
THE FUNK ZONE: MAY 2010 
 
By Jeff Polman 
 
Monthly ruminations on my 1977 replay, “Play That Funky Baseball” and other 
Strat-O things 
 
  
Like some of you, Iʼve been doing full season Strat baseball replays for a long 
time. Oh, there have been frequent interruptions—like college, marriage and 
life—but little else baseball-wise, other than Boston winning the ʼ04 Series, has 
given me as much reliable satisfaction as embedding myself in a Strat season of 
yesteryear. (I guess you can call me a true Strat-O-Matic fanatic, because I only 
use cards and dice. The computer game is fine if you want to play a quicker 
season, but for me, itʼs all about the big dice shake.) 
 
Iʼve actually been playing the game since 1964, when I broke open my brotherʼs 
newly-delivered box while he was away at camp, but my first full season replay 
was with the basic 1970 set (Mets over Aʼs for the title). After my Strat-free 
college years, I delved into the super-advanced game in a big way for 1978 
(Rangers over Dodgers), 1979 (Expos over Orioles), 1959 (Yanks over Giants in 
a shocker), 1941 (Red Sox over Dodgers in a bigger shocker), 1934 (Tigers over 
Giants), 1955 (Yankees over Dodgers), 1964 (White Sox over Phillies) and 1965 
(Twins over Reds). 
 
Then I tried something different. With the 2007 set, I took the best eight teams in 
each league, an old-time 154-game schedule, enlisted a host of “absentee 
managers” from the Strat Fan Forum site to provide lefty-righty lineups and 
rotations, then posted the replay results every day on the Forum. Readers 
seemed to like the format and my sarcastic game write-ups, so when 1924 was 
released I branched off with my own replay blog called 1924 and You Are There! 
(http://1924andyouarethere.blogspot.com)  
 
Doing this blog seemed to be a natural progression for me. After a journalism 
career, I had enjoyed a small amount of success with a pair of movie screenplays 
I wrote in the early 90s, so thought it would be fun to fictionalize a replay, and 
report the story daily through the period language of two main characters. The 
trick was constructing the story as it went along, because nearly everything the 
characters did hinged on the schedule and outcomes of the games. Still, aside 
from the lack of a pennant race (Pittsburgh topped Washington in the Series), 
replaying 1924 proved to be a fun, if grueling experience, and I was able to 
incorporate Stratʼs wonderful Negro Leagues set into some of the late summer 
drama. 
 



Hours after I finished my ʼ24 Series, I traveled over fifty years into the future to 
the ugly uniform and puffy hair era of the 1970s. But the challenge with replaying 
and writing about 1977 has been coming up with an equally interesting story. 
Most of the readers lived through the 1970s and are more familiar with the 
players, so the decade doesnʼt have the same literary and historical pull as the 
1920s. This has forced me to concoct a goofier, more inventive scenario 
involving baseball-mad mental patients and time travel (trust me), and a lot more 
plot twists and turns, but at least the pennant races are better so far, and Iʼve 
cranked up the absentee manager format in a big way as a base of operations. 
Sixteen baseball writers and bloggers from around the country, including Joe 
Posnanski (Sports Illustrated), Josh Wilker (Cardboard Gods), Joe Sheehan 
(Baseball Prospectus) and Strat Negro Leagues brainiac Scott Simkus, were 
invited to provide lineups and rotations for the teams, which has given the playing 
of each series an added dimension. 
 
Fortunately, you donʼt have to be an all-consuming replay junkie like me to get 
the most out of an old Strat season. You donʼt even have to share your results. I 
just think the old seasons are too magical and enlightening to not write about 
them, and as I explained to Ron Rollins in an interview for his great England-
based blog Baseball Over Here, my mission has been to help levitate Strat-O-
Maticʼs image out of the same “motherʼs basement” that all board game players 
and stat-minded baseball writers have been unfairly imprisoned in for years.   
 
Rotisserie-style fantasy leagues have somehow escaped this label, maybe 
because money is involved and the format is so easily copied and pervasive, but 
I find that brand of fantasy baseball about as thrilling as following the stock 
market. With Strat you not only get to manage the players and teams but learn a 
ton about how the game was played in each era. As stat guru Bill James once 
wrote in one of his Baseball Abstracts, baseball managers should be required to 
play a few Strat simulations before getting their next job, because as he put it, 
“Iʼve seen major league managers that would finish sixth in a good table league.” 
 
With that in mind, Iʼll be back here around the middle of each month to keep you 
updated on how the world of Play That Funky Baseball is progressing, with some 
exclusive, in-depth dice-throwing analysis I have no room for on my site, along 
with some fun gaming stories. In the meantime, you should know that Rod Carew 
is not only flirting with .400, but .450 through the middle of May, the Yankees 
have had a surprisingly slow start, and the Royals and Pirates are playing like the 
exciting pennant contenders they once were. 
 
And thatʼs just for starters. 
 
 
 



 
THE FUNK ZONE: JUNE 2010 
 
By Jeff Polman 
 
 
Anybody out there played with the ʼ77 Red Sox yet?  Man and woman alive, can 
they ever mash taters.  Of course, if youʼre using the super advanced game, 
youʼll find they donʼt mash as much away from super-friendly Fenway Park, which 
is probably a good thing. 
 
Currently, theyʼre working on a ridiculous home stand as I get deeper into June, 
having just posted consecutive winning scores of 11-10, 14-13, and 25-8, and 
have taken a modest lead on the K.C. Royals.  Weʼre talking zero quality starts 
for the entire Boston rotation, but with Rice, Fisk, Yaz, Scott, Lynn, Carbo, Evans 
and Hobson in the same lineup, it hasnʼt even mattered.  Itʼs all been very 
realistic, though.  I went to nearly a dozen games with those same inflated scores 
that year, when Fenway was just a 20-minute walk from my Back Bay apartment. 
 
Of course, when I was growing up in Western Massachusetts playing Strat-O 
baseball with our neighborhood of dice rollers, no one could have imagined weʼd 
someday have lefty-righty percentages, ballpark weather and clutch ratings to 
think about.  Basic cards with a few basic charts were more than enough, and 
games filled our back porch throughout the summers of ʼ64 and ʼ65, Aaron and 
Mays and Killebrew and Robinson and even Dick Stuart blasting shots and 
Clemente doubling and tripling everyone ragged. 
 
I donʼt think we ever had leagues, settling for a never-ending flood of pickup 
games.  The fun was in the bragging and ribbing and the “Here we go, bases 
loaded, last of the 9th, down by one, Wilhelmʼs gonna blow it, just you watch!”, 
nearly always with the dice roller standing up at that point, his shaking hand 
raised high and sometimes windmilling. 
 
