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​​​A heartfelt dedication to the 1994 Bristol Bombers.
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What is your education?  DBA, MBA, MA.

What inspired you to become a writer?  It kind of started on a bet when I was in my 20s (I’ll explain more later) and played baseball with The Bristol Bombers.  I’ve also loved telling stories and in the last couple of years I decided to revisit the story I started 30 years ago.

When did you first start writing and what was your first published work?  The Bristol Bombers.

Can you tell us about your childhood and how it influenced your writing?  I’ve always been a guys-guy and have always enjoyed doing typical guy-type activities like playing sports, traveling, and conversations over a cold pint.

Who are your biggest literary influences?  I mostly enjoy non-fiction type books where I can learn something that I can apply to my daily life and better myself.  

How do you approach the writing process? Do you have any specific routines or rituals?  I engage in a lot of meditation type activities where I kind of plan out the story in my mind.

Can you describe your writing style in three words? Relatable, heartfelt, and reflective.

What challenges have you faced as a writer and how have you overcome them?  It’s sometimes challenging to get my thoughts down on paper in a manner that engages the reader in the fashion that’s intended.  I try to use emotional words and descriptions that enhance the senses with readers being able to identify and relate to characters in the story.

What do you think sets your writing apart from others in your genre?  I think it’s my ability to make it real and believable. 

Can you talk about any upcoming projects or releases?  TBD.

Is there anything you would like readers to know about you or your writing?  I try to write about things that I’m passionate about and relate to my life experiences.

What is your personal philosophy or worldview? Be kind and considerate and always try your best.

Can you describe a significant turning point or moment of growth in your life?  I would say the last few years there has been a change with the way I look at life.  It’s very short.  I think of how quickly the last 30 years have gone by and it scares me.  I have a saying on the wall in my office: We will never see this day again.  Moving forward make each day count.  

What do you think is the most important lesson you have learned so far in life?  Make every day of your life count. Live your best life with no regrets.

How do you balance your writing career with other aspects of your life, such as family, friends, and hobbies? By making it all enjoyable.  I try to write when the mood and timing are right, which is why I also make a living by working for myself and friends and family just naturally work themselves into the flow naturally.

What do you like to do for fun or relaxation? I enjoy going to the gym, playing sports, reading and writing, history, movies, traveling, dining, and experiencing new cultures and customs.

What is something most people don't know about you?  That I have a serious side and that I’m a continual planner.

How do you stay motivated and overcome obstacles in your life? By setting small daily goals and diligently working at them. The key is to stay calm and focused and avoid being overwhelmed.
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The purpose of this book is to finish a story that began thirty years ago. It was the summer of 1994, and I was twenty-six years old. I had finished college a few years earlier and was a bright-eyed real estate entrepreneur with grandiose dreams of making it big. I was having the time of my life traveling, having fun with my friends, and playing the game I love, Baseball.

I look back over the years and cherish the memories and friendships I’ve gained. I’ve learned a lot and realized that life is about choices. We all need to make the most of every single day and not waste one moment because it all passes by so very quickly. This tale is about one of those special times in my life when I played with a special group of guys that I will always hold dear to my heart. 

I originally started this tale three decades ago on a bet or dare, if you want to call it that. Today, I reflect on that special summer and continue where I left off. I’ve learned that we must make the most of every moment of every day while finding our individual purpose because tomorrow is promised to no one. Life is precious, and every life eventually comes to an end.

In historical perspective  it was the early 1990s and the writing is based on cultural and societal beliefs and values that were present at the time.  The stories are authentic and inspired by real events and people, but with a fictional twist for creative purposes.  The names, persona, and particulars to actual events have been modified to protect privacy and inspired the narrative.  Any resemblance to actual persons, living or deceased, or events is purely coincidental and not intended by the author. 

Bristol Bombers – The Fabled Nine

Real Name-Position   Nickname

Leo Jackson - Pitcher   “The Franchise”

Willie Greyson – Catcher  “Holy White Lobster,” “Sled” 

Jim Sullivan – 1st Base  “Sully,” “Comic Relief,” “Doc” 

Anthony Marino – 2nd Base  “Tony”, “Chachi”

Jake Hunter – 3rd Base  “Skip/Skippy”, “Coach”

Vincent Marino – Shortstop  “Vinny”, “The Fonz” 

River Hawksworth – Leftfield “Brother Love,” “Love Child”

Johnny Forrester – Centerfield “Forrest”, “Shoeless” 

Bobby Mason – Rightfield  “The Stick”

Leo “The Franchise” Jackson

Leo “The Franchise” Jackson was the best pitcher in the league, and he reminded us of this every time he pitched as he categorized himself as the self-proclaimed “Franchise.” For without him, we would be nothing! He would boast. Sometimes, I felt as though he played with the team to carry out his own childhood dreams while completing his charity work to the misfits he blessed.

