
STRAINED BACKS, JAMMED FINGERS, 
AND HARD DRINKING IN COPPER HARBOR 

GUTS 
av swphe—» Sewell 

{Capper Harbor, 
Michigan] To some, it's a 
wobbly plastic toy. To 
others, it's a soaring hovering 

comst guard unit which was to 
bring it to shore, and the 
focal police who were to 

receive it. Evenwally, two 

hours late, { saw a big goon 
of a shenff walk up with 8 

of soldered tin butterily-tike on a 
balmy day. But to the 35 
five-man teams confronting 

each other at a mere fifteen 
vards this past fourth of July 
weekend, the Frisbee is a 
one-hundred-twenty gram 
missile in a war of arms, 
hands, and nerves called Guts 
Frisbee, The idea of the game 
is simply to throw so hard 
your opponents can't catch. 
Or, conversely, and more 
difficult, to cetch so well 
your opponents can‘t make 
you drop the disc. 

Forget the smooth floats, the 
graceful catches, the pleasant 
times you've had. Bring on 
strained back muscles, 
splintered nails, meaty 
swollen hands, jammed 
fingers and the crazed mental 
state known as “competitive 
spirit.” That's what's 
happening in Guts. 

They began playing Guts here 
16 years ago in the 
appropriately dry, clear air of 

a wilderness area that reminds 
me of northern Sweden or 
Canada: almost no people, 
thick forests, subdued, 

watchiul natives. Guis is the. 
creation of four beer lovers 
known only as Healey, 

businessmen just out of 
school, up north for the 
surmer, and eager 1o 
perpetuate the memory of 
bright college days. For 
eleven summer tournaments, 
the Healies and & man called 
Thor drank between throws 
and dafeated all comers as 
the Foul Five. Those were 
the days before the bug of 
pure competition infected 

Guts with relative sobriety, 
hard practice, and power 
shots. Those were the days 
when every car had a trunk 
fuli of beer, the days when 
Guts exploits were essentially 
fuet for mock heroic 
discourse long through 
hard-drinking summer nights. 

1 saw the Healies and Thor 
five years ago before the 
boating accident that took 
the lives of twe of them, and 
which soured for the others 
the nordic charm of the area. 
They had told Wham-o, the 
“official” Frisbee firm in 
L.A., about their tournament, 
and Wham-o sent up 2 teamn 
of ““Californis Masters” which 
1 was on. The whole 
tournarnent was then a good 
country joke. For a full day 
our hosts had us Californians 
suspended in expectation of 
“our beloved director” 
Harvey J. Kukkuk, who was 

to make & symbolic 
appearance without which the 
tournament could not begin. 
it was an sbsurd psychout, 
something to put Bobby 
Fischer to shame. Funny 

reports came in: Harvey J's 1 had driven up from Chicago e Now appearin, pfl:m imousine had puisd | Fricy done 30 tp most 18 BOB REIDY'S CHICAGO BLUES BAND i g;m g 
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chosen 1o travel st least part 
of the way along the iake in 
a canoe. An eccentric man. 
Another big delay. Security 
trouble with the Julius T 
Nachazel Memorial trophy, 
said to be held for safe 
keeping in a submarine 
oflshore its safe delivery 
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cans nestled gently in his 
arms. The trophy had arrived. 
The competition was to begin 

despite Harvey J's absence. {1 
never saw Harvey J, but next 
year & piper cub flew over, 
aliegedly plloted by him, and 
dropped Frisbees on the 
crowd.} Cafifornis won that 
year, and the next, with little 
drama. | and my Frisbee 
brother of many years, Jay 
Shelton, were labeled, with 
some truth, as ringers. No 
one had ever seen Frisbees 
thrown so fast. No one had 
seen the west coasters drink a 
drop. 

Afterwards, we drank. Lots 
of people were there, perbaps 

there wasn’t much else to do. 
“Copper country, with the 
world’s clearest, most 
invigorating air,” as the 
biliboards say on approaching 

roads, is in fact an 
economicaily depressed area, 
recently abandoned by the 
likes of Ansconda. The 
Frisbee tournament, which 
the Healey brothers and Thor 
had promoted all over 
Michigan for the hell of it, 

*was actually attracting T 

people, as well as the Charles 
Kurault element of the 
establishiment press. Local 
radio stations reported 
precisely the movements and 

training habits of the arriving 
teams. The crowds gawked at 
the zany Wham-O PR people, 
who sactually seem to love 
Frisbees and superballs and 
huta hoops, at a genial army. 
psychiatrist who showed up 
from North Carclina to 
become the official Frisbee 
historian, at the TV cameras 
snd debonair professional 
photographers. 

