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Snow Cone! 
By Will Ziegler

SNOW CONE! Two words that will bring a halt to 
the family wagon on any hot summer afternoon.  
It’s been a road side favorite for centuries, enjoyed 
by not only children, but also adults.  Nothing 
can cut the squelching heat of the summer heat 
like this cool summer time treat. For those who 
may have lived their entire lives deprived of this 
summer time tradition, the Snow Cone is a type of 
shaved ice dessert commonly served throughout 
North America in paper cones or styrofoam cups. 
The frosty treat consists of ice shavings that are 
topped with fl avored sugar syrup.

Most of us know the fl avors more by color than 
taste, with the three most common being Red, 
Blue or Purple. Unless you are from Ohio, than 
perhaps you know all about the new white fl avor 
snow cone that took the annual London Wiffl eball 
Tournament by storm!  Working within the rules 
of an underhand lob tournament, Kalamazoo 
Kings captain Brian Meyers introduced a new 
kind of summer treat that had hitters salivating, 
over swinging, and chanting for more (literally 
chanting!) 

“It was tough giving up so many runs, when 
you are used to having some control on the 
mound” commented Meyers, a 6-year veteran of 

the Kalamazoo Wiffl eball League.  Many players 
throughout the London tournament did their 
best to spin the ball, throw from either hand, or 
even balk; stalling in attempt to throw off the 
hitters timing.  But Brian went with in a different 
direction, “I couldn’t manage to get anything to 
be considered effective, so I decided to just have 
some fun with it”.  

What became of this “have some fun with it” 
attitude is now an underhand pitch style that 
brings a smile to everyone’s face, just like the cup 
of shaved ice from which it received its namesake.  
“I would just make a fi st, set the ball on top and 
wing it in there,” instructed Meyers.  But despite the 
simplicity of the pitch, it was surprisingly effective 
as the Kings held fi ve teams to a total of 16 runs 
in the high scoring single elimination Tournament.

“I want the snow cone, I want it bad!” shouted 
Alex Shore of the Flying Squirrels, reverting to 
his 7 year old self, begging his parents to stop at 
the road side stand.  Answering the chants and 
demands for more snow cones, Brian fi lled the 
orders and was even kind enough to share with 
others. “I don’t intent to patent the Snow-Cone 
Pitch”, said Meyers, leaving the door open for 
others to try to perfect their own version of the 
snow cone. But with the summer wrapping up, we 
will now have to wait and see if this pitch style can 
become London’s go to fl avor for 2012!
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Minnesota, Where Wishes Are 
Granted
By Brian Meyers

From 2004-09, Pat “Truck” Moriarty ran the most 
progressive and exciting wiffl eball league in the 
Nation, period; The HRL Twin Cities.  No one even 
came close to the mega league that he created in 
the Minneapolis metropolitan area after the New 
Englander transplanted to the ‘Land of Lakes’.  
Pat may not have come up with idea of wiffl eball 
Leagues, but he brought it to the web in a way that 
is now becoming the benchmark for others around 
the Nation. Pat Moriarty is simply the Godfather of 
wiffl eball Leagues.

Despite the accolades he may receive from building 
the HRL TC league and inspiring others to follow 
suit, his crowning achievement and the top notch 
on his wiff-resume has been building the premier 
wiffl eball event of Minnesota, Wiffl in’ for Wishes 
(W4W).

During the second HRL season, Pat conceived the 
W4W wiffl eball dream; aimed at granting wishes 
to kids, all while granting others a chance to relive 
their youth.  This charity wiffl eball tournament 
has become a staple of Minnesotans’ summers 
and since it’s inception in 2005, has more than 
doubled in popularity, going from 24 to 50 plus 
teams involved. 

As a tournament without an age restriction, Pat 
has watch as 13 year old kids have grown into 
college students that still return. “They continue to 
look forward to that one Saturday in August every 
year.” said the proud Director, continuing “There 
are also many teams of young players, and it’s 
always nice to hear their parents heap so much 
praise on the tournament, they tell me their kids 
look forward to it every year.” 

Considering that wiffl eball is widely considered 
a kids game, Pat’s explanation of how they 
picked their charity seems like a no brainer. “We 

researched a few organizations, and we originally 
based our selection on ‘how much of every dollar 
donated goes right to the person/people it’s meant 
to benefi t’?  Make-A-Wish was among the best in 
that arena.  Playing a kids’ game to benefi t the 
children also made tons of sense to us too.  And it 
seems like “Wiffl in’ for Wishes” just rolls right off 
the tongue, doesn’t it?”

Not only does it roll off the tongue, but it also rolls 
in the dough!  The Wiffl in’ for Wishes tournament 
has drummed up more than $30,000 for the 
Minnesota Make-A-Wish Foundation.” A pretty 
amazing total for a few games of wiffl eball!” 
commented a humbled but very excited Truck.

“Obviously, it’s a great feeling,” he continued, but 
for Pat it goes well past the money.  

The numbers of participates and attendees has 
now reached into the high 400’s, which can only 
aid in it’s ability to provide epic wiffl eball fun, all 
while supporting a great cause in the Make-a-Wish 
foundation.  If you are within driving distance of 
Hopkins Minnesota (or even if you are not,) I would 
highly recommend adding W4W to your summer 
schedule.  The Tournament normally falls around 
the middle of August, but you can keep up to date 
by visiting their website at www.wiffl inforwishes.
com or follow them on Facebook at www.facebook.
com/wiffl inforwishes!
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The Wiffle Ten Commandments
By Ryan Winfield

1. Thou shalt not wear baseball pants

Listen dude. The dream is over. You didn’t make 
the cut. Sure, you had a good stretch during 
your junior year of high school when you batted 
a serviceable .290 with 11 RBIs for your 13-7 
JV team. Back then, you should’ve taken things 
seriously. Who knows, you could’ve had a stellar 
off-season and really come into your own on Varsity 
the following year. Perhaps that would’ve led to a 
tryout with the Tampa Bay Rays. Maybe then, you 
work your way up the minors. Finding your stride 
in Triple-A, honing your game, when, look at that, 
Evan Longoria breaks his leg. Suddenly, you’re in 
the show. And you do well, not great, but well. 
Well enough in fact to meet a beautiful and exotic 
Hawaiian Tropic model. She’s not brilliant, but shit, 
neither are you. You have a couple kids, go fi shing 
once or twice a year off the coast of South Beach, 
and you’re able to buy your mom a house so she 
doesn’t have to stay in that apartment building that 
always looked like it was going to burn down. Then 

guess what happens? You buy a car dealership 
and things really take off. Maybe your hometown 
names a street after you and you get a display 
case in the Applebee’s over on Division Ave. But 
none of this happened. So take off the baseball 
pants and put on a damn pair of shorts, junior.

