policy. Or, as Ramsey might say, because Presidents, legislators and unelected 
regulators were born stupid or try their best to act that way. 

Now, 2% a year doesn’t sound like much. Most of us could spend 98% of our budget next year 
without too much pain. The quip about compound interest is noteworthy only because it would take 
a genius like Einstein to observe something so profoundly simple yet subtly opaque. 

But run the numbers yourself–and prepare for a shock. If the U.S. economy had grown an extra 
2% per year since 1949, 2014′s GDP would be about $58 trillion, not $17 trillion. So says a study 
called “Federal Regulation and Aggregate Economic Growth,” published in 2013 by the Journal of 
Economic Growth. More than taxes, it’s been runaway federal regulation that’s crimped U.S. 
growth by the year and utterly smashed it over two generations. ... 

... So let’s, for the sake of argument, posit that some regulation has been good for us, while many 
other regs have only hurt economic growth. Let’s also argue that sensible regulation, combined 
with the retirement of outdated regulation, could have brought about the same improvements to 
health and safety–but at a cost of 1% potential growth per year, not 2%. Where would the U.S. 
economy be today? 

–The 2014 GDP would be $32 trillion, not $17 trillion. 

–Per capita income would be $101,000, not $54,000. ... 

  
  
  
Two new biographies of Ayn Rand are reviewed by Charles Murray.  
In 1991, the book-of-the-month club conducted a survey asking people what book had most 
influenced their lives. The Bible ranked number one and Ayn Rand’s “Atlas Shrugged” was number 
two. In 1998, the Modern Library released two lists of the top 100 books of the twentieth century. 
One was compiled from the votes of the Modern Library’s Board, consisting of luminaries such as 
Joyce Carol Oates, Maya Angelou, Edmund Morris, and Salman Rushdie. The two top-ranked 
books on the Board’s list were “Ulysses” and “The Great Gatsby.” 

The other list was based on more than 200,000 votes cast online by anyone who wanted to vote. 
The top two on that list were “Atlas Shrugged” (1957) and “The Fountainhead” (1943). The two 
novels have had six-figure annual sales for decades, running at a combined 300,000 copies 
annually during the past ten years. In 2009, “Atlas Shrugged” alone sold a record 500,000 copies 
and Rand’s four novels combined (the lesser two are “We the Living” [1936] and “Anthem” [1938]) 
sold more than 1,000,000 copies. 

And yet for 27 years after her death in 1982, we had no single scholarly biography of Ayn Rand. 
Who was this woman? How did she come to write such phenomenally influential novels? What are 
we to make of her legacy? These questions were finally asked and answered splendidly, with 
somewhat different emphases, in two biographies published within weeks of each other in 2009: 
“Goddess of the Market: Ayn Rand and the American Right” by Jennifer Burns, an assistant 



professor of history at the University of Virginia, and “Ayn Rand and the World She Made” by Anne 
C. Heller, a former executive editor at Condé Nast Publications. ... 

  
  
A WSJ OpEd argues there might be less immaturity in the NFL if the route to the big 
show had some time in the minors like baseball.   
With the 110th World Series starting this week and news of bad behavior in the National Football 
League more or less simmering on the back burner, it has occurred to me how significantly the 
path to becoming a star in professional football differs from that in baseball.  

The famous big-league baseball executive Branch Rickey customarily gets credit for revolutionizing 
the road to a professional career in the sport by creating the St. Louis Cardinals’ farm-team system 
in the 1920s. However, for decades professional minor-league baseball teams had served as a 
proving-ground for young players. My grandfather Bob Groom pitched 10 seasons in the majors 
from 1909 to 1918 and experienced firsthand the minor leagues’ rites of initiation.  

Groom signed his first professional contract on March 7, 1904, with the Class D Springfield, Mo., 
team and played five seasons in the Missouri Valley and Pacific Coast leagues before going up to 
Washington, D.C., to play for the original Nationals of the American League, later the Washington 
Senators. His first minor-league contract paid him the magnificent sum of $2 a day plus room, 
board and travel during the season, though it was his responsibility to get to the two weeks of 
required (unpaid) preseason training. ... 

