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Do you believe in miracles? There’s 
healing magic in those ashes at home 
plate  
By Randall Beach, Register Columnist  

 

KIERRAN BROATCH walked out to his family’s backyard in Milford to show me a 
bench with his brother’s name on it and a lantern alongside. 

“My parents light a candle here every night,” he said. 

Cydney and Jim Broatch do so in memory of another son, Britton John Broatch, who 
died suddenly of a brain aneurysm on July 1, 2003. He was 25. 

But ever since that shattering event, there has been “magic” at work. 

At the wake, which drew hundreds of mourners, a man who is a longtime friend of the 
Broatch family, even though he is a New York Yankees fan and they are passionate 
followers of the Boston Red Sox, walked in wearing a Red Sox jersey. On its back he 
had inscribed: “B. Broatch.” 

When George Baglini took the shirt off his back and presented it to the Broatches, they 
were stunned and moved. 

One of the Broatch brothers would wear that shirt to Fenway Park a month later when 
the family and a few friends went there to watch a ball game and scatter Britton’s 
ashes. 

“My brother Gavin was going to do it somehow,” Kierran said of that rite. “He told us he 
was willing to be arrested.” 

But that wasn’t necessary, because of the magic. After Britton died, Gavin sat down 
and wrote a letter to Red Sox President Larry Lucchino. 
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“He just appealed to the Sox as a fan,” Jim Broatch said. “He told them his brother 
would be well cared for being there.” 

In the weeks that followed, there was no reply. On the day of the game, the Broatches, 
including the three sons and a daughter, gathered Britton’s ashes and got into the car 
to head up to Fenway. At that moment, one of them heard the phone ring in the house. 

“Your request has been granted,” said a Red Sox representative. 

When the family arrived at the ballpark, they were given a VIP tour. That night, the Red 
Sox won. 

On the next day, a day off for the Sox, the Broatches were invited back inside. 

“It was a beautiful morning,” Jim Broatch recalled. “The grounds crew was preparing for 
the Yankees series, and that made it more meaningful.” 

“I’d never seen Fenway Park so quiet,” Kierran said. “It was surreal.” 

The grounds crew stopped working, took off their hats and placed them over their 
hearts as the Broatches approached home plate. Jim Broatch said a prayer. 

“I asked that the Lord open Britton’s heart to his love and that we would be healed, too,” 
he said. 

Then the family scattered his ashes around the plate. Kierran stooped to scoop up a 
handful of dirt and carefully placed it in a glass vial. 

The next day, the Red Sox beat the Yankees, 10-5. 

The following year, the magic shifted into overdrive. The Red Sox, cursed for 86 years, 
unable to win a world championship, came from three games behind against the 
Yankees to make it to the World Series and glory. 

“My friends and I were shaking that dirt that October,” Kierran said. “It’s our good luck 
charm.” 

After the Red Sox achieved the impossible dream, the Rev. Thomas Lynch of St. 
James Church in Stratford, the Broatches’ priest and an avid Yankees fan, told Jim 
Broatch, “Your magic is working.” 

And as if that weren’t amazing enough, the Sox won another world championship last 
year. 

When I asked Jim Broatch if he thinks all this is fate at work, if somehow his son’s 
ashes are helping his ball club achieve these wondrous feats, he answered, “I’m a 
believer, in many senses. So I really think it was destined.” 

And every July there is another little bit of magic. After Britton died, the family tried to 
think of an event that would celebrate his life. Their thoughts turned to the many hours 
he spent in their backyard as a kid, playing Wiffle ball and imagining himself in heroic 
action at Fenway. 

Thus was born the Britton John Broatch Wiffle Ball Tournament. The annual event, set 
for July 12 this year at Milford’s Foran High School, is a fund-raiser for scholarships and 
other charities. (See http://thebjbtournament.com). 

“The first year, we were amazed by how many people came,” Jim Broatch said. “We 
have 64 teams. And every year, people pencil it in and come again.” 



The magic or serendipity is all around. When Boston Globe writer Stan Grossfeld was 
researching Wiffle ball a month ago, he came upon the Broatch Web site and the story 
of Britton’s ashes. After he interviewed the family and the Globe story appeared, I 
decided to tell a wonderful local story that had gone untold, even though I am a fan of 
that other ball club. 

Randall Beach can be reached at rbeach@nhregister.com or 789-5766. 
 

 


