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Eleni, 
forever 
 
Grafton’s own Nicholas 

Gage talks about his 
mother as a guest 
speaker during the fifth 

annual Small Stones 
Festival of the Arts. 
Reading from notes, 

Mr. Gage shared the 
story of the courageous 
woman who was execut-

ed by firing squad dur-
ing the Greek Civil 

War—as he did in a 
book that was made 
into a movie. In trying 

to arrange for the es-
cape of her children, 
Eleni was “tortured, 

‘tried’ and shot,” he 
said. She was forty-one. 
He was nine. “When I 

first came to America, I 
couldn’t talk about my 
mother, until a teacher 

encouraged me to write 
an essay and I went on 
to discover my moth-

er’s story. In 1969 I 
attended a memorial 
service for my mother 

in Greece and for the 
first time I was able to 
weep for her. My inves-

tigative reporting for 
The New York Times 

was all preparation for 
telling Eleni’s story. It is 
not tragedy, but tri-

umph.” A woman re-
turning to her seat after 
Mr. Gage signed a 

book for her said “I just 
learned how to say 
‘thank you’ in Greek!” 

 
 
 
Photographed by Rod Lee 
at the Grafton Public Library 
One Grafton Common 
October 21st, 2022 
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The Feature Story 
 

A reward for those who respond 

 

By ROD LEE 

D iane Casey-Luong had been selling real estate for some time when she learned of a program called “Homes for Heroes” 
that helps military personnel, firefighters, EMS workers, members of the law-enforcement community, healthcare profes-
sionals and teachers save money on the purchase of a property. 

  “I am married to a police officer here in the city and know of many others” who would qualify to be assisted by Homes for Heroes, 
Ms. Casey-Luong said in the offices of RE/MAX Advantage 1 on Union St. in Worcester the morning of October 11th. 
  “When I heard about the program, it was sort of an ‘ah-ha’ moment for me; and police officers are underappreciated,” she said. In 

fact, most of those holding down occupations served by Homes for Heroes “seldom get much more than a verbal thank you.”  
  Ms. Casey-Luong is an unassuming, soft-spoken woman, which is somewhat surprising given the passion she brings to her work with 
Homes for Heroes, Ben Welch, a client, said on October 17th. She and Jo-Ann Szymczak, who is also with RE/MAX Advantage 1, 

are both involved with the program—a nationwide network of affiliate real estate, mortgage and local business specialists. 
  When Mr. Welch and his wife Sarah decided to sell their home in Southborough and found a house in Dover that was “off-market,” 
they said to themselves “this is our dream home,” he said. “I called Diane and said ʽcan you help me with this?’” She agreed to do so. 

“’Oh, by the way, you and Sarah qualify for this program,’” she told him. 
  Ben Welch works for The TJX Companies and has been with the National Guard for eleven years, part of which was spent as com-

pany commander for his infantry unit. Sarah Welch works at 

Brigham & Women’s Hospital. They have two young children. 
  Mr. Welch and his family have known Diane Casey-Luong for some 
time and have employed her more than once. “She sold my mom’s 

home six or seven years ago,” he said. 
A surprise gift 

  Getting a boost from Homes for Heroes in the transaction that en-
sued on the purchase of the home in Dover came as a surprise, Mr. 
Welch said. The savings he and his wife realized from Ms. Casey-

Luong taking a percentage off her commission “to put toward closing 
costs was a benefit we weren’t expecting.” 
  The process works whether buying or selling, Ms. Casey-Luong ex-

plained. “The reward comes from the realtor’s commission. We pay 
30% of our commission fee to Homes for Heroes and 25% of it goes 
directly back to our hero. The other 5% goes to the Homes for He-

roes Foundation for grants to medical, teachers, military organizations 
for the disabled.” 
  Ms. Casey-Luong’s enthusiasm for the program is reflected in the 
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Homes for Heroes: Tallying the numbers 
 
