Dad’s History by Dad
Bill’s reminiscences of his life just before his death as told to Bob 
12/93-1/94

Hi, this is Bill Land...
			And Bob Land
...also known as Dad, I’m going to be going over some of the family history...
			On Dec. 15, 1993 at 3 in the afternoon.
We’ll start here and see how it goes.  We’re just having an experiment.  I was born in Ann Arbor, Michigan on Aug. 11, 1928.  My father worked nearby in Ipsilanti where he was the school principal and I guess I was born in Ann Arbor because that was the closest hospital.  Anyway it was a small, what they used to call in those days, a “lying-in” hospital.
			What’s a “lying-in” hospital?
It’s for women to  have babies in...just a small private hospital on East Washtinaw Ave. which is one of the main drags there.  I never got this part of the history very clear, but I don’t think we lived there very long.  I don’t think my dad was principal there after I was born for more than a year.  Then the family, the 3 of us, moved back to Yonkers, NY where my Grandmother and Grandfather lived in a big house at 52 Eleanor Place.  They had a third floor which was maybe originally built as servants’ quarters, I’m not sure, but in later years it was rented out to a tenant, but in those years it wasn’t rented to anybody, so the 3 of us lived up there.  Of course, I was a tiny baby.  So both my mother’s parents were living there, and I guess my Aunt Rosalind, my mother’s sister was living there too.
	We lived there for a while my father completed some work at Columbia.  I believe he had his Masters, but somehow he was doing some post-graduate work.  It was right in the depths of the Depression, about 1929 or 1930.
			What did he have his Master’s in?
	Education.  At Teacher’s College, it was called.  In those days it was very prestigious at Columbia.  That was one of the best places in the country to get a teaching degree from.  Doesn’t sound like much, does it...Teacher’s College....Sound’s like something you’d find in East Watchstrap, Ohio.
		Right.  (Chuckle)
Anyway, I think we lived on savings then in a very economical way.
		Well, you said that the reason they only had one was that they could only afford one kid.
	Yes, my mother and dad told me that the only reason they had one child was that they felt they could only afford to raise and educate one.  Anyway, after living there a couple of years at the most, or maybe it was only a year, my father got a job in Lyndhurst, NJ as a school principal, so we moved over to Lyndhurst.  I’m still a tiny child, I’m 2 or 3 or 4.  During the years my father was at Lyndhurst which was about 3 years, we lived in 3 different places.  Why we lived in 3 different places, I don’t know.  Believe it or not I have memories of all 3 of those  places...
		Do you really?
And I even have the dimmest, haziest memory of our living in Yonkers on the third floor and I couldn’t have been more than 1 or 2 at the earliest then.
		Really.  What do you remember there?
I just remember we were up at the top of the house and the ceilings bent in because the roof bent in.  The house seemed kind of all closed in and squashed in.  I remember that.
		Wow.
Anyway, we lived in 3 different places in Lyndhurst and my dad was the principal of the high school there.  My mother did not work and she pretty much devoted herself to my care and bringing me up.  I got plenty of attention and a lot of loving care.  I was enjoying things, and I didn’t really realize how valuable that was.  
		What did your dad do before?  You mentioned he did the train...
I don’t really know, but before he got his graduate degree, I guess he got his undergraduate degree in American History from the University of Kansas in Lawrence, Kansas.  He got that, I think, kind of late, not at 21 or anything.  Before he did that, he had a variety of jobs.  He used to work for the Frisco Railroad;  his cousin had a circus, a pony show or something, and he worked at that for a while;  he worked at a local candy store...
		Where did he work for the Frisco Railroad?
He was in different places along the Frisco Railroad, partly in Missouri, partly in SE Missouri.  He had a variety of what I would say, go nowhere jobs, doing nothing, no future which he could very well see was the case.  In the  First World War, he was in the Army for one week.
		(Chuckle)  Why only one week?
Well, he got sick, and after he was in for a week, they discharged him.  They were going to have him be, I believe, a 2nd Lieutenant, an officer, but instead he was discharged.  He was very sick.  He had a ruptured appendix; he had kidney problems.  For his health, he went to live in New Mexico...this was before he knew my mother...where the climate was supposed to be better for him.  And he got better, but all his life he was troubled with kidney stones.  He had kidney stones removed at least 3 times, and this is very painful, I understand.  So at some point in the game of working for the Frisco Railroad and doing other jobs, he decided he’d better go to college, get an education and do something and that’s what he did do.  He went first to Lawrence, and then came east to Columbia.  That’s where he met my mother and they were married in 1924.  I was born in 1928.
		What did your mom do before?
	She was a teacher.  She went to Vassar and got a degree in English or the classics, I don’t know what they called it in those days.  But she was able to read Latin right up to her dying day, and for that matter could read Greek.  That’s what people learned.  I guess when she got out of Vassar, she did a series of nothing-much jobs.  She worked in a bank in Memaronick, NY;  she did this and that.  She worked in what they called a “settlement house.”  You probably never heard of a “settlement house.”
		No, I don’t think so.
It was an early-day “alleviating slum-kid problem” thing where in the slums of NY they would have these places where kids could get a decent meal and recreation, and she did that.  And I guess at some point, she decided that she would want to teach so that she should go get a graduate degree, ‘cause in those days, you couldn’t teach much if you didn’t have a Masters.  I don’t think you can now either.  
		No, I don’t think so either.
So she went to Columbia and that’s where she met my dad.
		What grades did she teach...what level?
When she got out, she taught high school.  I’m a little unclear about this because they got married in NY, but at some point, I don’t know if it was after they were married, she taught at Ferry Hall Academy in Illinois...the same school that Ann Merritt was teaching in...
		Really?!?
...and my father, after they were married, but before I was born, they lived for a while in Kentucky where my father got a job in Paducah.  We saw it on our last trip.  We saw the school that he taught in.	
		That’s right, I remember.
Oh, she hated that.  They were only there a year.
		What did she hate about it?