  
  
The country is being over run by pigs. But not the political kind. Scientific American 
writes on the infestation of the country by wild pigs. Luckily it is nowhere near as 
expensive as the political pigs because the country could not survive two sets of costly 
parasites.  
For centuries wild pigs caused headaches for landowners in the American South, but the foragers’ 
small populations remained stable. In the past 30 years, though, their ranks have swollen until 
suddenly disease-carrying, crop-devouring swine have spread to 39 states. Now, wild pigs are five 
million strong and the targets of a $20-million federal initiative to get their numbers under control. 
  
Settlers first brought the ancestors of today’s pigs to the South in the 1600s and let them roam free 
as a ready supply of fresh pork. Not surprisingly, some of the pigs wandered off and thrived in the 
wild, thanks to their indiscriminate appetites. 
 
Wildlife biologists can’t really explain how pigs from a few pockets were able to extend their range 
so rapidly in recent years. “If you look at maps of pig distribution from the eighties, there's a lot of 
pigs, but primarily in Florida and Texas,” says Stephen Ditchkoff, a wildlife ecologist at Auburn 
University. “Today, populations in the southeast have exploded. In the Midwest and the north it's 
grown to be a significant problem.” ... 
  

 
 
 

  
  
 



Forbes 
America's Missing Wealth 
by Rich Karlgaard 

“COMPOUND INTEREST is the eighth wonder of the world.” Did Albert Einstein say this? He 
should have. It’s true. 

Few grasp compounding’s power. Or they do, but the need for quick gratification overwhelms their 
good sense. On the radio someone asks Dave Ramsey, the money guru with an avid following 
among the heartland’s middle class, whether it’s okay to take out a payday loan for special 
occasions. “Like what?” asks Ramsey. “Um, tickets to the state fair,” the caller answers. Now, 
understand that Ramsey is a debt hawk who hates credit cards. The idiocy of taking out a usurious 
payday loan for state fair tickets is like sending a plump pitch over the plate. “Were you born 
stupid,” Ramsey asks, “or do you try your best to act that way?” 

Let’s ask that question of our federal government. 

Suppose the U.S. economy, since 1949, were giving up 2% extra growth per year because of bad 
economic policy. Or, as Ramsey might say, because Presidents, legislators and unelected 
regulators were born stupid or try their best to act that way. 

Now, 2% a year doesn’t sound like much. Most of us could spend 98% of our budget next year 
without too much pain. The quip about compound interest is noteworthy only because it would take 
a genius like Einstein to observe something so profoundly simple yet subtly opaque. 

But run the numbers yourself–and prepare for a shock. If the U.S. economy had grown an extra 
2% per year since 1949, 2014′s GDP would be about $58 trillion, not $17 trillion. So says a study 
called “Federal Regulation and Aggregate Economic Growth,” published in 2013 by the Journal of 
Economic Growth. More than taxes, it’s been runaway federal regulation that’s crimped U.S. 
growth by the year and utterly smashed it over two generations. 

Not all regulation is bad. Mandatory seat belts have helped cut traffic fatalities by 51% on a 
population-adjusted basis since 1949. Far fewer people are now killed or maimed in industrial 
accidents. The air in downtown Los Angeles is breathable again. Would this have happened 
without federal regulation? Yes, but likely not as fast. 

REGULATION KILLS RICHES 

So let’s, for the sake of argument, posit that some regulation has been good for us, while many 
other regs have only hurt economic growth. Let’s also argue that sensible regulation, combined 
with the retirement of outdated regulation, could have brought about the same improvements to 
health and safety–but at a cost of 1% potential growth per year, not 2%. Where would the U.S. 
economy be today? 

–The 2014 GDP would be $32 trillion, not $17 trillion. 

–Per capita income would be $101,000, not $54,000. 

–Per capita wealth would be $480,000, not $260,000. It would probably be higher than that, since 
savings rates might be higher. 



–The U.S. would have no federal, state or municipal debts or deficits. 

–Pensions would be solid. So would Social Security. 

–The trend of new entrants to The Forbes 400 would not favor entrepreneurs in software, the 
Internet and financial services but would be more broadly distributed across all industries. 
Electronic bits–money and software–are less prone to regulation than such physical things as 
factories, transportation, etc. 
 
–Faster, quieter successors to the supersonic Concorde? Cheap, safe nuclear power? Cancer-
curing drugs for small populations? Bullet trains financed by private investors? Yes! 

–The U.S. would have the resources to fight the multiplicity of threats from abroad, from ISIS to 
hackers. 

