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Dedication 

I dedicate this book to the memory of my father, William Alexander Levy.  

From him, I learned that any job is easier to tackle with the right tools. 

Therefore, I have a basement full of them.  But I consider the most 

important tools he left me to be the ones that helped me maneuver through 

my life - that sense of responsibility and respect - for myself, for those who 

came before me, and for those who will follow.  As hard as he worked and 

as busy as he was, he made time to visit those he knew to be lonely or in 

need of assistance.  I would accompany him on these visits and see their 

impact.  I would go with him to the cemetery where my mother’s parents 

are buried, and help him trim the grass, pull the weeds, pick up the fallen 

leaves, and plant the geraniums every spring.  He would be pleased to 

know that I continue this work in his memory.  He taught me that knowing 

where you come from helps you to understand who you are. I have always 

wanted to live up to the standard set by my ancestors, especially my Dad.  



This is one of the tools my dad left to me.  It is the fifty-inch 
crowbar he used in the first job he held when he came to the 
United States.  He used it to harvest ice blocks in the ponds. 
Notice the “T” handle and the flat tip.  After the ice was cut into 
blocks, he would manually drive this bar between the blocks to 
separate them.  I have found it a useful tool in loosening 
compacted gravel and soil, and for digging out tree stumps.    
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Chapter One 

MELROSE, MASSACHUSETTS 

I learned at an early age that you did whatever you had to do to make 
money.  My father was in no position to pay me an allowance, but he 
could always find work for me. When he was the custodian at the 
Melrose YMCA, I would frequently help him out with projects, for 
which I’d be paid. At one time, the Melrose Trust Company rented the 
first floor of the YMCA building. They were remodeling and were 
removing the old security cages from the windows, replacing them 
with newer ones. My father wasn’t sure what to do with the old cages, 
so I told him I’d stack them in the basement of the Y, rather than throw 
them away.  
 At the same time, I had a job after school working for Charlie 
Cooper who owned a speedometer repair shop. I’d do whatever 
Charlie needed me to do, which meant I spent a lot of time crawling 
under dashboards to remove or replace speedometers. They weren’t 
digital back then, they were mechanical. They worked off a cable that 
ran from the transmission to the speedometer on the dash. Charlie was 
a dealer for the three major American auto companies, so he could get 
all the parts he needed, and he had quite a lucrative business. He was 
moving his business to a new location and was concerned about 
vandalism in the new neighborhood. So I suggested he put cages on his 
windows to keep the vandals out. I told him that I just happened to 
have some available.  I sold him the cages from the Y and bolted them 
to the outside of the building for him.  
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 I credit my dad for not only teaching me to work hard but also to 
be resourceful. In most anything I do, I’m looking for a way to do it 
better. And if I don’t know how to do something, I’ll seek out advice 
and learn. I learned so much from my dad. The older I get the more I 
appreciate him. He was the best man I ever knew. 

THE EARLY YEARS 

William Alexander Levy, my father, was born in Sherwood, Nova 
Scotia on April 12, 1903, one of sixteen children born to Eliphalet and 
Annie (Jodrey) Levy, who were farmers. When in his late 20’s, my 
father came to the United States to live with and work for an uncle who 
had an ice business. He would deliver 40-pound blocks of ice into 
customers’ ice boxes, using huge tongs, and wearing a rubber cape so 
his clothes didn’t get soaked. In the winter, they would harvest ice from 
freshwater ponds. They’d saw it out of the pond by hand, use crowbars 
to float it to shore, and pack it indoors in sawdust to preserve it. He had 
a bad back his whole life, and he attributed it to that job. My father was 
not a highly educated man. He attended a one-room school house, and 
I’m not sure he went past the eighth grade. But he was very smart and 
practical. He was a hard worker; almost too hard I think. He was 
always working, always tired.  
 My mother, Mildred Blanche Fawcett Levy, was born in Sussex, 
New Brunswick, on April 19, 1912, one of ten children born to Thomas 
and Ada (Perry) Fawcett. I believe the two youngest of those children 
were born here in the United States. I don’t know how my father met 
my mother or anything about their courtship. I believe they were 
married in 1934, in Melrose, where they lived until my Dad passed 
away in 1980.  
 They had three children. My sister Irene was the oldest, born March 
19, 1935. My sister Priscilla was born September 14, 1938, and I was 
born April 21, 1940.  
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WATER STREET, CIRCA 1944 

The first place I remember living was at 40 Water Street in Melrose. I 
believe my parents purchased that house in 1944. It was definitely a 
fixer-upper – not in very good condition, and I question whether it had 
central heat. There was a range oil stove in the kitchen that provided 
heat, with a hole in the kitchen ceiling to heat the bedroom above. I 
remember lying on my belly in the upstairs bedroom to look down the 
hole into the kitchen. Oil came in big cans, and there was a glass bottle 
that you would fill up with fuel. Thankfully the house did have central 
plumbing. I was only four or five years old, but I remember my parents 
working their tails off to clean the place up. The back yard was a 
disaster. My father borrowed a truck to cart all the junk away.  
 There was a one-car garage full of interesting stuff. My friend Dave 
Fuller and I would spend hours rummaging around in that garage. It 
was a fascinating place. Dave, who became a lifelong friend, lived right 
around the corner in a three-decker with his parents, brother, and 
sister. Dave and I, Dave’s sister Joanie, and Ginger (a foster child who 
lived with us for a while) would play in the street with our wagons, or 
in Dave’s basement. His basement had a concrete floor, so we could 
play there when the weather was bad.  
 My family became very close to the Fullers. My mom helped care 
for Dave’s mom who was very ill when we were young, eventually 
passing away when we were in the fourth grade. And Dave’s brother 
Charles (whom we called Elton, his name is Charles Elton Fuller) 
eventually married my sister Irene.   
 I don’t ever remember seeing my dad when I got up in the morning, 
he was always long gone. He would have something like an egg nog; 
raw egg, milk, sometimes vanilla or chocolate, which he’d make using 
a hand egg beater. He’d go off to work, wearing dungaree overalls, 
flannel shirts, and an old denim engineer’s cap. That cap was sort of his 
trademark. He didn’t have an automobile at that time, he walked a mile 
and a quarter each way to work as the custodian at the YMCA. So long 
as he maintained everything in good order he could keep a flexible 
schedule, which allowed him to do odd jobs on the side to make more 
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money. He’d go into the Y very early, and then come home around nine 
for a hearty breakfast. Then he would pack a lunch and off he’d go until 
supper at six.  
  My mother was very structured about the dinner meal; it was 
always a pretty hearty event. She was a great cook. I loved her chicken 
and dumplings. There was always dessert – cottage bread pudding 
(something like a cornbread but with gooey sauce all over the top), and 
of course pie. My father loved pie, he would eat it for breakfast if it was 
available.  
 My grandfather, my mother’s father, came to live with us for a short 
time on Water Street. One day I was sent to stay at my friend Jerry 
Way’s house for a few days, and when I came back my grandfather was 
gone. I guess he came to stay with us so my mother could take care of 
him in his final days, although his disappearance was never discussed. 
They shipped me out again when my mother got sick. When I was 
older she told me she had had cysts in her breasts and had undergone 
a radical mastectomy.  She always seemed to have some kind of 
medical issue, always going to the doctor. 