2. Thou shalt not wear batting gloves

Wiffl e bats already have a pre-installed grip, 
and if that isn’t enough, you can tape your bat. 
Worse comes to worst, it’s plastic! It won’t do any 
damage if it does slip from your hands. And there 
should be no concern of hand stinging like there 
is in baseball. It’s Wiffl eball! The pitcher is in no 
way, shape, or form the mid-80’s version of Nolan 
Ryan. Did I mention that the bat and the ball are 
both plastic? If you want to pretend to be a major 
leaguer, that’s fi ne, but prepare to be taunted and 
heckled like one. 

3. The worst available defender shall play right field. 

If you just started playing wiffl es this year and 
your teammates always fi rmly suggest you go to 
right, then congratulations. You suck at defense. 
Right handed batters are prevalent in any league, 
and this fact combined with the speed at which 
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most Wiffl eball games are played at dictate a lot 
of action in left; or, far, far away from your clumsy 
ass. Your only job is to pay attention when a lefty 
is up and to not get caught picking the dandelions. 

4. Honor thy commitment to Wiffleball

A reoccurring point in these commandments will 
be “It’s just Wiffl eball.” However, that does not 
mean you should bail on your game for any reason 
that comes up. The schedules in most leagues 
are done way in advance, and you should make 
every effort to hold up your end of the bargain. 
Plans with the girlfriend (or boyfriend) are not a 
valid excuse, especially if it involves something 
ridiculous like Pilates lessons. If you are too hung 
over, suck it up. Chances are the opposing team 
has a few guys feeling the brown bottle fl u also. 
It’ll just make for an even playing fi eld.  Speaking 
of supporting your team…

5. Love thy teammates

This should really apply to sports at all levels, 
but especially with Wiffl eball.  Any team is likely 
to have a wide range of skilled players on the 
team. Criticizing your teammate for not coming 
through in the clutch, bitching about them making 
a mental error, or questioning someone’s manhood 
will likely to get you punched in the face. Literally. 
Just remember, it’s just Wiffl eball. Five minutes 
after the season ends, no one will care about the 
screw-up. So you may as well let it go now. 

6. Thou shalt not run up the score

Let’s be honest here for a minute. We all play this 
game for the fun factor. A well rounded player 
should see to it that everyone on the fi eld is having 
fun, not just the team with the lead. The fun factor 
dramatically drops when there is a blowout in the 
making. Remember how the Miami Hurricanes 
used to run up the score in the 80’s? Yeah, those 
guys were dicks and no one liked them except for 
other dicks. In baseball, gentlemen’s rules say that 
teams with a large lead should stop stealing bases, 

sac bunting, etc. In Wiffl eball, teams up by a large 
margin should try batting opposite handed, stop 
taking walks, and don’t leg out extra bases. Unless 
you are playing against a team of dicks. Then by 
all means, bombs away.

7. Thou shalt honor the re-do

Some leagues, such as the Potomac Wiffl e League, 
are apparently funded by Columbian drug lords 
and can afford to pay scorekeepers and umpires. 
For the other 99% of the leagues, it’s up to the 
players on the fi eld to make the calls. There will 
be instances when the debate of a call will reach 
a stalemate. Everyone will think they are right, 
those in attendance will add their two cents, and 
no decision can be reached. There are two options 
of recourse in this situation, you can give the call 
to the other team, (in this instance, a gentlemen’s 
agreement comes into play that you get the next 
close one) or you can re-do. The batter goes back 
to the plate, the runners return to the bases, and 
you replay the controversial at-bat. If re-do’s are 
good enough for 10 year olds, they should be good 
enough for us.

8. Thou shalt not brag

I have had to trot this commandment out more 
than the other nine combined this season. It all 
comes back to one prevailing thought: If you are 
good enough, others will do the talking for you. 
Whether it is in regards to your league, team, or 
individual stats, rest assured, no one wants to hear 
it. If you hit four home runs in one game and run 
home to post it on Facebook, I’m going to cut your 
car’s brake lines. Brag to me about your overall 
team ERA? I will sleep with your wife. There is no 
shame in being a great player, team or league. But 
there is much shame in telling everyone else how 
amazing you are.

9. Thou shalt share thine beer

It’s great to be outdoors in the summer, especially 
when it doesn’t involve mowing the lawn or 
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trimming the bushes. Hell, 
the only thing that can top 
lying in a hammock and 
drinking a beer in the sun 
is playing this great game. 
But there is no reason 
to leave the beer cooler 
behind at the hammock. 
The hydrating power of 

an ice cold brew tops the fi nest Gatorade money 
can buy. But remember, bringing only enough for 
yourself is considered a “dick move.” So fi ll the 
cooler up with a standard light beer that everyone 
will enjoy. This can also go a long way in creating 
good will amongst the rest of the league, if you 
chose to unwind after the game by inviting your 
opponents over to your side of the fi eld to divvy 
up the remains of the cooler. In a wiffl e world 
populated by perceived jerks, it doesn’t hurt to be 
considered one of the good guys. 

