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A clique 
at work? 
 

Make no mistake: 
McGovern, Murray, 
Augustus and Petty 
are the ruling class 

Doers, one and all 
No mission is too tall an order for 

Mike Howell and the ambitious community-

minded members of the Upton Men’s Club. 
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THE COVER STORY 
 

The Four Horsemen 
 

By ROD LEE 

 

T 
hey are The Four Horsemen of “The City of Seven 

Hills,” an entity onto themselves although they would not 

admit to this but the evidence is irrefutable as they ride 

into battle arm-in-arm with their swords held high and 

woe unto those who would challenge the power of the deadly in-

struments they wield. 

  Cliques can be good or bad of course and theirs makes perfect 

sense. A U.S. congressman, a head of the local Chamber of Com-

merce (and former lieutenant governor of the Commonwealth), the 

mayor and the city manager. There is strength in numbers and there 

is clout in alliances forged between persons who possess titles (by 

appointment or by way of the ballot box) that give them the immediate ability to dictate policy and procedure. 

  If John Giangregorio of the Canal District is to be believed Craig Blais makes five. Mr.Blais heads up the Worcester Community 

Development Corp., or WBDC, an organization that is actively engaged in a transformation of Worcester’s long-stagnant down-

town. Whether Sarai Rivera, Kate Toomey, Gary Rosen  and other councilors along with “name” public and private persons are part 

of an even broader coalition that effectively calls the shots on budgeting, taxation,  economic development including TIF projects, 

cops on horses, illegal immigrants, appointments to committees and the rest of the pressing issues of the day? Maybe yes, maybe no. 

  It has been apparent to me for some time that a Michael Gaffney or Konnie Lukes striking an adversarial position on stances taken 

by Ed Augustus and Joe Petty with the assent and support of Tim Murray and Jim McGovern (spoken, or inferred) is of no real con-

sequence; the McGovern-Murray-Augustus-Petty faction does not need the acquiescence of those who nip at their heels to get the 

job done. Nor is Kevin Ksen railing about unfair labor practices by New Jersey-based contractor P&B at 145 Front St. (the Cit-

ySquare project) because of “unsafe conditions and wage and hour violations” or a letter to the editor of the Telegram asserting that 

Worcester needs “a professional city manager” not someone like Mr. Augustus who lacks the necessary qualifications (according to 

the correspondent) going to give them pause. 

  An admittedly uncomplimentary profile of Mr. Gaffney that appeared in the July 12th issue of The Rambler provoked a flurry of 

responses that for all intents and purposes ratified my perception of The Four Horsemen as a clique. Among these were dissenting 

views expressed by both Mr. Giangregorio and by Paul Collyer of the Chandler (St.) Business Association in which they defended 

Mr. Gaffney. Both asked that their “subscriptions” be cancelled (as if any such “paid” arrangement existed in the first place). 

  Mr. Collyer wrote, in an email: 

  “No offense Rod but quoting Steve Quist to make your argument? He is the same cat who says I am everything that’s bad in 

Worcester...and he has the same feelings essentially for anyone who remotely disagrees with his opinion or who he supports...why 

do you not include any of the incredibly distasteful things including derogatory names he daily says about others and publicity 

posts...perhaps instead of the constant finger pointing and continued demonizing some conversation between opposing camps 

[could] begin...this article continues the acrimony that permeates Worcester...I would prefer not to receive this stuff any longer...it 

does no one any good...it’s time to encourage people to work together not continue the war.” 

  From Mr. Giangregorio: 

  “Dear Rod (I love the deferential salutation, John): Please remove me. What passes for civil discourse in this city and the incivility 

as perpetrated by the ruling elite Augustus, Blais, Petty etc. is not suitable reading. Your sources are not reliable nor of interest. 

Your tone and message was intended for a narrow group of readers but not me. The ruling elite unable to defend their positions re-

sort to name calling and race baiting. Until I moved to Worcester I understood the role of the media was in part to hold government 

accountable not suck up to them and become part of the government (WOMAG).” 

