
By Lew Diuguid
 Beached mariner Joe Michael, 75 this month, 
engages landlubbers on the Promenade from his 
captain’s chair in the sea breeze rustling through 
the garage of Belts Landing Pier House—10 con-
dos in a brick box that is as close as he could come 
to living on the water for the last 22 years. But the 
big building is under half the bulk of the merchant 
ships on which he spent his career as chief mate, 
sailing around the world. “Stick wid dem Boids,” 
he admonished a passing youngster dressed in 
orange and black along the dog leg around the 
Pier Houses on the Promenade. 
 Joe’s voice is gruff, sometimes almost a bark, 
rasped by a lifetime of cigarettes, and he wears an 
oxygen harness now because of emphysema. “It 
holds me back,” he said. “You get tired of climbing 
steps.” His accent honors southwest Baltimore, 
where Gwynns Falls was the first body of water 
he encountered. But he soon knew the port, too, 
from which his father crewed. Joe went to Catholic 
schools in southwest—even as did another itiner-
ant Baltimorean, Babe Ruth— and then to Poly. 
But at 16 he took to the sea. “You’d go to the union 
hall and bid on jobs.” His was the Seafarers’ Union, 
in a tough epoch. “In the Machinists, a guy was 
murdered for crossing a picket line,” he recalled. 
Returning from a run to Vietnam, “a captain took 
a liking to me” and encouraged him to go to the 
Engineers and Pilots School, then in the Emerson 
Hotel and now near the airport.
 “The courses were hard, but my baby helped 
me through,” Joe said, referring to his honorary 
first mate, Connie Taylor, beside him as always. She 
also is from west Baltimore, and recently retired 
from years as a volunteer at the Inner Harbor visi-
tor center. She still is a regular at Residents’ Assoc. 
meetings. Joe, after two years of maritime study, 
graduated and was licensed as chief, 
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Philanthropy Among Nonprofits
 This is the 40th season in Fell’s 
Point for the 99-year-old Vagabond 
Players, so the nonprofit theater 
group decided to share its good for-
tune. Board member Carol Evans 
wrote, “We appreciate the service 
The Fell’s Pointer provides to the 
community and the history that is 
often featured in the newsletter,” 
and have decided to contribute 
$100 to help keep it printing. “We 
don’t often have extra funds, but 
our subscription drive has been 
successful and we would like to 
share that success.” The ‘Pointer 
is most grateful but because of 
such gifts in the past, and because 
four commercial sponsors listed in 
thanks! on Pg. 2 meet our printing 
expenses, the newsletter also has 
a modest surplus. 
 After consulting with the Players, 
the ‘Pointer agreed to match the 
donation and to present $200 to the 
nonprofit Preservation Society as 
it gears up to celebrate the 250th 
anniversary of the Robert Long 
House next year.
 As for this 40th season at the 
Vagabond on the Square, Evans 
said the Players “look forward to the 
October 17 opening of “Ain’t Misbe-
havin.’”  She added, “On October 16 
there will be a Free Fall performance 
of the show. There are 100 free 
tickets. They have been claimed, 
but usually there are no-shows, so if 
people want to walk up that evening 
we can hopefully accommodate 
them.” Tickets for pay performances 
are at www.vagabondplayers.org. 
The musical runs through Nov. 23, 
Thurs.-Sun. $20-23.

Guitarist Paul Wingo Dies 
 “Sadly we announce the passing 
of Paul Wingo, who died on Sept. 11. 
Paul played jazz guitar at Bertha’s 
on Tuesday nights for 32 years. He 
was a great player with a devoted fol-
lowing, and also a wonderful friend, 
known for his kindness and love for 
others. He will be sorely missed.” 
--Tony & Laura Norris

The Gazette, 1977-87, Pt. III
A Tugboater in a Tough Era

By Jennifer Multihopp
Concluding the former Gazette editor’s compilation 
of Fell’s Point interviews during the decade of The 
Gazette. The first is from March 1980:
 Leon Mach, Fells Point tugboat man, inter-
viewed by initial editor Michael Tiranoff: “My 
company, Baker-Whitely Towing, is 100 years old. 
It’s the oldest tugboat company in existence. I 
was one of the original members of the Seafar-
ers’ International Union. I was one of the first 25 
that joined. I wouldn’t be working where I am if it 
wasn’t for the union.” As for the Expressway, “To run 
all those families out of Canton, move them out, 
destroy their homes, knock ‘em down and then 
leave an open lot! For what? They wanted to do 
the same thing here in Fell’s Point. Get the people 
out and industrialize it. But the people fought 
them and kept it a living area. The people fought 
it and who won? I don’t know. I’ve learned in my 
years that what you see on the top of the surface 
doesn’t necessarily tell the whole story. Someone is 
always behind, controlling the area. Our politicians 
are all thieves. The politicians were the Expressway. 
The people themselves got up in arms and that’s 
what has to happen. The people have to take the 
initiative.”
February 1981
 Tiranoff interviewed Adam Stawski: “I went to 
school right here on Bond St. It’s closed now. I went 
there for three weeks to learn what I needed to 
know to get a permit to work. You had to spell cer-
tain words when you went up for the permit. Then I 
went to work. I was 14 when I went with a company. 
After a month I went to work on the machines. Of 
course, before that I worked in the packing houses. 
You didn’t need a permit for that.”
April 1981
 I interviewed Vera Piechocki, S. Port St.: “When 
you needed money you could always get a job 
at the packing houses. There was Booth’s on Al-
iceanna, Langrel’s on Chester, Gibbs on Boston 
St., and Webster’s. There were a lot of them. If you 
got tired of one, you went to another one. I used 
to cut spinach and string beans. I couldn’t skin 
tomatoes – always ended up cutting 