10. Thou shalt not take Wiffleball too seriously

All of these commandments really add up to this 
one golden rule: It’s just Wiffl eball! I know I’ve 
reiterated this point to death, but you are playing 
a game using about six bucks worth of equipment 
(unless you broke one of the other commandments 
by wearing pants, gloves or ridiculously expensive 
performance bats.) It’s all plastic, and was created 
almost 60 years ago so a 12 year old boy could 
make a ball curve. That’s all I think about when 
I see someone losing their temper about a play, 
bragging about stats, or being devastated after 
a loss. We all play this game because it gives 
us a bit of camaraderie, an escape from the real 
world problems, and a chance to be outside in the 
summer, when as adults we rarely have a reason to 
be outdoors unless it involves manual labor. There 
are no scouts in attendance and no parents in the 
stands for you to disappoint. So slam your bats, 
kick the strikeboard and sulk on the bench. You 
only resemble exactly who this game was created 
for – a child.

Searching For Bobby Swisher
by Ryan Winfield

I didn’t know what to expect as I made my way 
up the hill to the wooden shack that sat atop of 
it. Located way off the beaten path, down a dirt 
road only wide enough for one car, signs of life 
exposed themselves as smoke billowed from the 
decaying chimney. It felt eerily like Coach Norman 
Dale venturing up to Shooter’s cabin in the movie 
“Hoosiers,” except I wasn’t looking for Shooter. 
I came to fi nd wiffl eball’s own version of Jimmy 
Chitwood; a prodigy of immeasurable talents 
turned recluse due to the tragic events of his life. 
My heart raced as I felt a conclusion coming to the 
mission I undertook months ago. It was possible 
that this moment would culminate in success when 
so many before me have failed – I was searching 
for the legend of Bobby Swisher.

Finding accurate information about the childhood 
of Swisher is frustrating at best; and at its worst, 
it is a tormenting exercise in futility. When I 
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embarked on this task three months ago, all I had 
to go off of was myths and fables. Legend had 
it that Swisher was born in Breedsville, Michigan, 
a small village in Van Buren County, so when I 
set out on my voyage, that seemed like a logical 
starting point. Word had it that Swisher was born 
to a Lakota Native American woman and had no 
father to speak of. I followed the directions to 
Breedsville on my GPS, but when it alerted me 
that I had arrived, the only dwellings to speak of 
were various makeshift tents pitched across the 
landscape amongst a few outbuildings. As I exited 
my car, an elderly man in the distance spotted me 
and approached, curious of the stranger in town. 

I extended my hand, “Hello, sir, how you doing 
today?” He returned my greeting with a cold stare. 

“You live here in town?” I implored again as I 
withdrew my offer of a handshake. The expression 
on his dark, leathery face warned me that I wasn’t 
welcomed. 

“Don’t think I don’t know why you’re here,” he 
replied fl atly. “They all come asking about the kid, 
for 20 years now, and ain’t nobody got nothing to 
say about him.” The old man turned his back and 
walked away, leaving a dry cloud of dust behind 
him in the fi eld. As I turned away, dumbfounded, 
I spotted an adolescent boy wandering towards 
what appeared to be a backstop in the distance. I 
made my way towards the structure, cautious as 
to not scare the kid away.

“Hey buddy, how you doing?” I asked as I took 
a seat on the faded blue wooden bench behind 
the fence. He weakly nodded in my direction as 
he paced about 50 feet away from the backstop 
with a satchel around his shoulder. When he got 
to a worn out spot in the grass, the kid emptied 
about two dozen severely battered baseballs onto 
the ground. Momentarily silenced, I could only sit 
and watch as the kid chucked ball after ball against 
the fencing. He had a natural, fl uid motion to his 
throwing, yet still wild and inconsistent. After he 
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exhausted his supply, I walked around the fence to 
help him collect the balls strewn across the fence 
line.

“So, you like baseball?” I asked, attempting to 
strike a conversation with the young boy.

“It’s OK.” He responded, careful to avoid eye 
contact with me. He couldn’t have been older than 
13, and had an air of nervousness to him.

“Baseball is just ‘OK?’” I replied. “Baseball is a 
great game. If it’s just OK, then why are you out 
here practicing?”

“I’m not practicing baseball. I’m practicing Tapa 
Wanka Yap,” he answered. He must have sensed 
my utter confusion, continuing to explain himself. 
“Tapa Wanka Yap is the last rite of passage for 
my people to enter into manhood. It means ‘The 
Throwing of the Ball’ in English.” He fi nally looked 
up from the ground, making eye contact as I 
attempted to comprehend the information.

“For the Lakota people, the ball represents the 
universe, and the throwing of the ball represents 
a man’s path in life,” he continued. “At my age, I 
must learn to control the ball in order to become 
a man.”

“I see…by the way, kid, what’s your name?” I 
asked, trying to sway the conversation to a more 
personal feel as I shook his hand and told him my 
own. “Nick,” he responded.

“Wow, Nick, this backstop is all beat up,” I 
mentioned, motioning to all the ball impressions 
in the chain link. “Did you do all this with the 
baseballs?”

“No, the fence has been like that since I was born. 
My mother told me a boy named Bobby Cloud 
did that a long time ago.” I held my breath in 
anticipation of him continuing, hoping that this was 
something signifi cant. “Only, she said he didn’t use 
baseballs when he learned, his family was so poor 
they could only afford the plastic balls with holes 

in them.” I could barely contain my exuberance as 
I prodded for more information.

“So you’re saying he did all of this damage to the 
fence not with baseballs, but with a plastic ball?” 
I asked.

“Not only did he do it with a plastic ball, buy my 
grandfather told me he skipped the fi rst 6 rites of 
passage and mastered Tapa Wanka Yap when he 
was only six years old!” He exclaimed. 

“This Bobby Cloud, does he still live here?” I asked, 
digging for more information.

“No, someone told me his mom died when he 
was still a little boy, and he didn’t have a dad, so 
the County took him away to a foster home.” Just 
then, the old man who had previously rebuffed my 
introduction came walking with a purpose across 
the fi eld. 

“What did I tell you?!” He shouted at me while 
grabbing the boy by the arm. “Get in your damn 
car now and get on down the road, or next time 
it’ll be my shotgun tellin’ you!” Trying to reason 
with the old man was no use as I stumbled away 
from the confrontation back in the direction of the 
car. 