  There you have it from two men who are not exactly known as shrinking violets; who in fact have never been reluctant to let stri-

dency infiltrate their own statements, on Facebook and elsewhere. Be that as it may, Mr. Collyer and Mr. Giangregorio are “X’d” 

per their requests (although I am tempted to take the tact the late Bill Buckley did when upon being told by a reader to “cancel my 

subscription” to his conservative magazine National Review he replied “cancel your own goddam subscription!”). 

  Mr. Collyer and Mr. Giangregorio obviously think Mr. Gaffney is a doing commendable work, as does Bobbie Chase who said “I 

do not agree with you about Michael Gaffney...he is ethical, concerned for the taxpayers, a character, etc. I do not always agree with 
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him but Nick and I respect him” (Ms. Chase did not “cancel her subscription;” 

instead she invited me to “a free concert of music by Mozart” at Institute Park. 

“I’m the announcer for the orchestra,” she said). 

  Mr. Gaffney and those of a similar persuasion have one thing right. When Mr. 

Murray, Mr. Augustus and Mr. Petty show up and become a conspicuous lead 

presence as part of the welcoming brigade for a possible relocation of the Paw-

tucket Red Sox to the Canal District, they are three-fourths of a clique. There can 

be no doubt about that. 

  Regardless of what other voices are entering the conversation, on the floor of 

Council meetings, at meetings of the School Committee and so on, they and Mr. 

McGovern have the upper hand—to lift friends and subjugate foes. 

  I am not the only one who feels that way. 

  “Yes the machine is alive and real,” one individual who dared to answer my 

query on the subject said. “And they came make or break someone.” 
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Property taxes in perspective 
 

T 
he neighborhood isn’t what it was when the five of us, a dog and a cat 

moved to Worcester and settled into a ramshackle ninety-year-old house 

at the corner of Cohasset and Farrar streets.  We bought the place from 

John and Cheryl Monopoli who had built a ranch next door. 

  The CVS on Grafton St. is still there as it was in 1985, so too the Grafton Square 

True Value Hardware store on Hamilton St. where I purchased items for the home 

and yard that I needed in a hurry; and the Covenant United Methodist Church, also on Hamilton St. (opposite St. Joseph’s) in 

which we worshipped (Louis G. Bond is now the pastor).  

  Dartmouth St. School which the two youngest children attended is history, converted to apartments. There is a new North High 

on Harrington Way, a replacement for the building our eldest daughter knew (and hated, she was a sophomore when we relocated 

from a small town in upstate New York and felt, understandably, like she didn’t fit in). 

  George Russell’s real-estate office now occupies the brick structure at Billings Square that was home to a branch of the Worces-

ter Public Library. 

  Our son’s best friend Tommy Simulus’s father Walt owned a barber shop at Rice Square and a home on Plantation St. He and his 

wife are now retired and living on the Cape. “They got out,” is the way Tommy puts it.  

  The Grafton Hill neighborhood, now ravaged by crime and so a much less friendly area than it was then, comes to mind with the 

latest salvo on property taxes (Part I of two) in the city issued by AWARE, the coalition for “Accurate Worcester Assessments on 

Real Estate.” The ever-conscientious Joan Crowell of AWARE’s assertion that large Gateway cities like Worcester have some of 

the most challenging property tax rates in the county got me to wondering what 138 Cohasset St. would be worth today and what 

our annual property-tax bill would amount to. The house’s assessed value probably would not be high enough to warrant having 

stayed there, given the current environment; and the tax levy would in all likelihood be untenable (we bought the house for 

$89,000 and sold it three years later for $120,000 at the height of the “Massachusetts Miracle”). 