BERWICK STREET 1946-1953 

I loved living on Water Street. I had lots of friends, and I had started 
first grade with Dave at the Winthrop School. But then came the move 
to Berwick Street. My sister Irene was about to enter junior high, and 
the walk to school would be over a mile for her. She suffered from 
rheumatic fever as a child, and the doctor told my parents it would not 
be good for her to walk long distances. My parents sold the house on 
Water Street and we moved to an apartment on Berwick Street, in the 
Wyoming section of Melrose, so Irene could walk to the Lincoln School. 
 It was an 8-unit apartment complex, certainly not palatial, and not 
in the best neighborhood. I switched to Lincoln School for second 
grade, leaving my friends behind. I was not happy. We stayed there 
until I was in the eighth grade. I repeated the fourth grade because the 
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teachers didn’t think I was keeping up, which was quite common in 
those days. That’s why Dave graduated high school a year ahead of me. 
 My dad bought his first car when we lived on Berwick Street, a used 
Oldsmobile Fastback. I still dream about that car, it was gorgeous. And 
I was eight or nine when we got our first television. My sisters and I 
had been after my parents to get one. So they decided to strike a deal 
with me. I was struggling with spelling at school. On Mondays, the 
teacher would write a story on the blackboard, and on Fridays, she’d 
test us on it. I was told if I got a perfect grade on the spelling test we’d 
get a TV. And I did. So we went down to the store and bought a 16” 
black and white Teleking, a console of course. We no longer had to go 
to the neighbors to watch Howdy Doody at four o’clock every day. 
Come to think of it, I don’t ever remember my sisters thanking me for 
acing that spelling test. 
 At the end of Berwick Street, there was a luncheonette that served 
breakfast and lunch. I got to know the couple who owned it, and when 
I was in the 4th or 5th grade they hired me to do the afternoon cleanup. 
I learned to “stone” the grill. Once the grill was cool I would scrape the 
gunk off with a carborundum stone the size of a brick, using a solution 
of vinegar and water. It was a stinky job.  
 I had a rescue dog named Wags, a mongrel, or as we called it 
“Heinz 57 variety”. But he became a real burden and my parents told 
me I had to get rid of him. So I went to talk to Dave and convinced him 
he needed a dog. The Fullers adopted Wags, and he lived with them 
the rest of his life, becoming a special companion to Dave’s dad.  
 I spent a lot of time at the Melrose YMCA. One of the perks of my 
dad’s employment was that I received a free membership. I learned to 
swim, shoot pool, play ping pong and basketball, and I attended 
summer day camp.  
 We had a piano at home, both my sisters took lessons. I took 
trumpet lessons for many years. When I was in junior high school I was 
drafted into the high school band because they needed players. But my 
trumpet days didn’t last into high school because I discovered girls and 
automobiles.  
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 I was active in Boy Scouts for a while. I would always get the award 
for neatest uniform, best-shined shoes. I always enjoyed dressing up. 
When I was about fourteen my mother took me to Malden to shop for 
a winter coat. I found an off-white double-breasted pea coat. It was 
gorgeous, and I had to have it. I looked like a riverboat gambler in this 
thing. I talked her into buying it, which turned out to be a big mistake. 
It was always at the cleaners. 

ROWE STREET 1953-1955 

During junior high we moved to Rowe Street. It was a nicer apartment 
in a nicer neighborhood, behind Melrose-Wakefield Hospital. The only 
problem with Rowe Street was that there was nowhere for my dad to 
park his car. It just so happened that Buddy Hayes, a friend of mine 
from Boy Scouts, lived around the corner. They had a two car garage, 
so I went over to talk to Mr. Hayes and asked if my dad could park in 
their driveway. He knew my dad left for work very early and wouldn’t 
be in his way, so he readily agreed to let him park there. Problem 
solved. 
  I fell in love with the girl across the street. She was drop dead 
gorgeous. Her name was Jeannie, and one day she up and moved away. 

COTTAGE STREET 1955-1956 

The apartment on Cottage Street was very nice, not far from the Lincoln 
School. It was a two family, owned by a postal worker who occupied 
the other side. Although we didn’t live there long, a lot happened 
during that time. I remember my cousin Keith, my dad’s nephew from 
Nova Scotia, came to live with us in 1955. The opportunities in rural 
Nova Scotia were not all that great, so he came here for a job. He had 
to have a sponsor, and it had to be someone unrelated. There was a 
wealthy gentleman in our church and he was more than happy to 
sponsor Keith. Keith was the oldest of six children. He went to work at 
Commercial Filter Corporation on the Melrose/Malden line and 
worked there for the rest of his life. He was the kind of guy who 
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showed up for work every day. Even when the company moved to Tall 
City, Indiana, he went along. He retired from that company and passed 
away in 2013. He was with us all the while I was in high school, then 
he got his own apartment. Keith became the brother I never had. 

FRANKLIN STREET 1956 - 1958 

In 1956, as my dad was getting ready to retire, he took an additional 
job as custodian of the Undercliff Apartments on Franklin Street in 
Melrose, which has since been converted into condominiums. There 
were 19 units in that building, and each had many windows. As part of 
his compensation, he got a free apartment. So we moved from Cottage 
Street to the Undercliff, where I had plenty of work washing the many 
windows and sweeping the common areas and entryways.  

HOWARD STREET 1958 - 1963 

But then in 1958, everything changed for my family when Peggy 
Schlisting died. She and her husband Dan were friends of my father’s, 
although how they met I don’t know.  I believe they were of German 
descent, but American born. He was a machinist at General Electric in 
Lynn. They had no children, and I remember going to visit them on 
Sundays with my parents. That’s what Sundays were about. After 
church, you would go visit friends. My parents didn’t dare leave me 
home alone because I was always getting in trouble.  
 The Schlistings had a lovely home on Howard Street, beautiful 
furniture, gumwood woodwork, nicely decorated. They led a very 
quiet, conservative lifestyle. Dan passed away first, and then after 
Peggy passed away my parents learned that she had left the house to 
them. So we packed up and moved to the Schlisting’s house on Howard 
Street. By now my oldest sister Irene was married. Priscilla and I each 
had our own bedroom.   
  That’s the last house I lived in with my parents. While there I 
graduated high school, went to college, got married and moved out. 
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And in 1962, my parents decided to sell the house and use the proceeds 
for retirement. They moved back to the Undercliff apartments. They 
lived in Melrose until my dad passed away in 1980. And a new chapter 
began for my mother. 