$1,233,838 
Grants awarded since 2009 

 
57,000+ 
Number of heroes helped 
 

$107 million 
Amount saved by heroes on real-estate transactions 
 

$15 billion 
Amount sold in real estate to heroes 
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—Heroes 
CONTINUED FROM PAGE 2 
results she has been able to generate. In three years, she 

has closed on approximately thirty properties “and I 
have five transactions closing in October,” she said. 
  “I have been extremely active promoting the program, 

and Jo-Ann (Szymczak) feels the same way.” 
  RE/MAX Advantage 1 and its partners can be found at 

community events, talking up Homes for Heroes.  
  Bill Roland, who is with Inland Home Mortgage, 
joined Maria Reed of RE/MAX Advantage 1 in briefing 

patrons of Dudley Grange #163 annual Apple Festival 
about the program on October 1st—for instance. 
  Ms. Casey-Luong took part in a police officers versus 

firefighters softball game at Polar Park benefitting the 
Manny Foundation in memory of Worcester Police Of-
ficer Emmanuel Familia around the same time. Over 

$15,000 was raised from ticket concessions at that event 
“and we contributed about $2300 to that total,” she said. 
  “I am a hole sponsor at Green Hill Golf Club on Satur-

day for the Manny Foundation, and will be raffling corn 
hole boards,” she said. “I have done some podcasts with 
Hank Stolz. We had a booth at Holden Days. It’s just 

about spreading the word.” 
  As the wife of a police officer, “we felt Manny’s tragedy 
personally,” Ms. Casey-Luong said. Manny Familia drowned trying to save a young person in distress. 

A hero teacher, a home in Jefferson 
  Homes for Heroes helped Jamie Turner and her husband Dylan close on “a new build” in Jefferson when they were moving out of 

Worcester, recently. “Dylan is a teacher, eighth grade history in the West Boylston Middle School, that’s why we were eligible,” Ms. 
Turner said. “As soon as I reached out to Diane she immediately told us about the program, and it was a very easy process. Three 

weeks after closing she called and said the check was ready. It was not 

anything we were expecting and it helped us buy some of our furni-
ture.” 
  The Turners did not know Ms. Casey-Luong prior to meeting her. 

  “Diane and I clicked immediately,” Ms. Turner said. “Her financial 
background was a godsend. We were having difficulties with the feder-
al credit union we were working with. She knew the ins and outs. She 

was our go-to person. There are only certain realtors who fall into that 
category. We loved her from the start.” 
  When told why he qualified for the program, Dylan said “hero?” But 

he does a lot for the community, Ms. Turner said. 
  Ben and Sarah Welch have not let Ms. Casey-Luong’s efforts on 
their behalf go unrecognized. 

  “Sarah took a flyer for Homes for Heroes and posted it at the hospi-
tal,” he said. “We send her a Christmas card every year.” 
From 9/11 to today 

  Homes for Heroes began as “a small grassroots organization after 
9/11,” Ms. Casey-Luong said. “It’s amazing, not a lot of people have 

heard of the program.” 
  Established in Minneapolis in 2002 by current CEO Ruth Johnson and family members Kacy Mlenar, Helen Johnson and Mark 
Micek, the company expanded into a multi-state program in between 2005 and 2008 and created its “Friends of Heroes” arm at that 

time. 
  Its first employees were hired in 2009, when Homes for Heroes went national. 
  In 2012, over $1 million was given back to heroes, and more than 

hundred affiliate real estate specialists were involved in the 
program. 
  As of July 2017, over $25 million had been given back to 

American heroes on their real-estate transactions. 
  In 2012, Homes for Heroes helped LEO “Stefan M.” purchase 
a home in Tennessee—the 50,000+ hero helped as part of the 

Circle of Giving. 
  And the beat goes on.■ 
 

 
 

Maria Reed and Bill Roland handed out literature about the Homes for Heroes 
program at the Dudley Grange’s annual Apple Festival. Below, Ms. Reed and Ms. 
Casey-Luong with corn hole boards at Polar Park. 
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The Notebook 
 