  Worcester is confronted with a double whammy. Its residential tax rate is 1.92% compared to the state’s average effective tax 

rate of 1.15% (which is slightly below the national average) and Worcester County’s which stands at 1.32%. Yet the poverty level 

in Worcester is 22.40% or nearly double the Massachusetts average of 11.5%. 

  Worcester’s nearly 2% residential tax rate, Ms. Crowell points out, “means that Worcester’s residential property owners are pay-

ing a much higher tax rate than many other communities.” Including Shrewsbury (1.28%), Fall River (1.40%), Leicester (1.55%), 

Grafton and Millbury (both 1.64%). Meanwhile the towns surrounding Worcester all have a poverty level lower than the Massa-

chusetts average of 11.5%. 

  While the City Council’s always-contentious property tax classification hearings are several months away, it is obvious that de-

spite a burst of economic development downtown, in the Canal District, on Shrewsbury St. and elsewhere—projects that will re-

sult in new property tax revenue to gird the municipal coffers—much work remains to be done to address the burdensome dispari-

ty that still exists for many property owners. 

Interviewing Marsha 

Platt of Grafton 

when she ran for 

state rep. 



IN MEMORIAM 
 

The best of times 

 
(On the passing of Soren W. Nielsen) 
 

 

Dear Papa, 

 

  In your absence (and surely you must know that you were 

Soren-ly missed) I thought it only fitting to summarize in some fashion 

the first “Papabration” that was held on July 22nd in Rochester.  

  At this particular moment however I am trying to figure out where the 

photograph at right (you, Norma Jean and my Marie at the edge of a 

harbor) came from. It wasn’t Charlestown, home port of Old Iron-

sides. Remember that? A warm summer day...2002?...2003?...me 

providing the two of you with a local’s tour of Boston, long lines 

queued up to get on the U.S.S. Constitution, a Naval officer in starched 

white dress uniform refusing us admittance because of the jackknife 

you always carried in your pocket (a la our father-in-law Al Joiner), 

you rebelling at the prospect of having to stash “the weapon” back in 

the car, the four of us leaving without getting a first-hand look at the 

storied ship’s big guns and massive rigging. 

  Your stubbornness could be problematic for me, as for instance when you and Norma Jean took us from Winthrop (where you 

were living next to the lake with a view of the train chugging past against the hillside on the other side of the water) to Portland. 

We were walking the bricked streets of Old Port. It was St. Patrick’s Day weekend. We came across an Irish restaurant. A pint of 

green beer beckoned. “Ten minutes?” you said. “Too long a wait.” You were notorious for wanting to be seated right away or not 

at all. So we moved on. 

  These annoyances did not amount to much in the grand scheme, however, given the solidity of our relationship going back to our 

years together at the Sun-Bulletin, corner of Chenango and Henry streets in Binghamton, the love of sports we shared propelling us 

forward, putting us in the press box and at the scorer’s table and in the locker room with privileged access to the athletes and 

coaches who dominated the headlines in the late Sixties including Southern Tier high school football’s “Big Three” (Ithaca’s Joe 

Moresco, Union-Endicott’s Fran Angeline and Vestal’s Dick Hoover). How we fed off the high we got from seeing our bylines in 

print over game stories! How we reveled in being thousands of readers’ conduit to “inside” information—pre-game or post-

game—that they would otherwise not have been able 

to obtain! What a motley but determined and fearless 

staff we were, working side by side in a bustling news-

room situated on the musty second floor of a decrepit 

old office building in downtown Binghamton! How we 

relished the idea of  a small morning tabloid going 

head-to-head with the large and cocky afternoon 

broadsheet! What chutzpah we had! What pride we 

took in our portly, baldheaded Editor & Publisher 

David Bernstein (“D.B.”), whose editorials won wide 

praise and respect for their Solomon-like wisdom! 

How we laughed at the thought of lifelong spinster 

Renee Myrae saying to a police officer when she was 

told at a taped-off crime scene that she could come no 

closer for pictures “get out of the way, you big oaf!” 