Am I guilty of positing ideal outcomes from all that extra wealth? Perhaps. Still, it would be 
wonderful to have that extra wealth in people’s pockets and in government treasuries. What a 
missed opportunity! 

Let’s start electing people who are pledged to rethink regulation. This might sound like a 
conservative partisan plea. It’s not. John F. Kennedy, Ronald Reagan and Bill Clinton–two 
Democrats and a Republican–were the best Presidents since 1949 regarding regulation (by “best” 
I mean that these three Presidents allowed regulation to grow the least). The three worst: Harry 
Truman, George W. Bush and Barack Obama. 

  
  
The Federalist 
How Ayn Rand Captured The Magic Of American Life  
Ayn Rand was a philosophical hypocrite, but a magical novelist. 
by Charles Murray 

In 1991, the book-of-the-month club conducted a survey asking people what book had most 
influenced their lives. The Bible ranked number one and Ayn Rand’s “Atlas Shrugged” was number 
two. In 1998, the Modern Library released two lists of the top 100 books of the twentieth century. 
One was compiled from the votes of the Modern Library’s Board, consisting of luminaries such as 
Joyce Carol Oates, Maya Angelou, Edmund Morris, and Salman Rushdie. The two top-ranked 
books on the Board’s list were “Ulysses” and “The Great Gatsby.” 

The other list was based on more than 200,000 votes cast online by anyone who wanted to vote. 
The top two on that list were “Atlas Shrugged” (1957) and “The Fountainhead” (1943). The two 
novels have had six-figure annual sales for decades, running at a combined 300,000 copies 
annually during the past ten years. In 2009, “Atlas Shrugged” alone sold a record 500,000 copies 
and Rand’s four novels combined (the lesser two are “We the Living” [1936] and “Anthem” [1938]) 
sold more than 1,000,000 copies. 

And yet for 27 years after her death in 1982, we had no single scholarly biography of Ayn Rand. 
Who was this woman? How did she come to write such phenomenally influential novels? What are 
we to make of her legacy? These questions were finally asked and answered splendidly, with 
somewhat different emphases, in two biographies published within weeks of each other in 2009: 
“Goddess of the Market: Ayn Rand and the American Right” by Jennifer Burns, an assistant 



professor of history at the University of Virginia, and “Ayn Rand and the World She Made” by Anne 
C. Heller, a former executive editor at Condé Nast Publications. 

They are both big books, well written, exhaustively researched, and—remarkably, given their 
subject—judicious and disinterested. Both authors strike just the right tone in describing Rand’s 
complicated life and personality, betraying neither animus nor infatuation. Choosing between them 
is a matter of tastes and interests. Burns’s book offers more analysis of Rand’s political activities 
and influence and less detail about Rand’s personal life than Heller’s. As someone who has known 
some of the principals in the drama and has been curious to learn the details from a detached 
perspective, I was drawn to Heller’s lavishly detailed portrait of Rand the person, but that’s a matter 
of my own tastes and interests. 

In both accounts, the vibrant, brilliant woman of ideas shines through. Hour after hour the talk 
would continue in her New York apartment during the 1950s, sometimes all night, with Rand 
surrounded by her acolytes. Everyone seems to agree that this was Rand at her best. They also 
agree that she was spectacularly good at making her case. This was the Ayn Rand I once saw at 
Boston’s Ford Hall Forum in the early 1960s: confident, incisive, fielding all questions, taking no 
prisoners. Charismatic is an overused word, but with Rand, it fits. 

Charm and Self-Delusion 

Charm was part of that charisma. Heller describes the pleasure Bennett Cerf, the publisher of 
“Atlas Shrugged,” took in introducing Rand to his liberal friends. Writer and critic Clifton Fadiman 
had been one of the models for the detestable Ellsworth Toohey in “The Fountainhead,” but when 
Cerf brought them together Rand entranced Fadiman, and they talked until three in the morning. 
Playwright George Axelrod, another liberal friend of Cerf’s, pronounced after a dinner at Rand’s 
apartment that “[s]he knows me better after five hours than my analyst does after five years 

Both biographers also describe a kinder, gentler Rand who was just as real as the fierce 
intellectual combatant. To Martin Anderson, Ronald Reagan’s long-time advisor, she was a 
“pussycat,” who alone among a crowd at a café noticed Anderson couldn’t get his package of 
cream open (he had a broken arm) and helped him prepare his coffee. Joan Kennedy Taylor, for 
whose wedding Rand was matron of honor, once told me about Rand shushing Joan’s objections 
when a recently widowed friend talked about rejoining her husband in heaven. If it gave her 
comfort, Rand said, Joan had no business trying to convince her she was wrong. There are 
repeated examples in both biographies of the ways in which Rand could be a sensitive, loyal, and 
affectionate friend. 

