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| "liemlemen.
Start Your

~ Frishees!”

They’re “in” in the best circles—even the
astronauts fly them—but the tournament
at Eagle Harbor, Michigan, is mostly for fun

by Hal Higdon photos by Fred Swartz

photo of a top Russian scientist—at an important international

conference—fielding a Frisbee. That intelligence only confirmed
what its fans already know: the soaring disc is “in” just about
everywhere. :

Frisbees are now a prominent part of American leisure, rank-
ing with pickup baseball, touch football or any other spur-of-the-
moment sport. They are a big item on beaches, rivaling sand
castles and the water as a pleasant way to spend time. They are
common at campgrounds, and motoring families toss them during
rest stops to unwind the muscles.

Lately a luminous Frisbee has appeared on the market (you

IHERE IT WAS, right on page one of 7Time magazine last fall: a



recharge its glow with a flashlight) so you can keep playing in the
back yard or park after dark. There’s even a mini-Frisbee for
practice indoors in winter and in rain.

The sleek, aerodynamically designed plastic disc is capable of
amazing feats of flight when in the hands of a skilled performer—
and there are many. The International Frisbee Association now
numbers 50,000 members. Fifty-eight of these have earned status

“masters,” having executed (before an accredited official) all
the classic throws and catches in the IFA manual.

Championship Frisbee throwers normally propel their plastic,
rlatter-shaped projectiles with a backhanded cross-body throw
utilizing a last moment wrist-flick. Depending upon the attitude
at which the Frisbee is released, it will dip, dlve, curve, shce, or
sail amazing distances. - .




But there is something basically fascinating about Frisbees that T ——
goes beyond the simple joy of throwing them back and forth. They
belong in a class with magnets, gyroscopes and hummingbirds.
Maybe the soul is satisfied with anything that appears-to contradict
gravity. Thrown in a certain way, the Frisbee floats in a high arc,
supported by the air trapped in its concave body, spinning with a
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hypnotic stability. A few feet overhead it slows almost to a halt,
resting weightless as a cloud, then rises mysteriously even higher,
and—finished with its act—settles slowly into your hand. What can
you say about a performance like that except that it makes you
feel good all over?

Frisbee enthusiasts reportedly include such well-known people
as Sandra Dee, Julie Andrews and Richard Burton. Neil Arm-
strong and most of the astronauts also fly Frisbees.

It's “in” in serious circles, too. In New York, a modernized
version of Henry V recently included actors throwing Frisbees on
stage. And when two Russian cosmonauts visited the United States
last year, they immediately received honorary IFA memberships.

There is still considerable argument about the birth of the sport.
According to one legend a Yale student named Elihu Frisbee
rebelled against compulsory chapel in 1827 by seizing the collec-
tion plate and throwing it. Another tale has it that the employees
of Mother Frisbie’s Baking Company in Bridgeport, Connecticut,
used tin pie plates for soaring games during lunch hours. Holly-
wood technicians, however, claim they were sailing empty film
containers long before Mother Frisbie.

The Wham-O Corporation identifies the Frisbee founder as
Fred Morrison, a former Los Angeles building inspector who once
worked part-time as a county fair pitchman selling pie plates.
Morrison’s gimmick was not pushing the plates but rather an
“invisible string,” supposedly extending from him to the customer.
He would sail a plate through the air (reportedly along the invisible
string) and sell it and the string to the customer.

He sold the idea to Wham-O in 1958, and already has earned
more than $500,000 in royalties.

Although the Super Bowl and World Series unaccountably at-
tract more attention, probably the zaniest sporting event in the
world is the International Frisbee Championship, held each Fourth
of July weekend in Eagle Harbor, a town which fronts on Lake
Superior in Michigan’s Upper Peninsula and whose winter popula-
tion of about seven swells to several hundred during the summer
tourist season.

During the twelve years since its establishment the tournament
has grown in numbers (3,000 spectators last year) and pageantry.
Prior to competition the Frisbee queen (by rules a woman sixty
or older) is driven around the field in the official pace car ( a 1946



Rival techniques,
demonstrated at
Paradise Cove,
California. He favors
western backhand,
she’s using
midwest's
underhand toss

Studebaker) and then at precisely 12:01, Jim Boggio, tournament
founder, gives the awaited command: “Gentlemen, start your
Frisbees.”

Guts Frisbee, a non-stop firing match between two five-man
teams lined up about 15 yards apart, has become the heart of
the competition. The game, accompanied by a great deal of shout-
ing, swearing, laughing, diving to the ground, and drinking of beer,
continues until one team has dropped or missed 21 throws. No
referees are allowed near the contest.

Winners receive the Julius T. Nachazel Memorial Trophy,
named after its designer—who showed up at an early tournament,
chased a throw into the woods, and was never seen again. O
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