The motels and resturants 
were full, folks were happy, 
the brisk air went well with 
alcohol, and Copper Harbor 
set up & huge round wooden 

roadsign proclaiming itseli the 
Frishee Capito} of the World. 

Singe the demise of the 
Healies, first a fikeable local 
guy who was thinking of 
running for public office, and 
then a huge bearded tavern 
keeper with a florid 
complexion and 
unguenchsbie thirst, have 
organized the tournament. 
The tavern keeper, John 
Davies, ran the contest in a 
purple sitk robe as a 
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win, and who would be on 
each team. Ci and 

Btue—seamed utterly 

meetings mede our campsite 

sound ilke the General 
Assembly. 

After a full day and haif of 
throwing—by six PM Sunday 
evening—Berkeley's 
confidence seemed warranted. 
We'd seen some surprisingly 
good throwers, but Berkeley 

had swept the first six places 

in men’s distance, had taken 
men's accuracy, had won 
women’s di: and 

it had the big 

names i Wham-O’s list of 
30,000 throwers, Long Bob 
May, Victor Malafronte, 

Roger Barrstt, 

Argund six in the evening of 
Sunday, after six hours of 
waiting and slow throwing, 
the wo top Berkeley teams 
were engaged in hassles with 
the Dictator-director over the 
nature of the final, Berkeley 

wartted a round robin, pitting 

10 be better than the best 
team we'd played against 
yesterday. Incredible: not one 
of us had hiz mind on the 
one hard match to be played 
before the finals. 

We took the field sgainst—} 
kid you not—four irnitations 
of James Dean and a fifth 
who probably would laok 
fike: him if he could. The four 
had on denim jsckets and 
fevis. A locai palyer who 
practised against them later 

told me they were a surly 
argumentative bunch, likely 
to hassle points, which can be 

bothersome beeause in Guts 
there is no referee: a Healey 
tradition. We were to play a 
best-of-three 21-point game 
series. A crowd of three or 
four hundred was all that 
remained of an earlier crowd 
of aimost three thousand 
who, not having seen any real 
excitement, had up and gone 
home. Earlier 1'd asked a 
Fime raporter what he 
thought of Frishee a5 a 
spactator sport, and he'd said, 
set up a rock band and you'd 
be playing to yourselves. But 
this crowd was different from 
the rest: mostly local people 
partisan to the Hunters, to 

the last local hope in the 

suggests agg 

In Guts Frisbee, whaoever first 
touches or catches a Frishes 
has to throw it back-this 
prevents domination by a 
single strong thrower, But 
there is no rule to keep you 

from throwing all your shots 

at a single weak opponent, 
This | think is & real problermn 

in the game: i1 means a team 

is only as strong as its 
weakest catcher, and it means 
cynically, that the key io 
victary lies in simply locating 
2 weak catcher and working 
him over. The pressure on 

such players is strong. Qnce 
you drop three or four shots 

n succession, you know the 
more you drop, the more 

you'li get to drop. OFf course, 
o teammates can have their 
hands at either side of yau, 
and there are two others to, 
back you up. Deflected 
catches are frequent and 
exciting, especially when in 

crucial throws they go off 
ane hand, to another, to 
another, and sometimes to 
still another. 

QOur Berkeley strategy was to 
aveid the number two and 
three Hunters {counting from 
the left), and to locste a 
weakness in one of the 
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aceuracy, and had polished 
off every visible challenge in 
trial Guis matches. it was &l a 
lirtle boring, scarcely relieved 
by the sight of Thor's 
Healey-less malkeshift Foul 
Five parading, as always, 
hehind  bagpipe before each | 
contest. Never mind that fast 
year's winaers {Berkeley 
hadn't entered}, the Hightand 
Avenue Aces of Wilmette, 

had said they were just 

looking the competition over: 
Berkeley's two teams had 
handled them comfortably in 
four 21 point games, and the" 
Aces clearly weren't just 
loafing. Never mind that two 

focal teams had men throwing 
difficult counterspin “thumb 

shots” which dip down 
sharply at about 13 

yards—two yards from your 

feet if you're i Berke- 
fey had iakeh them too, 

The day had been slow. | had 
wound up on the Berkeley B 

team with Jay Shelton, and 
several very active players 
from Berkeley who were | 
showing us shots wed never 
thrown or caught. The 
Berkeley A team—they called 

themselves Berkeley Fuschm, 

we were Berkeley 

each of the tzams that had 
survived three pools against 
the other. The Dictator 
wanted the Berkeley teams to 
play each other off for a shot 
at the Aces. At this point 
Berkeley Blue—my 

team—remembered it had yet 
another qualifying match to 
play before it won its pool, 