Willie “Holy White Lobster,” “Sled,” Greyson

Willie “Holy White Lobster” Greyson, aka “Sled,” was clearly the best pure hitter on the team. Always one for making us laugh, he would do anything to make it happen. He gained his Holy White Lobster name one day while dressing for a game. While putting on his uniform, his ghastly white body was burnt fire engine red on the forearms from the elbows down. I remember both teams bursting out laughing and pointing in disbelief as he changed. Holy Shit, Holy Hell, that looks like science-fiction gone bad! Echoed between the dugouts and stirred awe until a voice put all the emotions fluently into one that categorized it completely, “Holy White Lobster.” The legend had begun. The humorous, fun-loving Willie would add a second nickname during the season, “The Sled,” during a rain delay (more later).
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Jimmy “Sully,” “Comic Relief,” “Doc” Sullivan

The narrator and protagonist of the story. I was always one for putting things bluntly while adding a comedic twist with a bit of sarcasm. While still enjoying my adolescence, I blended in nicely with the steadfast characters on the team, who shared a sense of misguided beliefs that life revolved around chasing skirts, playing ball, and throwing back a few cold ones.

Anthony “Tony”, “Chachi” Marino

Quiet, introverted, and a little unsure of himself, he was Vincent Marino’s younger sibling. Always wearing that sly, cunning grin, you always wondered what he was thinking. Got his nickname “Chachi” out of default, being related to “Fonzie” big brother Vinny. Despite being somewhat second in command, he commanded respect and his own identity using his own clever wit blended with catchphrases. 

Jake “Skip/Skippy”, “Coach” Hunter

A hard-nosed, pragmatic leader and the deuteragonist of the story. One of the most compelling players on the team, “Coach,” was always the leader of the fabled van rides that were guided by a smoke-filled haze and a blessed guardian angel. Coach served as the surrogate father to River “Love Child” Hawksworth, and their many quarrels left us laughing so hard we were bursting with tears. 

Vincent (Vinny) “Fonz” Marino

Vinny “Fonz” Marino got his nickname not because he was a greaser throwback to the 50s and resembled the character on Happy Days but because he was a leader of a small group of misfits and had his own sense of cool. His ear-to-ear grin was Hollywood-like but would change in a second when bested by an opposing pitcher. He had tremendous power but couldn’t stay off the junk. His swagger was obvious and hysterical to us all, as he was greatly attentive to his appearance. It was amusing, to say the least, watching him as he made sure his helmet was adjusted just so his sweatbands were perfectly positioned half-way up his forearms and his batting gloves flawlessly decorating his hands as he made his way up to bat.

River “Brother Love,” “Love Child” Hawksworth

River was this cool surfer dude slacker type that resembled the character Jeff Spicoli from Fast Times at Ridgemont High. One of the more captivating Bombers, he embodied the stereotype of the burn-out pot-smoking hippies of the 60s and 70s. His long blond hair that hung out from under his cap was unique, and his easy-going nature made him especially likable in the league. River had an eccentric appreciation for nature and formed a bond with “The Hawk” (more later). I remember during one game, “Brother Love” calling out to me joyously, “Dude, look at the wingspan on that Hawk!”

Johnny “Forrest,” “Shoeless,” Forrester

A throwback to the early 1900s in spirit, Johnny had a romantic appreciation for baseball of yesteryear and chose to use a wooden bat instead of aluminum. Nobody could figure out why because we all figured he could use all the help he could to reach base, and humorously kidded him so. He exuded a compassionate, enthusiastic, and optimistic persona and an idealism of pureness in the game of baseball. Having the last name Forrester, he was already bestowed the nickname of Forrest, but the nickname “Forrest” really stuck due to his simplistic resemblance to the main character of the movie Forrest Gump, which was released that summer and our friend became known now as “Forrest.”

Bobbie “The Stick” Mason

“The Stick” was a skinny, quiet type of guy who appreciated the Bomber-type humor. He serendipitously found his way onto the team and became a starter due to life changes with other former players. Bobbie, “The Stick,” got his nickname because sometimes, when glancing quickly out to the right field, his stature blended into the trees that decorated the area out behind the fence in the right field.

Reggie “Knees”, “Longball” Heyworth

A steadfast Bomber in spirit, Reggie was a former player who played a few games during the summer of 94, filling in when needed.  He was the first Bomber to officially have his jersey retired (more on this later), making way for Bobbie “The Stick” and Tony “Chachi” to become Bombers.

Reggie got his name “Longball” due to his tape measure home runs.  At least that’s what he believed.  It was funny but every time he told a story about one of his home runs it got longer each time he told it.  The nickname started off as Tall-Tale Reg, but eventually fell into Longball due to simplicity and it sounded better.

“Bomber Stadium”

The mythical creation of our legendary field of dreams is located in Bristol, Rhode Island’s Colt State Park. The field was known for being a home run haven with an outfield porch of 300 feet. The field became known for giving us a home-field advantage over other teams in the league. The consensus was that we had too many home-run hitters on the team. The fields’ distinctive characteristics provided direction to the story along with the fabled ending.

“The Hawk”

The legendary creature that became the guiding spirit and guardian angel of The Bombers and was the overseer of the myth behind Bomber Stadium. (The Legend of the Hawk!) 

