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The NYC Parks Department 
announced in a meeting last 
week that, after several months 
of community outcry and a heap 
of empty promises from the city, 
the demolition of the old Yan-
kee Stadium will begin some-
time next month. 

To make way for the new 
Yankee Stadium several com-
munity ballparks were demol-
ished in an agreement forged 
before construction began, with 
New York City being held re-
sponsible for the restoration of a 
community park in a reasonable 
amount of time. That amount of 
time has now grown to be gross-
ly unreasonable and the sur-
rounding community is still left 
without a respectable park area. 
A section of Macomb’s Dam 
Park, which offered a track and 
several ballparks prior to the 
construction of the new stadi-
um, was set aside as an interim 
park area during construction.

That park proved to be unac-
ceptable, however, its synthetic 
turf reaching temperatures past 
100 degrees on especially hot 
summer days. Now, with ‘de-
construction’ moving ahead 
next month, NYC Parks pre-
dicts that the Heritage Park, the 
new park to be built in place 
of the old stadium, will not be 
completed until fall 2011. In the 
meantime, community mem-

bers looking to play baseball or 
run on the track (which doesn’t 
open until 6:00 A.M., too late 
for some joggers) are expected 
to deal with the disappointing 
state of Macomb’s Dam.

It’s a pretty sad scenario. 
Many people were against the 
construction of a new Yankee 
Stadium in the fi rst place, which 
was built even as the budgets 
of all other NYC public parks 
were cut signifi cantly in May. 
And the construction of the new 
stadium has only brought more 
woes to an already marginalized 
part of the Bronx. Yankee Sta-
dium is located in a part of the 
Bronx dubbed “asthma alley.” 
The surrounding community 
has to deal with a plethora of 
toxins polluting their airspace 
each day, a hardship that will 
only be exacerbated by the new 
parking garage built alongside 
the new stadium that will attract 
4,500 more cars to the area.

Well, if it seems to you that 
this is just another story of the 
little man forced to taste the 
soiled boot heel of the bourgeoi-
sie...you’re more or less correct. 
The needs of a community fall-
ing last on a list of priorities, the 
fi rst of those being the construc-
tion of a garish new stadium and 
superfl uous parking garage, is 
an egregious oversight.

In the meantime, squabbling 
will continue over the state of 
Macomb’s Dam Park, the main 

concern being the synthetic turf 
that produced harsh tempera-
tures over the summer.

Synthetic turf is rarely an 
improvement. Those who con-
tend it is safer for a ball fi eld 
point to the dust produced by 
natural dirt and grass fi elds. 
These people, unsurprisingly, 
are also scared of Yucatan killer 
bees, sharp corners, and fun. 
Synthetic fi elds, however con-
venient they may be in terms 
of upkeep and maintenance, 
suck. The New York State De-
partment of Health supported 
this claim in a recent report on 
crumb rubber synthetic fi elds, 
noting that they produce dan-
gerously hot temperatures dur-
ing the summer and hard and 
hazardous surfaces when frozen 
during the winter, agitate ath-
letes with latex allergies, and 
cause the worst, most heinous 
collateral damage produced by 
a synthetic fi eld: rubber burn. 

Whether or not the synthetic 
fi eld will be dealt with has yet 
to be seen. It is unlikely that 
those in favor of keeping the 
synthetic material will be able 
to produce a strong argument 
against a natural fi eld. In the 
meantime, construction on Ma-
comb’s Dam Park is expected to 
be completed in April, including 
a new skate park and the possi-
bility of newly landscaped play-
ing fi elds.
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estingly, the move has experts 
declaring that golf can fi nally 
become a sport of the people, a 
sport of the world.

While these socialist senti-
ments sound great on 
paper, they fail to men-
tion the fi nancial as-
pects of People’s Golf. 
By introducing golf into 
the Olympics, the IOC 
handed a blank check 
to Western golf-related 
corporations, from Title-
ist to Nike to Gatorade. 
Golf is unabashedly a 
sport of consumption. 
Equipment varies from 
the obvious shoes, clubs, and 
perfectly pressed polos to the 
more unexpected Swingydes, 
Leaderboards, and Speed Stiks 
(I come from a family of golf-
ers, and, yes, these things all ex-
ist somewhere in my basement). 
Having saturated Western mar-
kets—there are only so many 
Golfsmiths and Sportsmarts that 
can fi t in the suburbs—compa-

 Imagine a world class golf 
training facility. Crystal blue 
ponds dot acres of perfect-
ly manicured grass. Sharply 
dressed men reach for their Ray 
Bans as the sun bounces off 
sand traps gleaming as white 
as the hairs on their heads. The 
pièce de résistance lies in the 
corner: four stories of Crayola 
green Astroturf and equipment 
as hi-tech as anything from The 
Matrix. Now, imagine fi nd-
ing this dazzling location not 
in Wales or Westchester but in 
Hong Kong, Peru, or Haiti.