Hungering for a solution 
WCAC panelists explore ways to combat food insecurity  
 

N oble as are the efforts of 
dedicated individuals and 

organizations to “end hun-
ger by 2030” here in the Worcester 
area, there is also an understanding on 

their part of how herculean a task that 
mission is. 
  Enter the Worcester Food Taskforce, 

for a panel discussion presented by the 
Worcester Community Action Council 
on Chestnut St. on October 21st; a 

debriefing, it you will, of the recent 
White House Conference on Hunger, 

Nutrition and Health—at which Con-
gressman Jim McGovern was given a 
standing ovation “for leading the 

charge on this issue,” as State Rep. 
Mary Keefe put it. 
  The Taskforce and the WCAC cer-

tainly measure up in terms of qualifica-
tions to hold down crucial roles in the 
discussion. The Taskforce, which is 

chaired by Gina Plato-Nino, an attor-
ney, has as its objective “the eradication of hunger in a holistic manner.” The WCAC, which is headed by Mary Beth Campbell, has 
been Central and Southern Worcester County’s federally designated anti-poverty agency since 1965. 

  “Without us at the local level, Congressman McGovern’s work will be for naught,” Ms. Plato-Nino said at the outset of the meet-
ing, before turning to her fellow panelists for their thoughts: Jean McMurray, executive director of the Worcester County Food 
Bank; State Rep. Hannah Kane of Shrewsbury (11th Worcester District); Maydee Morales, directior of emergency services for Cath-

olic Charities; and Casey Burns, director of CHOW and co-chair of the Taskforce. The WCAC’s Ms. Campbell was not able to 
attend. 
  “There is no reason we can’t make this happen,” Rep. Kane said, with communities “planning together what we can do at the state 

level.” As an example, she mentioned the Health Incentives Program, or HIP, involving “local providers and local growers,” and 
bolstered by an infusion of “$42 million. Anyone in SNAP can access HIP, simply use your card and there’s no stigma to it.” Tap-
ping into farmer’s markets, mobile markets and produce generated by the Regional Environmental Council (REC) are means by 

which to make it “universal across the Commonwealth,” she said. 
  “It was a huge privilege to be at the White House Conference,” Ms. McMurray said. “The momentum there was a huge affirma-

tion of what we are trying to do. We need to work hard on systemic issues. We have to have a strong safety net and we have that—
but not systemic solutions. If our advocacy is effective we should be shortening the line.” 
  Ms. McMurray said “supporting our farmers” and “advocacy” were ways to generate success “at a policy level.” 

  Ms. Morales agreed. Catholic Charities, she said, represents “boots on the ground, but we need to talk policy. My goal is to provide 
families with the tools they need to purchase food—with dignity. Food programs are important but they are not the solution without 

policy.” 

  Policy! Ms. Burns said, in ratification. “What does it really mean to 
move upstream? Racism, classism, homophobia still exist.” How, she 
asked, for instance, “can we avoid the baby formula shortage, which 

was so predictable, from happening again? How do we set up the sys-
tem to avoid this occurring? Food banks are only one piece in ending 
hunger.” 

  Engaging the private sector is essential, Ms. Burns said. ‘During 
Covid, the hot meals program was one example. We looked to the 
private sector and restaurant people stepped up left and right. “36,000 

meals were distributed over the course of the pandemic. We have 
opportunities for partnerships like this.” 
  Is “ending hunger by 2030” realistic? The Worcester Food Task-

force believes it is.■ 

Gina Plato-Nino, chair of the Worcester Food Taskforce, leads a discussion about ending hunger, 
with Jean McMurray, State Rep. Hannah Kane, Maydee Morales and Casey Burns looking on. The 
event was sponsored by the Worcester Community Action Council. 
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Goodbye Columbus? 
 