As I sat down behind the wheel of the vehicle, a 
wave of encouragement overcame me. I didn’t get 
everything I came for, but I was walking away with 
more than any of my predecessors ever had. Armed 
with my newfound knowledge, I debated where to 
head next. I decided to try my hand  investigating 
the fables regarding a wiffl e-wunderkind that 
originated from Fairfi eld, Connecticut, in the mid-
80’s.

exhausted his supply, I walked around the fence to 
help him collect the balls strewn across the fence 
line.

“So, you like baseball?” I asked, attempting to 
strike a conversation with the young boy.

“It’s OK.” He responded, careful to avoid eye 
contact with me. He couldn’t have been older than 
13, and had an air of nervousness to him.

“Baseball is just ‘OK?’” I replied. “Baseball is a 
great game. If it’s just OK, then why are you out 
here practicing?”

“I’m not practicing baseball. I’m practicing Tapa 
Wanka Yap,” he answered. He must have sensed 
my utter confusion, continuing to explain himself. 
“Tapa Wanka Yap is the last rite of passage for 
my people to enter into manhood. It means ‘The 
Throwing of the Ball’ in English.” He fi nally looked 
up from the ground, making eye contact as I 
attempted to comprehend the information.

“For the Lakota people, the ball represents the 
universe, and the throwing of the ball represents 
a man’s path in life,” he continued. “At my age, I 
must learn to control the ball in order to become 
a man.”

“I see…by the way, kid, what’s your name?” I 
asked, trying to sway the conversation to a more 
personal feel as I shook his hand and told him my 
own. “Nick,” he responded.

“Wow, Nick, this backstop is all beat up,” I 
mentioned, motioning to all the ball impressions 
in the chain link. “Did you do all this with the 
baseballs?”

“No, the fence has been like that since I was born. 
My mother told me a boy named Bobby Cloud 
did that a long time ago.” I held my breath in 
anticipation of him continuing, hoping that this was 
something signifi cant. “Only, she said he didn’t use 
baseballs when he learned, his family was so poor 
they could only afford the plastic balls with holes 
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If You Can Dodge A Rensch… 
By Brian Meyers

In 2004, one phrase turned six Average Joes into 
dodge ball champions; “If you can dodge a wrench, 
you can dodge a ball”.  But after my 5th viewing 
of this seven year old classic movie, Dodgeball: A 
True Underdog Story, Patches O’Houlihan has no 
advice on how to hit a Rensch!

Brian Rensch, a ginger pitcher from the Kalamazoo 
Wiffl eball league, made his debut in 2010 as a 
member of the Kentucky Waterfalls.  During his 
rookie season, he posted an impressive 6-1 record, 
a soul sucking 0.86 ERA, all while fanning exactly 
100!  His rookie season was dominant, despite 
mostly relying on one pitch, and frequently being 
heckled for missing game nights for yoga classes 
(which is true, by the way).

But with the 2011 season came a new dedication.  
Gone were the yoga classes (moved to a non-
confl icting night) but now came the introduction of 
a new and extremely deadly accurate drop pitch, 
thrown from the same arm slot as his fastball.  
These were two key points that would put Brian on 
a collision course with becoming the KWL’s most 
dominant pitcher, and hands down one of the best 
pitchers in the entire wiffl eball Nation.

I’m guessing some readers have rolled their eyes 
on that last claim, so before going any further let’s 
just put down his 2011 numbers; 8-0 Record, 0.00 
ERA, 60 1/3 Innings Pitched, 219 Batters Faced, 
10 Hits (.044 BaA), 20 Walks, and 161 Strikeouts 
(16K/6IP).  

After wrapping up the 2011 season, the KWL now 
has 6 completed seasons on its backside.  We have 
seen all kinds of pitchers during those 6 seasons.  
But never has anyone averaged more than 11 
Strikeouts while averaging less than 4 walks a 
game; well besides Rensch. Brian has caught more 
guys looking than my blonde wife in our new drop-
top Mustang!  He fanned 73.5% of the batter’s he 
faced and had 8 K’s for every 1 walk!  Numbers 
that clearly illustrate his pin point accuracy as he 
averaged just fewer than 2 walks per game! (1.989 
to be exact.)
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Backyard Ground Rules 
By Brad Keller

I was chowing through my lunch one long-lasting 
Wendsday, when a co-work told me about the 
Wiffl er’s Digest.  Apparently he stumbled across 
it on Facebook the night before and knew it was 
right up my alley!  

For the next week, I spent my entire evenings 
reading everything the site had to offer.  What I 
noticed was that many of the links posted on the 
site sent you off to the world of wiffl e leagues.  But 
as a backyard baller, who plays strictly for fun, I felt 
like I was in the minority.  Games in my neck of the 
woods consist of boredom turning into a pickup 1 
on 1 game of Wiffl eball, much like it did when we 
were children!  So when the sun is shining, my 
friends and I often take to the backyard for some 
good ol’ fashion fun.

Since many of the leagues play strictly in parks or 
on designated fi elds, I thought it would be fun to 
share my little world wiffl eball with everyone else.  
Whether it’s cool or not, it’s how we play!

So without further ado, here’s my Backyard Ground 
Rules!

1.) You foul the ball over the fence, you retrieve it!  

This can really slow the game down, but if you are 
going to play, you will have to man up and fetch 
the ball.  The privacy fence will knock down most 
of the foul balls, but occasionally someone will 
manage to foul one back over the 6’ tall backstop.  
Don’t try to use ‘I’m playing in fl ip fl ops’ as an 
excuse, it doesn’t work!

2.) You hit a homerun over the house, the pitcher 
retrieves it!  This is just to rub in the colossal shot 
that you just sent fl ying over the green ranch-style 

Although those numbers are impressive, the one 
stat that stands out head and shoulders over the 
rest is his 0.00 ERA!  Sure, we’ve all seen dominant 
strikeout pitchers; they throw hard, but eventually 
they walk in a run or a good hitter rips one out.  So 
for a pitcher to throw 10 games worth of innings 
without allowing a single run clearly shows how 
good he really is, especially considering the KWL 
does not have un-earned runs! When fi elders 
make mistakes in the KWL, it can cost pitchers 
their ERA. For Rensch, not a single runner passed 
over the plate during the 2011 season, unless 
one counts the 161 hitters that shuffl ed back to 
their bench after being punched out. His record 

scoreless inning streak now sits at 63 1/3 and will 
carry into 2012.  