She hated living in Kentucky.  The climate was terrible.  It was before the days of air conditioning.  She was a NY woman and here she is living in Paducah.  She didn’t like it.  But that job only lasted a year.  My father seemed to move around on his jobs a lot.  He didn’t seem to get tenure much.  I don’t know if they had tenure then...I think they did but he didn’t get it.
	Then they moved to Michigan where he got that job.  For all I know they were married when my mother was teaching in Illinois.  Anyway, she taught the high school level.	
	This was the depth of the Depression. Times were tough when they lived in Lyndhurst.  My mother said that sometimes they didn’t have money to pay him his check and they would give him scrip, but the stores would accept scrip, so they managed on very little.  But then they were much better off than many others.  He had a job.  He did  have a job and we had a place to live.  As I said, we lived in 2 different apartments and a private house,  Lake Avenue, Valley Brook Avenue and Columbia Court.  Don’t ask me why I remember those three, but I do.
	When I was a little boy, I remember my mother used to walk me down to a park.  At one edge of it was a fire house.
		Which house was this from?
	I think it was from the Valley Brook Avenue house, but I’m not sure.  They were close to each other.  I don’t know why we moved twice in that town.  Anyway she’d take me to this park and there was always a flag flying there and the fire horn was there.  I always used to call it “going down by the horn and flag.”
		(Chuckle.  “Horn and flag.”)
	I remember our grocer was a Mr. Eggert.  I went to a Veterans Day parade and there was Mr. Egbert marching in the parade ‘cause he’d been in the war.
	I have quite a few memories of Lyndhurst...little fragmentary things.  Little kids that used to play on the street that I remember, gathering wild flowers under my mother’s careful guidance.
		What was she afraid might happen?
	I don’t think she was afraid...the times weren’t like they are now...but her job was looking after me and she did.
		Was Lyndhurst a nice city?
	Fair.  It was a suburb of Newark, and Newark was already terrible.  But Lyndhurst was a fairly nice city.  It wasn’t anything aristocratic.  I’m trying to think of a city that was like it that I could tell you about.  It was maybe sort of like Belmont or something.  Not much there, but OK.  Of course, in those days the country wasn’t as filled up; there weren’t apartments everywhere; there were vacant lots where there aren’t now.  Just everywhere was more open.  Heck, I can even remember in upper New York City there were loads of vacant lots, and depression people building houses out of cardboard cartons and trying to live in them.  I can remember people selling apples on the street in the Depression.  That lasted until 1937 and I was 8 or 9 yrs. old.
		Of course you remember that.
	Then my father finished up in Lyndhurst and we went to Middlesex, NJ and my father got another job there, and he was a school principal there, and we lived in a rented house that I came to see many times many years later when we were living in Plainfield.
		You came there many times?
	I went by that house.  There was a fire house across the street from it.  He taught in a place called Pierce School.  In those days there was an old rickety-rackety trolley car that ran behind the house, and I remember even as a young child being interested in that.  It went into Newark.  It was a terrible ride; it was a 2 hour stop-and-go ride  in traffic to get to Newark on that trolley car, but you could do it.  Or else you drove in the old Dodge.  I remember they completed the George Washington Bridge while I was living in NJ..
		Which is that...that goes from NJ to NY?
	Yeah.  Great big bridge, really massive bridge with the cables, you know how they would be...like the Verrazano Bridge, like the Golden Gate Bridge, only the Golden Gate Bridge is longer.  I remember saying, “That’s a very dangerous bridge.”  I thought you rode the rails...I thought you rode the cables.  I thought that’s how you navigated that bridge.  We’d take that bridge many times to go over to visit my grandmother and grandfather who still lived in Yonkers.  It was about an hour’s drive over.
		From Middlesex over?
	It was probably an hour and a half from Middlesex.  Probably an hour’s drive from Lyndhurst where we lived in the 3 places.  There were many landmarks we would see on the way.  I can remember making that trip lots.  The toll on the bridge was fifty cents, and that was a lot of money in those days, so in those days quite often we economized and took the ferry.  
		How much was that?
	That was a quarter.
		For the ferry?  Was it a car ferry or a people ferry?
	Car ferry.  I don’t know which I liked better...I think I liked the ferry.  There was a lot of clanking and banging and you got out.  It was an old ferry.  It had what you call a walking beam engine.  They’ve all disappeared now...a thing on the roof that went “shoo-shoo”...
		Oh yeah, like a see-saw?
	Yeah.  There were a lot of ferries...the 125th Street ferry, or there was the so-called Dykeman St. ferry which was 200th Street ferry, or you could take the Yonkers ferry.  They are all gone now.  Every single ferry is gone now.......
		All the way up to 200th Street?  That’s pretty high up there.
	It goes up to 242nd St.  That’s the end of the City.
		That’s pretty high up there.  I remember being up there...it’s across from those NJ, 
	Palisades.  The cliffs there.
		What were you going to say?
	I was going to say that the only ferry left today is the one to Staten Island.  They’re talking about putting another one in, for passengers only, like the one that goes to Marin County, but they haven’t got that yet.
		Now, the Lincoln Tunnel, that goes to  Long Island?
	No, that goes to Times Square, to midtown.
		That goes from NJ.
	Yeah.  The Holland Tunnel goes from NJ to way down to the Battery, the southern end of Manhatten.  The three main crossings from NJ.	
		But when you were a kid, they’d just built the George Washington Bridge and not the tunnels.
	They hadn’t built the Lincoln Tunnel.  The Holland Tunnel was there when I was a kid.  That was the first tunnel, but it wasn’t convenient for us to take.  It would put you off in the Battery and we had to get the entire length of Manhatten.	Better to take the ferry or the bridge, so we did.  We went up along Riverside Drive.  
	Anyway, we lived in Middlesex Borough and that’s where I started school...	
		First grade?
	Yeah...except I went to kindergarten and they did a thing that was probably not good to do, although’ I didn’t know it then, my parents didn’t realize it, but I skipped...
		You skipped kindergarten?