A nyone who has been paying attention will understand what has been happening in and around 

Worcester’s Shrewsbury St., with what appears to be the systematic elimination of the neigh-
borhood’s Italian American heritage.  

  The cumulative effects of the demolition of Mount Carmel church and its recreation center, increasing 

identification of Cristoforo Columbus Park as the more acceptably innocuous East Park, calls for doing 
away with the Columbus Day Parade and now Councilor Sarai Rivera’s push for removal of the Christo-
pher Columbus statute at Washington Square cannot be ignored for what they are. Which is, many who 

have stood in protest of the aforementioned would assert, nothing more than an attempt at an ethnic cleans-
ing. 
  What would the late Fran Turo of Leo’s Ristorante say? We have a strong hunch it wouldn’t be the same 

sentiment as Idella Hazan expressed on the floor of City Council on October 25th; that Columbus “raped 
America,” that he “stole gold and enslaved Native Americans,” that it was Balboa and maybe Erik the Red, 

not Columbus, who discovered America and that the statute in front of Union Station “is a stain on Worcester.” Not to be confused 
with the red paint that was smeared on the monument a while back. 
  We know Sarai Rivera to be a responsible representative of the interests of District 4. She is a woman with a good heart. But as 

Resident Fred Nathan said in speaking about Item 11A just before Ms. Hazan’s own remarks during the public comment portion of  
the City Council meeting, “you can’t erase history.” 
  Ignored in the furor over “The Great Navigator’s” presence in any form in the city of Worcester is acknowledgement that the stat-

ute was placed where it is with the best of intentions, as were memorial benches—Columbus’s sordid reputation notwithstanding.  
  The better solution would be to move the statute to a location that celebrates Italian American life here. Absent the building that 
once hosted so many cultural activities and events in the past, somewhere else then. Influential members of the city’s Italian Ameri-

can community should take the lead.■ 
    

District 4 Councilor Sarai 

Rivera. 
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Oh what a tangled web… 
...Ed Londergan brings to life the tragic story of Bathsheba Spooner 
 

W hose story will Ed Londergan tell next? It will probably be “a contemporary family dra-

ma” about two brothers, “kind of a really heavy thing about redemption and family,” he 
says. 

  We were talking in Panera Bread in The Shoppes in Millbury on the afternoon of October 24th, Mr. 

Londergan having arrived in a colorful striped shirt, suspenders and jeans and so looking like the farmer 
from Warren he isn’t. He is instead a writer and a reader—one hundred books a year, by his count—and 

a historian who is actively involved with the Quaboag Historical Society; and a frequent speaker on colo-
nial Massachusetts. Also a graduate of Holy Cross. 
  He had to put aside the work he is now planning to put in circulation soon—entitled The Farmhouse— 

“for Bathsheba,” he says. 
  Hers is a remarkable story that took place in our very own backyard and that others have also recount-
ed; but none, it is fair to say, as well as Mr. Londergan. 

  Based on actual events and told in the first person, it captures the soul of a “smart, strong-willed woman” who conspires to murder 
the husband she didn’t want to marry in the first place, after discovering that she is pregnant with the child of a Continental soldier. 
  Bathsheba is the daughter of Timothy Ruggles, a general in the French and Indian War, president of the Stamp Act Congress, chief 

justice of the Court of Common Pleas and a leading loyalist in Massachusetts during the Revolutionary War. 
  He is “the epitome of upper class.” 
  Bathsheba is “a staunch British loyalist” who instead of becoming the wife of “a wealthy, 

handsome, sophisticated, well-educated man” who would treat her as she expected, “I was 
pushed into marrying a plain-looking man, a common merchant from Brookfield.” The abu-
sive Joshua Spooner. Desperate to escape his clutches, she plots with her solider beau and two 

British prisoners of war to kill him. They are all hung. She left behind three children. 
  “I live ten minutes from where the murder took place,” Mr. 
Londergan said. “You can still see the three granite steps and the 

well” where Joshua Spooner’s body was dumped. Bathsheba and her 
co-conspirators were executed “somewhere around Washington 

