
SENIOR SOFTBALL SNIPPETS… MORE YET IN 2018 

Vic Zoldy implored us to have fun playing softball in this league. There is no 

better medicine in life than laughter. If we can’t laugh at ourselves playing 

softball as if we were still kids, then it isn’t fun. Here we go again with some of 

our favorite lighter moments from the league’s history that makes us all laugh as 

we move forward into Calendar Year 2018. 

 

326.  Senior Softball Snippet: Pitchers ain’t expected to hit, anyway…  John Packel of the 

Orange Shirt Team is known for his legendary pitching expertise, but maybe not so much for his 

batting proficiency. One of John’s winter teammates, it seems, pointed out that he had hit into 

quite a few double plays last summer. John responded back that he had also grounded into a 

triple play near the end of the summer season. John just wanted his winter teammates to know 

that, regardless of what they thought, he didn’t always hit into double plays. 

 

327.  Senior Softball Snippet: If you think lemmings follow their leader…  It was the bottom of 

the sixth inning.  The visiting Gold Shirt Team was holding onto a three-run lead behind the 

pitching of none other than Hall-of-Famer Gordy Detweiler. The first Red Shirt batter grounded 

out. The second batter singled to right. The third batter hit a hard grounder to the shortstop, who 

flipped to second for the force out. “That’s three!” exclaimed Gordy. “Let’s get a couple more 

runs,” Gordy added, as he started to trot off the field. Like lemmings headed for the cliff, the 

whole Gold Shirt Team started the trot to the bench following their fearless leader. The Red Shirt 

runner alertly took second base. “Wait a minute!” Red Shirt manager Georgie Schreader yelled, 

walking out toward the mound. “That’s only two outs!” Gordy shot back, “No it’s not. That’s 

three.” Georgie shot back, “How can it be three if we’ve only had three batters and one of them 

is on second base?” The startled Gold Shirt lemmings stopped in their tracks. Well… for the next 

several minutes a “spirited discussion” took place about how many outs there actually were. 

Gordy finally conceded there were only two outs. “All right,” Gordy addressed the lemmings. 

“Let’s get the third out.” The lemmings followed their leader back onto the field. “Runner goes 

back to first,” Gordy motioned.  “Wait a minute!” Georgie yelled again. “The runner stays on 

second. Just because you guys had a mass senior moment doesn’t mean WE did!” Well… for the 



next several minutes another “spirited discussion” took place about whether the runner should 

stay on second or return to first. Justifiably, it was finally agreed that the runner would stay on 

second and the inning resumed. One pitch later the inning was over. Just goes to show that senior 

softballers, just like lemmings, blindly go over cliffs and let their leader do the thinking.  

 

328.  Senior Softball Snippet: The Corcoran Excuse…  The field improvement project at 

School Road Park, right after the end of the summer season, uncovered a surprising revelation. 

Field Operations Director Tommy Lane and a few of the boys from the field maintenance team 

were on hand during the renovation to learn more about field grooming. During the work it was 

discovered that the distance between third base and home plate was actually 66 feet instead of 

the standard 65 feet like all the other bases. The rest of the diamond was perfectly aligned. Now, 

Tommy Lane, understanding that this slightest of measurement was really no concern of the 

senior league, decided that it wasn’t worth the additional expense to the league to dig up third 

base and reposition it. Everybody agreed to leave it as it was. That is, except Tommy Corcoran, 

who claimed, “… that’s obviously the only reason why I was ever thrown out at home plate!” 

 

329.  Senior Softball Snippet: Conservation of Energy… a basic tenet of physics and senior 

softball… We all learned about it back in high school, although most of us have forgotten it by 

now. Anyway… Bryan Wood of the Red Shirt Team was in an awful batting slump. The first 

three at bats resulted in three consecutive third-strike foul balls into the net and ceiling. Bryan 

returned to the bench with that all-familiar indelible smile. “Well,” he said to his teammates. “On 

the bright side, I certainly didn’t tire myself out running the bases today.” 