But there’s no getting around it: taken as a whole, there is a dismaying discrepancy between the 
Ayn Rand of real life and Ayn Rand as she presented herself to the world. The discrepancy is 
important because Rand herself made such a big deal about living a life that was the embodiment 
of her philosophy. “My personal life is a postscript to my novels,” she wrote in the afterword 
to “Atlas Shrugged.” “It consists of the sentence: ‘And I mean it.’ I have always lived by the 
philosophy I present in my books—and it has worked for me, as it works for my characters.” As 
both books document, that statement was self-delusion on a grand scale. 

After “Atlas Shrugged” was published in 1957, Rand and her chief disciple Nathaniel Branden 
converted the themes of her novels into a philosophy they labeled “Objectivism.” Objectivism takes 
as its metaphysical foundation the existence of reality that is unchanged by anything that an 
observer might think about it—“A is A,” as Aristotle put it, and as Rand often repeated in her own 
work. Objectivism’s epistemology is based on the capacity of the human mind to perceive reality 



through reason, and the adamant assertion that reason is the only way to perceive reality. In 
Rand’s view, notions of intuition or spiritual insight were hokum. 

One of the extensions of these premises to daily life is that “[o]ne must never attempt to fake reality 
in any manner,” in words from “The Virtue of Selfishness” (1964) that appear in variations 
throughout Rand’s work. To fake reality despoils that which makes human beings human. Wishful 
thinking, unrealistic hopes, duplicity, refusal to take responsibility for the consequences of one’s 
actions—all these amount to faking reality and, to Rand, were despicable. But Rand herself faked 
reality throughout her life, beginning in small ways and ending with the construction of a delusional 
alternative reality that took over her life. 

A Predilection for Faking Reality Began Early 

It began innocently in Russia, where Rand, born Alissa Rosenbaum in 1905, spent her childhood 
as the daughter of a prosperous Jewish pharmacist in pre-Revolutionary St. Petersburg, 
experienced the Bolshevik Revolution as a teenager, and graduated from university in Lenin’s new 
USSR. One of the signal contributions of both biographies is to open up this previously ignored but 
crucial period in Rand’s life. Little Alissa, nicknamed Ayinotchka and sometimes called Ayin by her 
father (a delicious tidbit from Heller’s research that calls into question all the other theories about 
the origin of “Ayn”), was a brilliant but socially awkward child who found her escape in books and, 
later, films. Nothing wrong with that—it would be odd if a novelist did not have an active fantasy life 
as a child. But you cannot understand Rand the adult until you understand how central those 
fictional worlds were to her interior life. 

Her predilection for faking reality as an adult first emerged in the conflict between the reality of her 
husband, Frank O’Connor, and her image of him. O’Connor was a handsome bit-part actor Rand 
met soon after moving to Hollywood in 1927—in Heller’s words, a “sweet, gallant, stoic, funny, 
emotionally inexpressive, easily led, and profoundly passive” man who drank too much, never 
initiated sex, never brought in much income, and in his own eyes was always “Mr. Ayn Rand.” And 
yet Rand herself always insisted O’Connor was a Randian hero in the mold of “The 
Fountainhead’s” Howard Roark. It never made any sense to friends who knew them both. 

Rand’s idealization of O’Connor had an endearing aspect. She genuinely loved him and remained 
devoted to him through his long, sad decline in old age. But her self-delusion could be hurtful. 
O’Connor was happiest and most productive on their 13-acre ranch in the San Fernando Valley 
where they lived in the last half of the 1940s, and was miserable when Rand unilaterally decided 
they would move to New York in 1951. She always pretended that Frank had hated California, too 
(“You feel the same way, don’t you, Frank?” she would say insistently whenever the subject came 
up), even though everybody knew—surely including Rand, her friends thought—the move had 
caused him lasting pain. That is called faking reality to protect yourself from acknowledging the 
consequences of your own actions—a mortal sin in Randian ethics. 