	I was in kindergarten for a few days and then I was put in first grade.  I was able to do the work.  I’d had these advantages.  I was taken out to see the World’s Fair in Chicago in 1933.  It was called “A Century of Progress.”  And I was a little boy then.  I hadn’t even gone into kindergarten.
	(We’re sitting here in the family room and the fire needs attention.  Bob, will you put one of those logs on the fire?)
		Yeah.  So they took you up there and showed you...
	So they took me to the World’s Fair.  I should think it would have diminished their enjoyment of it considerably, but they wanted me to have the advantage of that, so I did.  (Set it right in there.)
		So that’s pretty good.  You’d had advantages...
	So when I went into kindergarten, I was spouting off about what things were like in Chicago and everything.   My father was the principal...	
		What was the name of the school?
	Pierce School.  So it was decided I’d be better off in first grade.  At that point, I could do the work fine, but socially, I was always behind.  I was a fifth grade boy in a sixth grade class.  I would have benefitted from more social maturity.  I know that.  It wasn’t a tragedy, but it just maybe wasn’t best.  
	NJ in those days was, as I told you, quite rural.  There were big stretches...the whole country is filled up with more people now...but there were lots of wide open spaces.  From there we would go to visit my grandmother; it was a little further drive.
		Where did she live?
	Yonkers.  And while we  lived in Middlesex Borough, she died.
		Who’s mom was that?
	My mother’s mom and Aunt Rosalind’s mother.  Rosalind was living there, and about that time my father went to a new job in Raritan Township (today the same place is Edison Township).  They must have thought it all over carefully...of course they didn’t consult me...but they decided the best thing was to move back temporarily to the house where my grandmother lived.  My grandfather was old, and Rosalind was living there and we could live there for nothing.  My father got just a room in Raritan Township and he came home on weekends.  It was to be a rather temporary arrangement.  He came up on Friday nights and went back on Sunday.
		There wasn’t enough room for him to live there?
	We lived in a big house, but he couldn’t commute from Yonkers.  Money was really tight and this room was really cheap.  So, he had room there, but this wasn’t really very satisfactory.  But at that, I went to second grade in Yonkers and clear through to eighth grade while he was still living there.
		Wow, that’s 6 years.
	By this time he did have tenure so that’s when my folks said, “Wait a minute, Bill’s graduating from 8th grade and he’s going into high school, maybe this is the time to do something about getting together and not living in this split-up way.”  So they moved to NJ, and for a while, Rosalind lived in this big house by herself.  She had a tenant upstairs.  My mother didn’t like that arrangement; Rosalind wasn’t crazy about it.  So the house was sold.  My grandfather died while I was living there in Yonkers when I was in 3 rd. grade.
		Do you remember that?
	Sure I do.  I was in 3rd grade.  Heavens yes, I remember all kinds of stuff.  You do too.  You remember very early stuff.
		Oh yeah, but I just didn’t know you were in the house where he died.
	Yeah, he died...he had liver cancer.  I remember they had visiting hours at the funeral home.  My father took me down to see him there.  He told me that we were going to have one last look at our grandpa.  And there was grandpa.  
		Were you close to him?
	Pretty close, yes.  He was  nice to me.  I have some tools out in the garage that were his.
		Like what?
	Well, I seldom use it...
		Oh, that drill...
	It says L.A.W., Leslie A. Ware.  And you know that pair of  pliers that cuts wire up on the side?
		Old metal ones?
	Yeah, that was his; and that little light hammer that I use for pounding in nails...
		You mean little picture nails?
	Yeah, with the claws on the bottom of the handle,...that was his.  He was very particular about his tools, but he let me use them.  I was a little boy....So that’s where I grew up my primary school years.  Only seeing my father on weekends, summers...he was off in the summer...and school vacations.
		Did you ever go down to NJ to visit him?
	Ahh, a little bit, but it wasn’t terribly practical.  He just had a room there and I remember when you did, we went on the train through Menlo Park...
		Oh really?!
	It was near Menlo Park that he worked.  The community where he worked was called Piscattawaytown.
		Is that Piscattaway now?
	Well, no.  It’s very confusing.  There’s a Piscattaway Township in NJ, but Piscattawaytown isn’t in it.  It’s now in Edison Township.  And it’s not really a municipality of its own, but it’s big enough that it had its own volunteer fire department and its own school and its own little library...
		But it wasn’t much.
	No, it wasn’t much.  But it sustained us.
		So he would work and send the money to your mom...
	Or bring it up.  They saw each other on weekends, but it wasn’t much.  None of us liked it very well...
		For 6 years.
	But you see it went on so long, I began to not know any other way.  I was kind of raised with 2 moms, Rosalind and my mother and no father.  So I think one of the reasons I’m very comfortable with Lee around the house here is because I always had my mother and Rosalind around the house...not necessarily...I was going to say “arguing”, but kind of kidding around with one another and teasing, and it was a very normal thing in my life...
		Comforting.
	Comforting, I could even say, yes.  Of course, now that I’ve been sick, having Lee here has been an absolute godsend, but I’m talking about when I was perfectly healthy...it was really nice.  
	So I grew up in south Yonkers just a few yards from the NYC border on Eleanor Place.  That’s where I learned to ride a bicycle.  I went to the YMCA camp in the summer.  One summer my mother went to Vassar to a summer session and I went up there to be studied.
		What do you mean “be studied?”
	They had a summer session for women who were child psychologists, like yourself, and they had this thing where the mothers could go, if they were Vassar graduates, and take more courses, and the kids would be looked after by counselors who in reality were psychology students.  We were being observed.  This is where when we had “rhythms” and everyone ran in one direction, I ran in the opposite direction...
		Oh really?  You did?
	Yeah.  My mother was amused at that and wondered what the psychology people would make of that.
		Did they ever tell her?
	I don’t know if they ever met and convened and said, “We have observed the following about your child.”  They probably didn’t dare in my mother’s case.  But up at Vassar is where I learned to ride a 2-wheeled bicycle, so that when I came home I could ride one.