 

330.  Senior Softball Snippet: Just a little short yet again… Mike Destefano, hard-hitting 

manager of the Orange Shirt Team, whacked yet another long line drive that was caught by an 

outfielder yet again… and making another out… yet again. A frustrated Mike came back to the 

bench shaking his head. “I can’t buy a hit.” One of his teammates said, “Keep that swing, Mike. 

You can’t hit it any better than that.” Mike replied, “I used to get those over the fence. Now all I 

have is warning track power.” 



331.  Senior Softball Snippet: We ain’t as young as we think we used to be… Ray Forlano was 

enjoying his twentieth season as one of the league’s original members. Ray was managing the 

Maroon Shirt Team, which had been playing well until now. The team wasn’t doing so good at 

the moment, as a sequence of errors just took away a comfortable lead after Ray’s pitching had 

held them in check. Ray was heard mumbling as he stomped back to the mound, “You know, it 

looks like next year I’m going to have to draft a younger team.” One of his teammates replied, 

“If you’re talking about yourself, Ray, that shouldn’t be much of a problem at all.” 

 

332.  Senior Softball Snippet: But he can’t hear as good as he once could…Speaking of Ray 

Forlano, he still amazes a lot of guys with his playing prowess. Ray was turning in another fine 

fielding performance for the Maroon Shirt Team, and when he came up to bat, the Purple Shirt 

gang yelled, “Here comes the All Star!” Ray stepped out of the box and yelled back, “Who are 

you calling an ‘Old Star’?” Do we need to say more? 

 

333.  Senior Softball Snippet: Nyuk, Nyuk, Nyuk… ambi-dexteros he ain’t…The Gold Shirt 

Team sent the venerable Gordy Detweiler to the mound once again. Gordy strutted out and 

started the next inning. Four pitches later, the lead-off batter was on first base with a walk. Lucky 

for the Gold Shirts, the league rule allows only one walk per inning. The second batter of the 

inning watched as Gordy missed the strike zone on the next eight consecutive pitches. Third 

baseman Gary Krause finally yelled over to Gordy, “Did’ya ever consider that you might be left-

handed?” The wily Gordy replied, “No, I’m not. Why?” It must have gotten Gordy’s attention. 

He threw the next pitch right down the middle for a strike. Gordy turned to Gary. “See? I told 

you so.” 

 

334.  Senior Softball Snippet:  A new rule proposal for the MCSSL… Among the most of 

notables this winter season so far has been the lack of run production by the league in general. 

There have been a lot of low scoring, one run games. Mark Rosen of the Maroon Shirt Team 

came up with an idea for a new rule proposal. Under the current rules, only one walk per inning 

is allowed. Mark asked, “What happens to that potential walk if it isn’t collected?” Mark 



rationalized, “There’s an easy solution to the run scoring deficiency. Make the un-collected 

walks cumulative. If nobody walks in the first inning, then you’re allowed two walks in the 

second inning. If none again in the second, then three in the third. Etcetera. A team could end up 

accumulating seven walks by the last inning.” Now whether that proposal is going to increase 

run production remains to be seen. But Mark is going to submit it anyway and call it the “Rosen 

Walk-Banking Rule.” Mark hopes to make a name for himself in the annals of winter play.  

 

335.  Senior Softball Snippet: The Hubble Telescope would probably help, too… One of the on-

going problems in the winter league is the scoreboard. Not that it doesn’t work. It’s just that it is 

so hard to see from the field. Many a discussion is overheard regarding what inning it is. The 

other day the Black Shirt Team infielders were observed all squinting to read the scoreboard. 

“It’s the fifth, right?” someone asked. “No. It’s the sixth. Can’t you see that?” came the reply. “It 

looks like a five to me,” came the response. “You need to get your glasses changed,” it was 

recommended. “What I need is binoculars, not new glasses.” What we need is a new scoreboard. 

You know, one with big numbers like those senior cell phones. Wonder if they make scoreboards 

for seniors?  

 

Stick around. These guys have only started. There’ll be more for sure… 