There was her 30-year use of amphetamines, beginning with Benzedrine in 1942, as she was 
rushing to complete “The Fountainhead,” and continuing with Dexedrine and Dexamyl into the 
1970s. Until now, that had been described as a two-pill-a-day prescription for weight control, but 
evidence in Heller’s book indicates everyone didn’t see it that way. As early as 1945, Rand’s then-
close friend, journalist Isabel Paterson, was berating her in letters with passages such as, “Stop 
taking that benzedrine, you idiot. I don’t care what excuse you have—stop it.” Heller presents other 
evidence that Rand had periods of heavy use in the 1950s and ’60s. But the exact extent of her 
dependence on amphetamines is peripheral here to the broader self-delusion. As anyone who has 
had the experience knows, a good way to get a really, really distorted sense of reality is to swallow 



a couple of Dexedrines. If you want to take them anyway, don’t go around bragging that you never 
“fake reality in any manner.” 

There was Rand’s repeated claim that she owed no philosophical debt to anyone except Aristotle. 
It would be more accurate to say that everything in Objectivism is derivative of ideas that thinkers 
from John Locke to Adam Smith to Friedrich Nietzsche had expressed before. That’s the way 
advances come about—in Isaac Newton’s famous words, by standing on the shoulders of giants. 
But Newton, like other important thinkers, knew it and acknowledged it. By insisting Objectivism 
had sprung full blown from her own mind, with just a little help from Aristotle, Rand was being 
childish, as well as out of touch with reality. 

There was her affair with Nathaniel Branden. It began in 1955 with an open declaration to her 
husband and Branden’s wife that the affair would take place—no faking of reality in that instance—
but ended in 1968 with Rand demonstrating beyond doubt that hell hath no fury like a woman 
scorned. She expelled Branden from the Objectivist movement, tried to get a publisher to block 
publication of one of his books, and falsely alleged financial shenanigans by him, all accompanied 
by a 53-paragraph statement to her followers about the reasons for repudiating Branden (including 
the sentence, “I do not fake reality and never have”) that was a deception from beginning to end. 
That’s called maliciously faking reality to get vengeance and to protect one’s image. 

Finally, there was the cult surrounding Rand that developed during the 1960s. Reasoned discourse 
with Rand became impossible unless you began by accepting her pronouncements about 
everything—then you could argue the logic of your position. What had been lively back-and-forth 
explorations of ideas in the early 1950s became sessions at which the students sat at the feet of 
the master, “shivering, scared children who dared not say the wrong thing lest they incur her 
wrath,” in the words of John Hospers. The lifelong aspect of Rand’s personality that had fueled the 
brilliance of her novels, the capacity to imagine the world as she wanted it to be rather than the 
world as it is, had taken over real life. She had constructed a reality in which, if she so decreed, A 
was Z, and she lived within it for the rest of her life. 

Yet Ayn Rand Trumpeted Some Timeless Truths 

Why, then, has reading these biographies of a deeply flawed woman—putting it gently—made me 
want to go back and reread her novels yet again? The answer is that Rand was a hedgehog who 
got a few huge truths right, and expressed those truths in her fiction so powerfully that they 
continue to inspire each new generation. They have only a loose relationship with Objectivism as a 
philosophy (which was formally developed only after the novels were written). Are selfishness and 
greed cardinal virtues in Objectivism? Who cares? Do Objectivist aesthetics denigrate Bach and 
Mozart? Who cares? Objectivism has nothing to do with what mesmerizes people about “The 
Fountainhead” or “Atlas Shrugged.” What does mesmerize us? Fans of Ayn Rand will answer 
differently. Part of the popularity of the books derives from the many ways their themes can be 
refracted. Here is what I saw in Rand’s fictional world that shaped my views as an adolescent and 
still shapes them 50 years later. 

First, Rand expressed the glory of human achievement. She tapped into the delight a human being 
ought to feel at watching another member of our species doing things superbly well. The scenes 
in “The Fountainhead” in which the hero, Howard Roark, realizes his visions of architectural truth 
are brilliant evocations of human creativity at work. But I also loved scenes like the one in “Atlas 
Shrugged” when protagonist Dagny Taggart is in the cab of the locomotive on the first run on the 
John Galtline, going at record speed, and glances at the engineer:  



He sat slumped forward a little, relaxed, one hand resting lightly on the throttle as if by chance; but 
his eyes were fixed on the track ahead. He had the ease of an expert, so confident that it seemed 
casual, but it was the ease of a tremendous concentration, the concentration on one’s task that 
has the ruthlessness of an absolute. 