Square in Worcester.” 
  She was defended in court, Mr. Londergan said, by “Levi Lincoln,” 
whose name resonates in Worcester. “I felt bad for him. He had 

been practicing law for six years and they dumped this on him. He 
was swimming upstream.” 
  Women’s rights pioneer Elizabeth Cady Stanton is among those 

who have written about the ill-fated Bathsheba Spooner. 
  Now Ed Londergan has too, in a moving and readable novel.■ 

The cover of Unlike Any Other; 
below left, Author Ed Londergan. 
Below, the headstone of Joshua 
Spooner. 
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Valley Vibes/Harry Berkowitz 
berkyo1@charter.net 
 

The Holidays… 
...but  why isn’t April the first month of the year? 
 
 

T he holiday season is here and it starts with Halloween. Halloween has become as big as 
Christmas with the parties and trick or treat for the candy. It is celebrated intensely even though it is 
not an official holiday. In America if it can be marketed it will be and rest assured there are marketers 

ready to do so; candy makers, costume makers and the entertainment industry. Seen any scary movies 
lately? 

  Next it will be Thanksgiving and get ready for the turkey sales as well as all the other feast items for the fourth Thursday in Novem-
ber. 
  Let us also keep in mind Black Friday which is the day for 

heavy Christmas shopping. Let us all get to the store by 12:00 
a.m. to get the best buys. Sleep later in the day, you must stay 
up and stand in the cold to get there before all the deals are 

gone. 
  You have an alternative to staying up all night and freezing. 
You can now go online on Monday. It is not the same, howev-

er, as having the goods right in your hands. That can be the 
most fun since the crowds are smaller and not pushy as well 
and you will find the most unique gifts. 

 In the Valley, downtown Whitinsville is closed off and the 
small shops on Church Street feature the local wares they carry 
that you won’t find in the big box stores. 

  Now that the gift buying is done it is time for the wrapping. 
We do give ourselves a lot of work for the season. 
  Watching our loved ones opening their gifts on Christmas 

morning makes it all worth it. Christmas also gives the family 
another chance to get together and enjoy each other’s compa-

ny, and the parties to celebrate what was achieved all year. 
  So much of this was missed the last few years because of the 
Covid-19 pandemic. Hopefully we can finally get back to nor-

mal this holiday season. 
  A week after Christmas comes the New Year, the first day of 
a renewal. If you did not do some serious celebrating it will 

seem like just any other day. When Pope Gregory put the 
calendar together that we use today he made January the first 
month. If I had had anything to add at the time I would have 

made it April. Think about it. When do we really see a renew-
al. It is not January. Everything is asleep in January and cov-
ered in snow and frozen. Renewal of the earth comes in spring 

and the month of April when new growth and awakening takes 
place. 
  We need to keep the other three holidays where they fit. 

  Halloween represents the beginning of the end of the growing 
season, Thanksgiving the feast of the harvest, Christmas the 
last great ray of light before the world goes into a long winter’s 

nap. 
  April, though, is Easter and a time or renewal. Even if Easter 

falls in late March it is still close to April. 
  I wonder why a Christian like Pope Gregory did not consider 
that. Maybe he just wanted to keep two big holidays within a 

week of each other. 
  To all who read this column, Happy Thanksgiving, Happy 
Hanukkah, Merry Christmas and a great New Year.■ 
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That’s Life/Janet Stoica 
janetrambler@gmail.com 

 

Grandparents; my Babci 
 

H ave you ever experienced that just over-the-edge emotion when describing someone dear to another person?  It hap-

pened to me one evening several years ago as I was saying goodnight to my elderly mom as I tucked her into bed. My emotions got 

the better of me due to a weekly visit I’d just had with one of the residents at a nursing and rehab facility. I was serving there as a vol-

unteer ombudsman, assisting those residents who might require some extra help with different aspects of their lives). 