Short of adding him to the Buffalo Bill’s Wild 
West show, it’s going to be hard for everyone to 
understand how good Brian truly is.  Eight teams, 
including last year’s NWLA Champion Friars took 
stabs at scoring off him with no luck. He mowed 
down the AL’s six best hitters in the All-star game 
and only allowed 4 hits in 21 innings against last 
year’s NL champion Diablos! If those stats aren’t 
enough to impress, the line to take a stab at hitting 
off this non-scuffi ng pitcher starts at Flesher Field 
in Kalamazoo, MI.
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homerun fence!  It’s not uncommon for 4 or 5 balls 
to soar out in an inning, so please do your best to 
hustle.

3.) All balls hit into the trees are playable.  It’s like 
a game of plink-o, which can become extremely 
diffi cult based on how many cold ones have already 
been consumed.  

4.) Balls hit under the deck, or into the bushes, 
is an automatic single.  If you are lucky, my dog 
Switzer (yes, I’m an Oklahoma football fan) will 
fetch the ball out from under the deck. If you are 
unlucky, he may relieve himself on it. 

5.) Balls hit onto the deck are a ground rule 
double.  Bonus points for landing balls in the fl ower 
planters that currently don’t have plants (what? 
It’s a bachelor pad).

6.) Hit the gutter, get a triple! Hopefully the ball 
doesn’t get caught in the gutter, because it’s not 
very fun balancing on the deck railing to fi sh it out.  
Several games have been canceled due to triples 
(I really should buy a latter).

7.) Land a ball on the roof, Homerun!  Be sure to 
celebrate in the manor you see fi t.  Most of the 
time, it’s by digging another brew out of the fridge 
in the garage.

8.) Balls hit off the car in the driveway are playable. 
Playing a ball off of the El Camino resting on blocks 
can be challenging. If the ball comes to rest in the 
back of the bed, you got yourself a double. If it 
sails through the busted passenger window and 
into the car, congrats, you get to round the bases.  
But please respect the classic; I plan to fi nish that 
restoration soon.
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Guide to the 2011 London 
Wiffleball Tournament
by Josh Smith

It’s an event I’ve heard about every summer for 
the past 10 years. It had become synonymous with 
locations like Yellowstone and Seattle - places I’d 
love to go but, in all likelihood, will never have the 
opportunity. In 2005 I fi rst received an invitation 
to the London Wiffl eball Tournament via email by 
the event’s organizer, Brian Wheeler. I found the 
opportunity intriguing and tried to get a few guys 
from my league interested in forming a team and 
making the trip. It didn’t happen. I tried for a few 
more years and nothing every came of it. I had 
given up. But Brian Wheeler has sent an invitation 
every summer and it was a constant reminder that 
I was missing out on the fun. 

This past February I began the Wiffl er’s Digest 
blog and word spread fast. People began reading 
my daily ramblings on videos and wiffl eball-related 
news. Among the accumulating readers was Brian 
Wheeler, and he extended an invitation to the 
tournament once again. I decided to fi nally oblige. 
If I couldn’t play in the tournament the least I 
could do is go visit. 

With members of Kalamazoo Wiffl eball League 
(KWL), Potomac Wiffl eball League (PWL), and 
Wiffl e in Southeast Michigan (WSEM) in attendance, 
all anxiety of being a social outcast for the entire 
day of the tournament went out the window. I 

circled July 16th, the date of the tournament, on 
my calendar.

On July 15th I set out for London. After driving 
for nearly four hours I found myself on a one lane 
country road surrounded by crops of corn and soy 
bean. I had no cell phone service and was low on 
gas. With each passing moment becoming more 
panicked, I decided that it was time to get the hell 
out of there and ask for directions. But I hadn’t 
seen a human being in nearly an hour, who would 
I ask? Finally, I saw someone - a shirtless man 
with short cutoff jean shorts atop a tractor. No 
way! A few miles later I saw a woman crossing 
the road toward a mailbox with the name ‘Miller’ 
spray-painted on the side. I begged for directions 
to the nearest gas station. “Turn left at the next 
intersection, and then left again once you hit the 
two-lane road,” she replied. I sped off and within 
10 minutes I was at the aforementioned gas 
station, but remained terribly lost. After paying 
for my gas I asked the attendant for directions to 
the Holiday Inn Express in London. She gave me 
detailed directions which I squeezed onto the back 
of my inch long receipt. Were it not for these two 
kind strangers I would have most likely run out of 
gas in the middle of nowhere with no company 
aside from scarecrows.

Lesson Learned: never use mapquest again.

Once there I met with the guys who would be 
letting me stay with them, Carl Coffee and Brandon 
Corbett of Wiffl e in Southeast Michigan. They were 
playing on a team called the Flying Squirrels in 
the tournament. They allowed me to tag along 
with them to the tournament site for some batting 
practice at one of the 16 fi elds Brian Wheeler had 
set up. The scene was elaborate. Fresh cut grass 
was decorated with temporary fences, of all types, 
as well as bases and foul poles (made from pvc 
pipe). In the middle of the property was a small 
pond with artifi cial Canadian Geese fl oating on 
the surface. A small mansion, framed by a few 
large trees that overlooked the property, and was 
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surrounded by an abundance of soy bean stalks 
(which were about six feet tall). It was a beautiful 
sight.

After taking a few swings with Carl and Brandon I 
walked around evaluating the fi elds and watching 
the other teams practice. Soon I saw a face I 
recognized, Chris Galloway (commissioner of the 
Potomac Wiffl eball League). He had arrived on the 
scene with several pounds of electronic equipment 
and a 5-man squad wearing ‘Senators’ practice 
jerseys. About an half-hour later Brian Meyers 
(Kalamazoo Wiffl eball League) and his team, the 
Kings, appeared and played a few exhibition games 
with the Senators. It was nice to fi nally meet some 
of the people I corresponded with and read about. 
More people came to practice and check out the 
fi elds, among them I caught a glimpse of Brian 
Wheeler, who was shaking hands and making his 
social rounds. 