That’s a heroic vision of a blue-collar worker doing his job. There are many others. Critics often 
accuse Rand of portraying a few geniuses as the only people worth valuing. That’s not what I took 
away from her. I saw her celebrating people who did their work well and condemning people who 
settled for less, in great endeavors or small; celebrating those who took responsibility for their lives, 
and condemning those who did not. That sounded right to me in 1960 and still sounds right in 
2010. 

Second, Ayn Rand portrayed a world I wanted to live in, not because I would be rich or powerful in 
it, but because it consisted of people I wanted to be around. As conditions deteriorate in “Atlas 
Shrugged,” the first person to quit in disgust at Hank Rearden’s steel mill is Tom Colby, head of the 
company union: 

For ten years, he had heard himself denounced throughout the country, because his was a 
‘company union’ and because he had never engaged in a violent conflict with the management. 
This was true; no conflict had ever been necessary; Rearden paid a higher wage scale than any 
union scale in the country, for which he demanded—and got—the best labor force to be found 
anywhere. 

That’s not a world of selfishness or greed. It’s a world of cooperation and mutual benefit through 
the pursuit of self-interest, enabling satisfying lives not only for the Hank Reardens of the world but 
for factory workers. I still want to live there. 

That world came together in the chapters of “Atlas Shrugged” describing Galt’s Gulch, the chapters 
I most often reread when I go back to the book. The great men and women who have gone on 
strike are gathered there, sometimes working at their old professions, but more often being grocers 
and cabbage growers and plumbers, because that’s the niche in which they can make a living. In 
scene after scene, Rand shows what such a community would be like, and it does not consist of 
isolated individualists holding one another at arm’s length. Individualists, yes, but ones who have 
fun in one another’s company, care about one another, and care for one another—not out of 
obligation, but out of mutual respect and spontaneous affection. 

Ayn Rand never dwelt on her Russian childhood, preferring to think of herself as wholly American. 
Rightly so. The huge truths she apprehended and expressed were as American as apple pie. I 
suppose hardcore Objectivists will consider what I’m about to say heresy, but hardcore Objectivists 
are not competent to judge. The novels are what make Ayn Rand important. Better than any other 
American novelist, she captured the magic of what life in America is supposed to be. The utopia of 
her novels is not a utopia of greed. It is not a utopia of Nietzschean supermen. It is a utopia of 
human beings living together in Jeffersonian freedom. 

  
  
WSJ 
Too Bad There Isn’t a Durham Bulls Football Team 
Almost all big-league baseball players have been in the minors, getting a dose of humility 
that NFL stars don’t. 
by Catherine Petroski  



With the 110th World Series starting this week and news of bad behavior in the National Football 
League more or less simmering on the back burner, it has occurred to me how significantly the 
path to becoming a star in professional football differs from that in baseball.  

The famous big-league baseball executive Branch Rickey customarily gets credit for revolutionizing 
the road to a professional career in the sport by creating the St. Louis Cardinals’ farm-team system 
in the 1920s. However, for decades professional minor-league baseball teams had served as a 
proving-ground for young players. My grandfather Bob Groom pitched 10 seasons in the majors 
from 1909 to 1918 and experienced firsthand the minor leagues’ rites of initiation.  

Groom signed his first professional contract on March 7, 1904, with the Class D Springfield, Mo., 
team and played five seasons in the Missouri Valley and Pacific Coast leagues before going up to 
Washington, D.C., to play for the original Nationals of the American League, later the Washington 
Senators. His first minor-league contract paid him the magnificent sum of $2 a day plus room, 
board and travel during the season, though it was his responsibility to get to the two weeks of 
required (unpaid) preseason training.  

Only three players from baseball’s fabled early 20th century “deadball era”— Walter Anker, George 
Sisler and Frankie Frisch —completely bypassed the minors on their way to the big leagues. Only 
89 major leaguers in all of baseball history never played minor-league ball, and of those 60 were 
mid-20th-century “bonus babies.” The “bonus rule,” abolished in 1965, required major-league clubs 
paying signing bonuses to keep the players on their rosters for a minimum of two full seasons and 
not send them to their farm clubs. The entire cohort of 89 equals just 0.55% of the more than 
16,000 men who played major-league ball through 2007. 