 That day, I happened to sit down to chat with a most wonderful grandmother who was very eager to have some company. She was a 

Polish immigrant which is where my own cherished grandmother, or Babci, was from. (Babci is the Polish word for grandmother.)  

  She spoke in broken English but it was very easy to understand her. This accent, along with her white hair and bright blue eyes, 

were very reminiscent of my Babci too. 

  She told me how she came to America and worked many years in housekeeping for a large corporation outside of a large New Eng-

land city and how she and her husband had two wonderful children, a boy and a girl, who were very good to her. Her daughter, she 

told me, had two degrees from a very well-known engineering school but that daughter had recently passed away from a fast-moving 

cancer and Babci’s own husband had passed in the last year too. Her wonderful son had a good business of his own and always 

looked after his mom. I had also met her son on a previous visit and can 

attest to his high level of attention to his mom. This nice Babci and her hus-

band had a beautiful home where she had a large vegetable garden as well as 

blueberry bushes and apple trees. She and her family canned many fruits 

and vegetables every late summer and fall. Their yard, perhaps a half-acre, 

was always very well maintained. They were proud of having come to Ameri-

ca to make a good life for themselves as well as for their children. Much like 

all immigrants who come to this country.  

Now, however, here she was in the nurs- ing home. When I lightly knocked on 

her room’s door to introduce myself, she was napping but she quickly 

swung her legs over her bedside and welcomed me into her room with a 

bright smile. She didn’t know who I was yet, even with my name tag, but she 

was very eager to speak with me. I stayed for about thirty minutes talking 

with her. She told me much about her- self in such a short time. She sure did 

remind me of my own Babci, who worked hard to raise her kids to have a better life. My own Babci, who showed me how to make 

homemade noodles to go with her homemade chicken noodle soup. My Babci, who had a hard life when she first arrived in Ameri-

ca. 

  My Babci has been gone for many years now but I still miss her and think of her every day. As I tucked my own mom into bed that 

night I told her how I’d met this most wonderful lady who reminded me so much of my own Babci and then my voice cracked as I 

wanted to tell mom all about her but couldn’t speak another word. Mom just said, “Say a prayer for her.” So I did, and cried a while 

doing so. 

  This small tribute is for you, my Babci, and all the other grandmothers and grandfathers out there who are in nursing homes and 

rehab centers and have no one to visit them or relatives who don’t quite get the Golden Rule. Who knows if we might become a 

resident in one of these centers and won’t have anyone to visit us?  That day, I brought a smile to a nice lady with a beautiful life sto-

ry. I couldn’t wait to visit her again and perhaps another nurs-

ing home resident who would look forward to sharing their life 

story. I was always honored and grateful that they choose to 

visit with me.■ 
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Be My Guest/Jan Lewis 
jjl3000@verizon.net 
 

Where you tailgated today? 
 

I  sure was...and it seems to happen almost every day. If a tailgater gets any closer to my car, he or 
she will end up in my backseat! 

  Probably most people obey the speed limit and do not hit the gas pedal like they’re going to a fire. 
  Same here. 
  However, we all know about the wonderful tailgaters who just love to get as close as they can to our car’s backside and try the in-

timidation routine. What they don’t get is, by doing that, I am most certainly going to ignore them. 
  How? Easy. I just flip my rearview mirror upwards to a sort of diagonal position, and the lovely tailgater is “out of sight, out of 
mind,” LOL. I think that they can actually see me do that and I have noticed that sometimes they do tend to hang back from being 

too close. Don’t get me wrong, I know they are there but at least I don’t have to see them 
every second in that particular mirror; there’s always the side mirror where I can check on 
them when I want to. 

