
I consider myself a to be a pretty spiritual person and have always been 
relatively open to the world beyond our human grasp.  Since my sweet Joseph’s 
unexpected earthy farewell on September 23rd, the veil between the physical and 
spiritual world has eroded significantly and my eyes have been opened to a new 
reality. During this time of deep despair, I have been blessed with powerful glimpses 
into a world that cannot be viewed with the human eye, but rather, felt with the 
heart. The events that I will describe are perfect examples of the ever so intricate 
overlap between these two words.  

My husband Scott and I have a very strong connection to the Red Sox and 
Fenway Park. Since we began dating 20 years ago (phew!) we always tried to secure 
tickets to some games and went there on our date nights. When we welcomed our 
beautiful Joseph into the world, we were both so eager to bring him to the park with 
us. It was one of the things we looked most forward to doing with him and were 
overjoyed when that BIG DAY finally came. Joe joined us for a magical day at the 
park when he was just 2 years old. We got him a seat but he spent most of his time 
dancing on the stairs dividing the bleacher seat sections. I remember constantly 
trying to get him to sit down but all the fans around us begged us to let him continue 
his adorable antics!  

       
If I close my eyes, I can visualize all the images so perfectly. He had his 

favorite Pedroia shirt on, his Red Sox cap on backwards, and was decked out in red 
white and blue. He stood on the stairs amidst the rowdy bleacher seats as he belted 
out the words of “Take Me Out to the Ballgame” over and over and over while 
stomping out the beat with his tiny feet and clapping his hands in perfect rhythm. 
My little music man put on quite a show for the crowd that day. I was so worried 
that he was distracting eager ticketholders but everyone cheered and laughed along 
with him. His LOVE of LIFE oozed out from every ounce of his being and captivated 
the hearts of strangers around him. Before I knew it, many eyes were on him, 
cheering him on, singing with him, and begging him to continue his performance. 
Joe’s dancing and singing only stopped briefly when the “peanut man” came by. I 
vividly remember Joe pausing and being fully captivated by this workers ability to 
yell out “peanuts here” while throwing the trademark bags with such precision and 
accuracy. After this, Joe took a break from his singing and dancing show and decided 
to “mimic” the peanut man for the next hour. He’d capture a bystander’s gaze with 
his curious, little, long-lashed eyes, reach into his “pretend” tote of peanuts, wind up, 
and throw the imaginary bag to good spirited customer, repeating “peanuts here, 
peanuts here” over and over and over. These visions are forever ingrained in my 
heart. After numerous trips to concession stands, countless bathroom trips, and 
pictures with every statue and public piece of Fenway memorabilia, we walked back 
to the car with hearts filled with memories. Joe was fast asleep in his car seat and 
snoring before we were able to catch a glimpse of the park in our rear-view mirror.   
Scott and I looked at each other and smiled. It was clear to us that our beautiful son 
had inherited our mutual love of the Red Sox and Fenway Park.  

    
 



Although no return trip ever matched the significance of that FIRST 
adventure at the park with our boy, each brought its own glory. We’d try to catch a 
game or two each season and there would always be a countdown to the special 
days. Between Fenway visits, summer days were filled with the sounds of the game 
on the TV or radio. Some days Joe would quietly place his head on his daddy’s lap 
and contently watch the game for hours on end. These images are frozen in my 
mind.  I’d always look over at my two boys and just smile. Other times, he’d be 
engaged with his toys, usually a pretty intense superhero battle, but would always 
take breaks to run over to the TV and check on the status of the game. He had a keen 
ability to take one of these breaks right when his favorite player, Big Papi, was about 
to hit one over the Green Monster. We’d often call him Big Papi’s good luck charm. 
Roars of cheers would escape from Joe’s mouth followed by his favorite little victory 
dance. He’d return to his superhero battle but would always keep the action of the 
game in the corner of his eye. Whether we were at the park or watching the game 
from afar, these glorious Fenway memories fill my soul. Sunday, September 22nd 
was my sweet boys final earthy viewing of a Red Sox game. He watched the game in 
his bedroom as he was resting up from feeling “under the weather” from a common 
virus. He earned his angel wings on September 23rd, 2013 but his Red Sox legacy 
lives on.  

