As the screams, Go Patriots, Go Patriots, echo in the woods surrounding New England and the football season comes to a close there is a faint sound off in the distance. The sound of a ball hitting a bat and the sound a ball makes when it smacks the leather pocket of a glove. You can feel it! You can smell it! As a young boy growing up in Portland, Maine we would often get the bat out and on that one warm spring-like day in late February, we would go to the local field and hit the ball. We could feel the sting of the bat run though our bodies, but yet we endured the pain, with stood the agony. For what, well for the love the game. These thoughts of my youth have stirred inside me once again the joy of another Spring Training and baseball season. I could only hope to pass this love of the game on to my children. Although, now they think I am crazy maybe one day they will think back and remember the respect of the game.

Brassball has enhanced for me that childhood sense of The Love of the Game reading magazines, books, scouting players, teams, it all is a part of it. Over the last few weeks during the draft I have enjoyed these experiences once again. It was always there waiting for me when I logged in. Did someone take the player I was thinking about? Asking for advice from Henry or Daniel about prospects. I really began to feel the sting of the bat again! It is my intention over the next season to write several real life personal experiences that have instilled within me this Love of the Game. I am going to title this column appropriately, “For the Love of the Game”. I look forward to writing them as much as I hope you look forward to reading them. Just maybe an experience I had will stir some memories from your own childhood. Well, now on with the first story...
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I was 12 years old and in my English class while I was thinking about my afternoon plan. Some of my buddies, including Henry of the Greenheads, were going to meet at the local Boys Club (now referred to as the Boys and Girls Club) to play a championship All-star baseball game. You remember the one where you would place a circler disc into a plastic slot and spin a spinner. I just remember the Babe having a homerun gap of a couple of inches. You see back then we were just hyped up on baseball. We couldn’t get enough of it. I would daydream about winning the World Series and have the neighborhood bragging rights! Little did I know that that day would change the way I looked at baseball forever? As we signed in at the Boys Club and headed to the Quiet Room, it was named this for an unknown reason. It certainly was far from being a quiet place. As I drew closer to the room I noticed several of my friends having a discussion. They were looking at some rectangular shaped cards. They wanted to see the Red Sox, the Dodgers, and the Yankees. They were calling out names like Schmidt, Rose, Yaz, and Reggie. Steve the Program Director welcomed me in and explained that today we weren’t going to play the All-star Baseball game that we had fallen in love with over the past month.

Instead we were going to learn a new game called Stratomatic Baseball. There was excitement in the room. We were actually going to be using players we read about in the paper everyday. In the All-star Baseball game we were only using former players, ones that had retired many years ago. As a grabbed a team to sift through the players Henry pulled me aside and said, “This is really cool. Look at the Red Sox.” I looked and when I finished I took a look at the team in my hands. It was the Champions Cincinnati Reds. My eyes were astonished as I looked at player after player. Steve then called us together and began to explain the game. He said that we would all draft a team and we would play in a league against each other. He also said that the game was played with dice, split cards and X-Fielding Charts. This was the first of a long love of the game of Stratomatic Baseball. 
Through out all the years between now and then, I have played thousands of games, played in hundreds of leagues, but the most important thing that stands out is the friendships and experiences I have had. To use an old Wide World of Sports cliché, I have experienced The Thrill of Victory and the Agony of Defeat. Next month I plan on sharing with you the story about the kidnapping of George Foster and Don Gullet as well as my very own Little League successes or well we will focus on the successes. Henry, don’t say a word ....