William Robert Levy at one, 1941. 
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My mother holding me, my dad holding Priscilla, with Irene in 

the foreground, taken in 1940.   
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My Dad and me, 1941. Notice the grip he has on me, and the harness I’m 
wearing. I must have been a flight risk. 
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Lifelong friends. Dave Fuller and me on our first day of first grade in 1946, at 

my wedding in 1997, and on our bicycles at Dave’s house in Melrose,  1949. 
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Off to a Boy Scout meeting on my Raleigh bicycle. 
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Me with Ginger, the foster child 
who lived with us for awhile on 

Water St. I never knew what ever 

became of her when she left us. 

Irene, Dad, Me,  and Priscilla in 
front of 40 Water Street on our way 

to church on Easter Sunday. 

Our home at 84 Howard St., 
Melrose, which my parents 

inherited from Dan and 

Peggy Schlisting.   
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Dad, Mom, Priscilla, and me 

in Nova Scotia. 

A silhouette of me done at Weirs 

Beach, Lake Winnipesaukee NH. 

Back row:  Uncle Howard, Mom, Irene, Aunt Hazel (Mom’s sister), and Dad. 

Front row:  Cousins Gloria and Donny, and me. In St. John, New Brunswick. 
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Chapter Five 

BIKES, CARS, CORVETTES 

As a child, I was very interested in all things mechanical. My parents 
gave me a very special Christmas present one year, a Gilbert Erector 
Set. An erector set consisted of various metal beams and flat parts with 
holes for assembly using nuts and bolts.  Other mechanical parts such 
as pulleys, gears, wheels, and small electric motors were included in 
the set. All the parts were reusable so that you could build a model and 
take it apart and use the parts on another project. I remember making 
a big crane with pulleys and an electric motor. I spent many hours 
using my erector set, probably as much time as kids today spend 
playing video games. 

THE MONARK BIKE 

At an early age, I learned to ride a two-wheel bicycle. I had an old used 
bike and I fixed it up. It had large balloon tires and a coaster brake, 
which meant you pedaled backward to lock the rear wheel up and stop 
the bike. No hand brakes. I spent many hours figuring how that bike 
worked. One day I accompanied my parents while they were visiting 
an old friend. I discovered an old rusty bicycle behind their garage. It 
was a Monark, which was a very fancy bike in its day. This gentleman 
was happy to get this rusty relic out from behind his garage and told 
me I could have it. I spent many hours working on that bike. I sanded 
off all the rust, painted it with a brush, (no spray paint at that time), put 
new tires on it, lubed up the chain, and got it working really well. I 
remember that I sold it, I can’t remember to whom or for how much, 
but they are worth significant money today, a real collector’s item. 
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 When I was in the fourth grade my dream of a brand new bicycle 
came true. For Christmas, I received an English Raleigh 3-speed bike. 
It had hand brakes and thin racing tires. It was beautiful. I made many 
trips back to my old neighborhood to catch up with Dave Fuller and 
Charlie Sheridan (another lifelong friend and former Melrose Fire 
Chief) on that old Raleigh 3 speed. 

A ’48 OLDS, STUDEBAKER’S AND A ’56 CHEVY 

My interest in mechanical things naturally led to a fascination with 
cars. I remember my father’s first car that he purchased around 1948, I 
was eight or nine.  It was a used Oldsmobile two-door fastback. I was 
totally fascinated with that car.  I would sit behind the steering wheel 
and pretend I was driving.  
 In 1952, my father traded the Oldsmobile for a new Studebaker. The 
Studebaker at that time had very advanced styling, the front and rear 
looked very similar. It was jokingly said that you could not tell if the 
car was going forward or backward because the front and rear looked 
so similar. The front had two head lights and a bullet between. The rear 
window was shaped like the front window. 
  In 1954, my father traded for another new Studebaker. I recall that 
this car had a V8 engine and it was very fast. Unfortunately, my mother 
crashed this car and it was traded for a new 1956 Chevrolet. I have vivid 
memories of all these cars, in fact, I learned to drive on the ‘56 Chevy.  
We were living on Cottage Street, and my father had been letting me 
drive, with him in the car. I took the written driving test and blew them 
away. A month after my sixteenth birthday I went with my mother to 
the actual road test down in Malden. I did the 3-point turn, started on 
an incline with a standard transmission, all that stuff. The Registry 
inspector said to me “You turned sixteen a month ago and you’re 
driving like you been driving for twenty years.  I replied, “I’m a quick 
study.” And I had my driver’s license. 
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1948 MERCURY CLUB COUPE, MY FIRST CAR 