There was my best friend Hooch, who would call every Mays home run a 
“boatch,” as in “he boatched it!”  There was One-League Mark, who would show 
up with the entire card set wrapped in one thick rubber band, and was somehow 
able to bounce the thing up and down while he walked like a giant yo-yo—without 
losing one card.  There was Dave C., famous for hitting wiffle ball homers with 
one hand (the field bordered our Strat Porch) but always using his other one for 
the dice.   There was the day I had to sit out wiffle ball with a sprained ankle, and 
spent the time “broadcasting” a Ray Culp vs. Bob Buhl Strat-O matchup by doing 
the play-by-play into a reel-to-reel tape recorder. 
 



Back then baseball on television was minimal, with spotty Red Sox coverage and 
one weekend national telecast. Newspapers had paltry box scores and the west 
coast results arrived a day later if you were lucky, so if you wanted to learn more 
about your favorite players you were reduced to Topps baseball cards or Strat-O-
Matic.  It was an easy choice for me.  Rolling the dice allowed me a three-
dimensional access into a playerʼs ability that reading the stats on the back of a 
gum-scented card could never match.  
 
Still, my long Strat-O career has not been without its share of goofy and painful 
events: 
 
1976—On the way from Springfield to Boston with my younger brother, played an 
entire game on the front seat with him while I was driving.  Canʼt remember who 
the teams were or who won, with good reason. 
 
1979—While playing a furious late-inning Rangers rally in the sunny attic alcove 
of my Burlington, VT house, a half-dead bee crawled onto my bare toe and stung 
me, because I had to see what Richie Zisk did before shaking the thing off. 
 
1987—Returned to my L.A. apartment from an East Coast trip to discover that 
my giant box of past season Strat cards Iʼd left on top of a floor heating vent had 
ignited and started a small fire.  I lost mostly everything in the box but managed 
to salvage the 1985 Cardinals, Royals and Jays in all their sooty, heat-warped 
glory. 
 
2002—My friend Keith and I played an entire ʼ55 Dodgers-Yankees game on the 
empty seat between us at Dodger Stadium Opening Day, minutes before Barry 
Bonds launched a 2nd inning moon shot high over our heads and into the 
bleachers. 
 
2003—A great NL-only draft league Iʼd been in for over 11 years completely 
collapsed following a rules squabble between our two World Series managers 
(one being the commissioner), forcing me to eventually satisfy my unquenchable 
Strat fix by creating weird fictional online replay blogs. 
 
2005—While playing an unusually agonizing 1911 Aʼs-Indians matchup that 
wasnʼt going my way, I threw my Chief Bender card violently on the table and 
dislocated my right thumb.  Finished the game anyway. 
 
2009—Joined the East Coast Baseball Association (ECBA), a fabulous 
nationwide draft league thatʼs been rolling the dice for over 35 years.  Next 
month, you can read all about their annual Maryland convention right here. 
 
See you on the flip side, folks! 



 
THE FUNK ZONE: JULY 2010 
 
By Jeff Polman 
 
 
Summer has arrived with a big bang in my 1977 replay, as both leagues are 
featuring five-team pennant races, with the Phillies coming on strong in the NL 
since acquiring Bake McBride and his exploding hair from St. Louis. 
 
But Iʼll get more into the nuts, bolts, and dice rolls of that world on my next visit.  
This month, itʼs all about Strat heaven in a sleepy pocket of Maryland. 
 

* * * 
I was the first to arrive at Larry Fryerʼs country home outside of Baltimore last 
month, and my Culver City Skanks were primed and read to take on his mighty 
Sabres.  We played all ten of our face-to-face games before Mark Gratkowski 
arrived the next evening with his Maryland Mayhem and odd dice-rolling tower.  
Next came 68-year-old Al Ringland and his son Warren, having driven up from 
East Texas with their Sickies and Falfurrias Fightinʼ Jerseys, respectively. 
 
After Jim Sebastian and Kevin Fisher flew in from San Diego, their Surf and 
Mavericks in hand, the Beltz Brothers of East Pennsylvania completed the 
gathering, Tom with his Bootleggers and Jim with his Trail Runners.  Larryʼs wife 
Sandy had cooked up her first few spreads, tables were claimed on various 
levels of the house, and the week-long ECBA annual convention was on. 
 
The East Coast Baseball Association may not be the oldest thriving Strat draft 
league in existence, but at 36 years old, itʼs certainly in the running.  The 12-
member group plays a 160-game schedule using the basic side and super 
advanced fielding, and despite its skippers being scattered across the country, 
still manages to complete a vast majority of its games face-to-face with raw dice 
and harmless ribbing, the way the Strat gods intended. 
 
After the Los Angeles-based league I was in for over ten years evaporated in 
2005, I was itching to join another large, but more stable operation.  I learned of 
the ECBA through the Strat classifieds, and after a long friendly call with its 
former commissioner Steve Elia and being put on a waiting list, I knew there had 
to be something special about this crew.  The few home games each manager 
were forced to play by mail were rolled completely on the honor system. 
 
Whatʼs also special, as I quickly discovered in the debut Skanks season last year 
and at my first Maryland convention this year, is that the league has a colorful 
history you could almost write a book about.  Most of the managers are longtime 



friends, and during the leagueʼs three and a half decades have experienced 
marriages, births, deaths, new jobs and retirements.  Through all of that, it has 
continued non-stop with over thirty conventions in the bank. 
 
Larry is actually the lone surviving original member, and it was back in the 
Oakland Aʼs heyday of 1974 that he joined the Greater Continental U.S. Play-by-
Mail League, the brainchild of Dan Hoffman, a 14-year-old ninth grader in Elmira, 
NY.  After the inaugural season, the name was wisely shortened to the ECBA, 
and the dozen young managers from New York, Pennsylvania and Canada were 
off and rolling. 
 
The legends began to pile up.  Phil Niekroʼs perfect game.  Team names like the 
Kasaba Melons and Zenith City Zwiefuls.  The 1974 season of the Ripp Squad, 
who went 35-127 for the worst mark in ECBA history.  The 1980 season in which 
the Outcasts swept the Berks Thunderbolts in all 18 face-to-face games.  The 
1981 minor league draft where the immortal Tim Laudner went #1.  The 
incredible 27-player trade which took three hours to negotiate on Dec. 7, 1981, a 
true date that will live in ECBA infamy. 
 
The first convention was held in Elmira in 1978, with subsequent ones in 
Hamburg and Oley PA, a hotel in New Jersey, Tuscon, AZ and San Diego, 
among other places. And theyʼre not just about eating and dice-throwing.  
Conventions have included softball contests, basketball games, Frisbee baseball, 
and more recently, wiffle ball games and wiffle home run derbies. 
 