  There are folks who really are intimidated by the tailgating...they think that they have to 
speed up to accommodate the in-a-hurry control freak behind them. I know a number of 
people who have told me that they simply slow down and you can imagine how that goes 

over like a lead balloon with the tailgater. Talk about aggravating their hapless frustration; 
but, in the scheme of things, who cares! LOL. 
  I’m not real enthused about getting a speeding ticket so I stick to the speed limit. I am 

just waiting 
for the day a 
car is tailgat-

ing me with 
a vengeance 

and there is a police officer parked along the road just 
waiting to catch a nut like the one behind me! Hasn’t 
happened yet, but oh it will be a wonderful day when 

and if it does. 
  Now, there is also a part of this where things can get 
really weird. When there is an obvious dotted line, so 

that the car behind you can pass legally and easily, but 
the driver still insists on trying to almost run you off 
the road. It’s like they are itching for a game of chick-

en! Why the driver doesn’t just pass me, given the 
dotted line, reeks of total nuttiness. But, clearly, if the 
tailgater stays close to your back bumper when there 

have been a number of chances to pass, there is a sure-
fire way to send them a very direct message...just drive 
into the parking lot of any town police station or fire 

station and that should turn the intimidator into a 
scared wimp in no time and you can watch their dust 
as the peel off down the road. You’re welcome. 

  I just may create a neon type of bumper sticker that 
reads: 

“Tailgaters: Smile, You’re on Candid Camera! This 
Vehicle Equipped with Rearview Video.” 
  You would think that not even the most hot-headed 

tailgater would relish the idea that you now have the 
license plate number, color and make of the car, day 
and time of his or her crazy antic. 

  Again, you’re welcome! 
  Let me know if you want to create that bumper stick-
er—I’m sure we would have a winner! 
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SHOWTIME! 
 

Gem of a GM 
Dave Peterson is FCBL’s top exec again 
 

D an Shaugnessy who just might be the best sports 

columnist working in America today shared this 
humorous item with his readers in the Boston Sunday 
Globe on October 30th: 

  “A few years ago, when Reggie Jackson visited Minute 
Maid Park while he was still working for the Yankees, ball-

park security stopped him because he had no credential 
around his neck. When the man asked for Jackson’s last 
name, he replied, ‘October.’ The dutiful official looked at 

his clipboard, and failing to find any Yankees listed under 
‘O,’ he asked for Jackson’s first name. ‘Mister,’ replied 
Reggie.  

  After the laughter this tidbit produced came thoughts of the Worcester Bravehearts’ Dave Peterson similarly failing to be recognized 
upon arriving at Campanelli Stadium, home of the Brockton Rox, without ID. A gate attendant asking his name, “Peterson?” with a 
puzzled look on his face, “no, we don’t have a Peterson. First name?” “Dave,” “no, sorry.” “Try ‘Peterman.’” Bingo. Not as funny, 

maybe, as “Mr. October,” but “Peterman” works around Fitton Field and around the Futures Collegiate Baseball League. So congrats 
to the face of the Bravehearts’ organization for recently being named the FCBL’s William J. Terlecky Executive of the Year for the 
third time. Mr. Peterson has been with the club since its inception in 2013. His thumbprint is on all things Bravehearts, from the just-

concluded fall clinic for kids to the Pen Pal Club to the mural in right field that celebrates two hundred fifty fans and sixty-five small 
businesses. As modest as he is enthusiastic, he credits his staff, whose members are willing to “plunge toilets, pick up trash, pull tarp 
and dance in the bleachers.” 

  “See you around town today from 4:00-7:30 p.m. with Jake, Trax, and Arthur!”—for “Jake-O-Treat,” was the message conveyed on 
social media on October 31st. 
  “Your next job in sports is waiting at the Worcester Sports Management Summit on February 10th at Worcester State!” came anoth-

er blast from the Bravehearts’ front 
office. 