I had saved some money and I wanted to buy my own car. There were 
a number of used car dealers in Malden, there were none in Melrose 
(God forbid), so I took the bus to Malden Square by myself. I’m 
rummaging around this used car lot and I found this car I fell in love 
with, a blue 1948 Mercury Club Coupe, for $150. I had saved $300-400. 
I knew I still had to get permission from my parents. My dad came back 
with me to look at it, and when he knew I had the money to pay for the 
car and the insurance he let me buy it. 
 The car was not registered, so the dealer had it delivered it to the 
house with repair plates. And for some reason, when I went to drive it 
the car wouldn’t start. So I sat down with the bill of sale and read the 
fine print. It said any car they delivered is guaranteed to be in running 
condition. I called the dealership, and the guy was blowing me off. I 
said, “just a minute, I’m reading your contract and it says any car you 
deliver is guaranteed to be in running condition.” So they came and got 
the car and fixed it.   
 I had the first car in my group of friends, so every morning I made 
the rounds, picking them up for school and dropping them off in the 
afternoon. I got a dollar from each of them every week for gas. Gas was 
about thirty cents a gallon back then. Dave, Charlie, Ed Hasselbrack, 
Gerry Peterson, Al McKenzie, Nick DeMauro, Frank Goodhue, that 
was pretty much the group. The car had a flathead V8 engine and a 
standard transmission, and we made the collective decision to put dual 
exhausts and glass pack mufflers on the car. We did this at Charlie’s 
uncle’s garage.  We spent a lot of time at Uncle George’s, he became 
our mentor. And it didn’t hurt that his daughter Judy was a looker. 
 We got it finished for 4th of July, and went cruising to Wakefield for 
the big 4th of July festivities. I wasn’t on the road an hour and I got 
pulled over, got a ticket because the muffler was too loud.  Back then 
once you got an equipment ticket you had to take the car to an 
inspection station and get it signed off. So we stuffed the tailpipes full 
of steel wool, and went and got it inspected and signed off. Then we 
pulled the steel wool out.  
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 I dropped the transmission in this car four times. Wouldn’t you 
think I would learn? The first time I took it to a mechanic my parents 
knew in Arlington. He made me work on it so I’d learn what had to be 
done. I had to remove floor boards, chisel out rusted bolts, it was a pain. 
After the third time, we could do it by ourselves, no problem. Dave and 
Charlie were always there to help. 
 I loved that ‘48 Mercury but I wanted to move into something 
spiffier. Through a friend of a friend, I met someone who had a 1949 
Oldsmobile Rocket 88 Convertible. I went to look at it, it had no 
headlights. Someone had stolen the headlights out of this car. They 
replaced the headlights and I bought it, I think I paid $300 for it. Then 
I sold the ‘48 Mercury for $150, exactly what I had paid for it.  
 That ’49 Rocket was a big sassy car. One weekend I went to Maine 
to visit Irene and Elton, and I didn’t think this old bird Oldsmobile 
could make the trip, so I hitchhiked all the way. I lent the car to Ed 
Hasselbrack to use for the weekend. I went out Monday morning to go 
to school and there’s a big dent in the driver’s door. And it’s way up 
high, and there’s tree bark stuck in it. So I went to pick Ed up for school 
and I asked him what had happened. He said, “you don’t want to 
know.” After some prodding, he told me he was in the woods 
“parking” with a girl, knocked the car out of gear and it rolled down a 
hill and hit a tree. 
 My third car was a 1954 Ford. The biggest mistake I ever made, it 
turned out to be a bummer. I would have been a junior in high school. 
I totaled that car in a rainstorm. Going too fast, I hit a patch of leaves, 
ran it up against a tree, and totaled it. I wound up in the back seat. No 
one was with me, I was fine, but I didn’t have collision insurance.  
 My father was very upset with me; he knew I was going too fast. 
He was about to trade his ‘56 Chevy for a new ‘58. Instead, he sold me 
the ‘56 and I paid him over time. I was finally able to purchase a brand 
new car in 1962 since by then I was working full time. But my 
fascination with classic cars was far from over.  
 At Melrose High School one of our math teachers, Mr. Charles 
Carroll, drove a 1953 Chevrolet Corvette. 1953 was the first year this 
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car was manufactured, and it was indeed unique. The styling was very 
European, with a fiberglass body, not metal, and the mechanics were 
quite crude. It had a basic six-cylinder engine with three side draft 
carburetors and a two-speed automatic transmission. It did not have 
roll-up windows, it had side curtains, which were made of canvas and 
plastic, and you’d snap them in place when the weather got bad. It was 
a roadster with a ragtop. Mr. Carroll used the Corvette as his daily 
driver, and my friends and I were convinced that he did not know what 
he had! We would study this car in the parking lot and dream that 
maybe one day we might own one. From this crude beginning, the 
Chevrolet Corvette has evolved into one of the most desirable sports 
cars in the world.  

A DREAM FULFILLED – MY 1963 CORVETTE 

In 1979, I was finally able to realize the dream when I purchased a used 
16-year-old 1963 Corvette.  I drove to Melrose to show my dad the car.
I must have called to tell him I was coming because he was waiting on
the sidewalk when I drove up. His reaction was predictable. He had a
disgusted look on his face, and said “What is that? What good is this
car, it doesn’t even have a back seat.” And then I took him for a ride.

My goal was to restore the ‘63 to as close to original condition as 
possible. I soon learned what a tall order that was, and I quickly 
realized I knew very little about classic car restoration. My friend Dave 
Fuller was, and is, an amazing mechanic, and he became my Corvette 
mentor. I had no history of the car except what the seller told me, and 
he had only owned it for a very short period of time. It soon became 
clear that a number of different previous owners had done significant 
alterations to the car. So, I set about the restoration.  I installed the 
correct wheels, tires, and wheel covers; replaced the hood and the 
convertible top compartment lid; removed the side pipes, installing the 
original dual exhaust system.  

In 1982, Dave and I rebuilt the engine in my basement, with original 
components such as the carburetor, air cleaner, ignition shielding, and 
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all new internal parts after the block was re-bored. Internet didn’t exist 
back then, so chasing down the parts for this car was a challenge. My 
neighbor Ed Fedele was a used car broker, who at one time had been 
into Corvettes. He had a treasure trove of Corvette parts in the attic of 
his garage, so I got some parts from him. I spent a lot of time reading 
trade magazines and joined the National Corvette Restoration Society 
(NCRS), primarily for their periodicals and resources. Another 
resource is Vette Views, a magazine highlighting stories of what other 
owners have done. Everything you would ever want to know for classic 
car restoration.  I have kept all my copies since 1980! Every spring I 
went to Carlisle, Pennsylvania, home of the largest used-car flea market 
on the East Coast. Of course, Dave came with me.  
 On January 2, 1991, I delivered my Corvette to a shop in Tewksbury 
for a complete body-off-frame restoration. The agreement I had with 
the owner, Arthur Miller, was that the project would be filler work for 
him and would take six or seven months. I visited his shop every week 
and made a photo diary of the progress. It was amazing. On July 5th I 
took delivery of the car with a totally restored frame and all new 
components, it was like brand new. With the major projects pretty 
much completed, my ‘Vette became a work in progress. I would chip 
away on various projects but was always able to start the engine and 
go for a cruise at any time. I belong to local car clubs, and take the car 
to shows. I have been involved on a limited basis with Corvettes of 
Cape Cod.  

MY 1985 C4 CORVETTE

In 1984, the new C4 Corvette was introduced. It was the first truly new 
redesigned Corvette in fifteen years, and I decided I had to have one.  
It’s never a good idea to buy a car in the first year of the new model, so 
I waited until 1985 for the bugs to be worked out. I built the car on 
paper, deciding which options to include, and ordered it from the 
factory. I placed the order in February and took delivery April 23rd.    
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 It was Bright Red with gray leather Recaro seats. What an amazing 
Corvette. As it turns out I didn’t own it very long. In September of 1987, 
I took it to a dealership for an oil change. A gentleman who was there 
said he’d like to buy it for his wife. He made me an offer I couldn’t 
refuse, wrote me a check, and drove away. I bet that was one surprised 
and happy wife! History has shown that the C4 Corvettes did not retain 
their value, so selling it was a prudent decision.   