Tweet Balzano’s Family Restaurant 

A Bristol landmark for over sixty years that was famously known for its pasta, seafood, and Italian dishes. “Tweets” was the place where many of our year-end celebrations took place following our ceremonial “Van” ride. It was a Bomber tradition that after the final out of the season, Coach Jake would proclaim, “Guys, we’re going to Tweets!”
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Have you ever pondered the fates of athletes whose moments of glory never arrived or swiftly passed them by? What about those who never ascended to the professional leagues, never realizing the dreams of their youth? In tribute to all those who competed fervently—whether in amateur, collegiate, Little League, or sandlot—and never tasted stardom, I write on a different narrative. For there is a child in all of us to some extent and a reason we play with an added vigor. 

This story is about a group of individuals with varying personas, as you will soon see, who unite every year to play the game they still love. They come from different occupations and have different interests, but every summer, there is that bond that makes them seem one. They do not play for wealth or any other gains but something far greater.

I believe my story represents thousands of others across our country who do something out of love rather than money, be it baseball or even a pickup game of hoops. I have chosen to spotlight the Bristol Bombers of Rhode Island, a team I’ve proudly been a part of and played for eight seasons. Through my words, I invite you to experience a season of baseball as I lived it, from the hallowed ground of ‘The Batter’s Box’ (more on this later), from the inaugural pitch to the decisive out, and all the antics, jokes, and spirited debates that unfolded in between. 

“Once Upon a Time, there was a Holy White Lobster, A Love Child, A Franchise, and a guy named Forrest, and there were others, and they were led by a Fearless Coach, who resided in a quaint little town by The Bay, called Bristol, that gathered every year to play the game that they love, Baseball.” 
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The Beacon Boys
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Duchess County, NY.

In Beacon, NY, my day was just beginning. I pulled into a convenience store parking lot on my way to the first adjusting assignment of the day. Knowing it would entail a lot of roof climbing, squeezing through tight spaces, and stepping in suspicious areas, I decided to grab a few refreshments before heading to Westchester. It was a warm day in mid-April of 2023, and I was working on some leftover wind and frozen pipe proximity claims from the winter.

Exiting the store, my attention was drawn to a late-model 1960s Black Chevy Camaro pulling into the lot. The car sported oversized racing tires that contrasted sharply with the gleaming chrome of its stylish rims. The blaring music of “Shook Me All Night Long” by AC/DC announced their arrival as three guys emerged from the car. They were casually attired in half-worn baseball uniforms, with only their pants and backward-tilted hats on full display.

As they strolled past my car and into the store, fragments of their conversation reached my ears. 
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“Hey, did you end up hooking up with that girl last night, the one who’s friends with Susie, uh... ‘Susie Cum-Belly’ last night?” The words hung in the air, laced with gossip. “I heard this wild story about her from Tony C. Apparently, she’s something else!”

Tony C.’s tales seemed to have piqued their interest. “He was going on about how they were doing body shots right at the bar, then up and left with some dude named Rico, and forgetting all about her poor boyfriend, just stranded at the bar. Can you believe it? What a friend.”

“Hell, ya dude! I’ve got one hell of a story for ya, bro. I’ll fill you in later at Stan’s after the game today,” he proudly said with a naughty, bad-boy grin while tapping his comrade on his upper back.

Shifting gears, one of them inquired about the day’s game. “Who are we facing today?”

A reply, casual and nonchalant, followed. “I dunno, does it even matter? So long as I knock three out of four dingers and rack up a couple of those ‘I am me’ stories for later, what’s the difference?”

“Yeah, we’re up against those guys from Poughkeepsie, the ones we went head-to-head with at the close of last year,” another chimed in. “You know, the team with that pitcher who looked like Rivera. Man, he was something. Didn’t he catch Pedro square in the jaw with a brushback pitch?” The uneasiness was obvious, but the admiration in his voice was unmistakable.

As I sat in my car, preparing to hit the road, my mind drifted back to the days of playing baseball three decades ago with a bunch of similar kindred spirits in Bristol, RI. I remembered my friends Denny, Vinny, and Joe all owned similar classic cars. I think they were all 1968 Chevy Classics, and each of them kept their cars in pristine condition.

The images stirred up a rush of nostalgic memories from my twenties, those days of late adolescence that are hard for most sports-loving guys to bid farewell to.

I knew I’d found the right group of guys when I overheard one of them say, “Hey bro, you’ve got the “dip,” right?” I confirmed but added a note of urgency, “I hope Willy gets that bowl sparked up quickly. It’s a short ride to the field...”

I watched as the trio assembled back into the car, and it reminded me of a similar crew from Bristol, RI. that went by the name of “Bombers.” 

However, I shared a deeper connection with this group, having also shared the field with them. Times have changed, and years have passed, but the tales and life lessons endure. The crew from New York might root for the Yankees or Mets instead of the Sox, but we still unite over hot dogs, beer, good company, and hearty laughs.

I caught myself pulling down my visor, almost as if to reassure myself of my presence, and couldn’t help but smirk. 
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