2gainst a focal team, the 
Bosch Hunters, that was said 

tournament. The Hunters: in 
a field of 35 teams with 
names like Punjab Racing, 

the Silver Dili Doughs of 
Albuguerque {a jocal team), 
the Lingering Finger Review, 

the Motor City Mutants, Frog 
Station, Que Pasa, Feedus 

Five, Suomi Sauna Heaters 
and Zone Nozonestein, the 

Hunters were almost the only 
team with a name that 

others. Two and thres, we 
knew, would catch much of 

what we threw and would 
put a good many past us. 

They had the thumb shot 
down, especially spunky 
number three, the smalfest 

amang them but the obvious 
standout and leader of the 

inn. 
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Dictator.” He sat in splendor _ 
high atop an old school bus, 

hoiding forth commandingly 
over a P.A. system, The 

croweds were bigger than ever 
this yeer, but with fewer 
tourists and a surprising 

number of local longhairs, 
bikers, and local players. 

from Frisbee makers and 
other kooky sources to make 
it out by plane and car, Herg 
was the class of the Frishes 
world. Peaple who really live 

* for Frisbee comeptitipns. 
And, ss the Berkeley people 
saw it, the competition 
simply, and understandably, 
e a mmmstar af iadhich af G 
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THE CROWD WANTS BLOOD ......ccn s 
graup, His thumb shot, we 
were to learn, compared with 
our man Malafronte's. 
Matafronte was to learn that 
too. 

e 

Berkeley took a smal! early 
fead in the first game and 
held it easily enough, but 
things were not going well. 
The crowd was largely down 
on us and very foud about it. 
The game slowed as Berkeley, 
but not the Hunters, tried to 
move people back so we 
could have more room for 
deftected catches {if you 
catch a Frisbee bouncing off 
a teammate, you save a 
point}. This the crowd did 
not like. A Berkeley player, 

frustrated, angry, and a littie 

up tight, ran headlong inte & 
wall of people after a loose 
Frishee he couldn't possibly 

have gotten. The tournament 

He even dragged -a sleepy 
looking guy off the field by 
his hair: this brought cheers 
irom the crowd. A Berkeley - 
player made two protests 

over Hunter calis in the space 
of a few shots. The crowd 
roared disapproval and 
contempt. | smited at 
Shelton; it scemed to be the 
local people getting in their 

ticks at the outsiders, the 
focai peopie tired of sobriety 
and discipline and . 
rute-mongering. Berkeley 
seamad 1o bring to mind the 

universally disliked Witmette 
Aces, who'd hassled and 
hassled fast year all the way 

- to the Nachzet Memaorial 
Trophy. 

in the end, Berkeley took the 
first game. But we fell behind 
in the second—we were 
feeling the pressure. We began 
throwing wild shots—a guis - 
nemesis—and every time we 

- threw one, the free throw 
{since no one touched it} 
went to the little Hunter in | 
the center, and he was - 
devastating. Ail day we 
caught about two of his 15 . 
shots. The crowd hung close 
by the tiny six-by-fifteen 
yard field, reacting with one 
voice to every throw, every 

catch. | began to feel a little 
fike a bird in a cockfight, like 
@ bird no cne was betting on 

to win. The crowd wanted 
bicod. 

They didn’t get biood, but 
they did get what they 
wanted. They blew Berkeley's 
cool. Once again a Berkeley, 
plaver ran headiong into a 
wall of people, and this time. 

dictator, tried to get us more 
space; largely without effect. \ 

both he and a woman 
spectator came up stunned. 1 

watked over o the scene and 
saw the woman trying to get 
her senses back, and everyone 

around her faughing—even she 
seemed to be trying to laugh. 
The Berkeley man was on his 
knees getting himself together 
and imploring us to go on 

throwing; “Ge on, go on, 
throw, you guys have the 
momentum.” Berkeley threw 
at the Hunter’s number four 
man, wha really did look fike 

James Dean, and off whom 
we'd been scoring heavily, 
But he began to catch. Al of 
a sudden. He began making 
unstoppable shots stoppable. 
The crowd loved it. Berkeley 
could be beat. He'd stick out 
his hand, but instead of 
bouncing off as before, the 
Frisbees would just stick. 
Then he'd back up a couple 
of steps as if nothing had 
happened, look at the 
‘ground, roll the Frisbee in his 
hands, and wing it back. We 
were catching most of his 
throws, but they were getting 

harder all the time. We pullted 
in a bunch of deflected 
throws, our tall center man 

with the beard and shoulder 
fength hair snatching them 
out of the air from foot level 
or eight feet in the air. That- 
helped quiet the guy in the 
crowd who'd been calling him 
spaghetti head. The 

tournament dictator told us 
tc go shead and knock some 
spectator heads in, it was 
nothing to him, he had five 
hundred thousand in 
insurance. We didn’t have to; 
the game was tight and 
defensive, and so lengthy that 
it was bound tc be a strain 
on whichever team made the 