The glee we got from calling Renee’s photo partner 

Fred Bealo “Bitchy Bealo” because of his disagree- 

                                                  CONTINUED ON PAGE 5 

Standing on the dock of the bay: “Papa,” or “S.W.” Nielsen, with his 

wife Norma Jean and sister-in-law Marie Lee. 

“Steaks up in five.” Soren at the grill 

outside he and Norma’s RV “Roo,” Re-

hoboth Beach, Delaware. 
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—Papa 
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able disposition! Could there have been 

any more garrulous a pair of reporters 

covering City Hall and Police & Fire than 

Mike Doll and Dave Mack, who seemed to 

get most of their copy from Gus O’Dea at 

the bar of the Little Venice? Remember 

Jay Lovinger from Kerhonkson, Papa? 

Jay of the failing eyesight, thick glasses 

and insatiable appetite that even heaping 

plates of bread, salad and pasta from the 

Celeste Tavern couldn’t satisfy? Well-

read and highly intelligent Jay who was 

permanently “PG” (post graduate) at 

SUNY Binghamton, who brought such 

lofty erudition to his writing as the third 

man in Sports that we were glad to have 

him before in the next breath threatening 

to fire him for repeatedly falling asleep 

with his head on his desk? The weekly 

football pool we published in which read-

ers had to try and get more picks correct 

than our “Mr. X”—Jim Lynch from Com-

posing? You remember all of this, I know 

you do, Papa, as only you and I and not  

the rest of the  family possibly could. We 

were there, we soaked in the heady atmos-

phere, we reported for work together eve-

ry afternoon, we waited in tandem on 

Henry St. with the old guys eager for the 

race results from Monticello and Vernon 

Downs as the papers fresh with black ink 

rolled off the press at midnight. Then it 

was a walk across the street to the 21 

Club, kitty corner from the S-B, for last 

call and conversation with the Go-Go 

dancers who we knew by their first 

names , who would sit with us and talk 

about their dreams after the dancing end-

ed. 

  This was our place and time, Papa, but 

in traveling on July 21st to Rochester 

along the New York Thruway, along the 

Mohawk River and the Erie Canal, past 

the Montezuma Wildlife area over which 

the gigantic eagle stood guard —for the 

next afternoon’s celebration of your life—

I  realized that Norma Jean, Todd and 

Christie have their own vivid memories of 

your presence as do your brother Paul 

and his wife Sue, daughter-in-law Erin, 

grandchildren, nephews, nieces, et al. 

They came to the Champagne Room at 

Wegman’s to reflect on what you meant to 

them and there was the expected mix of 

laughter and tears as Todd Michael asked 

for reflections while passing a miniature 

rubber New York Giants football to the 

next speaker. This appropriate, given your 

worshipful patronage of the team that 

gave us Frank Gifford, Y.A. Tittle, Phil 

Simms, Rosy Grier and “LT.” Paul spoke 

of your voyage to America from Denmark 

as teenagers on what I guess if I heard the 

gist of his remarks right was the MS 

Stockholm IV, successor to a namesake 

that had burned. Had your trip happened 

a decade or so earlier, Paul said, “none 

of us would be here today.” Sister-in-law 

Sarah Dunphy spoke, dabbing her eyes, of 

your tightness with her husband Joe, who 

considered you a brother. 

  I wanted you to know, Papa, that when 

your sister-in-law Marie heard a cardinal 

from the deck of your home on West Ave. 

at a pre-Papabration gathering on Friday 

evening, she said “that means someone is 

returning.” At almost the same instant, 

Norma Jean looked our way and said 

“Papa is here!”  