THE NATIONAL CORVETTE MUSEUM 

 In 2012, I took a trip to Bowling Green, Kentucky, also known as 
Corvette heaven. On one side of the highway is the Corvette assembly 
plant, the only place in the world where Corvettes are made. I had a 
tour of that plant, it was amazing. On the other side of the highway is 
the National Corvette Museum, founded in 1994.  One of the founders 
of the museum was Dan Gale, a Corvette enthusiast from Billerica that 
I met while I was restoring my own car. He had a gorgeous ’61. He was 
a successful tradesman, either a plumber or electrician I’m not sure, but 
he was so devoted to Corvettes that he shut down his business and 
moved to Bowling Green to oversee the launch of the museum. After it 
opened he came back home and restarted his business, but soon was 
diagnosed with cancer and died at a young age. The procession to the 
cemetery where he was buried was a long line of Corvettes.   
 The Corvette Museum is really a beautiful facility.  I recall standing 
in the main exhibit hall, under the sky dome, and admiring the iconic 
history of this classic car. Little did I know that two years later, on 
February 12, 2014, a huge sinkhole would open under the floor of that 
sky dome and swallow eight valuable corvettes of historic significance.  
It happened at 5:30 in the morning when thankfully there was no one 
in the building.  But the entire event was captured by security cameras, 
and the security alarms sounded, alerting police and management.   
 The sinkhole measured forty feet wide, and thirty feet deep.  
Sinkholes are not uncommon in that part of Kentucky where there are 
large concentrations of limestone that dissolve naturally by circulating 

49



groundwater, creating underground voids, or caves, that eventually 
collapse. And the Corvette Museum is just a short drive away from 
Mammoth Cave National Park.   
 The Museum unofficially estimates that the sinkhole caused 
millions of dollars’ worth of damage. Some of the cars were totally 
crushed, and some were able to be restored. Here is a list of the Great 
Eight, as they are referred to by the Museum: 

2009 ZR1 – restored 
1993 40th Anniversary – restored 

1962 Black – restored 
1992 - the 1,000,000th Corvette built – restored 

1984 PPG Pace Car – totally destroyed 
1991 ZR1 – totally destroyed 

2009 - the 1,500,000th Corvette built – restored 
2001 Z06 – totally destroyed 

In spite of the tragedy of losing these cars, the publicity generated by 
the sinkhole has resulted in a significant increase in membership and 
visits to the museum.   
 My last visit to Carlisle was in 2003 for the 50th anniversary of the 
Corvette. It was such a popular event that my wife and I couldn’t get 
hotel reservations so we stayed in Harrisburg. The organizers of the 
show were able to assemble fifty-three 1953 Corvettes in various 
conditions arranged under one large tent. It was very impressive. 
 My friend Dave bought his own Corvette a year after I bought my 
1963. His was a 1962 and I was with him the day he went to look at it. 
We went to this man’s house, he opened the garage, and you couldn’t 
see the car, there was so much stuff piled on top of it. We spent twenty 
minutes cleaning everything off the car. It was not pretty at all. The 
paint had been stripped down to naked fiberglass, all four tires were 
flat. I told Dave I thought we were wasting our time. He said, “Well 
we’re here now, I need to get underneath.”  We jacked it up, he was 
under it for ten minutes. He rolled out and said, “I’m buying it.” I said 
“Dave, why? It’s a mess.” He said, “It may be a mess, but it has the best 
frame I’ve ever seen.” And he bought it. 
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 Dave, of course, had the advantage of being able to do all the 
restoration work himself. He had his own business as a mechanic, so 
his car went for long periods without being touched. He eventually 
finished work on it in 2013. He did it all himself except the paint and 
chrome work. It is drop-dead gorgeous.  
 Dave and I each had our own corvettes, but we had never been 
together with our cars. It took thirty-five years, but finally on a 
Saturday morning in October of 2015, Dave drove his ’62 from Melrose 
and I drove my ’63 from East Falmouth to attended the same car rally 
at the new Herb Chambers Lexus Dealership in Hingham. Two happy 
gear heads side by side. My wife commented recently that my longest 
relationship in life has been with that ’63 Corvette. She has a point. 
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My first car, a  blue 1948 
Mercury Club Coupe that I 

bought for $150 in 1956. 

My second car, a  1949 Olds 

“Rocket 88” Convertible. 

The 1956 Chevy I bought 

from my Dad.   
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My1963 Corvette as purchased in 1979. 

The engine from the ‘63 Vette 
after Dave and I rebuilt it in 

my basement. 

The frame, during restoration. 
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My white 1963 Corvette next to Dave Fuller’s newly restored 1962 Corvette 
in “Riverside Red.” It took thirty-five years, but the cars we purchased back 

in 1979 and 1980 finally appeared side by side in a car show at the brand 

new Herb Chambers Lexus Dealership in Hingham, MA. 
October of 2015.  
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The National Corvette Museum in Bowling Green Kentucky, when I visited in 2012. 

Two of the cars displayed at the museum.  The car on the right is a 2009, and it is 
the 1,500,000th Corvette off the assembly line.  Unfortunately, it became one of the 

“Great Eight” when it went into the sinkhole at the museum in 2014.  It has since 

been restored.  
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A 1953 Corvette displayed at the 50th Anniversary Celebration in Carlisle, PA. 

Fifty-three 1953 Corvette’s assembled under the tent at the 50th Anniversary 

in Carlisle, PA. White was the only color available in 1953 and 1954.   
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The invoice for my 1985 bright red C4 Corvette, pictured below. 
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Chapter Six 

COLLEGE AND EARLY WORK LIFE 

TRANSITRON CORPORATION AND BURDETT COLLEGE 

After high school, I had thoughts of going into the Air Force, but wasn’t 
motivated enough to do that, so I went to work at Transitron Corp. in 
Wakefield. I think I just walked in and applied. It was terrible, an 
assembly job in a typical manufacturing environment. They made 
transistors, some encased in plastic within small tubes. These were 
used by NASA in the space program. The plastic prevented the 
transistors from vibrating from the thrust of the rockets. 
 I remember one product had a connector protruding from the top 
of the tube. The connector looked like a pin. There was a problem 
keeping the connector centered while pouring the plastic into the tube. 
Being ever so resourceful, I came up with the idea of an aluminum cap 
that fit down over the tube, with a hole drilled in the top that would 
center the pin. Once we poured the plastic into the tube and let it cure, 
we could then remove the cap and the pin was perfectly centered.  It 
was interesting at times, but I still hated that job. 
 I came home and talked to Priscilla about not being happy at 
Transitron. She was working at Melrose High School and spoke to the 
guidance counselor, who suggested I enroll at Burdett College. Burdett 
had been a secretarial school that had recently added a two-year 
business program to their curriculum which including accounting, 
marketing, and sales. I applied and was accepted. I commuted from 
Melrose to Boston every day. I drove down to the beginning of the 
green line (they didn’t reference the colors back then), took the bus to 
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Everett station and the train into Boston. Accounting was the biggest 
challenge for me, and it was a requirement for both years of the 
program. This was pre-calculators, everything was done on 26-column 
worksheets. I was a mess. At the end of the day, the debits and credits 
had to match, and mine never did. But then, sometime during the 
second semester the light bulb went on, and by the end of the semester, 
the teacher told me to transfer into accounting because I “had it”.  I did 
not transfer. I graduated with a business degree and decided to try 
sales, a decision which greatly distressed my father, who thought sales 
was not an honorable profession. 
 I made some terrific friends while at Burdett. Herb McNeill from 
Wareham had an apartment in Boston, the site of some great parties; 
Joe McCole from Bath, Maine; Joe Swift from Quincy. Herb and I both 
ended up in the graphic arts business, we would bump into each other 
at trade shows. I think he eventually went into real estate and moved 
to Paxton, but I have not been able to locate him.  

