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teve “Moons”’ Mooney, all 6’ 7" of

him, is used to being the tallest guy
on the field—and one of the fastest.
Right now, however, Moons is not so
tall, but long. He’s stretched on his
back along the freshly limed sideline,
straining against pain to suck some air
into his lungs.

The pain hit a few seconds ago,
when Moons’s rib cage slammed into
the earth at the end of a twelve-foot,
spread-eagle dive toward a white
plastic disc that was spinning by at
thirty miles per hour. It’s a coup that
Moons has performed many times, and
it usually ends painlessly when he can
get his hands between the ground and
his diaphragm. In this case, however,
Moons had to choose between missing
the disc and missing the pain; he ate
the pain. So he is straining to get his
breath on this spring evening,
sprawled on a playing field of the Uni-
versity of Massachusetts in Amherst. It
is the final of what is effectively, if not
officially, the national championship
of Ultimate Frisbee. And Moons’s
team, the Rude Boys, is losing.

Moons made the catch, but the glory
was short-lived. No sooner had the
Rude Boy captain caught his breath
than Tom Kennedy, captain of the op-
posing Condors, hit him with some
painful news: he had caught the
Frisbee out of bounds. Kennedy was
right; the Frisbee now belonged to the
Condors, who quickly proceeded
downfield. Control is what the Con-
dors are known for, and they head
toward the goal with a series or short,
tight, exquisitely controlled flips and
tosses.

Four short flips and then one Con-
dor launches a high, twenty-yard mis-
sile into the end zone. It's a well-
thrown pass, but at the last moment,
instead of descending to the receiver’s
fingers, it slows and hovers madden-
ingly just out of reach. The single sec-
ond of hesitation is all the time
needed for Rude Boy Ed “Stick” Dis-
sosway to leap out of nowhere and
knock the Frisbee out of bounds. The
Rude Boys are speed merchants. It’s

P) . . just the kind of defensive magic it
Boston’s Rude Boys are the best Ultimate Frisbee takes 10 Keep up with the (e
team in America. “AWWRIGHT!” screams the Rude
Ultimate Frisbee is one mean game. Art Jabnke is a senior staff writer for

Boston magazine.
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