I woke up the next morning half frozen, courtesy 
of the over-effi cient air conditioner, not long after 
dawn and headed to the wiffl eball fi elds. I thought 
I’d be one of the fi rst there but was surprised to 
see a few dozen cars already parked alongside the 
road. I parked my car and headed to the registry 
booth to meet Wheeler. He tossed me a map of the 
fi elds and a copy of the Round Robin schedule. As 
he thumbed through the pages of games, making 
recommendations of which games will be good, I 
couldn’t help but notice his giddy energy. His eyes 
were wide and bright and his smile - never fading. 
For 13 years he had brought hundreds of people 
together every summer for this tournament and 
his love for the sport was still evident.

By 8:00 A.M., 59 of the registered 64 teams (5 
teams never showed) invaded the fi elds and 
with them - friends, family, and spectators. At 
its zenith there were around 250 people in this 
one location, which makes this one of the biggest 
wiffl eball tournaments in the country. In fact, it is 
the biggest slow-pitch wiffl eball tournament in the 
world that I am aware of. That’s right, slow-pitch. 
They throw underhand too. At fi rst I thought it was 
a little odd that grown men come to throw plastic 
balls underhand at each other as well, but once 
you get past that and accept the tournament for 
what it is, it’s rather remarkable. I saw teams with 
various uniforms, some impressive, others not-so-
much. Players and spectators could often be seen 
toting wiffl e equipment and coolers. Some people 
began to set up canopies while others laid out 
blankets underneath shade trees. The atmosphere 
was joyful and everyone was smiling, even though 
many of them were still half asleep. It was less of 
a tournament and more of a festival.

I wandered around during the 4 rounds of the 
Round Robin games and quickly saw which teams 
would be hard to beat such as the Yankees, Kings, & 
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Swingers - who all performed very well. After the 
Round Robin games were concluded there was a 
homerun derby which appeared to have the single 
purpose of killing time while Wheeler and his staff 
seeded the bracket. Unfortunately they were still 
working with the bracket after the derby (which 
lasted about 45 minutes) had concluded. Dozens 
of players huddled around Wheeler and his staff to 
await announcements of who was playing who in 
round 1. I still fail to see why it took so long seed 
around 60 teams. It was in the mid-90s with rising 
humidity and it seemed as if they were wasting 
time. As everyone’s patience was about to run out 
Wheeler fi nally unveiled the bracket.

The fi rst game I watched was between the Jets 
and Red Sox. I sat underneath a shade tree along 
with the Flying Squirrels and the Kings (who were 
playing next) and watched an intense argument 
occur after a controversial call. One of the players 
from the Jets had a tantrum on the fi eld over a 
call about a robbed home run. He kicked bats 
and yelled at the umpire. Why? Unlike many 
leagues and tournaments, the London Wiffl eball 
Tournament has a rule that if a fi elder catches the 
ball and falls/jumps over the wall it is still ruled 
a home run. In this case, however, a Red Sox 
outfi elder had no choice but to hop over the fence, 
due to his momentum from running, after catching 
a deep fl y ball. His only other choice would have 
been to injure himself by running into the outfi eld 
wall. He took about 4 steps before jumping and 
it was argued that he had possession of the ball 
and was just averting danger. The Jets refused to 
agree with that argument and took it to Wheeler. 
In the end the umpire called a do-over and the 
game fi nally resumed play. The whole ordeal 
wasted about 20 minutes. It was an unfortunate 
event that exhibited that not every team was there 
just to have fun, some were there to win.

Later on, the Kings faced off against the Swingers 
in the quarter-fi nals and the Kings’ captain, Brian 
Meyers, was questioned about a special pitch he 

had used all day - the snow cone. Meyers’ pitch had 
literally started a craze with some of the players 
that competed against them. As a result, the Kings 
quickly developed a reputation for being one of 
the most fun teams to play against. Despite their 
care-free attitude, the Kings advanced to the semi-
fi nals where they faced the Bulldogs (who won the 
championship last year) on Field 1. Behind them, 
on Field 2, the Yankees and Tigers were battling 
out to see who would get into the fi nals. When 
all was said and done, the Bulldogs destroyed the 
Kings to advance to the championship where they 
defeated the Yankees to take the 2011 London 
Wiffl eball Tournament title.

I left the tournament shortly before sunset after 
shaking hands with Brian Wheeler one last time. 
“Thanks for coming and I hope you’ll come again 
next year,” he said. I defi nitely plan to return to 
London next summer. I left that piece of farm land 
not only with a mild case of sun poisoning but with 
a renewed love for the game. The entire day I saw 
so many people truly enjoying themselves. Seeing 
grown men and women revisiting childhood creates 
such a fantastic atmosphere, making it a great 
tournament to visit. So if you’ve never been to a 
tournament - this one is a great one to visit fi rst. 
Just email Brian Wheeler (bwheele@columbus.
rr.com) and tell him that you are interested. 
Chances are he’ll invite you year after year until 
you fi nally surrender and attend.
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Rookie Ball
by Matt Riegler

It seems as if every other inning, New York Yankees 
radio broadcaster John Sterling is reminding us 
that, “You just can’t predict baseball.” And while 
this era of sabremetrics on our smartphones begs 
to differ, he does lead us to a much more debatable 
point, you just can’t predict rookies.

Some rookies come in and succeed as expected, 
like new single season strikeout King, Red Sox’ Tim 
Trenary. While others hover somewhere around 
league average, like the Astros’ Nick Gallo. Still, of 
the 13 other rookies in the PWBL, who’s making 
the biggest impact on their team coming into Week 
Nine (8/20 − 8/21)?

Might as well start with the K’ing, Tim Trenary. 