		Where is Vassar?
	In Poughkeepsie, NY.  It’s on the Hudson River, 75 miles north of NYC, halfway between NY and Albany.  In those days, you used to be able to take the day boat up there...literally, it was a steam boat that went up there.
		That’s how you got up there?
	Well, no...we drove up.
		In the Dodge?
	We took the told Rochne, which was an old Studebaker my dad got after the Old Dodge gave up.  The Rochne...named after Knut Rockne, you’ve heard of him.
		Yeah.
	So what was it like in Yonkers.  It was very citified.   It was more urban than Menlo Park.  There were apartments and private houses interlaced everywhere, not many vacant lots.  But behind a row of apartments was Van Cortland Park, which was across the line in NYC.
		Was that near your place?
	A block away, so I played in the park a lot as I got older and was allowed to.
		Oh good.
	Yonkers was a very citified atmosphere, big-citified...not a very nice place.  It was a factory city and some of the factories were pretty down-at-the-heels.  There was one very nice section, Park Hill, which we didn’t live in.  There were a lot of tough Italian kids.  It was a NY atmosphere, was what it was.  Might as well have been The Bronx.  
		But you said you used to play in Van Cortland Park?
	Yeah, I used to play there, but there were gangs over there sometimes.  Somebody was after you and you had to look out that they didn’t beat up on you.  Actually, there was a family across the street, their name was Lily...I always had to watch out for the Lilys, ‘cause the Lilys might be mad at me, or some of them anyway.  I’m afraid I was not a physically good specimen.  I lacked really a big brother to give me from early, early days lessons about fighting and defending myself.  It wasn’t a part of me; I wasn’t oriented that way.  I don’t think you were either.
		No.
	And there are kids who are fighters from very young and I wasn’t.  I’m afraid I was your classic sissy, if you want to know the	truth.  Then to compound it, I grew very tall very young, and then kids would pick on me, and if I would fight back they’d say, “You’re hitting a little kid,” and if I wouldn’t fight back they’d say you were a sissy.  I think you went through the very same thing.
		Yeah, I didn’t know you went through the very same thing, Dad.
	But if somebody hit me on the chin hard, I’d dissolve into tears, rather than slugging them one back which was what you were supposed to do.  Gradually I got through it, I’m sure with intervention... my  father urging me to fight back when he was around on weekends, my mother urging more caution.  But I had friends there, I made friends there.  There was a gang of kids there.  Cub Scouts didn’t amount to much, but Boy Scouts when it came along, there was a going troop there, Troop 20, and that’s where I started in Boy Scouts...
		Do you remember the names of any of your friends?
	Oh sure, I remember every one of them.
		Oh!  (chuckle)
	Sure, David Stallard, Robert Crane, Dudley Thompson, Robert McElroy was perhaps my closest friend...		
		Really?  (chuckle)	
	Bill Bosworth...
		Robert McElroy?
	Robert McElroy, yes...as soon as we named you Robert McElroy Land when Grandma Hazel was alive and you were a little thing in a box, Grandma Hazel reminded me of my childhood friend Robert McElroy.  His name was Robert Irwin McElroy; he was Roman Catholic...many McElroys are Catholic, of course.
		Spelled the same way?
	Yeah.
		Maybe we’re related to him in some way.
	Well, it’s conceivable if you go back far enough.  We never knew where and we knew far enough back in our family back to the 1830s that our people were Protestants.  
		Maybe he could have become Catholic sometime?
	Now that I think about it his father was Catholic, Arthur McElroy, and his mother (I don’t know what her maiden name was)her name was Gretchen and she want Catholic; they had the one son.  Most of my friends lived in apartment buildings.  I had a yard there in Yonkers.  The big old rambling house.  It was terrible to heat in the winter...burned tons and tons of coal and it was never warm.  It had an old antiquated heating system.   The cellar was all full of coal bins which meant that there was a fine mist of coal dust over everything, and there were ashes to be taken out.   It was a kind of existence that was passing out of existence at that time.  But it was all right.
		Now, this was your Grandmother’s house...
	Grandmother’s and Grandfather’s...
		What did he do?	
	He’d been a baker.
		Oh, he was the one with the fan.
	That’s where the fan came from.  He’d been a baker.  He grew up in Vermont and came down to work in NYC.  He met my grandmother who was almost literally just off the boat from Ireland, and they were married.  She was very shy about having been born in Ireland.  For some reason or another (no one ever knew why) she didn’t allude to it, didn’t want it known.
		Her last name was Hamilton?
	Right, her maiden name was Hamilton...Ella Hamilton.
		She didn’t want anyone to know she was from Ireland.  How did she hide that? 
	She just didn’t talk about it.  She was brought over as a small child, so she had more of a NY accent than Irish.  I can remember her saying“er” for “oi,” making a “nerse” and stuff like that.  She felt somehow that it made her lower class to be from Ireland.
		That’s interesting.  Which part of Ireland was she from?
	They were from Northern Ireland.  Your mom and I have visited the town...it’s called Five Mile Town.  We went there and they were having bombings and everything.  That’s part of another story.  But we did wheedle a little bit of information out about where they were from and based on that, Mom and I visited there.  I looked for Hamiltons; it was like looking for Jones in New Orleans.  There were just zillions...it was a hopeless and stupid task.  The way to research that sort of thing is to do all your paperwork, and when you get to Ireland just spend time looking at it, seeing what it’s like, and getting the feel of it.  You’re not going to dig up anybody there at all.  
	But anyway, she married my grandfather, and just to digress a bit, they weren’t very old, and he was a country boy.  Somehow he’d learned the trade of baker, I don’t know how he learned it, but anyway, he was not a particularly good businessman.  He worked in different bakeries.  He owned some; he lost some.  They lived in NYC.  My mother was born in Harlem, what’s now the black section.  They never did very well financially; they did all right.  My grandmother was a better businesswoman than my grandfather.  There were times when she seemed to have control of the books, and things worked out better.  My Uncle Ralph who was Aunt Maude’s husband, who died in 1938, was in business with his father for a while.