This new-age Scarecrow busker brought a twist 
to the Main Street-managed Fun Festival Oct. 4, 
attracting youngsters as i-phone-wielding par-
ents put something in the curbside pumpkin. The 
day was brisk, the crowd large, the walk-around 
beer cold. Pride of Baltimore II and the skipjack 
Sigsbee were on the pier, orange was popular 
and the 98 Rock music was deafening. 

         Swimmer Michael left what was then virtually Phelps Point two years ago, complaining 
of rubberneckers. His gambling drew him to Horseshoe Casino on Sept. 30 and he was arrest-
ed for DWI and driving 84mph in the tunnel while returning to the anonymity of Canton. 
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Point Citizens on Patrol, Inc. 
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Online www.fpcop.com. Write P.O. 
Box 6137, Baltimore, MD 21231.
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in Fell’s Point and throughout Baltimore, 
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801 S.Broadway, 410.327.3273.  
 Design and layout are contributed 
by Tina Fleming Warren of warren-
communications@comcast.net. Addi-
tional graphics support byJacquie Greff, 
TonalVision.com.

Editor Lew Diuguid

Trash and Recycling  
 Current days for trash pickup 
are Tuesdays and for recycling are 
Thursdays. Residents are limited to 
setting out three 32-gallon cans of 
waste between 6PM on Mondays 
and 6AM on Tuesdays.

Schedules

PRINTER AD

Antique Dealers’ Association: Call 
410.675.4776.

Community Organization:  Second 
Tuesdays at 606 South Ann St., 
443.791.1717.

Main Street: info@fellspointmain-
street.org or 410.675.8900.

Residents’ Association: First 
Wednesdays, 7PM, Bertha’s.

Neighborhood Meetings

Douglass Place: Third Tuesday of 
each month at Bertha’s, dlh411@
gmail.com.

Preservation Society: 410.675.6750 
ext.16 or preservationsociety.com.   

The Sea Lion - cont. from front

Funds to Upgrade Thames Park

City Paper Bests List a Downer

Connie Taylor and Joe Michael on deck at Pier House. 
Photo by Lew Diuguid

or first, mate. He then led crews on AT&T’s Longlines 
cable-laying ships, docked on the lower branch of 
the Patapsco, and later moved to Bethlehem Steel in 
Sparrows Point. His ships would carry 27,000 tons of 
the steel on 17-day swings around South America.      
 That led in the late ‘70s to Michael heading up 
a crew for the first ship to call at Bethlehem’s “iron 
mountain” mine, on the Orinoco River in Venezuela, 
to load pelletized ore: “My father was on the same 
boat. I was proud as a peacock,” he recalled. The 
region is among the more exotic that the old salts 
saw, and they were invited to an inaugural recep-
tion at the Bethlehem offices. He smiled at the 

recollection: “It was decorated with a 30-foot 
stuffed anaconda snake.”  He docked often 
too, at the ports along Chile’s Atacama Desert. 
“I sure wished I’d have learnt Spanish.” Until 

retirement brought him back to earth in 2000, Joe 
would fly to jobs out of the West Coast, and overall 
he has seen most ports that the world has to offer. 
The pay was good. He and Connie each bought new 
cars every year in retirement. Now one is enough.
 Joe said the only other two cities he ever con-
sidered living in were Charleston and New Orleans. 
Now nearly the last of the original Pier House own-
ers, Joe from the outset took charge of keeping it 
shipshape--the deck scrubbed, no chipping paint, 
a helmsman in a storm and fellow rooter for Orioles 
and Ravens. From the third-floor deck he runs up 
flags, including “Don’t Tread on Me.” Connie keeps 
the books for the condos.
 Asked if he had considered becoming a pilot, 
Joe explained that the job is really local to a body 
of water, like the Chesapeake Bay, and he wanted 
to travel wider. How about trying for captain? “You 
see, that’s a company job, and I’m a union man. 
We had our differences.”  Joe and Connie through 
the seasons have taken his nieces and nephews 
to eat bay seafood, but he can be particular. He 
told of enjoying, to a point, the chain Chart House 
outlets, initially in the Inner Harbor and later only 
in Annapolis. He encouraged the management 
to serve stuffed rockfish and eventually the chef 
proudly presented one. “I asked, ‘What’s this stuffed 
with? It sure ain’t crab.’ He had stuffed it with turkey 
dressing! He acted offended. I told him I was the 
one offended.” 
 Just down Fell St., Henderson’s Wharf housed 
a couple of retired tug captains in their ebb years 
until a decade ago, but Joe now has few peers here 
beyond the current Water Taxi captains to keep the 
Point’s maritime heritage afloat. Asked if he envi-
sioned an eventual burial at sea, Joe looked askance 
beneath his considerable eyebrows. “Nope. Next to 
my parents in West Baltimore Cemetery.” 