The Maryland heat was far too punishing to play much wiffle ball during my four-
day visit, which was fine, because Dr. Dunn had to make some Hoss calls.  
Adam Dunn is the lone Skanks slugger this year, and while I was playing Larry 
on my arrival night he started calling him “Hoss” and suggested I yell “Hooossss” 
every time he went yard.  So on his next blast I belted one out the best I could 
and kind of liked it.   
 
In the fifty games I played at the convention, there were 18 Hoss calls, my 
strained velvety tones echoing through Larryʼs hallowed corridors.  Unfortunately, 
they didnʼt inspire my Skanks, who went 22-28 and basically fell out of playoff 
contention.  But I didnʼt care a fig.  The company was great, each manager with 
his own trademark quirks.  Like Sickie Alʼs collection of weird dice, some with 
alien symbols on them.  Like Mavericks Kevin blowing through his games faster 
than anyone, despite one of his arms being in a sling.  Like hilarious Bootlegger 
Tom breaking for lunch after falling behind 14-0 in the first three innings and 
declaring “The only thing I can do is roll over and bite the pillow.” Like Surf Jimʼs 
insanely good lineup containing Pujols, Mauer, Utley, Bay and Holliday, earning 
him the nickname “Evil Empire” from now until the unforeseeable future.  Like 



yours trulyʼs rotting laminated X-charts, forever dubbed the Dead Sea Fielding 
Scrolls. 
 
But host Larryʼs quirks may be the classiest of all.  Not only is he a baseball 
umpire on the side and avid Strat game collector, his cards meticulously 
catalogued inside plastic sleeves, but his closets are filled with war strategy 
board games of every stripe, many never opened, and he has a room featuring 
nothing but Civil War memorabilia, with old framed photographs reflecting his 
Union Army ancestry hanging everywhere in the house.  As I packed to leave 
days before everyone else, it brought to mind the last scene of Ken Burnsʼ great 
Civil War documentary.  It was footage of a Gettysburg survivor reunion, held on 
the actual battlefield in the 1930s.  Really old Union and Confederate veterans 
with beards halfway down their chest were shaking hands across stone walls and 
patting each other on the back. 
 
If the East Coast Baseball Association keeps going the way it has, it may yet give 
that Gettysburg reunion a run for its money. 
 
 
THE FUNK ZONE: AUGUST 2010 
 
By Jeff Polman 
 
 
Well, Iʼve hit the All-Star break in my 16-team replay, and things couldnʼt be more 
heated.  All my hopes for close pennant races with this set are coming true, as 
the Royals, Red Sox and Yankees are neck-and-neck at the top of the AL, while 
the Dodgers, Reds, Phillies and Pirates are duking it out daily in the NL.  The 
Astros and Cubs are actually the only clubs in the senior circuit that havenʼt 
tasted first place, and the Rangers, Orioles and Cards certainly canʼt be counted 
out yet. 
 
With that in mind, I thought Iʼd provide a halfway-mark rundown of every team. 
You can get the standings and some more detailed team stats from my Web site, 
but here I thought Iʼd rank the clubs by run differential, with each teamʼs record 
and absentee manager also in parentheses.  Enjoy! 
 
 
1. Cincinnati (+93, 48-36, Amanda Cross of Red-Hot Mama) 
A recent blistering streak shot the Reds into first place for a day, as they seized 
the NLʼs power throne by leaps and blasts.  Leading both leagues with 119 
homers, George Foster has 34 at the break to go with his 99 RBIs, while Johnny 
Bench has mashed 32.  Add to that impeccable fielding, speed and a resurgent 
Tom Seaver (12-2, 2.89) and thereʼs reason to be exited in the Queen City. 



 
2. Los Angeles (+86, 48-33, Larry Granillo of Wezen-Ball) 
The Dodgers went into the break with an 11-game win streak, and theyʼve done it 
with masterful starting pitching.  Hooton, Sutton, and John have all been stellar, 
and theyʼve had to be because the offense, after a great start in April, hasnʼt 
done much since.  Steve Garvey is stuck at .251, and many of their games are 
miraculously pulled out with lucky-roll solo shots.  In a close race thereʼs a lot to 
be said for clutch hits, though, and L.A. also leads both leagues with only 37 
errors in 81 games. 
 
3. N.Y. Yankees (+72, 45-37, Joe Sheehan of Sports Illustrated, Baseball 
Prospectus) 
Their run differential surprised me, because the Bombers have yet to put together 
a sustained period of great play.  Despite an abundance of clutch ratings on their 
cards, they seldom roll those spots at the right times.  Rivers (.260) and Nettles 
(.221) have been especially awful with the stick.  Their fielding range and outfield 
arms are also subpar, and if you play Reggie and his –3 arm out there youʼre 
stuck with his e18 rating.   Figueroa, Guidry and Gullett have been strong at 
times, but Hunter and Torrez are total crapshoots, and they have four or five spot 
starters with cards so bad Iʼm afraid to use them.  Itʼs a wonder this team ever 
won over 100 games, but here they are, somehow in the thick of the race.  
Mystique?  Aura? 
 
4. Pittsburgh (+69, 48-37, Pat Lackey of Where Have You Gone, Andy Van 
Slyke?) 
Ferocious attackers and lords of the comeback win, the battling Bucs have been 
close to the top since the season began.  They have two major Achilles heels: 
Stargell and Rennie Stennett, who play brilliantly when theyʼre not injured, which 
isnʼt too often.  Dave Parker (.376) is an everyday lineup force, though, and John 
Candelaria (13-4, 1.96) has been the best starter in either league. They also 
have Kent Tekulve (1.29 ERA and Goose Gossage (6-0, 10 saves) at the back 
end to nail down the wins.  If they can stay healthy, they can pull this out. 
 
5. Boston (+60, 47-34, Josh Wilker of Cardboard Gods)  
I thought these guys would be rated higher, but their wobbly pitching staff brings 
them down a notch or two.  “Ace” Luis Tiant has a 6.77 ERA and has given up a 
whopping 25 homers in 108 innings.  Reggie Cleveland is at 4.94 with 148 hits in 
109 innings.  Bill Campbell is their only reliable reliever.  But man oh man oh 
woman can these boys hit. Yaz (.337, 21 HR, 68 RBI, .982 OPS) is certainly the 
first half MVP.  117 team homers so far, scattered up and down the lineup, and 
away from very friendly Fenway theyʼre even tougher, with a 24-15 road record. 
They also donʼt walk anyone or make errors, so you have to figure theyʼll be in 
the race for a while. 
 



6. Kansas City (+49, 49-35, Rany Jazayerli of Rany on the Royals) 
The AL front-runner at the break, but theyʼre hindered by a very thin pen which 
has hurt them in this doubleheader season and could spell trouble in September.  
On the plus side, they have the fabulous Dennis Leonard (12-4, 1.91), one of the 
great underrated players in Al Cowens, and RBI machines Brett and McRae.  
When they play in a good power park like Boston they can be murderous. 
 
