Field of Dreams
Jim Collyer
I have played and coached here in Casey Field since 1949. A lot of people know it as the Town Field. This old park has many memories for me. I can remember standing behind home plate in my boyhood days watching the great Will Cannonball Jackman firing strikes while talking to the batters what he was going to do next. I played myself before over three thousand people during playoffs in the fifties. Before that the old Casey Club would pack in as much as five to six thousand to a game. I played on the Old Skin Diamonds where balls took some tough hops. We do have a grass infield now but with the hard winters, the surface gets washed away and the water does not drain off well and leaves very large puddles of water at both benches and instead of a field of dreams, we have puddles of dreams in the outfield. 
The fences need repairs all around. A beautiful flower garden was once around the flagpole, and kept up by a fine lady who no longer comes. I'm sure if she could see a change in the field, she would be back with all her beautiful plants. In the past six months, two of us have been restoring the clubhouse inside with painting, receiving furniture and gym equipment that was donated to us. Education means a lot to us here, so we moved the weight room downstairs and created a very nice room for tutoring children who need extra help. We have been hanging pictures of all sports (thank God for Norm) on our walls that are run here at the All Dorchester Sports League. 
My dream and the Director's is has been to create a history of the past and present; we are in an area that needs a facelift to the community and restore respect around us. I see a lot of good around me and have met many wonderful people. I know it is not easy getting things done, but in the last few months I have been to different meetings in this area with my Director and I am proud to see so many people caring about their community. It takes a lot of help to do these things and if someday I can look on these walls with friends of the past and present and remember when; and then to open the door and see a new Casey Field, that would be my field of dreams.