A.B. DICK COMPANY 

After college, I went to work at A.B. Dick Company, located at the 
corner of Boylston and Fairfield Streets in downtown Boston. It was 
directly across Boylston Street from the Prudential Tower, which was 
under construction at the time. A.B. Dick was a major manufacturer of 
duplicating machines founded by Albert Blake Dick in 1883. Albert 
Dick coined the term mimeograph, which was a low-cost method of 
printing, or duplicating, that worked by forcing ink through a stencil 
onto paper.  At the time, I had no idea what a mimeograph was. I just 
walked in there after graduation in June, resume in hand, and asked to 
speak to the sales manager. Harold Beech came out, handed me an 
application, and I went to work there on July 5th, 1961. I had no idea I’d 
be selling copy machines, the most competitive job on the planet.  
 I was officially a sales rep now. They had a dress code for sales reps 
then, suits of course, and Fedoras in the winter. They were a pain in the 
neck, I was always leaving mine somewhere and had to go back to 
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retrieve it. But I did like being dressed up. One of my bosses later on in 
life, Bill Wishart, was probably the sharpest dresser I ever knew. He 
was a good looking guy, jet black hair with a streak of white in the 
front. I think he caught onto the fact that I enjoyed nice clothes because 
whenever there was a sale at one of his favorite stores he’d come tell 
me. I got a lot of wardrobe tips from him! 
 At A.B. Dick, I sold copiers exclusively until the end of that year. 
Then, I was “rewarded” with a general line territory, which included 
not only copiers but supplies and all of A.B. Dick’s products, except for 
offset equipment, which was the high-end stuff. Unfortunately, they 
gave me Territory 5, the most hazardous neighborhood in all of Boston, 
which included Roxbury, Hyde Park, Roslindale, and Jamaica Plain. 
The market in that territory was primarily schools and churches.  I got 
to know Harold Patterson, the manager of the service department at 
A.B. Dick, and I asked Harold if I could go in on Saturday and go 
through his service records.  He said, “What do you want to do that 
for?”  I told him I wanted to know where the equipment was installed 
since a lot of it was probably old and ready to be traded in for new 
equipment, but I didn’t know where it all was.  So I went in for two or 
three Saturdays, made a list, and blew their doors off. I won a trip to 
Florida that first year as a company Pacemaker. I had figured out where 
the bodies were buried.  
 In 1963 they transferred me to another Boston territory, the smallest 
they had, referred to as the insurance district. It ran between the 
Charles River and Columbus Avenue, between Massachusetts Avenue 
and South Station. I could walk it. I handled all the big insurance 
companies including Liberty Mutual, John Hancock, and Mass Mutual. 
It was a huge territory for copier supplies and I did well there. But I 
really wanted to sell offset equipment. Finally, Dick Crosby, the branch 
manager, sent me to Chicago for two weeks of offset training. When I 
came back I was selling offset presses. 
 While working at A.B. Dick Company I met my close friend Frank 
Bolivar, who had been hired by Harold Patterson as a technician in the 
service department in Waltham. I had sold some offset equipment and 
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the buyer was looking for a part-time operator at night. Frank took that 
job, and he and I continued our business relationship for the next forty 
years. Eventually, Frank started his own equipment repair business, 
Superior Offset in Saugus, and built it into a general line offset 
equipment and supply business which his sons still run today.  
 In 1965, I decided to move away from equipment sales and move 
into sales of consumables. I went to work at Technical Tape 
Corporation, which was based out of New Rochelle, NY. They had a 
range of products and were on a hiring mission. I was selling things 
like polybags to the dry cleaning industry, polyethylene drum liners, 
etc.  Their product was terrible and I spent most of my time putting out 
fires. I lasted there about 6 months. Luckily, I had never lost contact 
with some of the guys at A.B. Dick Company. Bill Williamson was a 
sales rep at A.B. Dick Co, and his largest account was Spaulding 
Company.  I had lunch with him and he introduced me to John Minelli, 
who was the collator salesman at Spaulding for Thomas Collators. 
Spaulding hired me on the spot. The day that I went to give my notice 
at Technical Tape they informed me that they wanted me to relocate to 
Chicago, and instead, I resigned.  