		So that’s your ....
	My mother’s father and my mother’s brother.
		And your mother’s sister was...
	Rosalind.  That was the three.  Three children in that family.  Rosalind never married, as you know.
		So Uncle Ralph was helping in the bakery.
	By the time I knew Ralph, by the time I was aware of him...and we moved away from Yonkers in 1941.  He had died in 1938.  So for those years I knew him, he had long ago abandoned the bakery, and he was working as a truant officer for the NY school system.  He was a huge man...way overweight...he weighed over 300 lbs.  
		This was your grandfather?
	No, Uncle Ralph.  My grandfather was a spare little guy.  He wasn’t very big.  He was small.  I don’t know if he was much bigger than his wife.  You have inherited the Hamilton behind from me, from my mother, from her mother.  My great grandmother, the one who owned that mirror in the hall, were all proud possessors of large rear ends.  Her maiden name was Beattie, although’ I have seen it with a “y.”   The big guy was Uncle Ralph.  I knew him as a really nice guy, a little bit on the clownish side, full of jokes, teasing, and about the time I was really starting to appreciate him, at 10 yrs. old, he died.
		That’s too bad.
	They had a summer place near Danbury, Connecticut which was called The Farm.  It had been a farm.  They used to spend summers there.  They were in the school system.  Maude worked as a teacher, he was a truant officer, and when they were off work in the summer, they’d go up to The Farm.  We would go up there and stay up there with them.  My mother was very close to her brother Ralph, and his death was a big loss to her.  She was not very close to Maude, who lived much longer...
		I remember her.
	Oh sure.  So it’s too bad she and Ralph were split up.  He was just 50 when he died.
		What did he die of...overweightedness?
	Heart attack.  He was active in the church.  He was lifting some big heavy thing and collapsed and died.  
		He was just too overweight.
	He was way overweight.
		He was 50...wow.
	Right.  So he died at a young age.
		What was the age difference of your mom and Ralph.
	Let’s see.  Ralph was born during the Great Blizzard which was 1888, and my mother was born in 1892 and Rosalind was born in 1899.  They were spread out 4 and 7 yrs.  apart.  
		Wow, that’s a big spread.
	That’s a pretty big spread.  Enough so that my mother looked after Rosalind as a young child and was kind of a mother figure with Rosalind.
		What about Aunt Maude?
	Maude was Ralph’s wife.
		Oh, that’s right.
	Maude’s maiden name was Wood.  I know very little about that family.
		The Mastermind.
	That was his under-the-cover nickname for his wife.  Aunt Maude who had many things figured out.  He used to say “The Mastermind.”  That took care of that.  They just had the one child Jean who had the one child Steve.
		Have you talked to Steve and Jean about everything?
	About now?  No, not yet.  We will. 
	Let’s see, where were we?
		You left off with just starting Boy Scouts.
	That was the latter part.  They were pretty good schools there, good teachers, probably better than the ones I left in NJ.  I was not socially well-adjusted because I was a year behind.   So I was not necessarily the little one in the class, but I was the immature one in the class.  I had trouble with school work, I had trouble with number work, trouble with this and trouble with that.  Some things I was OK in, but I was careless with math.  Do you know anybody else who was?
		(Chuckle!)
	It’s miraculous to me that I ever became an engineer.  But I really wasn’t that good in math, and among engineers about the poorest in math of any you would ever meet.
		Really?
	Yeah.  Math was not a red hot subject for me, ever.
		Did you have a tutor?
	No, they didn’t think of that in those days.  I was having trouble with arithmetic, and I used to have to do extra work.  I had some trouble with that, and I had some trouble with relationships with the kids, too, because I wasn’t by any means the smallest, but the dope-iest.
		What kind of problems?  You didn’t get in fights and stuff.
	Well, yeah.  I was picked on and I did get in fights.  I didn’t have any intuition about how to get on with kids.  I was an only child being raised by a mother and aunt and a father now and then.  Lovingly raised, but it would have been good if I’d had a couple of bigger brothers who would have said, “Hey, that’s not allowed.  We won’t let you do that.”  Many a guy doesn’t have an older brother, and does fine, but ....  My early years, 3rd, 4th , 5th grade, were tough for me.  By the time I got to 6th grade, things started to make more sense and I was catching on to things...
		Socially...
	Socially, and doing the work better.  We had Junior High, so 7th and 8th grade we went to a new school and I met new kids.  That was a satisfactory experience.  
		New friends?
	Yeah.  But it wasn’t really great, but it wasn’t bad.  My dad was very, very nice to me.  I was interested	in collecting stamps...we still have the collection...and he would take me down to NY on Sat.  I think my mother needed a break from me.  So my dad would take me down to NY.  That meant a walk over to Broadway from where we lived which was about 4 blocks up a steep hill.  Then on a trolley car 20 blocks south to the end of the subway line.  We got on at Van Cortlandt Park
		I think I took the subway that far when I was there.  I remember that.
	In those days, the subway cost a nickel.
		But the Van Cortlandt subway wasn’t any where near Van Cortlandt Park?
	Yeah, it stopped at the lower SW corner, and we lived at the NW corner.  It’s a very big park.  It wasn’t really a subway; it was an elevated there, above ground.  You’d get on that and you’d ride.  My dad taught me how you ride up front.  Remember you and Johnny rode that way, there’s a picture of you.  You’d see the other trains coming; you’d see the signals.  I loved doing that.  Half of the time I’ve done it when I’ve been on a train to SF.  He’d take me downtown; he’d take me to the Macy’s Parade at Thanksgiving time.

	So we are continuing this on Dec.  29, 1993.  On the previous part, when I said he’d take me downtown, I meant he’d take me all the way downtown to mid-town Manhatten.  Take me down on the subway...it was a production, but he would do that.  He was nice about it.  