A Tugboater - cont. from front

myself. The best thing about living down here is 
that you know the neighbors. You’re familiar with 
things around here. If I left I’d be lonesome. My 
daughter is always wanting me to move out to 
Dundalk. They say that nobody would bother me 
there, but who wants to never be bothered? I like 
it here. I walk down Eastern Ave. or Fleet St. I hear, 
‘Hi Vera. How you doin?’ ”
June 1981
 Agnes Wisnieski, tavern owner: “I remember 
working at Killian’s Packing House, which was on 
Aliceanna and Eden. We only lived a block and 
a half from there. My grandmother would go to 
work at 5 and let me sleep until she got her break 
at 9. Then she’d quickly come and get me and rush 
back to work. I remember the trains going past our 
house. I used to lie in bed and, through the tran-
som, I could see the back end where they had the 
printing on the trains, on the freight cars. I would 
look through the transom and look at the letters 
and eventually knew what each letter meant, 
whether it was a ‘Western’ car, or a ‘Southern Pacific’. 
It was a game I played waiting for my grandmother 
to come and get me. I guess you youngsters don’t 
know about transoms. Only old houses have those 
things. My grandmother never talked about why 
she came here from Poland. In those days, they 
didn’t tell you much. I know they had it bad. They 
came here because it wasn’t good for them over 
there. Whatever it was, economics or government, 
I don’t know. She raised 15 children. She worked 
in the packing houses and so did the kids. She did 
what she had to do.”
October 1981
 John Wierkowski, on S. Bond: “The market was 
a wonderful place for all the people in the neigh-
borhood, and for all the cats, too. Everybody had 
cats to catch the mice and rats. The cats never ate 
at home. They went to the market. We had four or 
five cats and they could always get fish over there. 
They kept the rats from the waterfront.”
August 1985
 I interviewed Julie Zarachowicz, “Miss Julie:” 
“If you only knew how many hours I spent at night 
with my father, helping him to learn to become 
an American citizen from this book they gave him 
to study. Every night we studied. ‘You made your 
homework?’ he’d ask. ‘Yeah, Pop,’ I’d say. ‘Okay, do 
the dishes and when you get done let’s get busy.”
 “Grafflin’s was my first real job and it was 
hard work for a kid. Our job was to turn burlap 
bags inside out while they were on a big, wooden 
frame. We turned flour bags, sugar bags, all kinds. 
I could only work until 4 o’clock due to my age. 
When I turned 16 I got a pink card and I could work 
longer hours. I was at Grafflin’s for 13 years. I left 
school at 14, after I’d completed eighth grade at 
St. Stanislaus, to help my family. We all did. I loved 
school and learning new things. After that, I went 
to work over at that candy factory.”

 City Paper’s Sept. 17 issue, 
the annual Best of Everything list, 
deemed Waverly the Best Up-and-
Coming neighborhood, followed 
immediately by Fell’s Point as the 
Best Down-and-Going. Citing major 
construction east and west here 
and the “ever-lasting” Marketplace 
project on Broadway, it said the 
“neighborhood teeters in flux, like 
watching mold grow quickly via 
time-lapse photography. It’s hard to 
believe [it] was once in a position 
to be the next art ghetto that is now 
Hampden. Remember Miss Irene’s, 
the Original Daily Grind? . . . Today 
dah Point stands as gentrification 
at its finest, a neighborhood that 
everyone wants a piece of, chipping 
away its sense of itself . . .”

 The Friends of Thames Street Park are asking the 
neighborhood to help raise $50,000 by Nov.1 to match 
funding from Rec & Parks to upgrade playground equip-
ment, install safety surfacing and bring the perimeter 
fence up to code. Mail checks to Fell’s Point Resident As-
sociation, P.O. Box 6170, Baltimore MD 21231 (Thames 
St. Park in memo line). For more info, email Kelly Navas-
Migueloa: fprasecretary@gmail.com.

CHAP: Yes, Design Review Exists
 Responding to an email, Eddie Leon of the 
city’s Commission for Historical and Architectural 
Preservation confirmed that the Fell’s Point Design 
Review Committee, charged with maintaining CHAP 
standards in this historic district, does still exist, under 
Chairman John Thompson at Fellsdrc@yahoo.com. 
However, an email to Thompson drew no response. 
Since the turn of the century, DRC was associated 
with the Preservation Society, but the two reached an 
amicable divorce two years ago. The Society chafed 
at recurrent criticism from residents objecting to DRC 
limits on exterior changes in their properties.