“...and good old boys were drinking whiskey and rye…” 

Well, Genny Cream Ale anyway. Nick Spak, Ben Nielsen, 

Todd Nielsen, Joey Dunphy, Kim Snyder and Dave Dunphy 

sing a loud and raucous version of Don McLean’s 

“American Pie” the night before the first “Papabration” in 

memory of Soren W. Nielsen. 
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GOOD SAMARITANS 
 

Mission Impossible? 
Not for the Upton Men’s Club 
 

N 
o one would confuse them with the 

Knights of the Round Table or corpo-

rate executives gathered in a board 

room on Wall Street or in Silicon Val-

ley. They are casually attired and their meeting spot 

is not anything that would be called swanky but 

rather narrow space on the second floor of the Rose 

Garden on Milford St. in Upton which is Mike 

Campbell’s place. 

  There are around twenty in attendance when Mike 

Howell who is the new president calls the meeting 

to order at 7:38 p.m. on a Wednesday night. Most 

are seated at tables strung together to form one long 

one but several are in chairs along the walls, one of 

which, at the back end of the room, is adorned with 

posters of Paul Newman, The Beatles and George 

Harrison on stage with Bob Dylan. A waitress flut-

ters back and forth, running drinks and food. 

  It is their kind of setting for the business at hand. 

  Below, before they climbed the stairs and assem-

bled, John Hawkins, who is an iron worker by trade 

and secretary of the group (“I prefer chronicler to 

secretary,” he says with a smile, his dark eyes 

flashing a sign that he is a court jester by nature) is 

talking about how different the organization is 

“from the Lions or Rotary.” Not to take anything 

away from those stellar civic organizations, he said, 

but the Upton Men’s Club, or UMC, is a whole other breed of cat. 

  By way of issuing a forewarning on this point, in explaining the camaraderie that a first-time visitor would witness once the 

agenda for the evening was tackled, Mr. Hawkins said “you might enjoy the human spectacle!” 

  It is indeed that, consisting of a loose atmosphere throughout the hour and a half proceedings. When a relative newcomer asked 

“have you appointed a sergeant-at-arms yet, Mr. President?” Mr. Howell,  an ebullient and take-charge kind of guy, walked brisk-

ly to him and said “congratulations, you’re it!” When Matt Mead asked if it was possible for a thank-you card from a student who 

had received a scholarship from the UMC to be posted on Facebook, Brett Simas (the club’s treasurer) said “do you have a cell 

phone?” Seeing that Mr. Mead did, Mr. Simas said, “take a picture. Go to Facebook…” Laughter ripped through the room at Mr. 

Mead’s expense, and he had to drop a dollar into a glass jar that is apparently intended, kangaroo court-like, to penalize anyone 

who is guilty of such a boneheaded infraction. 

 

 IN NO WAY does the frivolity that prevails reflect disarray or lack of purpose on the part of the Upton Men’s Club. On the con-

trary. Marking its 20th anniversary this year, the UMC is made up of more than fifty doers who are always looking for opportuni-

ties to help the community. A land surveyor (Rod Carter). A regional sales manager for New England for Neogard which is a 

company whose expertise is in construction coatings (Mr. Mead). A sales rep for Verizon (Tom Moran). And so on up and down 

the roster. 

  Nothing is beyond their reach in terms of projects. 

  “Anything that comes up for discussion is not out of bounds,” Mr. Hawkins said. “For the police, fire, you name it.” 

  “Everyone has an interest and a skill set,” Mr. Moran, who has been a member of the UMC for about five years, said. 

  This amalgamation of talents enables the organization to work wonders from one end of town to the other. 

  “Before there were cell towers we secured call boxes for the Upton Police Department and special flashlights for the Fire 
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Department,” Mr. Campbell said. “Copy machines for the school teachers. 

A ʽYou’re Going Too Fast’ message board for the Police Department. We 

sponsor senior-night dinners at the Upton Senior Center one a month 

(resuming in the fall), father-daughter dances, Easter egg hunts. We used to 

do an auction every year. We do spring clean-ups, flowers.” 

  Speaking of the senior nights, the UMC’s Rick Gaudette received a stand-

ing ovation for the due diligence he has put into making these possible, 

probably having fed more than 5,000 people over nine years. “High school 

kids serve and clean up,” Mr. Howell said. “We use funding we have raised 

from the community.” 