7. Texas (+42, 44-39, Ted Leavengood, author and writer for Seamheads) 
An inconsistent bunch, but a super 4-man rotation of Blyeven, Ellis, Perry and 
Alexander should keep them involved for the duration.  Harrah and Hargrove are 
also on-base monsters, but the weak bottom of their lineup and lack of clutch 
hitting often does them in. 
 
8. St. Louis (+38, 42-39, Mike Metzger of Stan Musialʼs Stance) 
They exploded in June, winning 12 in a row and going straight to the top for a day 
or two—but have recently reverted to form.  The Cards have great speed and hit 
scads of doubles and triples (Templeton with 16 already!) but seldom homer, and 
after Forsch and Rasmussen their staff takes a quick downturn.  Wouldnʼt want to 
run into these guys in a late September alley, though. 
 
9. Philadelphia (+5, 48-36, Daniel Rubin, Philadelphia Inquirer) 
The only reason this team isnʼt higher on the list is due to their awful April, and 
the fact that Larry Christenson (3-8, 7.97) and Randy Lerch (1-6, 8.35) are on 
their pitching staff.  Carlton (11-5, 2.77) and Jim Lonborg (10-3, 3.85) just canʼt 
start every game.  Mike Schmidt has finally started hitting, Luzinski has all year, 
and with Bake McBride joining them in mid –June the Philly bench is suddenly 
extremely deep, which no doubt explains their 28 comeback victories. 
 
10. Minnesota (–11, 34-47, Howard Sinker, Minneapolis Star-Tribune) 
Rod Carewʼs 46-game hitting streak was the highlight of the season so far, but 
little else has gone right in the great Twin north.  Putrid pitching has offset a lethal 
(but power-deprived) hitting attack, and they just canʼt catch a break at Met 
Stadium, where theyʼre a paltry 11-27. With Carew and his ridiculous .420 
average and 1.054 OPS at the top of the lineup they can spoil any contenderʼs 
party, but I donʼt foresee them staging their own. 
 
11. Houston (–12, 38-45, James Yasko of Astros County) 
Happy in the Dome are the Astros, to the tune of 25-17, but when they hit the 
road they play like wayward children (13-28).  Still, J. R. Richard has often been 
great, and Bob Watson (.295, 19 HR, 65 RBIs) is an MVP candidate.  The 
problem for Houston is obviously the power of most of their opposition, a quality 
they decidedly lack. 
 
 



 
12. Baltimore (–17, 41-40, The Eutaw Street Hooligans) 
This team has been largely overachieving, winning games on spunk and clutch 
pitching, and after a recent hot streak against Boston and New York, itʼs begun to 
catch up with them.  Six straight losses into the break have knocked them out of 
the race for the time being, and theyʼve scored less runs than anyone. 
 
13. White Sox (–47, 36-45, Keith Scherer, contributor to Baseball Prospectus, 
The Hardball Times) 
Two words: wretched defense.  On a given day they have enough pop to hit with 
anyone, but their walk-happy pitchers donʼt stand a chance when their corner 
outfielders and keystone combo all have 4-ranges in the field.  Way too many hits 
get through or drop in, and after a nice opening week the South Siders have been 
spinning their wheels ever since.  You just canʼt expect to win anything with Alan 
Bannisterʼs 4e48 at shortstop. 
 
14. Montreal (–72, 33-49, Jonah Keri, author, stat wizard of Bloomberg Sports) 
Gary Carter (.310, 24 HR, 58 RBIs) and Ellis Valentine (.300, 15 HR, 56 RBIs) 
eat lefties for breakfast, so obviously the Expos arenʼt seeing enough of them.  
Weak pitching outside of Steve Rogers and closer Joe Kerrigan hasnʼt helped 
their cause, and they also own the yearʼs weirdest stat, having been hit by just 
six pitches the entire first half.  Keep them away from those southpaws and they 
usually curl up and go to sleep. 
 
15. Cleveland (–102, 31-50, Joe Posnanski, Sports Illustrated) 
Theyʼre just 13-27 at home and have grounded into 131 double plays, but Andre 
Thornton has been monstrous (.937 OPS) and Dennis Eckersley threw no-hit ball 
for nine innings one night before losing to the Royals in the 10th.  In other words, 
theyʼre capable of giving anyone a hard time—especially the Yanks, who theyʼre 
6-7 against.  In shocking news, Duane Kuiper has yet to hit a home run. 
 
16. Cubs (–202, 26-56, Scott Simkus, creator of Stratʼs Negro Leagues set) 
Poor Cubbies.  Poor Scottie.  I have to say the manager has been a real good 
sport, which is about all you can be when your team canʼt win a home game (10-
31), and your 3-5 starters are a combined 6-30.  The Cubs play in the Coors 
Field of 1977, yet outside of Bobby Murcer and occasionally Greg Gross, donʼt hit 
homers themselves.  They can sure serve them up, though, and are on a pace 
for allowing 212 enemy dingers by seasonʼs end.  At least itʼs a nice ballpark. 
 
See you in another month, folks, with something entirely different. 
 
 
 
 



 
THE FUNK ZONE: SEPTEMBER 2010 
 
By Jeff Polman 
 
 
 When you replay as many old Strat baseball seasons using dice and cards as I 
have (ʼ77 is my 11th), you begin to develop a special relationship with the Gods of 
Fate and Luck.  Or at least you think you do. Rolling between four and six games 
a night, more on weekends, subtle patterns emerge, and unwritten rules of 
chance form in your head. They are certainly not the same for everybody, but in 
my forty-plus years of Strat-O experience, the following are my  
 
TOP TEN DICE-AND-CARD GIVENS  
 

1. Just Say No. If youʼre in the middle of an incredible rally or comeback, or 
if a pitcher is close to throwing a no-hitter, and either the phone rings or a 
family member desires your attention, IGNORE them.  Dice mojo is a 
fragile thing, like a waitress carrying five hot dinners, and one ill-timed 
interruption can shatter your game to pieces. 

2. Take a Break. Strat dice luck seems to come in waves, often in daily 
cycles.  If teams youʼre privately pulling for are getting all the bad-luck 
rolls, sometimes itʼs good to suspend play and finish the game the next 
morning. Obviously, this can only work if youʼre playing solo. 

3. #2 Doesnʼt Always Work.  Iʼve taken two-to-three week vacations from 
the Strat table, thinking a certain team or player will have fresh, positive or 
negative karma when I pick up the dice again, only to discover nothing has 
changed, like everythingʼs been frozen inside a bummer force field. Of 
course, with me currently rolling for 16 absentee managers, Iʼm not 
supposed to be pulling for anybody, but any Strat veteran knows thatʼs 
impossible. Similar to characters in a novel, when you replay a season you 
begin to root for different teams whether you like it or not. 