Already with a no-hitter and an ever climbing 
strikeout record under his belt, many would pencil 
Trenary in for the Rookie of the Year right now. 
After all, how does one top a .076 BAA while 

striking out 14.5 batters a game? Well, when you 
factor in that he also leads the league in walks by 
25% and owns a 3.39 ERA, cracks begin to form. 
Add on that fellow rookie and pitcher Joe Schaefer 
pitches just as well, but with half the walks per 
game, and is hitting .344 to Trenary’s .160, one 
begins to ask if Trenary is even the best rookie on 
his own team. 

Like the Red Sox, the Giants have an interesting 
debate for best rookie on the team.

With three different Giants littered across the 
league leader boards, is it any wonder that they’re 
sitting pretty at 9-7? Rob Pulsonetti currently leads 
the league with a .368 BA, and is second in both 
total hits and slugging percentage. Meanwhile, 
Mike Molfetas doesn’t trail far behind, batting .320 
with fi ve homers and 18 RBI. He also sports a 
shiny 1.22 ERA with 26 strikeouts through his fi rst 
two starts on the carpet. 

But what of Rich “Goo” Guillod? Goo boasts a 
formidable .320 BA with three homers and 13 RBI 

Rookie Ball
by Matt Riegler
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the biggest impact on their team coming into Week 
Nine (8/20 − 8/21)?

Might as well start with the K’ing, Tim Trenary. 

Already with a no-hitter and an ever climbing 
strikeout record under his belt, many would pencil 
Trenary in for the Rookie of the Year right now. 
After all, how does one top a .076 BAA while 

15



at the dish, and also a defl ating .102 BAA with 
three shutouts and a 2:1 K:BB ratio on the rag.

It’s tough to say which is more impressive, a player 
who comes in and leads the league with the bat, 
or the player who merely excels both with the bat, 
and the arm. 

However, I would be remise if I were to say nothing 
of the three rookies on the Yankees.

Anthony Bevilacqua has been everything and more 
for the Yanks. Including being tied for second in 
the league with seven dingers, and fi rst in total hits 
with 26. He also fi rmly ranks within the league’s 
top pitchers, his stats are given more legitimacy 
due to the fact that he’s faced the most batters in 
the league by more than a game’s worth. 

Bevilacqua’s positive infl uences extends off the 
fi eld as well, by mentoring fellow rookie and 
pitcher Matt Riegler. Riegler, who joined the 
Yankees in Week Five, currently leads the team 
with a .326 BA, and has won three of his fi rst four 
outings. Including battles against Blue Jays’ ace 
Pete Montanez, Trenary, no less. 

However, this all may be futile if not for the leading 
efforts of rookie left fi elder Nick Anezoulakis. “Anez” 
leads the team with a .522 on-base percentage, 
and in walks with 30. (Which rank sixth and fi fth, 
respectively in league.) He’s also one RBI shy of 
the team lead shared by Bevilacqua and veteran 
team captain, Joey Di Gioia. 

Lastly, but certainly not least, is Blue Jays’ slugger 
Nick Squitieri. The numbers speak for themselves, 
.310/.473/.634 triple slash while ranking second 
in the league with seven round-trips and fourth in 
RBI with 24. It’s perfectly conceivable that with a 
hot fi nish to the season, he could come home with 
some serious hardware. 

With so much fresh talent in the league this year, 
which one of these impact rookies would you 
choose to CORE-3 with?

Review of Screwball: 
The Ted Whitfield Story (movie)
2 out of 5 stars

When I fi rst saw the 
online previews for this 
movie last summer I 
was elated to see that 
there was actually going 
to be a movie coming 
out about wiffl eball. But 
there was no release 
date announced and 
I soon found myself 
forgetting about the 
movie altogether, until 

I saw that it was available for instant play on 
Netfl ix. So I leaped at the opportunity to fi nally 
see this wiffl eball movie, however, it was not what 
I expected.

Screwball: The Ted Whitfi eld Story is a fake 
documentary, or mockumentary, following the life 
of Ted “The Wiffl er” Whitfi eld and his friend Willie 
“High-Sox” Hamilton. The year is 1994 and Major 
League Baseball has gone on strike which sets the 
stage for professional wiffl eball to have its time in 
the national spotlight. Whitfi eld, who is arguably 
one of the best players in the history of the sport, 
becomes determined to break the record for most 
home runs in a season. He eventually resorts to 
using steroids when he falls behind the pace of 
breaking the record. Fans and players soon take 
notice of the sudden change in his performance 
and all suspicions are confi rmed when Whitfi eld 
tests positive for using performance enhancing 
drugs. 

The movie is fi lled with bad acting, poor writing 
and a confusing cast of characters that are tossed 
together stereotypes; White Trash, Rich Owners 
and Playboy Players. I won’t go into the plot any 
further, for fear of spoiling the storyline too much. 
Rest assured, this movie is pretty terrible. There 

16

Review of Screwball: 
The Ted Whitfield Story (movie)
2 out of 5 stars

When I fi rst saw the 
online previews for this 
movie last summer I 
was elated to see that 
there was actually going 
to be a movie coming 
out about wiffl eball. But 
there was no release 
date announced and 
I soon found myself 
forgetting about the 
movie altogether, until 

I saw that it was available for instant play on 
Netfl ix. So I leaped at the opportunity to fi nally 
see this wiffl eball movie, however, it was not what 
I expected.

Screwball: The Ted Whitfi eld Story is a fake 
documentary, or mockumentary, following the life 
of Ted “The Wiffl er” Whitfi eld and his friend Willie 
“High-Sox” Hamilton. The year is 1994 and Major 

The Ted Whitfield Story (movie)

When I fi rst saw the 
online previews for this 
movie last summer I 
was elated to see that 
there was actually going 
to be a movie coming 
out about wiffl eball. But 
there was no release 
date announced and 
I soon found myself 
forgetting about the 
movie altogether, until 

I saw that it was available for instant play on 
Netfl ix. So I leaped at the opportunity to fi nally 
see this wiffl eball movie, however, it was not what 

Screwball: The Ted Whitfi eld Story is a fake 
documentary, or mockumentary, following the life 
of Ted “The Wiffl er” Whitfi eld and his friend Willie 
“High-Sox” Hamilton. The year is 1994 and Major “High-Sox” Hamilton. The year is 1994 and Major 
League Baseball has gone on strike which sets the 
stage for professional wiffl eball to have its time in 
the national spotlight. Whitfi eld, who is arguably 
one of the best players in the history of the sport, 
becomes determined to break the record for most 
home runs in a season. He eventually resorts to 
using steroids when he falls behind the pace of 
breaking the record. Fans and players soon take 
notice of the sudden change in his performance 
and all suspicions are confi rmed when Whitfi eld 
tests positive for using performance enhancing 
drugs. 