  A recent fireworks show drew an audience of 4,500 and generated a record 

financial return for the organization, “definitely north of $10,000,” Mr. Si-

mas said. The show itself was also a hit, or, as Mr. Howell put it, referring 

to a sound system that carried music far and wide, “a game changer, our 

most successful event.” 

  Fast approaching is “Country Fest” from noon to 6:00 p.m. on September 

16th at Town Line Dairy Farm which Mr. Moran said is “a great venue, up 

high with some elevation.” Mr. Mead is in charge of publicity for the festi-

val. Tim Buono, Thirty 6 Red and Backyard Swagger are among the per-

formers lined up for the show. Go to www.uptonmensclub.org for more information. 

  There seems to be no limit to the contributions the club is willing to make to the town of Upton. Under consideration is a banner 

that would span Main St. and a gazebo on the Town Common. In both cases the job must be done right, Mr. Howell told the group. 

Addressing the issue of a banner he said “I want to make sure we hit a home run or not at all.” 

 

  INVOLVEMENT IN the club helped him when he was new to the community, Mr. Howell said. “When I first moved to this rural 

town I was married with no children. I did not pay much attention to town happenings. When the children arrived and I was rooted 

in the community I joined the men’s club to make friends in town. Since becoming a member I have accomplished more than make 

friends. I have a network in town that can help you with anything from A to Z. One email to our members can generate a solution 

to any issue you are having. Need a tradesman or professional help? Send a note to our members and you have contact info with a 

reference. 

  “I have gained a better understanding of how to work with town government,” Mr. Howell, who works for the TJX Companies in 

Framingham, said. “For example: I wanted to do a flowering project in town. I got guidance from a few members on how to go 

about the process of applying for applications and funding. That one project put me in front of the chief of police, fire chief, select-

men, town manager and housing authority. When I had all the applications in hand we went to work. Twenty member s dug in and 

placed a variety of plants from the set of lights all the way to Dunkin’ Donuts (in West Upton).  This is the first time we had used a 

town beautification fund established by Mrs. Knowlton in the 1800s. It was just sand when we got involved. The plants are thriving 

today in this location thanks to yearly maintenance by the club. In the end that push from a few members to go in front of the town 

to do that flowering project changed the way I think about the town of Upton.” 

  Dennis Kloepping, a member since 2001 (he is quite a sight, smoking a small pipe while riding his motorcycle), said “I had just 

moved here from the mid-Hudson Valley area of New York. I came here and I knew nobody. I joined the men’s club and my wife 

joined the gardening club. We had no website and no Facebook back then. We had 1400 followers for a time and then 7000. That’s 

good!” 

  Jonathan Ingram joined the UMC “to be associated with an organization that gives back to the community, to participate and vol-

unteer in the various events and benefits that the club puts on” and for “the rewarding experience” of seeing a small organization 

exert a large impact on the community. Also, Mr. Ingram said, for “the camaraderie you develop with [your] fellow members” and 

an understanding  that “we are all there to support not only the community but each other no matter what life deals you. I have seen 

this first-hand since joining the club in June of 2016.”  

  Beyond the mirth that dominates meetings of the UMC there is serious purpose. At the July 19th meeting at the Rose Garden a 

moment of silence followed by a toast was offered for Jim Henz, an attorney and former president of the club who died July 2nd at 

the age of fifty after collapsing while walking. 

  Under Mr. Howell, as under Mr. Henz and a rotating presidency, the Upton Men’s Club has good reason to cheer twenty years. 
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Leave it to Beaver. Better yet, count on the Upton Men’s 

Club for projects that better the community. Here  

President Mike Howell is pictured with Jonathan Ingram and 

Dennis Kloepping amid extensive landscaping work the UMC 

has done in West Upton. 