SPAULDING COMPANY 

In 1965, I went to work at Spaulding Company and on my first day I 
reported to Natick. My boss, Bill Wishart, got everyone together and 
told us there was a big copying project to do for Sylvania and that 
everyone would have to get involved and help out. Sylvania farmed 
out tons of engineering drawing copying work, which previously had 
been split among three vendors. Spaulding had secured the contract for 
all the business. Spaulding had around a dozen copy centers in the 
Boston area at this time and they would share the work.  So my first 
day at Spaulding was spent standing at a diazo copy machine feeding 
in drawings. I appreciated what was happening, everyone pitched in 
to get it done. 
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 John Minelli, the sales rep I replaced, was very helpful and left me 
a lot of work in process. I was the only rep selling Thomas Collators for 
Spaulding.  Thomas was the only viable sheet fed collator on the 
market. I had a wide open territory and virtually no competition. It was 
a terrific job, and I did very well. My most fulfilling deal at the time 
was with the Massachusetts Institute of Technology, (MIT). I have to 
tell this story I’m so proud of it. MIT had an in-house print shop, and 
the manager was a real gentleman, very professional. I sat in his office 
one day and he asked me “How can I help you today?” I said “I’m here 
to help you. I was thinking it’s time for you to turn over your 
Rotomatic,” which was the biggest collator Thomas made. It was a 50-
station rotary collator costing around $25,000, which was big money at 
that time. 
 He said “Well it’s running good, how about a trade in? Will you 
give me what I have it on the books for?”  I figured he probably had 
depreciated this machine and I was right. He had it on the books for 
$3,000.  I said sure, I’d take it in trade. Then I sold him a sorter to go 
with the new collator. Since he was not familiar with this sorter, I told 
him I could put it in on trial and if he didn’t like it we would take it out. 
He gave me a purchase order for both pieces that day. I walk out of 
MIT and I’m a foot off the sidewalk. I then drove over to Boston Offset 
to see Bill Peck. Bill Peck never bought a new machine in his life and he 
was in the market for a used Rotomatic. I told him I had found his 
Rotomatic, and sold it to him for $5,000. I took it in trade for $3K, sold 
it for $5K, and never touched it. Best sales day of my life. 
 I sold Thomas collators until 1968. I wanted to get into the copy 
center/print shop end of the business because that’s where the guys 
were making the real money. The manager of Spaulding’s Wakefield 
copy center was being transferred to Philadelphia, so I took over that 
facility. Now I was the boss, not just a salesman. And I was 
immediately hit with my first big challenge. There was a job sitting on 
the floor of the shop that had been there for months. The job was too 
big and was taking too long.  It was a saddle stitched book for General 
Electric Corporation in Lynn, MA.  As GE needed books, we would 
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finish them up and ship them, but the job was never finished nor billed. 
I was determined to get it out of there. I called the bindery manager at 
Semline, another division of Spaulding. They had the right equipment 
for the job. I sent it down to them in Braintree and they finished it. My 
boss said I was crazy, but I was determined, I wasn’t going to trip over 
it anymore. We got it done and billed. 
 My largest customer was Information Dynamics Corporation 
(IDC). They published listings of new publications for libraries, sort of 
a catalog of ISBN numbers. They sold this service to libraries and 
universities so they could stay on top of new books in print.  
 Spaulding decided to physically relocate that copy center to B Street 
in Burlington, where there was a lot more business. At the time, 
Spaulding also owned a separate entity, Thermafax Copy Machines, 
and we shared space with them. The physical move was a disaster. The 
building was not air conditioned. Finally, they broke down and air 
conditioned it, but the first year we nearly died of the heat. Then my 
boss John Curran came in one day and said: “I think you’re wasting 
your time here, you can do better in Boston.” I really didn’t want to go 
back to Boston, at the time I was living in Reading, so I said: “No, I’m 
fine here, thanks.” And off to Boston I went, to manage Spaulding’s 
Canal Street copy center.  
 It was 1970. The manager had left to go to work for a competitor. I 
found it very difficult to run a manufacturing business in the middle of 
the city. Getting supplies and paper in, and shipments out, was always 
a hassle. And it proved to be a very competitive environment. We had 
some nice accounts, Camp Dresser McKee was one. And we did a lot 
for the City of Boston but found it tough to get paid. I drove in and out 
of Boston every day.  I had a company car, but it was also used for 
making deliveries. It was an interesting time to work in Boston, but I 
would have been just as happy to stay in Burlington.  
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Attending offset training in Chicago courtesy of A.B. Dick Company 

in 1964.  I’m on the far right.  
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Working at Spaulding Company, at a collator demonstration, 1967. 

Checking a proof with an Itek plate salesman. At the 
time  I was manager of the Spaulding Copy Center in 

Wakefield, MA, 1970. 
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Chapter Seven 

BOBBY ORR, LARRY BIRD AND NEIL DIAMOND 

BOSTON SPORTS 

I played hockey in junior high. I learned to skate on a pond with my 
friend Dave. Melrose had an intramural hockey league. There were 
four junior high schools in Melrose and we played each other at Lynn 
Arena early Saturday mornings. I wasn’t that good, but I could skate 
backward, so I became a defenseman. I wasn’t good enough to make 
the high school team, so my hockey career ended there. I also played 
basketball in junior high. I was tall and could rebound. 
 Around that same time, my parents were involved in a 
fundamentalist church in Somerville, which was a basketball hotbed. I 
went to church with them and played basketball in the Somerville 
Church League. The church league was quite competitive, but our team 
was horrendous. The third year I was on the team we got a couple of 
“ringers”. Let me explain. To play basketball for the church you were 
supposed to be a member of the church. These guys weren’t members, 
but they were excellent basketball players. So long as they showed up 
for church on Sunday morning they could play basketball on Friday 
night. That year we won the league championship. I was a center, 
probably the tallest one on the team, and the coach told me “Don’t 
worry about shooting the ball, just get under the bucket, get rebounds, 
and pass!” The ringers could hit it from downtown. 
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 As a result of that experience, I always had an interest in the Celtics, 
and it seemed they won every year. In those days they were dominant, 
but the NBA was not what it is today. The big names back then were 
Bill Russell, Bob Cousy, Tommy Heinsohn, Bill Sharman. It’s 
interesting that even though they were winning during that time the 
Celtics very rarely sold out games. The Bruins were always the favorite 
winter sports team in Boston. The Celtics were second fiddle. I 
remember walking in off the street when they had a matinee and 
buying tickets to the game. Some people say it was a racial thing. When 
you compare Celtics fans to Bruins fans, back then they were different 
breeds. Rarely would you see a black person at a hockey game. Most of 
the Bruins fans at that time were from South Boston, and this was 
during the turbulent Boston School desegregation, or “bussing” era, so 
you definitely weren’t going to see many black people at Bruins games.  
 I always listened to the Celtics on the radio because I loved Johnny 
Most, an iconic basketball announcer. There will never be another like 
him. He was a “homer,” meaning he favored the Celtics and was not at 
all objective when it came to broadcasting games. The other teams were 
all bad, only the Celtics were good.  
 And then came Larry Bird. I never really followed college 
basketball that closely, but everybody knew about Larry Bird, who in 
1978 was a junior at Indiana State University, and technically not 
registered for the NBA draft. Red Auerbach, the General Manager of 
the Celtics, had finagled a way to get a first round draft pick. He was 
able to draft Larry Bird with the provision that Larry would sign a 
contract with the Celtics before the next draft or he would be eligible to 
be drafted by another team. Now we have the Larry Bird rule so you 
can’t do that anymore. But Red was always looking for the advantage 
– they now owned Larry’s rights. I was pretty sure they’d get him
signed, so based on that I went into Boston Garden and bought two
season tickets to the Celtics, for half the home games. Larry Bird came
in and the Celtics won the championship in his second year. Red was
an absolute genius in evaluating talent and built a terrific team. I was
fortunate enough to witness the Bird years firsthand.
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  This was in the old Boston Garden, which was a pit, it had no air 
conditioning. I remember going to those early season games in 
September, right after Ringling Bros. Barnum and Bailey Circus had 
performed at the Garden, and the scent of the elephants lingered long 
after they had vacated the building. 
 I watched as the Celtics won their 16th NBA Championship in 1986. 
But I knew the “big three” of Larry Bird, Kevin McHale, and Robert 
Parrish were aging, and the team would enter a rebuilding phase.  I 
gave up my season tickets because I was disgusted when Rick Pitino 
took over in 1997 and blew up the team. By then the team had moved 
to the new building and I wasn’t crazy about the location of my seats, 
so I gave them up.  Pitino thankfully resigned as the coach in 2001 but 
it took seven years to repair the damage and rebuild the team to 
championship level.  Tickets were readily available during that time.  
 Finally, in 2007, manager Danny Ainge acquired Ray Allen and 
Kevin Garnett who joined Paul Pierce to form the new “big three” on 
the Celtics roster, and fans got excited about this formidable team.  In 
2008, the Celtics won their 17th NBA championship, and again I was 
there. I went to ten games in the second half of that season, and to all 
of the home playoff games.  I watched them beat the self-proclaimed 
king of basketball Lebron James and the Cleveland Cavaliers, and then 
they beat Kobe Bryant and the dreaded Los Angeles Lakers.  It was 
very exciting to watch them win again. 
 The owner of Technical Tape Corporation loved basketball. He 
owned a minor league team in the Continental League called the Tuck 
Tapers. While I was working there he hired Gene Conley as a goodwill 
ambassador, one of the few people to play both professional basketball 
and baseball. Gene had played for both the Red Sox and the Celtics, 
and everybody knew him. He was around 6’7”, and liked to drink. One 
of our distributors asked Gene to visit an account on his behalf, but the 
distributor didn’t accompany him. The account gave Gene a purchase 
order, but Gene mistakenly brought the order to a different distributor. 
You had to watch him.  I was in the famous Elliott Lounge with Gene 
one day, and the beers were flowing. He stood up, introduced himself 
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to the crowd and said, “When Gene Conley drinks, everybody drinks.” 
I said, “Gene are you crazy?” He said, “Don’t worry I’m only going to 
buy one round.” Which went on the expense account of course. 
 I used to follow the Bruins when Bobby Orr played. They’ve 
changed the rules so much I no longer follow it. But Robert Gordon Orr 
was the best hockey player that ever lived in my opinion, bar none. 
Sadly, he had a very short career, suffering many injuries at a young 
age. As a sports fan, it’s been awesome. I’ve experienced the Bruins, 
Red Sox, Celtics, and Patriots all win championships. I’ve seen three 
Red Sox World Series championships, which is amazing considering 
they hadn’t won one in 86 years! 