A movie like “Bull Durham” shows the role of farm teams in developing baseball players and how 
the minor-league system can also be a powerful disciplinary tool. Screw up too badly and down 
you go (and in case you forget, there are plenty of aspirants to take your place). Today’s real-life 
Durham Bulls are at the top of the Tampa Bay Rays’ nine-team minor-league hierarchy, from 
Triple-A down to Rookie. The minors are stair-stepped organizations, and a player’s fall from grace 
can easily mean tumbling more than a single downward rung.  

Yet in professional football such a minor-league structure is absent. While a direct draft from 
college to a major-league baseball team is something extraordinary, in the NFL drafting players 
from college is business as usual. Since the NFL’s three-year clause restricts drafts to players who 
have been out of high school for at least three years, almost all pro-football players have played in 
and are usually drafted from some college program. Football broadcasters routinely identify a 
player with his alma mater. 

Some will argue that college football programs are the NFL’s de facto farm-club system and that 
the college experience engenders in student-athletes a discipline and work ethic that will stand 
them in good stead as professional athletes. 

Others will openly laugh at this assertion. While there are many notable college sports programs 
that build athletes’ characters and have high graduation rates, others clearly operate as revenue 
generators, building bodies and egos that already had a good start before they got to campus.  

We need only recall the bogus courses offered to football players at the University of North 
Carolina or the brushes with the law of an indisputably talented athlete such as recent Heisman 
Trophy winner Jameis Winston. Then there is fellow-Heisman winner, University of Southern 
California alum O.J. Simpson , whose full résumé we needn’t go into. 



Football partisans will quickly point to baseball’s bad boys. From the 1919 Black Sox to Dwight 
Gooden with his drug troubles, or to Chuck Knoblauch, who pleaded guilty to a domestic-violence 
charge in 2010, baseball has had its own taint from law-breaking current or former players. 

Perhaps to be fair we should say let him who is without sin cast the first Rawlings or Wilson. 
Football may simply attract more physically aggressive personalities than baseball because of the 
differing nature of the games. One might attribute athletes’ off-field violence to performance-
enhancing (or other) drugs or an unhappy childhood, or anxiety or ADHD, or head trauma or the 
sense that professional sports’ physical hazards foster a fatalistic, carpe diem mentality.  

Players like my grandfather probably would have played baseball—at least at the start—for 
nothing; they practically did. As professional sports salaries now climb into the exosphere, 
however, some of the superstars who command them seem to view the rules as being for 
someone else. 

While it is impossible to prove any correlation between the lack of a football farm-team system and 
the NFL’s recent woes, perhaps it is not surprising that football stars who have never gratefully 
accepted as little as $3,000 in 21st-century dollars for five long, hot months of bouncing around the 
minors may have developed a sense of entitlement and a perspective noticeably lacking in 
humility.  

Ms. Petroski, a writer and photographer, collaborated most recently with her husband, Henry 
Petroski, on “The House With Sixteen Handmade Doors” (W.W. Norton, 2014). She has written on 
“deadball era” history for publications of the Society for American Baseball Research (SABR).  

  
  
  
Scientific American 
Can Wild Pigs Ravaging the U.S. Be Stopped?  
The USDA is spending $20 million to solve a pig problem that has spread to 39 states and 
counting  
by Amy Nordrum 
  
 

  
Wild pigs like these trapped by wildlife  
agents come in many sizes and colors.  
 
For centuries wild pigs caused headaches for landowners in the American South, but the foragers’ 
small populations remained stable. In the past 30 years, though, their ranks have swollen until 
suddenly disease-carrying, crop-devouring swine have spread to 39 states. Now, wild pigs are five 
million strong and the targets of a $20-million federal initiative to get their numbers under control. 



  
Settlers first brought the ancestors of today’s pigs to the South in the 1600s and let them roam free 
as a ready supply of fresh pork. Not surprisingly, some of the pigs wandered off and thrived in the 
wild, thanks to their indiscriminate appetites. 
 
Wildlife biologists can’t really explain how pigs from a few pockets were able to extend their range 
so rapidly in recent years. “If you look at maps of pig distribution from the eighties, there's a lot of 
pigs, but primarily in Florida and Texas,” says Stephen Ditchkoff, a wildlife ecologist at Auburn 
University. “Today, populations in the southeast have exploded. In the Midwest and the north it's 
grown to be a significant problem.” Ditchkoff believes sportsmen transported the pigs so they could 
hunt them on their land. 
  