	Then, Van Cortlandt Park was a very big place and was different things to me at different times.  When I was a small child, of course, my dad or mom had to take me over there to play, but by the time I was in 8th grade, I could go whenever I wanted.  That was our social place.  You went over and hung out; that’s what you did.  It was a perfect spot even 50 yrs.  ago.  There were gangs there.  There was a guy named McCray who kept wanting to beat up on me all the time.
		Was he a little kid?
	I thought he was tough, tough, tough.
		Why was he wanting to beat up on you?
	I don’t know.  He didn’t like me.  But you took your chances.  I survived it.  The park was huge.  It had probably half a dozen baseball diamonds.  Way down at the far end away from where we lived, there was a pond where you could skate in the winter.  And there was a soccer field down there, too.  And besides all that, there were little woods and paths and stone walls.
		It wasn’t like Central Park.
	No, but it was very, very big.  It wasn’t as developed as Central Park.  It was in the Bronx, which is part of NY, but parts of it were quite rural.  As I said, it was a little on the dangerous side, but we didn’t think much about that in those days.  You’d think plenty about it now.
		Yeah, you probably would.
	It wasn’t very well maintained by anybody.  There was a lot of trash and litter that accumulated there.  Nobody ever cleaned it.  It was too bad.  But anyway, the park in some ways was the center of my play activity.  Then when I got to be in the 8th grade, that summer, that’s when my mother and dad decided that if they were ever to get over to NJ, and stop this coming over on weekends only, they’d better do it then, ‘cause I was going into high school.  So they investigated houses.
		What year was that?
	Summer of 1941.  They bought the one that they did buy in Plainfield which was about 25 minutes from where my dad worked.  
		Where was it in Plainfield?
	1434 Belleview Ave.  
		Is that the one we looked at, that was painted red?
	It was painted red in those days.  It had been painted white with natural log trim.  It was just a small little house, 6 rooms, one bath upstairs.  Today you wouldn’t even look at the place, but it was ours.  We loved it.  It was fun.  Loved living there.  We moved over in the summer of 1941 and I started in high school in the Fall.  Set up my trains down in the basement.  I got a big broken or used ping-pong table that no one seemed to want, and I had them on that, and there was room.  And it seemed clean to us, because there was no coal down there.
		No coal?
	No.  There was an oil burner.  But it wasn’t very clean.  It wasn’t clean as places are  here.  The oil was smokey. 
		Is there a big tank?
	Yeah, the guy would come and fill the tank.  He would pay attention to the temperature and how fast we used it, and when it would get cold,  he’d come and fill it.
		What kind of oil?
	Fuel oil.  Bunker C oil.  Just for that purpose.  That was very common then.  There’s about zero of that out here in California.  I don’t know how much there is back East any more.
	So I loved living there in NJ, rather than Yonkers.
		What did you like about it?
	It seemed more countrified.  It was a little bit.  The town was small, 45,000.  Yonkers had been 150,000.   We lived out on the edge of town, and across the street and behind us were large, vacant fields.  You got an idea that you were living in a whole area of fields, which was not at all like what it seemed in Yonkers.  Plainfield seemed, in those early 1940s, like a small town place.  You go down Sat.  night and farmers would be sitting on the hoods of their cars.  There was some agriculture then.  There was none in Yonkers.  Mostly truck gardens, market gardens.  I was obsessed with the idea that it was good to live in the country.  Mostly because I’d lived in the city.  It was nice.  It was good.  The bus ran in front of our house.  In those days, it ran every 20 minutes, so I could take the bus to school if I wanted to.  
		Oh really?  It went right to school?
	Uh-huh.  It went beyond school to downtown.  
		How much was it?
	A nickel.  That all changed...it became a dime.  We started to make a few friends there.  My father had known some people because he’d been living over in NJ.  We knew some people, but we didn’t know them very well.
		Was he still working down in....
	Raritan Township.  He didn’t change his job; he just moved closer to it.  The house was brand new.  It was very small, but it was brand new, and it had a lot of charm to it.  It had his own back yard.
		So he could work in the garden.
	So he could work in the garden.  I didn’t care about gardening in those days, but he did.  He had me mow the lawn, and I didn’t care about that.  The street that we lived in didn’t even have curbstones, but it was lined with a beautiful double row of Norway maples.
		Oh really?  Big maple trees?
	Yeah.  They went past our house up to the top of the hill where the Hillside Cemetery was.  That’s where the bus turned around.  You got up there...it wasn’t very high, but since NJ was as flat as it was, you could see for a long distance.  You could see across the city to the so-called Watchung Mountains, which were probably not 1000 ft.  high...maybe they were.
		Really?  Teeny little mountains.
	Yeah, but people lived up there and referred to them as the “mountains.”  So I started in high school.  I knew nobody.  I had to make all friends.  I remember feeling very strange.  
		How come?
	I didn’t know anybody.  Everybody there had friends.  I didn’t have any.  I wasn’t really good at it, but it worked out all right.  I went to school there for 4 years. 
		Plainfield High?
	Yeah.  In Dec.  of the year we moved there, war was declared, so that meant the rest of my time there we were at war.  Which meant that you couldn’t get much gas.
		That’s pretty much how it affected you?
	Things were rationed.  You couldn’t get much meat, couldn’t get much butter.  But we managed.  Everyone else did too.  It wasn’t as if we had some terrible thing no one else did.  Everything was “Win the War.”
		That’s when all the dogs got registered?
	It was shortly after that.    So if you got in the car and you took a little ride for pleasure and went 4 miles, you’d really been someplace. 
		Really?
	Yeah, ‘cause you had no gas.  Went to Metuchen.  I played there, played in the fields.  They weren’t ours, but nobody cared.  I had a bike and it was safe for me to go all over town.  It was very flat.  And eventually, I made several pretty good friends.
		Do you still have any of them?
	No, not a one.  Lost track of them.  Don’t know where they are.
		What were some of their names?
	John Frey was a friend of mine.  Another person was Jim Long.  I was in Scouts.  I had started in Scouts in Yonkers, and transferred over.  And I ultimately made Eagle Scout.  