  This too: “If you seen a lion rap-
pelling down a building in Worces-
ter (again), do not worry! On Satur-

day, November 19th, Jake will kick 
off the @K94Kids ‘Over the Edge’ 
fundraising event by rappelling 

down the side of 120 Front St.” 
  Mr. Peterson helped lead the 
cheers when former Braveheart 

Aaron Civale was named starting 
pitcher for the Cleveland Guardi-
ans in Game 5 of the ALDS against 

the New York Yankees. Aaron 
Civale didn’t last an inning. But Mr. 
Peterson and Bravehearts Nation 

were rooting him on. 
  A master of innovation and a born 
leader, it will be interesting to see 

what new wrinkles Mr. Peterson 
comes up with for the 2023 sea-
son.■  

 

Worcester Bravehearts GM Dave Peterson, right, is almost always smiling and 
upbeat; his positive outlook is crucial to the team’s success, on and off the field. 
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Gil Christopher, growing old 
A walking man reflects on a treasured pastime 

 

The following is from the chapter entitled “Two steps forward,” in a book about a journalist and writer from Massachusetts who is 
dealing with the challenges of aging.   
Gil Christopher,  a novel based on personal experience, is nearing completion and will be in publication soon. 
 
 

W alking had been central to Gil’s existence for many years. He could not remember a time when it wasn’t; when, by precon-
ceived plan, or a sudden urge, he had not set forth on what he thought of as “my daily constitutional.” Going back to when the family 
lived in Vestal and he strode the streets and hills with Sheba trotting alongside. 

  He knew how important walking was to his well-being. His very sanity. He didn’t need the article that ran in the newspaper from time 
to time to tell him the value of walking to good health. “Thirty minutes a day,” the story said, but he knew this and he often told himself 
“a half hour out of twenty-four, you can make time for that, right?” But then there were days when he couldn’t, or wouldn’t. Especially 

now, as he felt the toll of the years. 
  He referred to them as “power walks” because they involved a brisk pace and long strides, so that he could feel the strain in his calves 
and thighs and his breath coming in gasps and the perspiration collecting like bath water or raindrops on the small of his back and his 

brow and his arms. 
  His routes did not vary much and usually amounted to no more than two to three miles. 
  A pedometer his eldest granddaughter had given him demonstrated to Gil her appreciation for his commitment to a pastime he held 

second only in rank to reading. He even used “walking” as the answer to the security question “what is your favorite hobby” when do-
ing online banking on his laptop. 
  He strapped the pedometer to his belt and thought of Caitlin every time he set out for another walk. 

  His walks were relatively short but intense ones, then. Once, however, in shorts and a sleeveless T-shirt, and with the heat loosening 
his limbs and joints, he went beyond the point at which he normally turned back. This put him on Granite St. in neighboring Uxbridge 
and he decided to press on, past the cemetery and schools and ballfields and playgrounds all the way to Mendon St.—Rt. 16—before 

taking a right on N. Main for the return loop. 
  He was amazed. His stamina had not faltered. He had finished strong. 

  “I must have done five miles today!” he said to Eleanor. 
  The water from the faucet, cold as he could draw it, felt like an elixir in his throat. He drank two glasses full to the brim. 
  “That’s the farthest I’ve gone in a long time!” 

  She smiled. 
  “You should have taken a bottle of water with you,” she said, looking up from the word puzzle she was working her way through at the 
dining room table. 

  “Are you okay?” 
  “Never better,” he said. 
  He had often thought “I will be one miserable person when I can no longer walk.”   He wondered 

when that would be; when it would become apparent to him that his body would reject the idea. He 
knew of people in the neighborhood for whom walking was also a passion. The retired postmaster, 
the organist at the Methodist church, the wife of the former police chief—he would often see her 

moving rapidly against the traffic, her arms pumping like pistons, determination written on her face. 
  Gil marveled that his legs and feet still brought him where he wanted to go, regardless of the dis-
tance. 

  Other physical exertions were harder now. 
  But not walking. 
  He thought of himself as a marathon walker. 

  “I could walk to the ends of the earth, I swear I could,” he told himself.■ 
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