4. Divorce Yourself From Reality. Strat does a masterful job of 
approximating player statistics, but sometimes, as the saying goes, 
shenanigans happen. In a face-to-face draft league I was in out here, a 
manager and huge St. Louis fan had Albert Pujols on her team when his 
hit columns were 1 and 3—and seemingly rolled nothing but his 2 column 
for two years running. In another draft league using 1975 cards, a 
manager had Cy Young winner Jim Palmer on his team—and he just 
couldnʼt win a game.  Iʼve played with managers who fill every spare inch 
of their hitter cards with detailed on-base and home run percentages vs. 
righties and lefties, and have absolute fits when the results donʼt match.  
As much as we want it to be otherwise, in Strat baseball and in life, you 
just never know. 



5. The Cards Will Drive You Insane If You Let Them. Although Iʼm 
currently playing in a draft league that uses the basic sides of the cards 
(with super-advanced fielding), I much prefer the super-advanced game 
for the varied rolling chances (ballpark homer shots in the 2 and 12 spots 
are supreme.) That said, either side of the card has the power to put you 
in the loony bin. Ever notice how double play rolls are often inserted 
between five or six hit spots?  Or how a lone walk in the middle of a “death 
column” always seems to ignite a big rally?  Or how the nuclear 1-column 
of Barry Bondsʼ 73-homer card for some reason had a strikeout chance 
peeking out of his forest of home runs like a Cheshire cat smile? These 
are not accidents, but the workings of devious, card-crafting masterminds, 
and itʼs best to appreciate them for what they are, and not let their mad 
chance-creations get to you. 

6. Style Counts. Everyone has their own way of tossing the dice, from the 
rapid-shake, quick-drop classic, to the standing up with tying run on third, 
hands over your head martini mixer and Walter Ray Williams fire down the 
tabletop lane. A few years back I played in a four-team league using the 
first advanced Hall of Fame set, and the gatheringʼs rigid rolling rules had 
me on the verge of screaming. Not only was it mandatory to roll from a 
dice cup, but you had to announce the result to your opponent a particular 
way. On top of that, the managers chose their lefty-righty lineups for the 
entire season on Opening Day, and thought I was nuts for wanting to 
assemble a different order for each game, depending on little things like 
the park I was playing in and the pitcher I was facing. These were great 
guys who had been playing together this way for years, so I was in no 
place to tell them what to do, but I couldnʼt escape from Dice Cup 
Penitentiary fast enough. 

7. Lineups Rock. A natural follow-up to #6. For me, nothing is more 
enjoyable in Strat than putting a game lineup together, and if youʼve 
learned anything from the recent shifting away from batting average to on-
base percentage and OPS, itʼs where you can put your knowledge of new 
statistics to rapid use. Itʼs why Mike Hargrove makes a great leadoff hitter, 
and why Jimmy Rollins or Juan Pierre, despite their speed, are better off 
bringing up the rear. 

8. Armchair Managing Becomes Your Thing. When you play a lot of 
super-advanced Strat with the current players, youʼll find yourself second-
guessing big league managers day and night. “Cʼmon Dusty,” you yell at 
the TV, “Laynce Nix doesnʼt hit lefties to save his life!” Or “That guy is a C 
bunter! What are you doing?” And you know what?  Most of the time youʼll 
be right. 

9. Memorizing the X-Chart is Hard Work. Believe me, Iʼve tried.  Iʼve 
played so much solo Strat that my friends started calling me Rain Man 
whenever I blurted out x-results.  But the Catcherʼs Card?  And that 
bizarre minefield of pitcher errors?  And the rare play gumbo?  Even if you 



think you know the entire chart, just try not double-checking a result with 
the bases loaded and two outs in the last of the 9th.  Just try. 

10. Full Seasons are the Bomb. I realize people have lives, and that 
spending close to a year replaying a full baseball season from start to 
finish with dice and cards can be a daunting endeavor. But nothing gives 
me the true sense of the highs and lows and slow climbs and sudden free-
falls of a teamʼs fortune than a 154- or 162-game schedule.  If anything, it 
has taught me the values of perseverance and patience.  Itʼs how I roll. 

 
 
 
THE FUNK ZONE: OCTOBER 2010 
 
By Jeff Polman 
 
Iʼm not going to lie to you; I'm a hopeless Red Sox fan.  The entire top of my 
bookshelf is lined with volumes about the Olde Towne Team.  One of my prized 
possessions is a baseball that Carl Yastrzemski fouled back off my knee during 
batting practice in 1978.  I will never name my children Bucky or Mookie.  That 
sort of thing. 
 
But when it comes to the world of Strat-playing, 99 percent of the time I find 
myself pulling for the Yankees.  Why is that?  It seems to have something to do 
with badly wanting the game to reflect reality, and in reality, the Yankees are 
usually good.  When my 1941 season replay ended, the DiMaggio Yanks found 
themselves a shocking five games behind the Williams Red Sox, with at least half 
of the New York pitching cards crumpled and ripped, then re-assembled so they 
could finish out the year.  I was livid. 
 
In my current 1977 online replay, this predicament is confounding me like never 
before.  I do have 16 absentee managers speaking for the teams, but I'm the one 
doing the rolling and making most of the “field” decisions, and with my Boston-
friendly reputation hardly a secret, the last thing I want is to be accused of 
shenanigans if Boston takes the pennant (they currently have a small lead at the 
beginning of August).  Trust me, please, when I say that even with all their 
ferocious home run power, and despite a far-below average rotation, Boston has 
been getting lucky and timely dice rolls from Opening Day, with the Yanks largely 
getting the opposite. 
 
I'm talking Fred Lynn and his .260 card batting up around .300.  Bernie Carbo 
with 27 homers, Denny Doyle with clutch triples, Yaz with a frightening OPS and 
Fergie Jenkins 13-3.  And then I'm talking Graig Nettles around .220 with a flood 
of inexplicable errors, Reggie Jackson failing in the clutch, Mickey Rivers unable 
to throw out his grandmother, horrible X-chart outfield range day in and day out, 



and Sparky Lyle with a 3-8 record and numerous blown saves. 
 
I realize the Yanks only won the AL East that year by a couple of games, but they 
haven't come close to being the nails-eating squad they should be, as reflected in 
the numerous clutch hitting spots on their cards.  Thankfully they ARE in the race 
with less than two months left, so things could change.  But this traitorous 
Yankee Strat fan is uneasy. 
 
And as Boston opens another big 3-game set in the Bronx, with the very 
fortunate Luis Tiant going against the extremely jinxed Mike Torrez, I thought I'd 
provide the annotated play-by-play so you know Iʼm not making this up.  I also 
have a 15-year-old witness standing behind me... 
 