		I always thought you got your Eagle in Yonkers.
	No, I didn’t.  I got it in Plainfield.  So, at one period of time, there was a rifle range there, and I took a course in rifle shooting.
		For Scouts?
	Yeah.  On Sunday mornings.  My parents went to the Unitarian Church, which they started to go to in Plainfield.  We had not gone to it in Yonkers.  
		Did you go to church in Yonkers?
	Baptist Church.  I made and met friends in the church, in the Young People’s.  It was a church downtown.  It was nice.  That’s where I met the Merritts.  
		At the Unitarian Church?
	Yep.  And other people you’ve slightly heard of and never heard of.  And there were activities at church.  I went to them.  There were dances sponsored by the Y.  I was very backward and shy.  You were supposed to...you had to and had no choice....you could not go stag.  
		Uh-oh.  What did you do?
	Oh, I asked an assortment of unfortunate people, I guess.  
		(Chuckle) What do you mean “unfortunate people.”
	Well, they didn’t much want to go with me, but the women wanted to go to the dance.
		I don’t know if they’d be “unfortunate.”
	Well, it wasn’t the best.  It was all right.  By this time, I was suffering acutely from my youth.
		What do you mean?
	I was thirteen and everyone else in the class was fourteen.  And when I was fifteen, everyone else was sixteen.  In those days, you had to be seventeen to drive in NJ, so everybody could drive when they were juniors, except me.  My dad would be willing to let me use the car, but he wasn’t about to let me drive it without a license.  So that was a very awkward thing for me.  In the winter, we had some snow and a lot of slush.  Summers were broiling hot, very humid, very uncomfortable, like some you may remember from Hillside Avenue.  
		Do you remember anything specific about dances or people?
	I remember the dances started at 9 and were over at 1, and I was always ready for them to be over long before they were over.
		(Chuckle.) I remember that feeling.
	I would have crushes on different girls who wouldn’t, of course, go with me or I wouldn’t even be able to talk to. 
		Really?
	Oh, yeah.  I always picked out the most lovely young women, even tho’ I was anything but lovely.
		Oh, you were, I’m sure.
	I was not.  But anyway, later in thinking it over, there were many young women who were very nice, but I wouldn’t have anything to do with them.  They didn’t meet some idiot standard of mine.  I think you were nicer about that than I was.
		Really?
	Yeah.  So, this was during the war, and one year I guess we got enough gas together to go up to Stokes State Forest in NJ, not very far away.   My mom and dad and I camped for a week.  We didn’t have any of the right camping stuff.  My father thought he did.  But we had ancient old tents; it was a mess.  We froze.
		(Chuckle) In these ancient old tents...
	Yeah.  Nowadays if you were going to do it you’d have the right stuff and be perfectly comfortable...
		But you guys were freezing...
	My mother knew nothing about camping.  And I was only 13.  What did I know?  My father thought he knew, but he didn’t.  A couple of other summers I went to a sort of a summer conference.  A couple of them were church sponsored.   A couple were sponsored by the American Friends Service Committee.  
		What’s that?
	It’s a Quaker group that tries to have you meet and become acquainted with people from other backgrounds.  It was a week.  I was too young at 13 & 14 to get any kind of a meaningful job.  I did mow lawns.  I had a lawn I mowed every day.  I used to get a dollar for it.  But there wasn’t much to do, in a way.  And yet I didn’t know what else there should be to do.  I was not at all oriented towards sports.  
		You didn’t like them at all...
	I didn’t like to play sports...and I wasn’t any good at it, so sports didn’t take up my time.  There was such a thing as Junior Achievement, but I never got mixed up in that.  So I would say, that the summers were kinda draggy because of the war.  
		When did you take that trip across the country?
	That was in 1938 when we were living in Yonkers.
		That’s on another tape, right?
	Yeah.  
		

		We should tell them the date.  It’s Jan.  9, 1994 and here we are.
	We’re continuing.  So my high school years sorta corresponded with the war.  War was declared my freshman year and it got over just after I graduated, so we were at war all the time I was in high school.
		How did that affect your high school...I mean, you said stuff like you couldn’t get gas...
	Yeah.  I guess not a real lot.  Food was rationed, but you got enough.  You couldn’t get lots of stuff, but you got enough.  You couldn’t get a lot of meat, but enough.  They had ration books and ration stamps and all kinds of stuff.
	So anyway, I graduated in 1945, and I still hadn’t had my 17th birthday yet.  I would have it in Aug., but I graduated in June.
		Wow.  So you were 16.
	I was 16.  I wanted to be a chemical engineer, I thought.  I had thought this for quite a while.  This was something I thought all through high school.  So I had thought of going to different schools, and my dad and mom took me around to different schools.  They took me up to Worcester Poly in Worcester, MA.  It’s just 205 miles away from Plainfield, but those 200 miles make such a difference.  New England was altogether different from where we lived in NJ.  I went up there and decided that’s where I wanted to go to school.
		Where else did you look?
	Rutgers, close by.  I don’t think I went to any other campus...maybe I did...Lehigh.  So I don’t think I’d been to many other schools, but Worcester seemed like an OK place to go.  I was very young...14, 15, 16.  What did I know what school I should go to?  So I was accepted there.  It started...I remember the first week was 4th of July week...’cause it was going in the summers because of the war.  It ran 3 terms/year.  You’d go 16 weeks and have a week off.  That’s the way it worked.
		Wow!  You were in school a lot.
	Yeah, that’s the way it was.  So I started right in...I had just a few days of vacation after graduation.  And I was up there, and we were having a week of orientation, and we had rushing by fraternities.  I was rushed and pledged by Lambda Chi Alpha.
		Did any of the other fraternities rush you too?
	Yeah...it was all kind of organized.  You indicated your first choice and they indicated their choices.  They were my first choice and I got them.  The school didn’t have much of a place for non-fraternity guys to be, ‘cause the dorms were full of Navy people.
		Like ROTC?
