
1 
 

ANNUAL SOFTBALL ''TOURNAMENT'' 
Solvang Vikings vs. L.A. Vikings 

 
I'm not recalling the year of the annual summer softball game with the Los Angeles 
Vikings. It was always a fun day. Ladies were there to cheer us on and there were 
plenty of iced drinks. 

 
When we were about to begin the game, we realized we were one person short. 
"Hey, Johnson. We need you in left field', I said. 
 
"No way," he said. "I'm in the position I'm going to play in right now." He leaned 
back, puffed a cigar and sipped a cocktail. 
 
We huddled together and decided to heckle (Bill) Johnson and started chanting, 
"We want Johnson! We want Johnson!" 
 
With absolute reluctance he accepted a mitt and went out to left field. He wasn't a 
bad player. On the first ball into the field, he caught it fair and square. Everyone 
cheered. A hero in the making. 
 
When he was up to bat it was clear that he was having trouble with the summer 
shorts he was wearing. They had definitely not been worn for a season or two - or 
a pound or ten. 
 
No matter, he adjusted them as best he could and then it was, "Strike one!" The 
next pitch was a ball. 
 
He hit the ball on the third pitch, a grounder way out into left field. He ran toward 
first base, stumbled and fell, but got up and got on base. 
 
Fans began laughing and chanting, "Johnson! Johnson! Johnson!" 
 
Then we noticed his summer shorts had ripped open with the fall. His red and 
white striped boxers were all that covered his butt. 
 
After the game, he said, "James, it's all your fault! I knew I shouldn't go out there. 
I'll never play another game." 
 
And to my knowledge, he never did. He didn't have to; he had made his mark for 
history to record. 
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