TOP OF 1ST: Carbo walks, Fisk whiffs, Yaz misses 1-10 ballpark, Rice flies out. 
 
BOTTOM OF 1st: Alston and Zeber fly out on identical 5-8 rolls, one inch away 
from a HR/double split, Munson grounds out, smack between three single rolls. 
 
TOP OF 2nd: Evans walks, Lynn whiffs, Hobson singles Evans to third, Burleson 
grounds out with infield up, Doyle (!) singles on a 3-6 roll, scoring Evans, then 
Hobson on Riversʼ chicken arm, Carbo whiffs. 
 
BOTTOM OF 2nd: Jackson singles, Rivers lines out, Nettles doubles off Tiantʼs 
card, but Reggie holds up at third due to Lynnʼs arm.  With infield back, 
Chambliss whiffs on 3-7, smack between three gbA rolls that would have plated a 
run, White flies out. 
 
THIRD INNING: No scoring, nothing strange to report. 
 
TOP OF 4th: Lynn singles with one out, Hobson hits into DP. 
 
BOTTOM OF 4th: Jackson whiffs, Rivers gets the one piece of Yankee luck the 
entire game, a single and error on Doyle, Nettles grounds Rivers over to third, 
Chambliss singles to make it 2-1, White whiffs, 6-10 on Tiantʼs card, smack 
between two hit rolls. 
 
FIFTH INNING: No scoring, nothing strange to report. 
 
TOP OF 6th: Fisk grounds out, Yaz HOMERS, nice and clean on Torrezʼs 6-9, 
Rice whiffs, Evans HOMERS on a 1-ROLL!! (confirmed by 15-year-old witness, 
9:12 p.m. PDT).  Itʼs the 6-9 HR/flyout split on Torrezʼs card, so Evans also rolled 
the 1-11 rob try with Roy White.  Lynn flies out.  4-1 Boston now. 
 
BOTTOM OF 6th: Munson singles, Jackson, Rivers and Nettles all roll outs on 



Tiantʼs very hittable card. 
 
TOP OF 7th: Hobson singles on a 1-6 roll, but heʼs left at second after a two-out 
Carbo walk. 
 
BOTTOM OF 7th: Zilch.  Through seven innings, Nettlesʼ double is still the only hit 
rolled on Tiantʼs card. 
 
TOP OF 8th: Yaz reaches on Zeber error, Rice singles him to third with a 1-6 roll, 
the only hit in the entire column amidst a forest of DPs, Evans grounds out to 
make second and third, Lyle relieves and gets Lynn and Hobson. 
 
BOTTOM OF 8th: Alston rolls a 1-10 ballpark HOMER, Zeber misses the same 1-
10 ballpark HR and flies out, Munson singles, Jackson does his usual thing, 
grounding into a Burleson X-chart DP. 
 
TOP OF 9th: Burleson rolls a 6-2 single off Lyle, the only hit in the entire column. 
Doyle bunts him over, Carbo whiffs, Fisk singles, 4-6 in Lyleʼs hit neighborhood, 
to make it 5-2, Yaz whiffs. 
 
BOTTOM OF 9th: Rivers reaches on another Doyle error, Nettles singles him to 
second. No reason to bring in the pen, Tiant is actually Cuban-Irish. Chambliss 
rolls a 5-8 flyout, the same next-to-a-HR split chance four other Yankees have 
rolled in the game, White grounds into another Burleson X-chart DP to end it. 
 
The Sox now have an 8-4 series lead, and the Yanks are four and a half back. 
This is your standard matchup between these two: clutch Boston rolls whenever 
they need them, Tiant walking nobody, inept Yankee fielding and hitting, even 
with ringers Alston and Zeber at the top of the lineup (I give up some glove when 
they start, but Randolph and Piniella have been useless against righties).  By my 
count, Boston had five good pieces of dice luck and one “bad” one (Yazʼs early 1-
10 HR miss); New York had one good piece of luck and four bad ones. 
 
Of course, the rest of this season could play out very differently.  The Yanks 
could start rolling the clutch spots theyʼve been wildly missing all year, though itʼs 
also possible Iʼve used up their good karma.  My 1959 replay ended with New 
York surprising Chicago and Cleveland to take the AL pennant, then beating the 
juggernaut Giants in the World Series. And you might find this hard to believe, but 
Boston has never won one of my replays.  The closest they got was with ʼ78 
when they beat out New York by one game, then got trounced by Texas in the 
ALCS, and in my Best of ʼ07 league, when they roared back to take the AL, then 
got swept by Atlanta in the Series. Maybe if Iʼm lucky, the Royals can run away 
with this darn thing and put me out of my misery. 
 



THE FUNK ZONE: NOVEMBER 2010 
 
By Jeff Polman 
 
 
Well, what I thought might happen thankfully has.  Heading into the final week in 
August, I have two crazy five-team races happening, with absolutely no idea who 
will win either one.  The Phillies and Red Sox have seriously swooned, the 
Pirates and Royals have moved back into the lead, but neither of those teams 
has resembled a juggernaut yet.  Even the Texas Rangers, with their tough 
Blyleven-Ellis-Perry-Alexander rotation, spent 24 hours in first place before 
getting roughed up by Cleveland.  George Foster finally smacked homer no. 50 
for the Reds last night after a long dry spell, while Rod Carew has re-upped his 
average to .391 and stayed within striking distance of .400. 
 
But that isnʼt what Iʼm here to talk about today.  
 
Many of you who are dice-and-cards players have probably launched full 
seasons of your own, only to shelve the project in June, let alone August.  
Sometimes you lose interest, or unlike a freak like me, have more of an actual life 
and just canʼt make the time for all those games.   
 
Well, Dr. Funk is here to help alleviate that dilemma.  It isnʼt a full season, but you 
can get a great flavor of any baseball year by playing a tournament with the best 
sixteen teams that usually takes no longer than two months.  The clubs are 
seeded in 1-8 bracket style in each league by winning percentage (or in case of a 
tie, run differential. Every series is a best-of-seven. What you often get is 
tremendously gripping fun, because every game of the tournament is critical.  Iʼve 
been doing one of these every year since the 1992 cards came out, and I can 
swear by them. 
 
For instance, hereʼs my 2009 tournament matchups, currently in the first round: 
 
8 Rays at 1 Yankees 
7 Mariners at 2 Angels 
6 Tigers at 3 Red Sox 
5 Twins at 4 Rangers 
 
8 Cubs at 1 Dodgers 
7 Braves at 2 Phillies 
6 Marlins at 3 Rockies 
5 Giants at 4 Cards 
 



I allow each team to have an ace “asterisk” pitcher go in games 1,4, and 7, do 
not use injuries and have no limits on at bats, but do follow strict reliever use. 
 