THE BRAVEHEARTS 
 

10-7 with Jake and Peterman 
 

H 
arold Reynolds was nowhere to be seen or else he would almost certainly have trotted out his cockamamie idea of the 

slide into home being required only to crack “the zone” of the plate, not the plate itself. Another obscene 

“homogenization” of the game if the otherwise likeable MBL Network and Fox Sports analyst’s proposal were to be 

approved.  

  Aren’t catchers no longer being able to physically block the plate enough of an insult? Isn’t it bad enough that a Pete Rose can no 

longer say “I’d run down my own grandmother to get to home”?  

  Jerry Remy wasn’t there either or else he 

might have taken a seat next to Bob Lo-

bell in the press box and called into ac-

count the botched plays that led to the 

Bravehearts losing to the Nashua Silver 

Knights despite a five-run rally in the 

bottom of the ninth that made the outcome 

closer than the 10-2 it would have been. 

The Remdog would have gotten no argu-

ment from purists of the game just as he 

wouldn’t have when asserting a while ago 

from the broadcast booth that non English

-speaking pitchers should learn the lan-

guage rather than having to rely on an 

interpreter during a consult on the mound 

with the catcher and the pitching coach. 

The Remdog got in some trouble for that 

observation but he is an analyst and that’s 

what analysts are supposed to do and so 

he shouldn’t have had to apologize. 

  Dennis Eckersley wasn’t at Hanover 

Insurance Park at Fitton Field either or he 

might have said “yuck” to the hurling 

done by Bravehearts starter Sebastian Gruszecki. The right-hander from the Florida Gulf Coast was routed, giving up five runs and 

nine hits with only one strikeout in 3 1/3 innings. Had “Eck” been in attendance Pat Demarco or a couple of Bravehearts might 

have confronted him as David Price did when the Hall of Famer got too critical of a teammate of Price’s. But again Eckersley is a 

color commentator and so he was just doing his job. 

  There are plenty of shills around without making a Remy or an Eckersley conform to that label. 

  These things were top of mind sitting between Joe Cutroni Jr. and Danny Lee along the third-base line on a postcard-perfect Sun-

day afternoon (July 23rd) in pondering major league baseball’s continuing attempts to “improve” and “speed up” a sport that was 

never meant to be altered. It is that good in its natural state. Give us wooden bats (when will they too be eliminated?). Give us ar-

guments (no instant replay!). Give us pitchers taking as long as they want and batters being able to repeatedly step in and out of 

the box in the cat-and-mouse game that is the duel (no clocks, please!). Give us adherence to the old adage “take me out to the ball 

game, I don’t care if I ever get back.”  

  Thank God for young’uns like Brett Coffel, John Mazza, Mariano Ricciardi and Kevin Doody all of whom figured in the Brave-

hearts’ fight to the finish, who are not yet corrupted by the tinkerers. Thank God for Jake the Lion. Thank God for Dave 

“Peterman” Peterson—”Mr. Baseball” in Worcester—who dances in his red sports jacket to the delight of appreciative fans be-

tween innings. How Bill Veeck (“Veeck as in Wreck”) and Charlie Finley would have loved Peterman. 

  As Don Porcaro noted in his recap of the game, the Bravehearts fell short. Greg Kocinski’s second RBI single of the contest 

made it 10-7 but with the bases loaded Brian Goulard hit a sharp ground ball that was snagged on a diving play by Silver Knights 

First Baseman Thomas Joyce who flipped to Pitcher Kyle Murphy to end the game. 

  Fun to watch baseball as it might be seen on the sandlots of yesteryear. Depressing to think that those who propose to make the 

game better are in effect making it worse. 

  Leave the timepieces and the other watering-down elements to sports like the NBA and NFL that need them. Baseball doesn’t. 

He sets, he winds, 

he...The Bravehearts’ 

Jake the Lion prepares 

to toss a souvenir to 

fans, waiting eagerly 

with their hands  

outstretched. 
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