- finals that night. In the end, 
the Hunters were too strong: 
whatever was in their number 
four man somehow spread to 
the rest. They won in 
overtime. 

in the third and deciding 
game, the Hunters responded 
10 a now acsiatic crowd by 
jumping to @ 15-5 iead. Now 
they themssives were working 
over a single Berkeley player, 
one of the guys who'd run 
into the crowd. We lost the 
game, and match, by 3or & 
points. No one on our team 
knew the score. 

Personally, 1 feit peculiarly 
elated after this hour and a 
hatf marathon. The crowd's 
rmood had changed: they 
dearty liked both teams now. 
Berkeley Blue had been a 

case study in overconfidence, 
but in the end we'd plaved 
hard and well, The Hunters 

were great. 1 had a feeling 
they'd take at least the Hrst 
game from the Berkeley - 
Fuschia superstars, their naxt 
cpponents. How fong after 
that they'd hold out, 1 didn‘t 
know. To hold out all the 
way would require a solid 

thres hours of throwing at 
fifty degrees, and no one 

The next game was @ more 
than worthy successor to the 
one before. The Hunters at 
the outset fooked stronger 
than ever. | was drinking with 
a tocal guy who throws with 
Hunters a fot, and he was 
incredulous, Number 4, the 
real James Dean, had only 
picked up a Frisbee recently. 

fegs even a3 you walk, issving 
behind always e few drops of 
blood and one reason why 
few tourists come to Copper 
Harbor, What bugs, this man 
said incredulously, | don't see 
any bugs. These ones bere all 
over my leg, said i, pointing 
to the bites on my legs, and 
to his too. Nonsense, he 
declaimed, you must have 

brought them off the plane 
with you. 

Meanwhile, the Hunters were 
maintaining a steady 3 point 
lead over Berkeley Fuschia. 
They won what | think was 

realize that, by ofl righte, the 

Hunters should have thrown 
next day against the Aces too 
o round off a round robin, 
At any rate the final next 
day was anticlimatic. 

Berkeley won the first game 
comfortably encugh: the 
Aces, miscaleulating badly, 

wied to work over Long Bob 
May and paid dearly for it. 
But that was alf; in the 
second game, they found 2 
man: time sfter time The 
Woofer, as he's called, had his 
hands on the disc oniy to 

have it bounce out. Willmeatte 
won the match, and the title. 

likes to throw Frishees, ot 
along Guts, at much belfow 
60. The plastic gets hard. § 
asked the man from 7ime 
what h2 thought of Frishee 
now, and he said not a man 
among us would be able to 
move. | complained to 
dictator John about my sore 
armn, and was promised 
Scotch from his private stash 
if they ran out of beer. . 
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He was 2 hockey goatie; | 
heard his whole teamn is into 
hockey seriousty. 

i ran into Thor, George 
Anderson in his more 
mundane manifestation, and 
was offered my choice from 
the cooler in the trunk of 
what every Fourth of July is 
universally spoken of in 
Copper Harbor as The Pace 
Car. Thor was really the Loki 
of the oid Hesley group, the 
genius behind the stories 
about submarines and Frisbee 
patriarchs, When | first saw 
him fi\ve years ago, fresh from 
Califovrita, 1 ¢ 1 

the best Frisbee game |'ve 
gver seen, certainly the 
hardest fought. They led half 

way through the second, 
when, after close to three 
hours of straight throwing, 
the arm and hands of 
number four, James Dean, 
began to show the strain, 
From then on, everything . 
changed. Berkeley won the 
second, jumped five points 
ahead in the third, and at 
9:15 PM ook the match. 

Finals between the Highland 
Avenue Aces of Wiimette and 
Berkeley were put off tili the 

1o 

gbout the di}i 
godly hour of 7AM next 

tiny bugs that attack your 
day: Berkeley had to make 
its plane. Mo one seemed to 

: “A deeper level of 

.rest than is attained during 

a full night of sleeping.” 

See recent article; about TM in Scientific Ameri- 
can, Feb., 1972, JAMA, Jan. 17, 1972; American 
Journal of Physiology, Sept. 1971, 
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