The good news is that only once in 16 years has the team with the best record 
gone all the way (1998 Yankees), making it a fabulous format for inviting your 
friends to take the other teams.  Despite the final records for that year, everyone 
has a chance.   
 
Iʼve had an incredible array of upsets doing this, with #8 seeds like the Cubs 
beating Texas in the ʼ92 World Series, and the ʼ04 Indians pulling the same trick 
against the Dodgers that year.  
 
Itʼs also a great format to play if you have a Strat draft coming up in a month or 
so after getting the new cards, because itʼs a great chance to showcase a lot of 
the best players. 
 
While most people seem to like what expansion did to baseball, Iʼm kind of an old 
school believer in de-expansion, because from 1901 to 1960, the sport was just 
fine with eight teams in a league playing each other 22 times a year.  Itʼs one of 
the main reasons I like to replay old seasons, and why doing a “Best of” 
tournament works so well. 
 
Obviously the tournament can be done with any old 16-team season, but it could 
be very aggravating if the horrible 1954 Athletics upset the 1954 Indians in the 
first round.  And believe me, anything can happen in a short series.  But when 
youʼre dealing with the more current card sets, this project can be simply superb. 
 
Iʼll be back close to the Christmas break next month with my down-to-the-wire 
1977 news. 
THE FUNK ZONE: DECEMBER 2010 
 
By Jeff Polman 
 
STOCKING STUFFERS, '77 
 
This holiday season, how about we recruit Santa to help the needy of my 1977 
replay?  Listed in order of what I think is their championship potential, here is 
what each still-contending team needs to make their holiday a happy one. 
 
1. PIRATES: Unlimited Health.  These guys would have a 10-game lead by now 
instead of their small margin over the Phillies if Stargell and Stennett didn't get 
injured every other week.  Despite that, they've come up with more clutch hits 
than anyone, from Dave Parker to Phil Garner, all the way down to Duffy Dyer 
and Ken Macha. 



 
2. RANGERS: Metal Bats. With a pitching rotation of Blyleven-Ellis-Perry-
Alexander, Texas has steadily climbed to the top of the AL race, but there are 
many days when they can't roll big hits to save their lives.  A halfway decent 
bench topped by a Pujols-like Kurt Bevacqua "ringer" card has helped them in 
late innings, but a little more oomph wouldn't hurt. 
 
3. PHILLIES: A Bigger Ballpark.  Ace Steve Carlton has thrown 40 gopher balls, 
the vast majority at the Vet, and Larry Christenson has been almost as generous.  
It's the main reason why I doubt this team can go the distance, despite the best 
bench in the set , better-than-average fielding, and Bull Luzinski. 
 
4. ROYALS: A Deeper Staff.  K.C.'s card roster came up woefully short in the 
pitching department, with only three relievers usually available for each game, 
and with Paul Splittorff getting trashed nearly every start lately, it's hard to keep 
giving away early leads when your offense doesn't have the power of other teams 
to fight back with.  Still, I think their battle with Texas will go down to their final 
series, on the last weekend of the season. 
 
5. DODGERS: Fear of Bodily Harm.  I should probably rate this team higher, but 
their recent spate of inexplicable, backbreaking losses to sub-.500 teams gave 
me cold feet.  Inconsistent hitting, erratic pitching, an unreliable Charlie Hough to 
close games and a generally useless Steve Garvey providing a walkless, DP-
riddled black hole in the lineup has kept this club from getting hot at the precise 
time they need to. 
 
6. REDS: A Tom Seaver Buddy. For about a month of the season, they were 
scary good, pummeling every team brave enough to face them.  Then George 
Foster slowed WAY down, their lineup went with him, and beyond Seaver and 
Fred Norman, their hit-happy pitchers stopped holding leads.  Hard to give up on 
a starting eight with fielding and hitting this good, so we'll see. 
 
7. YANKEES: New Team Witch Doctor/Exorcist/Psychic Healer. I've done more 
than enough complaining about this bunch, but until they eliminate themselves 
(and trust me, they've mostly been beating themselves all year) it's hard to rule 
them out for a final week charge.  It would just really help a lot if they had an 
outfielder other than Paul Blair who could catch a ball, a pitcher other than Guidry 
who could get clutch outs, or even a whiff of good dice mojo.  They have more 
clutch hit chances in their lineup than any team in the set, and almost NEVER roll 
them. 
 
8. RED SOX: Smokey Joe Wood. They hit like the '27 Yankees, field like the '70 
Orioles, and pitch like the 1899 Cleveland Spiders.  Anything's possible, I guess, 
but when your #1 starter (Tiant) has allowed nearly 300 hits, you got issues. 



 
9. CARDS: Albert Pujols and Bob Gibson. St. Louis will double and triple you to 
death, but outside of Ted Simmons or Roger Freed in a pinch-hit cameo, they 
never beat anyone with homers, and it's been costing them lately.  Can't say 
much for their rotation, either, outside Forsch and Rasmussen, but they've played 
darn well to still be in the running at this point. 
 
10. ORIOLES: The Real Eddie Murray.  I've been ragging on Garvey and 
Schmidt much of the year for their disappointing seasons, but Steady Eddie and 
his miniscule 12 dingers (slated to hit 27!) has been a major vacuum in the Birds' 
lineup. They also have the same pitching card shortage K.C. has, but with 
Palmer, May, Grimsley and Flanagan taking turns being tough, it hasn't been as 
much of an issue.  A recent winning streak against the Red Sox and Yankees 
has them sniffing at the door again. 
 
11. INDIANS, TWINS, WHITE SOX, ASTROS, EXPOS AND CUBS: Golf Tee 
Times. 
 
I'll be back next month with my final Funk Zone, and news of how to follow my 
World Series on Twitter.  Happy New Year! 
 
 
 
THE FUNK ZONE: JANUARY 2011 
 
By Jeff Polman 
 
 
It has come down to this: the Pirates and Royals in the 1977 Funkyball World 
Series.  Both races were great, as 11 out of the 16 teams enjoyed at least one 
day in first place, but in the end, the Pittsburgh and Kansas City squads did the 
heavy lifting when it counted.  With the real-life franchises currently suffering 
through decades of abysmal finishes, itʼs a joy to be playing this small market 
classic. 
 
Hereʼs a breakdown of where everyone finished and why: 
 
National League 
 
PIRATES (89-65) 
An MVP season from Dave Parker (.365, 32 HR, 133 RBI) a Cy Young season 
from John Candelaria (23-8, 2.38, five shutouts), and incredible clutch 
performances from almost everyone in the lineup.  Goose Gossageʼs 10-1 record 
and 22 saves sure didnʼt hurt. 



 
DODGERS (86-68) 
Reggie Smith was a beast (.330, 38, 115) and great pitching and fielding won 
them a handful of games, but this team choked away ten late-inning leads in the 
last month and a half and should have finished higher.  Steve Garvey was a 
major disappointment (.265 but with just 32) and almost never hit in the clutch. 
 
