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and feeble,” he sighs, “and poor, too.”

Poor old Jim Shoulders is a lean and
wiry 29. In his 10-year career he has
ma~e more than a quarter of a million
dol'ars as a rodeo cowboy, which is a
rugged way to make a quarter of a
million dollars. The bandages he ap-
plies before his rides are not for what
may happen, but for what has al-
ready happened, in the way of dis-
located knees, broken bones and torn
ligaments. But Shoulders is as durable
in real life as TV’s cowboys are on the
screen. In September, when a sudden
twist by the horse he was riding pulled
his collar bone loose from his shoulder,
Jim just went ahead and finished the
ride, and turned up the next night as
well to ride two bulls and another bare-
back horse.

To a rodeo hand the seriousness of
an injury is measured by the length of
time it keeps him out of competition,
and therefore out of the money. Get-
ting hurt doesn’t worry them much.
“The fear that most of us have,” says
Shoulders, ““is that we won’t draw an
animal, brone or bull, that will give us
a good point-making ride.”” At the San
Francisco horse show and rodeo, where
Shoulders competed last week, he
did draw poor stock and failed to win
a dollar or a single championship point.
The 1957 rodeo season isn’t over yet—
the Harrisburg (Pa.) rodeo, opening
this week, is one of the last events of
the year—but Shoulders has already
done so well as a bareback rider, bull
rider and all-round cowboy that no one
has much chance to catch him. He is al-
most certain to be the 1957 champion
in all three categories, just as he was in
1956. These are Shoulders’ specialties;
he leaves steer wrestling, calf roping
and saddle-bronc riding to others.

Shoulders grew up not on a ranch
but in Tulsa, Okla., where his father
owns an auto-body repair shop. He
became a cowhand suddenly at 14
when, in a Fourth of July rodeo at Oil-
ton, Okla., he won $18 and gave up
shocking grain for $15 a week. Now he
has a ranch near Henryetta, Okla., a
pretty wife named Sharron and three
children. Mrs. Shoulders often travels
with her husband and cooks his food.
She doesn’t have to worry about va-
riety. He likes steak, gravy and po-
tatoes for all three meals, every day.

“A fellow wouldn’t enjoy it much,”
says Shoulders bluntly about his pro-
fession, ‘if he didn’t make money.”
Last year he made $43,381 in 65 ro-
deos, sometimes chartering a plane to
take him from one to the next. It is
the highest pay any rodeo cowboy
ever got for a season’s work. This year,
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because of time lost through injuries
and a new rule which makes it difficult
to appear in two rodeos which are
running simultaneously, he will prob-
ably earn somewhat less.

“I think rodeoin’ is one of the tough-
est sports,” he says. ‘“Maybe the
toughest. In football and those other
sports they pay the guy on the bench,
but in rodeo you are on your own.
There is absolutely no guarantee. You
even got to furnish your own equip-
ment and you got to pay entry fees to
compete.

“But,” he adds, “I like the money
in rodeoin’. And I like the people.
I figure on rodeoin’ hard one more
vear, then letting it go. I'm just like
Robinson. [He meant Sugar Ray.] You
can’t overcome that youth. It’s like
I said when Basilio beat Robinson—
you can’t overcome that youth.”

FRISBEE (CONT.)

A FRISBEE (or Phrisbee), as readers
of these pages might recall, is a
plastic missile the size of a dinner plate
but having rather the shape of a gar-
bage can cover. When two or more
people skim a Frisbee back and forth
among themselves, they can, if they
wish, say that they are playing Fris-
bee. There are no rules for Frisbee, but
this deficiency did not faze (or phase)
Bob Howey, a 26-year-old Lincoln,
Neb. insurance man who staged the
first United States Frishee Matches
the other day. A member of the press
who was asked to spread the news of
the tournament insisted on calling it
the National Intercollegiate Frisbee
Championships, but Howey said that
was incorrect, and since it was his
tournament, he and his buddies from
the Diamond Bar and Grill could call
it anything they wanted to.
The Diamond Bar and Grill is at the
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The sports car racer had to make
An unexpected stop.
While cornering at 80, he
Was cornered by a cop.
—ROGER B. PREHN

corner of Fourteenth and P streets in
Lincoln and is the tavern closest to the
University of Nebraska campus. It was
there that Howey, who picked up the
rudiments of Frisbee while attending
insurance school in Hartford, Conn.,
introduced the game to his cronies and
discovered that in his absence it had
already become a.fraternity favorite.

Since the homecoming football
game against Kansas was to take place
in a few days, Howey thought the
United States Frisbee Matches would
be just the thing to generate under-
graduate and alumni steam. Howey’s
buddies thought so, too.

“I went to Williams College, the
home of Frisbee,” said Bud Sidles, who
plays Frisbee while awaiting his Army
call. “T’ll be their entry.”

“I’ll represent California,” said a
diving instructor named Gene Cotter.
“I’ve been there.”

“Put me down as Florida’s repre-
sentative,” said Tom Houchin. “I
lived there a while.”

Chuck Beans, a trucker, called from
his booth in the rear that he had at-
tended Princeton and would be de-
lighted to represent the Tigers. So it
went, with everybody agreeing to help
Howey’s tournament in any way pos-
sible, even to buying the next round.

The matches were held at 9 on the
morning of the Nebraska-Kansas game
at the East Hills Club, a suburban
Lincoln cabaret, after two country
clubs had haughtily turned Howey
down. Five hundred spectators who
had paid 50¢ each were on hand for
the spectacle. A 40-mph wind ruined
plans for the doubles competition but
the singles tournament took place on
the lee side of the clubhouse, where
the downdrafts and gusts produced
some very spectacular Frisbee, in-
deed. Wayne Brown, a University of
Nebraska junior, was declared the
winner from among 40 contestants, but
when it came time to present the tro-
phies, it was discovered that somebody
had swiped them. John Peterson, Lin-
coln’s only Frisbee dealer, who did a
whale of a business selling Frisbees at
the door, gallantly offered to buy new
trophies and thereby saved the day.

“We diehard Frisbeeans love the
game,’”’ said Howey, when he was back
in the Diamond. “We hope to organize
lots of national tournaments, but I
guess next year it will be too big for
Lincoln. Some Ivy League town will
probably grab it off. You know, this
started as a joke but it got serious; peo-
ple are serious about Frisbee. It’s a
great drinking game. It’s even great if
you're not drinking, I suppose.”
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