MUSIC

What do the Red Sox have in common with my all-time favorite 
musician and my youngest granddaughter? The answer is Sweet 
Caroline.  Since the 1970’s I have been a huge Neil Diamond fan and 
have seen him live in concert many times. He released the song Sweet 
Caroline in 1969 and has admitted that his inspiration was a picture of 
President John F. Kennedy’s young daughter Caroline with her horse.  
In 1979, a Red Sox employee in charge of playing music during the 
games had that song played for a friend who had just named her baby 
Caroline. The crowd loved it and turned it into a sing-along and so for 
the next few years it was reserved for play during special games at 
Fenway. But then the Red Sox realized that the song had an uplifting 
effect on the fans (and maybe even the players), so since 2005 Sweet 
Caroline has been played at every Fenway home game during the 
eighth inning. It has become a sort of Red Sox anthem and after the 
Boston Marathon bombing, other major league baseball teams played 
the song in honor of Boston, and the Boston Strong movement. Every 
time I hear it I think of my own sweet Caroline. Music is so very 
powerful. 
 The music I grew up with was influenced by religion, and so my 
love of music really started in church. The churches that we attended 
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had magnificent choirs, and they would belt out those fundamentalist 
Christian Protestant hymns. I can still remember my father singing The 
Old Rugged Cross. He knew every word without looking at the hymnal.  
For a while, we attended the Nazarene Church in Melrose. Quartets 
and quintets from Eastern Nazarene College in Quincy would make 
special guest appearances in local churches, and we looked forward to 
their phenomenal performances.      
 When I was very young my parents bought a piano. Both my sisters 
took lessons and became quite accomplished pianists. Most of the 
music they played were religious hymns. My brother-in-law Elton was 
also accomplished on the piano, and together he and Irene would have 
family concerts at their home. By then they had a piano and an organ, 
and they’d both play. They were really awesome. 
 Rock ‘n Roll was popular during my high school years. I liked the 
early artists; the Everly Brothers, Bill Haley and the Comets, Buddy 
Holly, Fats Domino, Roy Orbison, Frank Sinatra. I always liked Patsy 
Cline, it’s tragic that she died so young. So many performers of that era 
died tragically in plane crashes. They would take those private “puddle 
jumper” planes to their concerts, and sometimes didn’t make it. 
 I found myself really enjoying country music. Elvis Presley had 
country roots as did Neil Diamond. My favorite song of all time is Neil 
Diamond’s The Story of My Life. I like Johnny Mathis, Tony Bennett, The 
Beach Boys, Jimmy Buffet, Johnny Cash, and of course, the king of 
country music, George Strait. I enjoy visiting Nashville, Tennessee, 
commonly referred to as Music City.  In 2012, I attended the live radio 
show The Grand Ole Opry on the occasion of Brad Paisley’s tenth 
anniversary of his Opry induction. I got to see Brad perform, as well as 
a “newcomer” at the time, Blake Shelton, and of course, the late Little 
Jimmy Dickens. I love to walk in and out of the honkytonks on 
Broadway in Nashville. The music plays 24 hours a day, and you never 
know when a star might drop in.    
 As for myself, I took trumpet lessons for four or five years, and also 
had some drum lessons. I was in the high school band when only in the 
eighth grade, as they were desperate for players.  But something 
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interesting happened to me while I was on that high school band. I 
learned about football. We were required to perform at every game, 
and as I sat there, in all kinds of weather conditions, I watched and 
learned the fundamentals of the game. So I guess I owe my love of 
football to music.   
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The inscription above reads: 
1993 The Boston Garden Parquet 

In 1995, the original Boston Garden was torn down and replaced by the 
new TD Bank Garden. The old Garden had amazing character, and I’m 

thankful to have some mementos from that old, hot, smelly building 

where a lot of sports history was made. Above is a clock mounted on a 
piece of the old parquet basketball flooring, a gift from Wanda. I pur-

chased the seats as they were tearing down the building.  Bright orange in 

color, they now reside in my garage. 
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At left is an unused ticket for a Celtics 
playoff game against the Indiana Pacers 

played on May 5th, 1991. During the game, 

Larry Bird suffered a cheek bone and eye 
injury and left the game. He came out in the 

second half and played like nothing had 

happened, scoring 32 points, 9 rebounds, 
and 7 assists. Final score 124-121 Celtics. 

And to think I couldn’t find anyone to use 

this ticket, I went to that game alone.   

My ticket stub for the Celtics’ tribute to 
Bill Russell, held in 1999, which I attended 

with friend Harry Lozon. It was great to 

see Russell, an underappreciated player, 
get his due recognition. Aretha Franklin 

performed at the event in his honor. 

My ticket stub for a 2008 
playoff game, the year I 

watched the Celtics win 

NBA Championship #17. 
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Photos I took of Neil Diamond in concert in Providence, RI  in 1979. 
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With Elvis in Nashville, 2012. 

The ticket from my first visit to Nashville’s Grand Ole Opry in 2011. 
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