In Copenhagen last Friday, 
the International Olympic Com-
mittee voted golf into the pan-
theon of Olympic sports. Fans 
and athletes alike have praised 
the decision as a means of 
heightening golf’s image inter-
nationally and of allowing ath-
letes to receive the international 
glory they deserve. More inter-

pics reinforces why the Olym-
pics are terrible. Spokesmen 
ride atop the magic carpet of 
“national pride” and “democra-
tization,” but that magic carpet 
sports a Gatorade logo and a se-
ries of dollar signs. It is highly 
unlikely that golf’s increasing 
visibility will result in anyone 
but the well-off playing the 
game; soccer will certainly not 
experience a drop in popular-
ity amongst the world’s youth. 
As far as hopes that golfers can 
now gain international respect, 
Tiger Woods seems to have 
done pretty well on that front 
without an Olympic medal.

The real champions deserv-
ing glory are the executives that 
campaigned for golf’s inclusion 
in the Olympic games. Pub-
lic reception to the change has 
been mostly positive and only 
a rare “but cynics say” has ap-
peared in articles written on the 
subject. I personally hope that 
they planned their strategy on 
the links or at some world class 
golf training facility, their best 
9 Irons in hand as they stood 
upon the Crayola green Astro-
turf. Maybe then they absorbed 
what it means for your life to be 
a Hole-in-One.

nies can now look beyond the 
English-speaking world to sell 
these goods.

With everyone now aching 
to achieve Olympic gold, the 

amount of potential customers 
for these companies is over-
whelming. According to the As-
sociated Press, the United States 
has 8,000 golf courses being 
used by 27 million golfers. The 
A.P. compared this to Brazil, a 
nation with two-thirds the popu-
lation of the U.S. but a minute 
110 courses and 25,000 golfers. 
Faced with both the challenge 

of creating a strong Olympic 
golf program and the hoopla 
surrounding Olympic sports, 
Brazil will probably be order-
ing a few million shipments of 
golf gear in the upcoming years. 
Western sports manufacturers 
should start counting their mon-
ey now.

Of course, one can argue that 
pumping money into the United 

States’ economy is, in 
the words of Tracy Mor-
gan, an idea I should 
love so much that I 
wanna take it out behind 
the middle school and 
get it pregnant. How-
ever, this money will be 
handed to corporations 
like Nike, one with a 
long history of harm-
ing the people living in 
what is now its interna-

tional golf market. This money 
will concentrate in the hands of 
CEOs, except for the increased 
funds spent on global ad cam-
paigns. Expect depictions of 
Tiger Wood and a regionally ap-
propriate fi gure achieving self-
actualization because of that 
perfect $2,000 set of clubs.

In the end, the corporate side 
of golf getting into the Olym-
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Role Model of the Week is a column usually written with a 
large dash of ironic detachment.  Oh, Professional Athletes, you 
were raised in an environment that praised you almost exclu-
sively for your athletic prowess, and you will be crippled for life 
in many other ways for it, ha ha ha, you’re not well rounded.  It’s 
a cruel, cheap shot to take, but it’s a sportswriter and fan’s right.  
But not this time. This time I’m hurt, I’m offended.  I’m Favred.  
It pains me that this will be one more media mention of the NFL’s 
Grigory Rasputin, but I must speak my piece.  Last week I had to 
drink myself into a cold stupor as I watched Brett Farve’s Min-
nesota Vikings beat my Green Bay Packers.  It wasn’t a blowout, 
there was no misconduct, but watching Brett Favre cripple the 
Green Bay Packer’s playoff chances from the other side of the 
line of scrimmage was almost more than I could bear.  When 
Favre and the Packers split, it was hard to tell whose side to take.  
Favre had been with the Packers 16 years, and they may have 
owed him another season, but the Packers drafted two quarter-
backs early to try to move forward, and bringing Favre back for 
an encore would have crippled them long-term.  So they packed 
Brett off to New York, wished him well in green and hoped he 
had a great year.  But then Brett Favre had to be slipperier than 
a lizard that lives in shit and go play for the  arch-rival Minne-
sota Vikings.  I had adored Brett Favre since I started watching 
football, I cried when they lost the Super Bowl to the Broncos, 
and now he has spit in my face.  Maybe the Bible’s right, the 
AntiChrist will come wearing horns.