After the loss of our beautiful, beautiful, beautiful, beautiful boy, Scott and I 
walked in a deep fog. Nothing was able to penetrate our state of acute and all-
encompassing pain. Just 33 days before we lost our precious Joseph, his baby 
brother, Jack, was born. Both Joseph and Jack were born with cardiomyopathy 
related to a probable undiagnosed syndrome. Jack was taken to Boston Children’s 
Hospital when Joseph earned his angel wings and spent the next month on the 
cardiac floor.  Not only were Scott and I completely broken, but we had to face the 
same medical challenges all over again and learn to care for Jack. This was a slow 
process and there were many, many days that Scott and I just didn’t think we would 
make it. The staff at the hospital were wonderful and often suggested that we get 
out and take a walk together. One day, our walk led us to Fenway Park and that was 
the beginning of a long and healing journey. 

Our first walk from Children’s Hospital to Fenway was bittersweet because 
the park holds so many beautiful memories of our time with Joseph. With each step, 
we relived a favorite Fenway memory and held it close to our hearts.  We stayed 
silent for that entire walk but I am guessing many of the same memories were 
crossing Scott’s mind. The park happened to be open to the public that day for post 
season batting practice so we were able to sit back and take it all in. For the 1st time 
in several weeks, I felt my body relax a bit and felt a tiny glimmer of peace.  When 
we returned to Jack’s bedside at the hospital, I realized that a tiny spark of hope had 
been reignited and I shared that with my beautiful infant son. 

After that first walk to Fenway, we decided to make time to get out together 
each day.  We never really knew where we were going but our footsteps always took 
us to the same place: Fenway.  Following the loss of Joseph, Scott and I were so 
broken that we ultimately stopped talking to each other.  Something magical 
happened on our “daily Fenway trips. “ As we walked, we talked and shared stories 
and feelings and fears about the future. Day after day, we walked and talked and 



shared and always ended up on Yawkey Way. It was almost as if our bodies were on 
autopilot and we were being carried on this healing journey. Scott and I have been 
married for 12 years but I think we shared more with each other during our 
“Fenway Walks” than we ever had before.  

Soon, another wonderful thing began to happen during our daily strolls; we 
began to see signs of Joseph everywhere and gained comfort from the fact that he 
was right by our side, just not in the physical way. Our path to Fenway became filled 
with so many signs from Joe: symbolic paintings by St. Joseph’s Hall, Joe 2007 (his 
year of birth) etched in the pavement beneath our feet, his favorite songs played just 
at the right time, rainbows over the field at the perfect moments, etc.  Many may call 
these strange coincidences but they were more than that. I know because I felt it in 
my heart. My sweet boy was guiding his daddy and I along our journey of grief and 
was leading us to one of his favorite destinations: Fenway!  

    
As the days and weeks passed, hospital staff, family members, and friends 

began to notice the slow transformation happening within us. They, too, realized 
how healing our Fenway jaunts were and rallied to find us tickets to a game in each 
post-season series. Although we were avid fans, we had never before attended post 
season. The experience was amazing and we actually found ourselves laughing, 
cheering, and celebrating for the 1st time since September 23rd. Of course the gut-
wrenching feelings of pain would creep in but there were smiles mixed in.  

Long before the 2013 Red Sox final game, Scott and I knew they would win 
the World Series. There wasn’t a doubt in our minds. Our beautiful boy was so 
present in spirit and we could just feel the victory. On October 30th, the series was 
taken back to Boston but we didn’t have tickets. That didn’t stop us from setting out 
on our daily walk. We watched the game through a divide in the Yawkey Way gate, 
heard the loud bellows of the fans, and smelled the savory scents of baseball’s 
trademark peanuts, sausage, and beer. We didn’t have an official seat but every one 
of our senses were alive and we experienced that championship game just as much 
as the ticket holders. What an amazing experience. Joe was right by our side through 
the whole thing.  A night I will NEVER forget. 

We returned to Jack’s hospital room late that night to see a sign reading, 
“Every Little Thing is Going to Be Alright” hung at the nurses station outside our son’s 
room. Victorino’s song and our sign from Joe that he would take care of his baby 
brother.  Jack was discharged 2 days later.  