The movie is fi lled with bad acting, poor writing 
and a confusing cast of characters that are tossed 
together stereotypes; White Trash, Rich Owners 
and Playboy Players. I won’t go into the plot any 
further, for fear of spoiling the storyline too much. 
Rest assured, this movie is pretty terrible. There Rest assured, this movie is pretty terrible. There 

“High-Sox” Hamilton. The year is 1994 and Major 
League Baseball has gone on strike which sets the 
stage for professional wiffl eball to have its time in 
the national spotlight. Whitfi eld, who is arguably 
one of the best players in the history of the sport, 
becomes determined to break the record for most 
home runs in a season. He eventually resorts to 
using steroids when he falls behind the pace of 
breaking the record. Fans and players soon take 
notice of the sudden change in his performance 
and all suspicions are confi rmed when Whitfi eld 
tests positive for using performance enhancing 

The movie is fi lled with bad acting, poor writing 
and a confusing cast of characters that are tossed 
together stereotypes; White Trash, Rich Owners 
and Playboy Players. I won’t go into the plot any 
further, for fear of spoiling the storyline too much. 
Rest assured, this movie is pretty terrible. There Rest assured, this movie is pretty terrible. There 



simply could not have been a more cliché basis 
for a plot in a wiffl eball movie, as the rise and fall 
of an athlete thing has been done and re-done. 
I feel the creators of this movie really had an 
opportunity to make a decent fi lm, but for reasons 
unknown decided it would be best to make the 
worst one possible. It’s supposed to be a comedy, 
but there are only a few cheap laughs in the whole 
90 minutes. Even to call it a “movie” doesn’t feel 
right, as it was more like an extended Youtube 
video. 

Wiffl eball is often compared to baseball, but in 
the realm of movies - baseball crushes wiffl eball. 
Baseball has movies like The Natural, The Sandlot, 
Field of Dreams, & Bad News Bears; Wiffl eball is 
stuck with this bastardization of a fi lm. It is very 
likely that this movie killed any potential for a 
wiffl e genre to emerge. How could a producer or 
director take the subject seriously after seeing a 
fi lm like this? I’ve been playing wiffl eball since I 
could swing a bat and it was diffi cult for me to 
even sit through the whole thing. I can’t imagine 
how boring it would be for someone who has no 
experience or interest in the sport.

9 Reasons You Should NEVER 
Play Wiffleball At The Beach
by Gary Belcher

So you fi nally found a parking spot on a residential 
street that won’t tow you for parking there. After 
struggling to parallel park for nearly half an hour 
you go to your trunk and grab the cooler, a beach 
towel, and...a wiffl eball and a bat? After waddling 
through the interminably fi ery sand dunes for a spot 
to lay down your towel, eat and drink the contents 
of the cooler, your friends fi nally arrive and they’re 
ready to get a wiffl eball game going. But before 
you set up bases and home run boundaries, allow 
me to forewarn you of all the obstacles that will 
most likely plague your game:

1. It’s natural for the coast to be windy, and that 

means about 90% of the hits will end up being foul 
and pitching control is non-existent.

2. If you like running bases, well, you’ll quickly 
learn why there’s the maxim, “running in sand.” 
On the bright side, you’ll get in your cardio and 
legwork for the day.

3. Depending on when you are playing, the sand is 
going to be scorching and, unfortunately, the best 
way to move on sand is with bare feet. 

4. The rising tide can completely submerge your 
playing area under water with little to no notice. 

5. A seagull could steal the ball. I’ve seen people 
feed them bologna in mid-air before (and NO, it 
wasn’t me) so a seagull nabbing a fl y ball isn’t out 
of the question. Just like that you’ll have a new 
game to play, Catch The Flying Sea Rat.

6. If fl ying sea rats weren’t enough, side-walking 
pinchers (crabs) are a constant threat to future toe 
usage while you bat. 

7. Drinking while playing can make the game more 
fun, but it also inhibits your ability to notice that 
every inch of your exposed skin is slowly frying, 
leaving you with a wicked burn. 

8. A dead jelly fi sh that’s washed ashore really isn’t 
the best thing to use for second base. However, it 
does make for good sucker-bet fodder.

9. Some hairy guy with gigantic man-tits could lay 
down a blanket and sunbathe right in the middle 
of your game. 

So the next time you fi nd yourself reaching for 
that yellow bat and unmistakable plastic ball while 
packing for the beach - consider yourself warned.
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First Annual One and Done Tournament

September 3, 2011

Bedford, MI

Wiffl e-Up 3-on-3 World Tour

September 10, 2011 

Manchester, NH

6th Annual Jarred Williams Foundation 
Tournament

September 10-11, 2011

Essex, VT

Little Fenway

‘Fall Classic’ Marion County Wiffl eball 
Tournament

September 17, 2011

Green Camp, OH

Baseball Fields

The Open presented by Golden Stick

September 17-18, 2011

Boston, MA

Beat It Tournament

September 24, 2011

Monroe, MI

2497 Bluebush

Wiffl e-Up 3-on-3 World Tour

WORLD FINALS

September 24-25, 2011

Location To Be Announced

3rd Annual Golden Stick National National 
Championship

October 15-16, 2011

Las Vegas, NV

Ephrata Invitational Wiffl eball Tournament

February 24-25, 2012 

Ephrata, PA

Ephrata Middle School

Tournament Tracker

Be sure to visit 
wiffl ersdigest.blogspot.com 

for the latest updates on 
tournament dates and locations.
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