REDS (85-69) 
You would think if your team had Tom Seaver (22-4, 2.92, 207 whiffs), George 
Foster (57 HR, 166 RBI) and Johnny Bench (43 HR, 141 RBI), youʼd be winning 
the pennant with ease.  But homerrific back-end pitching killed Cincinnati, and a 
very weak bench led to a big August slump when a few of their regulars went 
down. 
 
PHILLIES (84-70) 
The Phils recovered nicely from a slow start and led the pack in mid-season for a 
spell, but like the Reds, their shoddy pitching outside of Steve Carlton and Gene 
Garber doomed them.  Mike Schmidt was also underwhelming, hitting in the 
.220s with seven less homers than he was supposed to hit and making scads of 
errors at third. 
 
CARDS (80-74) 
A real fun bunch to play with, getting great performances out of Keith Hernandez 
(57 doubles), Garry Templeton (29 triples!), and Ted Simmons (.352, 27 HR, 121 
RBI) and making life miserable for the Pirates early on and Dodgers in the last 
month. 
 
ASTROS (72-82) 
Houston had a great month of September, but their mediocre play for much of the 
year and lack of power kept them from competing with the bigger boys.  Bob 
Watson, though, was an Astrodome force, with 30 dingers, 120 RBI and leading 
both leagues with 21 game-winning hits. 
 
EXPOS (61-93) 
The lefty-mashing ʻSpos started strong but withered before long, thanks to feeble 
starting pitching outside of Rogers and a paper-thin bench.  On the plus side, 
Andre Dawson (35 HR), Gary Carter (40 HR) and Ellis Valentine (31 HR) 
provided plenty of tater punch. 
 
CUBS (59-95) 
At least they didnʼt lose 100 games.  They beat J. R. Richard on Opening Day, 
and it was all downhill from there.  Rick Reuschel had some nice starts, Bruce 
Sutter had a sick 132/16 K/BB ratio, Bobby Murcer had 29 homers, but absolutely 
nothing else worked.  Their –309 run differential was beyond pathetic. 



 
American League 
 
ROYALS (87-67) 
Outlasted everyone with a smooth balance of speed, fielding, clutch pitching and 
monstrous gap power. George Brett (.330, 21, 103) and Al Cowens (.325, 22, 
103) had similar great stats, Dennis Leonard (20-10, 2.92) won the Cy Young, 
and KC constantly won the games they needed to. 
 
RANGERS (83-71) 
No surprise here; the Texas rotation of Blyleven, Ellis, Perry and Alexander was 
unmatched, and they got great seasons out of Hargrove and Harrah to go with a 
lineup of clutch platooning role players.  They dropped two of three at Royals 
Stadium on the last weekend to lose the pennant, but made things very exciting 
until then. 
 
RED SOX (82-72) 
Much was made of the four ʼ77 Dodgers hitting 30 homers that year, but would 
you believe that FIVE Red Sox pulled that off here?  Yaz (36), Evans (34), Carbo 
(33), Fisk (32) and Rice (30) helped Boston smash 226 for the season.  
Unfortunately, their pitchers gave up 206, along with 1763 hits in 1390 innings, 
mainly due to their nuclear home park. The Sox had a very streaky and strange 
team, leading in defense and fewest walks allowed, and scoring 944 runs without 
stealing one base all year. They led the league for most of the year until their 
hitting cooled in August, then swan dived out of the race like Greg Louganis.  
 
NEW YORK (81-73) 
One of the more frustrating, disappointing alleged champions Iʼve ever rolled for.  
Terrible dice luck had a lot to do with it, but there was more.  Much more. Like 
Ron Guidry being the only reliable starter (who the team usually didnʼt score for). 
Like Randolph, Munson, and Nettles, their only decent fielders, also getting bad 
fielding chart voodoo. Like Sparky Lyle blowing lead after lead after lead and 
ending up with a 3-12 record. Like Jackson, Chambliss, Munson and Nettles 
being blessed with mondo clutch rolls on their cards and never hitting them in 
clutch situations.  A total lack of back-end pitching also contributed, and finally, 
Iʼm amazed about two things: that the Yankees finished over .500 at all, and that 
the real-life version won 100 games.  If anyone else out there has had good 
lunch managing these guys, Iʼd like to hear how. 
 
BALTIMORE (79-75) 
Decent starting pitching kept the Birds in the race till the end, but they just didnʼt 
have enough pop or batting average or on-base percentage (in short, hitting) to 
put them over the top. Jim Palmer won his 20th on the last day but had some 
severe gopher ball meltdowns (39 on the year). Also failing daily was Eddie 



Murray, who enjoyed one three-homer game in September but finished with only 
17 on the season, 11 less than advertised.  Still, Baltimore was gritty and had 
their share of big wins despite undergoing more injury problems than anyone. 
 
WHITE SOX (72-82) 
A 15-7 September pulled Chicago out of the gutter, but the famed “South Side Hit 
Men” were more like the “Kick Men” for most of the year.  A league worst 156 
errors and dreadful range at every position but first, third and catcher cost them 
many games, and made Oscar Gambleʼs MVP-threatening season (.306,  39 
homers, 110 RBI) a basically wasted effort. On the hill, Francisco Barrios enjoyed 
a great September surge to finish 18-13, but Steve Stone suffered the tortures of 
the damned (9-18, 5.97, 318 hits in 229 IP). 
 
INDIANS (69-85) 
Like Chicago, the Tribe had a much better second half and spoiled contending 
parties for many first division clubs. Andre Thornton was the feared rock in their 
lineup, finishing with 37 homers, 109 RBIs and 87 walks. Seeing that they 
actually finished tenth in the AL in winning percentage that year and only made 
my league because wonderful sports columnist Joe Posnanski wanted to 
“manage” them, they did pretty darn well. 
 
TWINS (63-91) 
Not doing darn well at all was Minnesota, who had a worse home record (24-53) 
than anyone, began the year with six straight losses and just never got on track. 
Pitching was certainly the culprit, because the Twins scored 829 runs with 
minimal power. Rod Carew won MVP honors with his .398 average and league 
leading 1.040 OPS and had a 46-game hit streak to begin his year, but this was a 
sad outfit that deserved a better fate. 
 
Naturally, Iʼll be reporting he World Series games on my blog, but if youʼd like to 
follow the “Live Tweetcasts” on Twitter, theyʼll be right here at 10:30 p.m. eastern 
until the Series is over. 
 
With 1977 coming to a close, this column marks the end of “The Funk Zone”.  
Hopefully Iʼll be back sometime on this site with another Strat-inspired 
incarnation, but for now, a big thanks to everyone whoʼs been reading.  
Take care. 
 
 