As pigs spread, they wreak havoc on the lands they inhabit. Wild pigs cause at least $1.5 billion in 
damages and control costs each year, according to a 2007 survey, mostly to agriculture. Dubbed 
the “rototillers of nature,” they dig up fields, create wallows in pastures and destroy fences. A 
church in Texas was so worried that pigs would devour its annual pumpkin sale that it lobbied the 
local government to let hunters stand watch over the patch at night. They were right to fret. The 2.6 
million pigs in Texas cause $500 million in damage each year—a liability of $200 per pig. “I’ve 
never seen any one species that can affect so many livelihoods and resources,” says Michael 
Bodenchuk, state director of Texas Wildlife Services. He is particularly worried about harm to 
native species and the 400 stream segments in Texas that are infected with bacteria from the pigs’ 
defecation. 

 

  

 
Heeding concerns from state wildlife agencies, the U.S. Department of Agriculture created a new 
national program in April to halt and reverse this trend. It aims to wipe out pigs from two states 
every three to five years and stabilize the population within a decade. Dale Nolte, national 
coordinator of the program, says his first priority will be states with the fewest pigs; he will then 
work back to those like Texas that are overrun. One reason he wants to confront the states with 



the fewest pigs first is because the animals reproduce rapidly once they invade an area. If 70 
percent of the pigs in a region are killed, the remaining ones can have piglets fast enough to 
replace all those lost in just two and a half years. 
  
Those odds haven’t stopped wildlife agents from trying to rid their states of the scourge even 
before a federal program was in place. Although the traditional methods of hunting and trapping 
have helped, they have not stopped overall population growth. Practitioners are refining these 
tried-and-true methods while also exploring new ways to destroy larger numbers of pigs. 
  
Trapping, for example, works well in areas with a low to medium density of pigs but has one major 
pitfall. Pigs travel in groups of eight to 15 called sounders, and trappers rarely catch all the 
members at once. Those that escape will learn to avoid traps in the future. Ditchkoff and Mark 
Smith, an animal specialist at Auburn University, teach landowners to practice whole sounder 
removal in which trappers patiently bait and rebait traps for days or weeks to improve their chance 
of capturing the entire group. “It's not how many pigs you remove,” Smith says. ”The real question 
is, How many pigs did you miss?” 
  
Another popular way to rid a region of pigs is to hunt them from helicopters. Wildlife agents in 
Texas have found aerial shooting to be the most cost- effective method of pig control, even though 
the price can run as high as $600 an hour. Texas agents kill 25,000 pigs a year and half of them 
are shot at from the sky. 
  
A team in New Mexico is using a hunting approach that employs a “Judas pig,” named for the 
biblical disciple who betrayed Jesus. They affix a radio collar to a pig and set it free, then follow it 
to its sounder. After a year of using this method state agents had eliminated 687 wild pigs and 
wiped them from 10 of the 17 counties where they had once roamed. 
  
Neither aerial shooting nor the Judas pig technique is particularly well suited to the forests of the 
Southeast or the residential areas on which pigs have increasingly encroached. These limits are 
why Glen Gentry, an animal scientist at Louisiana State University, would prefer to poison pigs with 
sodium nitrite. “We can probably get to more of the group with toxicants,” he says. Ditchkoff 
agrees: “In Texas and Alabama, we need better tools than trapping,” he says. “We need toxicants 
and contraceptives.” 
  
Gentry hopes to receive some of the money that will be available through the new federal program 
for his work in Louisiana, a state with half a million pigs. He needs to find a way to convince the 
pigs to eat bait laced with the bitter sodium nitrite compound and ensure that other animals will not 
be harmed if they accidentally consume it. Government researchers are also testing sodium nitrite 
as a pig poison, which has long been an effective form of eradication in Australia. If it works here, 
poison could be the most cost-effective solution of all. 
  
In addition to devoting money to getting rid of pigs, the new federal program led by Nolte will spend 
$1.5 million to update estimates of the nation’s wild pig population and investigate the annual 
damage they inflict. Another $1.4 million will help monitor diseases like swine brucellosis and 
pseudorabies, both of which have been eradicated among domesticated pigs but threaten to make 
a comeback. The rest of the money will set up a centralized system to allow federal officials to 
better coordinate the projects in each state. 



 
  

 
  
  
  



 
  
  
 