	V12s and V5s it was called.  So I started in my freshman year when I was 16.
		You started right into the fraternity?  You didn’t live in the dorm?
	I lived in a temporary dorm for a week across town.  Worcester was an entirely different place from where I lived...old cobblestone streets, gas lights still working, trolley cars rumbling through the streets, rag men with horse-drawn carts
		Really.  What’s a rag man?
	A guy who comes along and buys your old rags.
		(Chuckle) What does he buy your old rags for?
	I guess they recycled them in some way...did something with them.  I can remember him going along hollering, “Rags, rags.”  There was nothing like that happening in Plainfield.  And Worcester was a big city, a big manufacturing city.  Lots of factories which were pretty much mixed in with the residences.  The residences were pretty modest frame buildings.  A lot of three deckers, if you know what they are.
		Three story houses?
	Three story frame houses, yeah.  But anyway, it was very hard for me.  I really had to work hard.  I studied all the time, practically.  We had classes every Sat.  morning until noon.
		So you had them all week and Sat?
	Yeah.  I was carrying a pretty full load...18 or 19 credit hours.  This is math and physics and chemistry.  Pretty tough courses.  I wasn’t that good at it, really.  I was good enough that I made it.
		What were your grades like the first year?
	Just barely passing.  60% was passing.  In my four math courses, I don’t think I ever got anything higher than 65.  That was 2 yrs.  of math.  I just wasn’t that good at that.
		I know that feeling!
	But anyway, I was away from home.  It was quite an experience for me as a young boy.
		You said that you used to send your laundry home.
	I used to send my dirty laundry home by parcel post and it would come back clean.  My mom would do it, and send me New Yorkers and chocolate cookies.
		Really?
	And I would appreciate that.  That’s where I met Bruce Nagler.  I met him my freshman year, and we roomed together sophomore year.  Junior year I lived outside the house.  I found myself a lady’s spare room, but I ate my meals at the “fraternary eating house,” we called it.  
		Is that where you ate off the refrigerator?
	No, that was later in a boarding house.  We had waiters.  The men took turns waiting on table and cleaning up.  I had to, too; we all did.
		We did that too.
	But I was always, always studying, it seemed, always, and not doing all that well.
		Just studying to keep your head above water.
	Studying to keep my head above water, yeah.
		What did you do for fun, besides study?
	Go to the movies.
		To see Mr.  Hulot?
	Yeah, but that wasn’t in college.  I was out of college then.  There wasn’t much else to do, but go to the movies.  They used to have fraternity dances and they’d have big weekends, dances and stuff.  That was once a term at most for the big weekends.  The prom or whatever would be on Fri.  night and on Sat.  night they’d have dances...you go around to all the different fraternity houses and dance.  Sun.  the girls would sleep ‘til noon and then go home. 
		Oh, they stayed at the house?
	Yeah, and the guys would move out..
		Where would the guys move to?
	We would move to places that we could find to stay...with guys living outside the house.  The house would be turned over to the girls.
		So there would be a girl staying in your room?
	Yeah.  But needless to say, no guys.
		Did you have a house mom?
	No, we didn’t.  We managed without that.  So somehow I managed to get through.  Graduated in 3 years.  Going three terms and three terms, and that brought me to the end of my junior year.  Then I had a summer off, 1947, and made a trip to Kansas with my dad and his Uncle Willie.
		For the whole summer?
	No, for part of the summer.  I graduated in 1948 with a BS in Chemical Engineering.  The job I found was in NJ at Bakelite.  I found it through the church, through the minister and different people in the church who knew me.  Jobs weren’t easy to find then, but I got this job.  I started off as a kind of lab technician.
		What did they do there?
	Made plastics...polyethylene and stuff.  Mixing up carbon black, doing a lot of dirty jobs.  I lived at home.  Then come Fall, I decided to take some night courses at Rutgers.
		What made you decide to do that/
	I had plenty of time...my nights were free.  So, Rutgers is only 12 miles away from Plainfield.  Bakelite, Plainfield, and Rutgers were kind of in a triangle, so I moved down to Rutgers, and to the fraternity house down there.  I got in with that group of guys.
		So you moved there.
	Yeah.  So I was living in the fraternity house there with my parents’ blessing, and I would see them on weekends.
		What do you mean “with your parents’ blessing?”
	That I would go down there and be down there.  They didn’t object to that...they were nice about it.  
		Maybe they were happy to have you out of the house?
	That never occurred to me, but that might have been true.  Anyway, so I did that for a while.  I worked there for 4 yrs.  and then I received an offer to go to work up in MA for an outfit called Surprenot, that made wire and cable.  In French, that means “surprising.”  The man that owned it was Mr.  Surprenot.
		Is that where you ate off the top of the refrigerator?
	Yeah.  You keep referring to that.  I lived in a boarding house in Worcester.  We’d get our own breakfast, everybody was roosting here and there, and I would eat off what was convenient for me...the top of the refrigerator.  
		(Chuckle) But you moved back up to Worcester?  When did you do that?
	Yeah, in 1952.  They were in nearby Clinton, but I lived in Worcester and commuted up there.  I worked there for about a year, and then I was drafted into the Army.
		Ooo.  That must have been depressing.
	It was.  ‘Cause by that time, 1953, I was 25.  I was almost at the edge of scooting by, but I didn’t.  So I was in the Army for 2 yrs.  The first of those years, I got pneumonia when I was in Basic.  
		In Seattle?
	No, this was when I was in MD...Fort Meade.  I had to be in the Army hospital at Camp Kilmer for a while.  But then when I got out of there, I spent a year at Fort Monmouth, NJ, and my second year in Alaska.
		When were you at Ft.  Lewis?
	That was just on my way to Alaska.
		How did you go?  Did you go by train...
	I was given air fare and flew to Tacoma, Seatac, and then reported to Ft.  Lewis, and we went by boat.
		That must have been an arduous journey.
	3 days, 2 nights.  We went to Whittier, Prince William Sound.
	I can’t do this anymore.
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