 
As the winter approached and snowfall covered our beloved park, Scott and I 

made many trips back and forth to Children’s Hospital with Jack. We would pass by 
our park each time we drove in for regular appointments, inpatient admissions, 
tests, and procedures. The park seemed to lay dormant, as if resting up from the 
post-season excitement. Memories of our autumn walks filled our mind but we 
didn’t venture out.  
 A few weeks ago, almost 7 months after the 2013 Championship Game, Scott 
and I returned to Children’s for a very important team meeting organized to discuss 
treatment/testing options for Jack. In the previous weeks, his heart had taken a turn 
for the worse and was following the same clinical path as Joseph’s. The thought of 



losing our second son to cardiomyopathy sent our minds into a downward spiral. 
For 2 hours, we collaborated with some of the country’s most skilled and caring 
physicians and devised a plan to move forward. Despite grand efforts and strategic 
suggestions, no one was able to tell us how to save our son. Like his brother, Jack 
remains a mystery.  Scott and I walked out of Children’s Boston filled with such a 
range of emotions. We had planned to head to the garage, get in the car, and drive 
home but an idea popped into our heads at the same time. We changed our path, 
glanced at each other with a smile, and headed toward Fenway Park. It was time for 
a therapeutic walk.  
 This is one of those times when it is difficult to express the magnitude of an 
experience in words. Each step that Scott and I took towards our beloved Fenway 
Park lifted that curtain between the physical and spiritual worlds and made it very 
clear to us that Joseph was right by our side. As we left Longwood Avenue and 
turned right onto Brookline, a sense of peace began to wash over us, just as it had 
during our daily walks last fall.  Scott and I decided to leave the medical discussion 
in the background and began to just TALK and share and reminisce about how 
healing this Children’s to Fenway walk had been to us. We recounted all the signs 
our sweet boy had sent us and the all-encompassing terror of our current situation 
began to lift. After a long, cold, and personally excruciating winter, each and every 
one of our senses were opened and we could just feel the Boston streets coming 
alive again right before our eyes. Aside from the full bloom of the trees that lined the 
streets and the warm brushes of spring breezes that touched our faces, it was the 
distant sounds and sights from the park that piqued our senses and drew us 
forward.  
 As we crossed the street and took a left onto Yawkey Way, tears began to fill 
my eyes and a feeling of total contentment penetrated my every fiber. The familiar 
tune of “Tessie” played in the background and my entire body broke out in goose 
bumps. I looked at Scott and he instantly knew that I was having one of my 
“moments” where Joseph’s presence was so palpable. We had talked about sharing 
our Red Sox story with some of the park executives in hopes of spreading 
knowledge about the newly incorporated non-profit foundation we had opened in 
joseph’s memory. Noticing that my heart was so fully opened, Scott suggested it 
might be the perfect time to approach someone. We decided to make a quick stop in 
the fan shop to get Jack a new baseball cap before heading over to the information 
booth.  
 The events that transpired during the next several hours made my “non 
believing husband” a believer. Yawkey Way was empty when we left the pro shop 
but we could hear some activity from within the park. We headed towards the park 
entrance but something, or I should say SOMEONE, stopped us in our tracks before 
we reached our destination. There, walking right in our direction, was John Henry 
himself! Scott’s jaw dropped in awe and I felt compelled to approach him and share 
Joe’s story. I didn’t solicit Red Sox support or ask him for anything, but rather, took a 
moment to thank him and told him about our strong connection to his park and 
team. I passed on one of our All You Need Is Love Mission Cards, talked about Joe, 
and reminisced about happy times at the park. Mr. Henry was extremely empathetic 
as he accepted our thanks and expressed his condolences.  We shook hands and we 



were about to head our separate ways when he turned and asked Scott and I if there 
was anything he could do. We looked at each other quickly and decided to tell Mr. 
Henry about our hope to spread awareness of Joe’s new foundation through the Red 
Sox Empire. He told us to seek out Dr. Charles Steinberg and promised to make a 
phone call himself. The butterflies in my stomach fluttered, partly because I had just 
spoken to JOHN HENRY himself but also because it was becoming completely 
evident that JOSEOH was right by our side. In fact, as Mr. Henry walked away, Scott 
turned to me with tears in his own eyes and whispered with full conviction, “You are 
right, Kate, Joseph is with us. He’s right here!” 

 
 

 We were now on a mission but still had no idea where the next hours would 
take us. We approached a young woman at the info booth and had completely 
expected for her to give us a business card with a number to call. I’m not sure if she 
was simply taken in by our excitement or if our explanation that John Henry had 
sent us to talk to Charles Steinberg drew her in. She left to make a few phone calls 
and then directed us to one of the friendly and welcoming Red Sox Ambassadors. 
Calls were made and we were suddenly being led up the stairs to the executive 
offices. Amazing Red Sox artifacts lined the walls and further sparked our 
excitement. As we sat in the waiting room for our meeting with Dr. Steinberg, 
several people walked by with boxes in their hands. A friend of Scott’s and former 
Lowell Spinner employee saw us waiting and told us about the significance of the 
day. The 2013 Championship rings had just been handed out to employees. He even 
extended his hand to let Scott see and then try on his own ring. More goose bumps. 
Here we were, two of the biggest Red Sox fans around, sitting in the waiting room of 
the executive offices, and trying on the World Series ring. Scott and I just kept 
looking at each other and smiling; smiles that have been few and far between since 
September 23rd.  

 
 Moments later, Dr. Charles Steinberg met us and led us into his office. Scott 
and I had heard so much about him from various media sources but meeting him 
was something different, altogether. It instantly became apparent that he is much 
more than just a “man behind an important title,’ but truly a good and caring person. 
I felt that the second I shook his hand and the connection between us just multiplied 
the second we stepped foot into his office. Deep breath!!! Beatles memorabilia was 
EVERYWHERE!  A Beatle shirt carefully spread over his chair, signed Beatle guitars 
adorned the far wall, and framed tributes and other band artifacts filled the office. 
Seriously?!?! A room filled with Beatle and Red Sox memorabilia?  Deep Breath!  

Everyone who knew our sweet Joseph knew the three areas of interest he 
was most passionate about: 1) The Beatles, 2) The Red Sox, and 3) Superheroes. 
Friends and strangers, alike, always associate anything from these categories with 
my precious boy.  Here I was, standing on the threshold of this man’s office and 2 of 
these 3 representations were staring me right in the face. I was utterly speechless 
and felt that Joe was guiding me right to his door. What I wasn’t yet aware of was 
that the “superhero” connection would soon come into play. 

   



 It quickly became apparent that Dr. Charles Steinberg would be a “real life 
superhero” to us. We sat with him for well over an hour, shared our story, and 
talked about our great desire to spread Joseph’s legacy of love. We talked about the 
role the Red Sox have played in our lives, our therapeutic walks to Fenway, our 
newly incorporated foundation, our infant son’s battle with the same disease that 
took his brother’s life, our shared passion for the Beatles, etc. etc. etc. Scott, Charles, 
and I just TALKED and so many connections were made. Mr. Steinberg seemed truly 
interested in our story and showed true compassion for what we had gone through 
and the road ahead of us. He continually referred to our boys by name and at one 
point even picked up his cell phone to contact a cardiac specialist and friend from 
across the country, in an attempt to give us some medical direction. My eyes 
watered as my heart pounded. HERE was a man who truly cared. He easily could 
have thrown a few game tickets at us and had us on our way, but instead, he sat and 
listened and shared his own stories.  Generosity was certainly one of his most visible 
attributes.  We walked out of his office with an amazing game day package to 
auction off, an offer to have the 3 Red Sox trophies at our next foundation event, and 
a promise to help us spread awareness of Joseph’s Foundation and pediatric cardiac 
conditions throughout his organization.  These gifts were amazing but they were not 
the ones that made the most impact on us. Dr. Steinberg’s generosity of time, 
willingness to listen, and desire to respond in a compassionate way are the true gifts 
he shared with Scott and I that day. He touched our hearts and left such a profound 
mark that we walked out of his office feeling more alive than we had in months.  
Some men have powerful titles and others have hearts of gold. It was instantly 
apparent that this man had BOTH. For this very reason, Dr. Charles Steinberg is a 
clear example of a community pillar that embodies everything The Joseph 
Middlemiss All You Need is Love Mission was created to represent.  We thank him 
from the bottom of our very deep and weathered hearts and are profoundly grateful 
for the time we spent with him. 

 
 On a day when we were so filled with fear for our young Jack’s future, 
combined with longing for our beautiful Joseph who was taken far too soon… on a 
day when anyone could have expected our spirits to be trampled, we departed 
Boston with souls buoyed by these “chance encounters;” encounters that really were 
not by chance at all. THANKs to Joe guiding us right into the paths of these 
wonderful men and helping to deepen our love of the team. For the gift of this day, 
combined with all of our beautiful Fenway connections and memories, we thank 
everyone from the Red Sox organization and are abundantly proud to call ourselves 
the biggest fans of this amazing team.  As you can see, our devotion goes far beyond 
typical fan adoration and is fostered by a source so, so much deeper. We look 
forward to sharing Joseph’s passion for the team with his baby brother, Jack and 
hope to recount each precious memory. Jack is clearly already a faithful follower. It’s 
just in his blood.  Baby Jack was born into our Red Sox passion.  


